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Merch!
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Chapter 1

It took weeks before Kanae Toyomi and Estaline von Cleisseldor got everything in order at Aidenhall. They met with the new Knight of Ivory, Dalu'luna Mello, many times to catch her up on Order of Colors' duties and obligations. As the sole colored knight remaining in Radevic until Will assumed the mantle of Azure, she would have her work cut out for her.

"I'm beginning to think I should have declined and stayed in my cell," Dalu groaned at the stack of paperwork in hand.

"Welcome to the Order of Colors," Kanae joked with the other half stack in hand. "If I knew it was going to be more writing than fighting, I wouldn't have joined in the first place…"

They delivered the reports to a priest in the Basilica of Saint Rue. He had to call several sisters over to help him carry all of it into the archbishop's office. Their final task done, Kanae and Dalu were freed from their obligations.

"Tough or not, I won't waste this opportunity given to me. Thanks… and, uh… Sorry about fighting you during Archbishop Gretchen's rebellion. No hard feelings, right? What say I buy you a drink before you leave?" Dalu asked, tugging on her pointed right ear.

Kanae was about to take her up on the offer until a stampede stole their attention. It was her children, dressed in gilded tabards that marked them as junior knights.

"You know what? We'll take a rain check. See you around, Amethyst. If you survive the war against Ortesia, I'll be the first to buy you a drink." The Knight of Ivory flashed a smile, bowed, and turned the opposite way.

Teana, Mikki, Pan, and Revah surrounded Kanae, pulling on her arms and wings. Daya and Nelly trailed a bit behind them.

"We don't want you to go, Mama!" Teana wailed.

"How about we go back with you and fight those snobby high elves? We're strong enough to help you kick their asses!" Pan fired punches in front of herself.

"Not a chance. The Grand Eye pulled strings to enroll you guys into Knights' Academy. Stay in school. Leave the war to me, Edina, and Esta. I promise, it'll be over before you graduate. Absolutely no ditching classes. Do you hear me?" Kanae glared at her errant daughters.

"Okay…" they muttered in unison.

They emerged from the palace as one big family. A few Rown carriages and wagons awaited Kanae. Esta, Edina and her undeads, and a few Aidenhall knights were in the process of loading things onto the back of the vehicles.

The kids ran to say their goodbyes to Esta and Edina.

"I'll be coming with. My mom's staying," Aisha said, coming up to Kanae and letting her mother Moira to the ground.

"They appointed me head cook of the cafeteria! Can ya believe it? These young'uns need more meat on their bones. Looks like I ain't leaving this world just yet." Moira grinned.

"Don't feed them too much. These aren't hobgoblins, you know? Their appetites are a lot different." Kanae felt the need to remind the old goblin in case she genuinely couldn't tell the difference.

She brandished a ladle in Kanae's face. "Oh, phooey. Nothing but a good stuffin' a whole hog down their throats won't solve. Anywho. I don't plan on kicking the can. Not until I see my son again. You find Mitty, send him this way. Got it? If I do end up six feet under, pump out a few more babies in my name!"

As everyone boarded their carriages, Kanae climbed onto Titan, the massive languisteed that belonged to her now. Fitting beasts like him with armor might make for a nice cavalry unit. She glanced over her shoulder. Edina was bear hugging each of the kids. Gretchen helped Suvee and Kanade into a carriage.

Kanae's struggle in convincing those two to stay in Radevic ended in failure. They really would be much safer here. But after losing Arenade, Suvee and Kanade had been clinging to Kanae a lot more lately. At the very least, she intended to increase security and have Gretchen watch them at all times.

"Master, we're ready to leave." Esta gave Kanae a thumbs up.

"Waaaaiiiiiiiiiiiiiiit!"

They followed the voice to the palace entrance. Two familiar faces ran out in a hurry. To Kanae's surprise, it was Lapis and Lani. Both of them came to a halt in front of her, hands to their knees and panting heavily.

"We… will come with you… the Grand Eye's orders…" Lani said breathlessly.

"And I begged Marwin and Elizabeth into letting me follow you. After all, you were the one who found me. I want to return the favor of you finding me and giving me purpose. The Queen-Mother and her succubi were afraid of me, so please let me fight by your side!" Lapis exclaimed, her voice full of conviction.

Although Lapis was one thing, Lani presented a whole host of problems. Ulric had already set the precedent that a Saint Priest could step away from their post. Though not without a very specific reason, and the Grand Eye didn't tell Kanae why unlike last time. This might… put a damper on her plans.

"Hop on then. I'll be happy to show you the Commonwealth." Kanae gestured for them to get in the carriages.

As they departed from Aidenhall, Kanae watched her children shrink out of sight. They were going to be safer here. Everything would be alright.

Their caravan ascended the on-ramp onto the Imperial Span. In a few days of travel, they would be journeying on a new arm that extended all the way into the Commonwealth and then some. Many sections were still under construction as evidenced by the scaffolding and Rown workers around. However, it was already built enough to be used.

"Master." Esta rode up to Kanae on a languisteed of her own. "Lani wishes to speak with you."

The Saint Priest in question was leaning slightly out the window of her carriage. Kanae slowed Titan down until she was riding right next to Lani.

"Y-You're probably worried about why the Grand Eye sent me. Don't worry! I'm not here to join either side. Only to be a witness to the war. Chappy and I will stay out of your way as much as possible. Oh, but if you need help with anything else, we'll be happy to lend a hand!" Lani explained eagerly.

"Hmm… Say I want to look into Chappy, can I?" Kanae asked.

The warlock's eyes snapped open. Her fingers curled over the grimoire's leathery cover. Chappy was currently asleep. Otherwise, he would be talking up a storm and pestering Lani for sex.

"I don't mind, but… but only if I'm around! Chappy is mine. We're a team. Don't think you can take him away from me!" Lani exclaimed, holding her living grimoire tighter.

"I won't, I won't," Kanae playfully mused.

They arrived at Ehmvier City, capital of the Commonwealth of Sin, in record time traveling by the Imperial Span. Kanae and her caravan's return, however, wasn't met with fanfare like all the other times before. Instead of the lizardmen she had subjugated many years ago standing guard, it was a group of succubi in black robes rather than the Sisters of Sin's white garb who opened the gate. In fact, many similarly-clothed succubi wandered about the city.

Two factions of succubi stood apart from each other. One was dressed in black, and the other was clad in the white Sisters of Sin regalia. Both Lilith and Zadris kneeled down as she approached, and they were shaking.

"W-Welcome back, Mistress!" Lilith exclaimed at the top of her lungs.

"We're glad to finally have you back!" Zadris shouted after.

Kanae had already learned beforehand that there was in-fighting between them. They had their own ways of going about leading the Commonwealth, and so started butting heads.

"I haven't been gone for a year, and you two fractured the Sisters of Sin into two groups. Is this how you repay the kindness I showed you? We have a war coming to our doorsteps, do you think we can afford to be divided?" Kanae asked, looming over them atop Titan.

"No…" they answered together.

"You two, go reconcile by having sex with each other for the next 24 hours. Do it on the floor of the pulpit where the Eminence's parishioners can see." She placed a charm on both of them, and off they went to do as ordered.

That probably won't teach them a lesson, but it bought Kanae time to come up with an actual punishment.

"Did we… come at a bad time?" Lani poked her head out of the carriage window.

"Don't worry about them. I'll have it sorted out in no time. Welcome to Ehmvier, capital of the Commonwealth!" Kanae smiled, extending her arms across the city framed by the distant snow-capped mountains.

Chaperoned by Gretchen, Kanade and Suvee rode into the city on the Vantaean foal, Avon. The kids' excitement being back home lured them directly back to their school friends. Meanwhile, Kanae brought her guests to the castle.

"Fancy place." Aisha wrinkled her nose at the many tall buildings.

"Were you really okay with leaving Will behind?" Kanae asked.

"If he's strong, I'll have nothing to worry about. My mom wants to see Mitty again, so here I am helping you find my brother. I also want to see what kind of man he's become to bag a succubus like you," she said.

When they arrived at the castle, Kanae had the guards escort Lanil Hammerthorn to one of their finest rooms. She instructed Parn, the old dark elven minister who had come a long way since his village elder days, to draft letters to Highgreen and Talahurah. Esta went around the city informing those on a need-to-know basis, like Manabe, who commanded the army to mobilize their forces and step up recruitment. Takumi and Ingrid, the foremens of the Commonwealth's mining operations, were asked to ramp up labor. Edina, having lost most of her death knights after the Pillar of the Damned's power diminished significantly, returned to her abode to ritual-summon more.

Everyone had something to do. Except…

"Is there anything you want me to take care of?" Lapis asked, pointing to herself and expecting to be put to work.

"Lapis, you're a guest here. You don't have to do anything," Kanae said.

The dwarven sex automaton's shoulders slackened.

Kanae hatched an idea. She brought Lapis to the Cathedral of the Eminence of Sin. There, lying naked at the foot of the pulpit, were Lilith and Zadris, performing cunnilingus on each other in the 69 position. A few voyeuristic congregants had seated themselves at the first bench for front row seats.

"Gods bless the Eminence of Sin!" Someone wolf-whistled sharply.

The two succubi spared a second to look up at Kanae before quickly returning to pleasuring themselves.

"Shllrrp… Mistress… I'm diligently… doing as you asked… shllrrp… mmmm!" Lilith moaned from beneath Zadris.

"Hahh… High Priestess… Please, forgive me for betraying your expectations… I'll do better next time," Zadris promised her.

"You see them, Lapis? They are among my most trusted, beloved disciples. One of the firsts! I need them to understand how wrong they were in tearing my Sisters of Sin apart. Do what you do best and show them no mercy," Kanae said.

"Hehe. I'm not tossing aside a chance to be the sex machine I was made to be. You got it, Kanae! I'll whip them back into shape even if it breaks their cunts!" Lapis grew not one, but two penises.

The onlookers went wild cheering, but Zadris and Lilith were stunned.

"M-Mistress, High Priestess— wait!"

Kanae left the cathedral amidst their cries and returned to the castle. It was late now. The journey here had taken a lot out of everyone. Too bad things weren't going to get any easier from now on. First, to clean up Zadris and Lilith's mess, and reunite the fractured Sisters of Sin. Next, broker an alliance with Lord Charron and the Queen-Mother. Finally, wage war against the self-proclaimed holy Empire of Ortesia.

"I hope Lani is settling in well," Kanae muttered aloud as she made her way to the Saint Priest's room.

However, the room was quiet. Kanae knocked but no one answered. She slowly opened the door and was hit by the musk of sweat. Lani was twitching in bed. Dozens of tentacles were all around her.

"Well, if it isn't the succubus! What brings you here?" Chappy asked, using a tentacle to wipe the sweat from his upper book cover.

"What did you do to Lani?!" Kanae rushed over and checked for a pulse.

"Nothing to fear! This is what we usually do. Isn't that right, babe?" The living grimoire made the Saint Priest nod her head since she was unconscious. "Don't mind her. She's just all tuckered out. Usually won't wake up until morning. Great for me, since I'm into sleep play and Lani gave permission!"

Kanae wondered how true that was, or if he was just lying to get more fun out of her. Although… If Lani wasn't going to wake up anytime soon, maybe this was a good chance to learn something herself…

"I want to find out about the One-Eyed Cross. You're the one most likely to have any information about it," Kanae said.

"Well, I might and I might not. That depends. What do I get in return?" Chappy asked even though they both knew full well.

"I'll let you screw me. You like the taste of a succubus, don't you?" She flashed her tits at the living grimoire.

Chappy's pages flipped from end to end in a show of pure excitement. If he had eyes, they would be bulging out at the sight of Kanae's breasts. The living grimoire planted himself on the table for her to peruse, but this was going to take a while.

"So, why the One-Eyed Cross? You don't look like the sword-wielding type," Chappy said while she flipped through his pages.

"Avaline attacked Aidenhall to steal it on the Empire of Ortesia's orders. It's no coincidence that they nabbed it, then declared war on the Commonwealth. If the One-Eyed Cross is some secret, super-powerful weapon, then I need to know how to counter it," Kanae explained.

"Hahahaha! Those high elves still think they're all that after all this time, huh? Give 'em a good kick in the ass, and it'll send 'em home crying!" The grimoire's laughter was hearty and filled with a nostalgic ring.

"Did you have a high elf own you before Lani?"

There was an abrupt pause. Kanae thought she had broached a sensitive or forbidden topic.

"Yeah, you know him. Lord Charron. Or at least how I knew him back then, Charron Ehmvier," Chappy answered in a sing-songy manner.

"What?" Kanae gasped. "You mean, he exchanged his body for information, too?!"

"That's what you're curious about? Geez. Here I thought succubi banged anything that moved. I don't have a preference. If it feels good, then I'm all in! Right now though, my adorable Lani's my favorite!" he guffawed like a perverted old man.

"Sorry, I just didn't need that mental image in my mind… What did he want to learn from you?"

"Heh. Wouldn't you like to know, toots? Unfortunately, my lock is sealed. What someone learns from me, stays between me and them."

What a difficult book…

As Kanae continued flipping through the pages, she felt the distinct wet feeling of a slimy tentacle squirming up her inner thigh. It left a sticky trail of saliva. Chappy… this living grimoire was already trying to collect on her, even though he hadn't coughed up any useful information yet. She tried to set it aside, but the tentacle tugged her underwear and wormed its way into her pussy.

"Nngh… You're making this harder for me on purpose, aren't you?" Kanae winced.

"Hey, I'm plenty hard myself! You know, Lani would scour my pages for days on end. By the end of it, the chair would be soaked, she'd forget what she was looking for and could only think of getting fucked by me. How about we look for something easier? Like… a cake recipe!" Chappy suggested, sprouting more tentacles out of himself.

They slipped underneath Kanae's cloak. Two started flicking at her nipples, erect from being toyed with. The one stirring up her pussy was gradually picking up the pace. It got more difficult to concentrate by the second, but damn was Chappy good at it.

The pages weren't yielding anything useful, and Kanae was beginning to wonder if Chappy had the ability to withhold information on purpose. Still, she persevered through the pleasure being inflicted on her.

"Show me that tail pussy. You want it. I can reach deep in there and give it a real good fucking," Chappy insisted.

Kanae drew her tail forward and opened the gaping maw. She was anxious. Being ordered around was thrilling. Another tentacle emerged from the bottom of the cover, but this one had ribs and bumps all over the shaft. Her eyes went wide as it plunged into the depths of her tail.

"Fuck me!" Kanae blurted out almost instinctively, and Chappy was glad to give her what she wanted.

"Oh, this is what I'm talking about! Being able to fuck two pussies at the same time. You must be feeling crazy right about now, huh? I bet you want your other holes filled, too!" Chappy drilled another tentacle into her ass, then another into her mouth.

"Mmm… shllrrp… shlluurrp… Mmph!"

Assaulted by ecstasy in every hole, looking through the grimoire was impossible. This was probably what kept Lani from uncovering all the secrets Chappy had to offer. He distracted the reader too much to read anything.

"Nnh…" Kanae yanked the tentacle out of her throat and turned the page. "Not yet… Not until I learn something!"

"Ah, yes. That determination! Lani demonstrated her willpower to me, too. Until I made her orgasm repeatedly!" Chappy pumped harder into Kanae's two pussies and ass.

Other tentacles poked and prodded the rest of her body. The one she wrenched out of her mouth rubbed against her cheek, like an annoying boyfriend wanting a blowjob.

Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap!

"This is… aahhh! Nothing! I've had… nngh… an ogre… break the bed, fucking me before…!" Kanae clenched her jaw and suppressed a bubbling climax.

"You're a real slut, aren't you! Not many succubi would fuck an ogre, but I've heard you brag about screwing a dragon, too! C'mon. Who cares about knowledge? Don't you just want to give in?" Chappy asked, pounding her into submission.

Fresh tentacles smaller than the others looped themselves onto the Piercings of Impurity.

"Wait, don't—" Kanae protested too late, and Chappy pulled her nipples to their limits. "It hurts! Ow, ow, ow… Stop!" She switched on Masochist to withstand the pain, causing her pleasure to rise tenfolds. "Yes, keep going! Pull them harder! Fuck me harder! I want to cum on your tentacles so bad… make me cum for you, Chappy! Ahhhhhhh!"

Flashing hot pain seared Kanae's entire body, like someone had tossed her onto a bed of burning coals. Those coals, however, were tiny, undulating tentacles. Every inch of her sensitive muscles convulsed to the rhythm of Chappy's fucking.

Kanae mustered what little strength and willpower she had left to turn the page. There, at the very top, written in bold words… the One-Eyed Cross.

"Oh? You found it!" Chappy stopped the unceasing pistoning and left the tentacles idle inside her.

"You're a real… piece of work…" Kanae panted.

"And you're a prime steak that softens up real good after a bit of tenderizing. Mmm-hmm!" He turned one tentacle into a tongue to lick her cheek.

The One-Eyed Cross. Forged from the hellfire of Varren the Prideful, it is one of two pieces that form a single weapon to match the wielder's hubris. The other half is a long steel blade known as Morphing Malice. On their own, the hilt and sword are powerless. Once combined, they grant the ability to glimpse into the very near future and find the path to victory.

"Varren the Prideful? Another devil," Chappy said amusedly.

Ortesia had to know they possessed a weapon with a devil in it. The Pillar of the Damned supposedly granted a necromancer the power to raise an undead army that rivaled a kingdom. Kanae couldn't imagine what another weapon like it could do… She laid her head on the table and sighed.

"I want to look another thing up. You want to fuck me some more?" Kanae offered the grimoire.

"You're goddamn right I'm up for it. Just know that there's no guarantee I might have that kind of info. Whatcha looking for anyway?" Chappy asked.

"A magical item to bring someone back to life," she said.


Chapter 2

Streaks of sunlight pierced through the canopy and illuminated the jungle before them. Kanae shielded her eyes walking under one, then gazed up. The golden beams were a bright and warm comfort to her skin. A kit of flying squirrels darted from tree to tree. They passed over her head, landed on a branch, and peered back down at them.

"I can't… I'm too tired… Just let me rest!" Arenade groaned from behind.

"We've only been walking for half an hour! It's those gigantic tits of yours that's slowing you down." Kanae teased.

"Well, sorry for having a body crafted so perfectly divine!" She planted her butt onto a stone protruding from the ground and refused to move another step. "If you want to keep going, then go. I'll catch up."

Kanae sighed and joined Arenade on the rock. This tranquil jungle was brimming with life, and there was no shortage of drama to behold. The trail of tiny ants carrying pieces of debris away from their mound. A family of birds resting on a branch and picking at their own feathers. Even dire beasts growling from afar, too fearful of coming any closer to two exceptionally high level adventurers.

Their hands just barely brushed against each other. Kanae tiptoed her fingers over Arenade's, where they folded over the slender and lithe digits. Although they were looking in opposite directions, the two slowly scooted closer to each other.

"If we're going to rest," Kanae began seductively, "how about a little snack—"

When Kanae turned to her arrogant high elven lover, she saw instead a writhing ball of tentacles. They lifted her into the air. She snapped awake and found herself still in Lanil Hammerthorn's room, lying underneath the Saint Priest, and having their holes drilled by many tentacles.

"I'm cumming, Chappy! I'm cumming so hard it's driving me crazy!" Lani cried deliriously.

The bed shuddered and creaked. Chappy pounded into their asses and pussies with little regard for either of them. Kanae came, too. The tentacles pushed their heads closer together until they had no choice but to make out. Lani drooled into Kanae's mouth, and she was more than happy to suck on her tongue.

They remained embraced in bed, slimy tentacles caressing their bare bodies. Lani's glossy eyes gradually became clearer with every passing minute until finally—

"Am-Amethyst… EEP?!" Lani jumped out of bed and threw herself into the armoire closet.

"Morning, Lani." Yawning, Kanae sat up at the edge of the bed and stretched.

"W-W-W-What are you doing in my room?" She poked her head out to ask.

"This busty succubus has been turning my pages all night! Hooweee! She's a real slut like you, Lani!" Chappy draped Kanae with all his tentacles, teasing her nipples, clitoris, and just anywhere on her skin that was still sensitive and tingly.

"I told you not to look through Chappy unless I'm around!" The Saint Priest jumped out of the standing closet with a spare sheet wrapped around her.

Both Kanae and Chappy shrugged.

"You were around. I was in here with you the entire time," Kanae said.

"Uu… I don't mean when I'm asleep!" Lani pouted, her cute chubby-bunny cheeks inflating like balloons.

"Awww. Don't fret, Lani! We both know you're my favorite little bitch in heat!!" Chappy flew over to his owner and slipped tentacles underneath the sheet.

Lani straightened up and was falling into the mood again.

"Wait, mmm… not right now! What were you searching for anyway?" Lani shook off Chappy's advances and looked Kanae in the eyes.

"It's not a big secret or anything. I'm looking for a way to bring someone back to life. Chappy, did we find anything before I passed out?" Kanae asked.

"Oh, right. You want the good news or the bad news? Ah, screw it. I'll give ya both for being a good fuck." Chappy descended onto the table, revealing the last page Kanae had flipped to.

Strangely, it wasn't a bunch of texts like she expected from a grimoire. Drawn on the pages instead was a map. The far left and right edges of the pages were tracts of land. Port Kandis was drawn on the right. Far to the left, a X-mark approached at an extremely gradual pace.

"What exactly are we looking at?" Kanae couldn't make heads or tails of it.

"Beats me," Chappy said. "Some things in my pages are unknown to even me! Good news is, what you're looking for is coming to this continent. Bad news? It probably means someone has it. No idea what it is, but it is something pertinent to what you're after."

"If that's Port Kandis, then whoever or whatever it is must be traveling by sea. In other words, someone is bringing an item capable of resurrection across the ocean? Why?" Lani asked, tilting her head so that both ears fell sideways.

A single thought crossed Kanae's mind. It was the most likely answer.

"I have an idea… The direction it's coming from is the Empire of Ortesia, and they recently declared war on the Commonwealth. It has to be them. I don't know why they're bringing it here, but I'm not letting this chance go. I'm going to take it from them," Kanae said.

In order to do that, however, they needed to win this war. It wasn't going to be easy. Kanae had spent enough time with Lani and Chappy. She let them have their privacy to meet up with Estaline von Cleisseldor in her room.

Just the very thought that a chance existed in bringing Arenade back lifted Kanae's hopes. She twisted the Ring of Destined Matrimony that sat snug on her ring finger.

"You look to be in a good mood this morning, Master." Esta smiled, who had just gotten done donning her armor.

"Is it obvious?" Kanae asked, massaging her cheeks and not realizing she had been grinning ever since leaving Lani's room. "There's hope, Esta! But we're going to have to fight for it."

"And fight, we shall. Before you arrived, a steward came to my room in search of you. A significant number of citizens have gathered outside the castle. Word of war spread across the city like wildfire last night. Many have also found out that Arenade is gone," she explained.

Of course, everyone was going to find out eventually. This wasn't something that could be hidden forever. They ascended the castle to Arenade and Kanae's royal bedchamber. A balcony offered a view of Ehmvier's burgeoning city. Today, worried citizens of the Commonwealth gathered in mass. They filled the streets and the courtyard leading up to the castle, with murmurs of worry and panic.

Among them, Kanae met the familiar faces of her friends, Ichi, Manabe, and Takumi, who had come a long way since their boring lives on Earth. Ingrid and Edina, two former pawns of the Outriders, who had broken the shackle once held by Bardell. Tess and her gaur herd, who had cast away their nomadic ways to settle here. So many people had come to the Commonwealth with their own reasons to start anew, and they had given back to the Commonwealth for providing them a home.

"What you heard is true. The Empire of Ortesia is coming," Kanae said, walking up to the railing.

Their gasps were quick and sharp.

She continued, "When Arenade, Edina, and I came to No Man's Land, we never expected to found a country. We were hiding out here because there were people who wanted us gone. One thing led to another, and we decided to carve out a place for ourselves. That is the Commonwealth. It doesn't matter who you are or what walk of life you came from, as long as you were kind and in need of a place to call home, we welcomed you. One of the founders… As many have already suspected… Arenade Brightwind, the Queen-regent, is no longer with us."

People in the crowd began to shed tears. Some covered their gaping mouths, in sheer disbelief that one of the Commonwealth's founders was gone.

"Arenade, more than anyone, wanted to build a place where no one lived on the streets. Where no children had to beg for food or walk in dirty rags. Where no one looks down on anyone and if someone is down, we'll gladly pick them back up. Where we can have as much pre-marital sex as we want! That is the Commonwealth. Now, the richest and most powerful nation in the world is coming to tear down everything we've built. What Arenade built! Are we going to let them take all that away from us?"

"NO!" the citizens of Ehmvier roared.

"And what are we going to do about it?" Kanae asked.

"FUCK THEM IN THE ASS!" they shouted.

"Er… n-not quite what I had in mind, but I like everyone's enthusiasm! We're going to kick them out of the Commonwealth, because this is our home. If they won't leave, then sure, let's fuck them in the ass!"

What started as an anxious crowd had now turned into an impassioned force, rallied behind all that they knew and love of the Commonwealth. Everyone shared the same desire— to protect their homes.

"Your speeches always have a flair for turning sexual." Esta chuckled.

"This time it wasn't even my doing! Ugh… whatever. As long as everyone is fired up and ready for war, that's all it matters. By the way, do you know where my kids are? I wanted to check on Kanade about her crowned class," Kanae said.

"Gretchen is with Kanade and Suvee at the barracks training grounds," she answered as a matter of factly.

They headed to the barracks garrison, a flat field with Commonwealth soldiers sparring with each other, against Edina's summoned undead, and firing at target dummies. Past them all, Gretchen supervised Kanae's children, one of which was firing holy spells at a bone brute.

"Mooooom!" Suvee saw Kanae first and raced over. "I want to shoot spells like Kanade, too!"

The older sister of the two shot magic like it came naturally to her. Obviously, the spells barely hurt the bone brute despite being vulnerable to its magic type. Each time a holy blast struck the plate on its chest, it brushed it off and came out unhurt. What stuck out to Kanae the most, however, was that her daughter casted spells without a staff.

"You're going to have to wait until you're older, sweetie. Until then, you can always train with what you have. Your auntie Esta doesn't cast magic either, but she protects me with her sword and shield," Kanae explained.

"It's true, Suvee. Not just my equipment, I am your mother's sword and shield. You can be that way for your sisters." Esta kneeled down and patted the girl's head.

"Oooh! Teach me, teach me!" Suvee grabbed the hand and tugged her towards a dummy.

Kanae got up and joined Gretchen in watching Kanade's unceasing barrage of spells.

"Kanade is a lot stronger than we initially believed," Gretchen said.

"How do you mean?" Kanae asked.

"As we spellcasters know, casting magic generally requires a focusing or casting element. You have your wand which you wield with your tail. I have my staff. Edina has hers. Yet somehow, Kanade has broken those limitations with Somatic Mastery. Take a look. Kanade, dear. Will you show your mother your sigil?" she requested from the high elven girl.

Kanade stopped flinging spells and skipped over. She extended her right wrist which bore the sigil of a clenched fist over a sun.
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Crusader. Not a priest? Moreover, starting with two attributes at S-rank.

Among Kanade's skill list was Succubus Ancestry, High Elven Ancestry, Demonic Ancestry, some beginner-level holy spells, and a unique passive skill called Somatic Mastery.

[Somatic Mastery: You possess the ability to cast magical spells with only your hands.]

That explained why Kanade was able to jump out of nowhere and shoot a spell at Avaline without a focusing element.

"The Rook of Rotandrix wrongly believed Kanade was crowned a Priest. I don't blame her. Kanade is crowned a class that hasn't been seen since the era of Saint Rue— a Crusader," Gretchen explained.

"That sounds like a big deal, but what makes a Crusader so special?" Kanae asked.

"Priests are capable of casting holy spells but have little in the way of physical attacks, at least until they come to learn Holy Armament, of course. Paladins are capable of infusing holy magic into their weapons— which does not require a focusing element— and use some holy spells. Crusaders combine the best of both, hence an extremely high STR and INT. What confounds me the most is that neither Priest nor Paladin, let alone Crusader, should be a class available to a succubus. I've crowned many during my life, and know that the gods have deemed only certain races are able to be crowned certain classes. Kanade is an anomaly, or perhaps favored by the Supreme One or a god of The Many."

"I'm special?" Kanade asked.

"Special? You've been special the day you were born!" She kneeled down to squish her daughter's cheeks with both hands.

It took every ounce of willpower not to tell Kanade that there might be a way to resurrect her mother, Arenade. Kanae didn't want to give the girl any false hopes. What if they failed? What if everything went horribly wrong? What if Chappy was misleading them?

"WHAT!"

The outburst drew everyone's eyes to Suvee, who had her ear pressed to Esta's stomach.

"Is it that much of a shock?" Esta asked.

"Yes! I'm not going to be the baby sister anymore! I get to have a baby sibling instead! Yay!" Suvee jumped for joy and ran back over to grab Kanade. "We're going to be big sisters, Kanade!"

"Congratulations. I suppose I'll have to babysit another one?" Gretchen raised a brow.

"Listen… this came as a surprise to me, too." Kanae put a hand to her face and sighed.

As the afternoon rolled in, Gretchen brought the kids back home. Meanwhile, Kanae and Esta visited the Cathedral of the Eminence of Sin. The 24-hours should be up already. Inside the place of profane worship, having not moved since other than to switch positions, Lilith and Zadris laid on top of each other, covered in sweat and cum.

"Whew. Succubi really know how to take a dicking," Lapis said, wiping the sweat from her forehead.

"Good work, Lapis. You'd make for a great Sister of Sin if you wanted to join the sisterhood." Kanae gave her a pat on the shoulders for a job well-done, then turned a sour glare at the twitching succubus pair. "Explain yourselves. What did you do to my country while I was gone?"

Both of them sat upright.

"Lilith sent Sisters of Sin westward to subjugate small powers. Because of this, our army has been spread thin dealing with pockets of rebellion!" Zadris exclaimed.

"Zadris is withholding resources from me to complete the conquest! We could have subjugated those errant sovereignties with our armies months ago were it not for her!" Lilith fired back.

"Enough. Exchange a kiss and express to the other how much you love them," Kanae ordered.

Lilith and Zadris tensed up. They faced each other and kissed like awkward teenagers, all the while whispering words of affection that made them red in the face.

"My… I sometimes forget how cute you can be," Zadris whispered sweetly.

"You're only saying that because the Mistress ordered you! Don't try and butter me up!" Lilith blushed redder than a tomato.

"Now, tell me what's with this whole black robe business? You're supposed to be draped in pure white," Kanae said.

"It was my idea." When they separated their lips, Lilith spoke first. "Mine and Zadris' quarrel eventually spilled over to the other Sisters of Sin. Few by few, they began to pick sides. We've eventually started calling ourselves the Sisters in Black, and Zadris, the Sisters in White."

"And I'm assuming the Sisters in Black are the ones going out doing the conquering?"

They nodded.

Zadris continued, "We, the Sisters in White, have taken a less savage approach. The trade routes to Highgreen and Talahurah have long been plagued by banditry. We're forming political partnerships with smaller nations, who initially rejected Commonwealth rule, to serve as mercenaries. Yes, it costs a lot to hire them, but as they profit from us, we profit even more from our resources and merchant caravans reaching other cities intact."

"Huh. You guys actually thought this out— if only you weren't quarreling!" Kanae threw her hands in the air. "I don't like the idea of a fractured sisterhood, but I also don't want to disband what you two created either. The Sisters in Black and the Sisters in White can stay, but I want you both working together. Zadris will try politics first. Lilith, subjugation only as a last resort. Speak with Takumi and Ingrid to see how much of our refined metal stores we can part with. Sell them. Provide Lilith a share of those funds to support her efforts."

"Understood!" Lilith and Zadris bowed, then went their separate ways to get to work.

"You went easy on them. They could have done with a little discipline," Esta said.

"Lilith nurtured the Sisters in Black into a warmongering force. Zadris cultivated the Sisters in White into versed political assets. Both of them are going to be important. We also need to resolve the Commonwealth's own problems before Ortesia and Rotandrix get here. The Queen-Mother and Lord Charron need to know I'm someone worth allying with, too. They won't think that way if I don't get my country under control."

Esta stared at Kanae with her mouth agape.

"What?" Kanae asked.

"You often claim you aren't very good at ruling, yet I just witnessed mercy, cunning, and wisdom all from a single decision. Again, never have I been more proud to call you my master and to bear your child." Esta rested both hands over her stomach.

"So… I've been meaning to bring this up, but… Do you really plan on sticking with me to fight even while pregnant?"

"That is a matter of course. Why wouldn't I? The child shall learn battle first hand!" She nodded approvingly, but Kanae was shaking her head instead.

They had one more thing to do for the day, and that was at the adventurer's hall of Ehmvier City. Little had changed. If anything, the building had grown larger and its members even bigger. The walls were decorated with trophies from giant monsters. Worn weapons from fallen adventurers were displayed as a memorial. Minstrels played music on the stage for resting adventurers back from long quests.

"Queen Kanae!" A succubus receptionist at the counter beamed. "How may I help you today? Are you perhaps interested in taking a quest again as an adventurer?"

"Sort of. I want to charter an expedition into Toadstool Forest and need a handful of strong adventurers. Pay comes directly from the crown. The quest will be to collect a substance called mana-burning spores." Kanae grinned.


Chapter 3

From the sky, Kanae surveyed Toadstool Forest and its vast vibrant canopy. She had labeled this tract of land off-limits following Mitty and multiple adventuring parties' near-death experience. The last time anyone came through was the incident with the inspectator Milton and an army of demons. Apparently, Revah often snuck in to collect fungi against Kanae's wishes.

There was no explanation as to why this place sprouted in No Man's Land. According to Parn and others who lived up here all their lives, Toadstool Forest didn't exist until Kanae used the Writ of Divine Lease. Rumor has it that there used to be a gargantuan forest with trees taller than Aidenhall's highest point. They were all long buried under the earth now, serving as a plentiful food source for detritus and fungi. The current hypothesis was that blessing the land allowed those decomposers to grow exponentially and resulted in this.

They might never know, but Kanae did know that Toadstool Forest contained a trove of dangerous substances Ortesia was unaware of.

Something cracked and groaned below. Kanae watched as a giant mushroom tree collapsed, the first of many to be felled. She descended to the surface after it toppled completely. Undead from Legion of the Dead swarmed it in seconds, hacking away at the fallen mushroom with axes.

"I can't believe you're making me use my undead as glorified loggers. I didn't sign up for this, Kanae! My necromantic powers are meant for conquest, not deforestation!" Edina shook her fist from the back of an undead dragon.

"We're doing this for the good of the Commonwealth! Besides, an army of undead alone isn't enough to fight back the Empire of Ortesia. We need to start using our heads," Kanae explained, tapping the side of her noggin.

The grumbling squirreling necromancer returned to compelling her undead to cut the mushroom into smaller pieces. Once the cap had been sawed off, adventurers dressed in protective cloth gear entered the scene to scrape spores from the gills and into ceramic jars.

Other adventurers who weren't on collection duty stood guard, watching for any potential attacks from dire beasts. The expedition was meticulously planned. Kanae marked all of the mana-burning spore mushrooms they were planning to collect. Mages casted ice magic on the caps and the gills underneath it to keep the spores from spreading. Edina's undead cut down the mushroom trees next since it didn't matter if they were crushed, hurt, or caught stray spores. Half of the adventurers came in after with Rown wagons to collect the spores, and the other half were on the lookout.

"Be careful with that stuff!" Rosaline slithered up to and yelled at a careless adventurer. "It will burn your mana dry, and if enough of it gets on you, that's a one-way trip to the afterlife. Have you ever been burned by mana-burning spores? It's not a very fun time, let me tell you."

Ehmvier City's infamous lamia alchemist tagged along after catching wind of where Kanae was going. In fact, Rosaline had been vehemently opposed to Toadstool Forest being closed off.

"You could've just told me what to bring back to you," Kanae said.

"Nonsense. A true alchemist should visit the source of her materials and ingredients! How will I achieve my magnum opus by going about alchemy so half-heartedly? Nay! As the sole pupil of Elizabeth Bedlam, I mustn't simply follow in her footsteps. I must slither over them! Which is why I need to experience these mana-burning spores first-hand!" Rosaline uncorked a jar to sprinkle over herself.

"ROSALINE, ARE YOU CRAZY?!" she cried.

"Ahh— Yes, it burns as much as I expected! Wait, this burns more than I expected— ieee, aahhh!" The touched-in-the-head alchemist writhed on the ground and started nibbling on her tail.

A couple of adventurers who saw what happened rushed to help until Kanae stopped them.

"No, don't help her! You'll get spores on yourselves! Just… put a barrier on her and wait it out." Kanae sighed.

They did just that, encasing Rosaline in a magical barrier so the mana-burning spores could run their course without harming anyone else.

"Don't mind me! The fiery sensation is just giving me inspiration!" Rosaline explained in twitching agony from within the barrier.

"That lamia is an idiot, isn't she?" Aisha, who had asked to come along to collect some herbs for witch doctor purposes, stared at the suffering Rosaline with indifference.

"Rosaline is actually a genius alchemist, but it comes with a cost…" Kanae sighed.

"Master, the wagons are at 20% capacity. We're well on our way to filling them in about three hours. I would also like to express some worry. Twenty wagons worth of mana-burning spores is a lot. I believe this would be considered a war crime under the Radevic Convention," Esta said, gesturing to the ass loads of crates in the back of each wagon.

It wasn't a surprise that a knight as chivalrous as Estaline von Cleisseldor would worry about war crimes.

"I don't know what the Radevic Convention entails, but as far as I know, we're only allies and the Commonwealth was never formally signed into that. If this is a war crime, then I can't wait to be written into their history books about it." Kanae shrugged.

"That succubus who carpet-bombed the Ortesian armies with mana-burning spores. Has a nice ring to it. You'll sure as three hells show those high and mighty elves a thing about war!" Edina beat her fists together.

"I hear high elves tend to squeal the most when backed into a corner. I'm more interested in watching your undead tear through their ranks." Aisha clasped Edina's hand.

"You're talking my language, baby! Kanae, where'd you find this chick? She knows what's up!"

Something rumbled in the distance. The adventurers on guard raised their weapons, and Esta lifted an arm to shield Kanae in case anything approached.

"HEEEEEEEEEELP!"

Three novice, beastmen adventurers ran for their lives. A horde of undead and other adventurers, composed of humans and elves, were the ones chasing them.

"What the fuck is going on? I can't control them! Stop it!" Edina hopped off her dragon only to get trampled in the stampede.

It took a death knight swinging the flat side of its sword to knock away the attackers. Undead caught in the hit were pummeled into bone dust, and the adventurers went lights out on the ground. The rest were quickly defeated and subdued by adventurers who weren't going nuts.

"What happened? Why are they going crazy?" Kanae asked the three who were fine if not winded from running.

"We went to collect… some other mushrooms like you asked… A couple of them went to check inside a cave, then they came running out with their weapons drawn on us!"

"That's why we started running. They looked like they wanted to kill us!"

Did mushrooms do this? Maybe a hallucinogenic effect of some sorts? Hallucinations shouldn't affect things like Edina's undead though.

"Kanae, look!" Edina kicked the skull of a defeated skeletal grunt up to her feet. "There's weird growths on it. Gross."

Kanae kneeled down to inspect the skull. An orange and white web of slime pulled across the cranial bone, and some of it slipped inside both sockets. Edina was holding an arm bone that had the same substance on it. Actually, all of the bones had it. The adventurers who were acting strange did, too.

"This looks like a mystery only an alchemist can solve!"

"Ros— Wait, how did you get out of the barrier?" Kanae gasped as Rosaline sidled up to them.

"Oh, I stopped the burning sensation with a neutralizing agent!" Rosaline smiled.

"That didn't answer my—"

The lamia continued, "More importantly, my winged friend, we are looking at what's called mycelium. These root-like webby structures are grown from mushroom spores. They had likely taken root inside their brains and bodies."

"That sounds like the start of a zombie apocalypse movie… Are we in danger out here?" Kanae shuddered.

Rosaline shrugged her shoulders. Great. Maybe 20% of the wagon loads was good enough.

"But my alchemist senses are tingling. I intend to find out!" Rosaline dashed in the direction the adventurers and undead had come from.

"Are you kidding me? Get back here!" Kanae shouted, but the alchemist was already too far.

"We can just leave her," Edina suggested.

"I'm in agreement with Edina. Rosaline has always been able to handle herself. Following her into a cave when she has explosives on her is also dangerous," Esta added.

"Explosives?! Ugh. No, we can't just leave one of the two best alchemists on this continent behind. I also don't want Mikki to be sad about losing her mentor! Aisha, Edina, Esta, with me. Everyone else, continue collecting the spores," she ordered before taking off in Rosaline's direction.

They followed the trail left behind in the dirt by a lamia. It led them to a sinkhole in the ground. A few mushroom trees had fallen into it or were leaning heavily inwards. This must have been where those adventurers and undead were when it collapsed. The bottom of the hole wasn't very far, but a tunnel seemed to lead farther in. Now the question was… did Rosaline really go inside?

"I'm telling you, man. We should just leave her," Edina said.

"You can stay here if you want. I'm going down to drag Rosaline out by the tail if I have to." Kanae jumped into the sinkhole only for the other three to land a moment later.

The four of them nodded to each other and ventured into the tunnel. Daylight soon vanished, its light replaced by carpets and rods of glowing mycelium. Some were even pulsing as if they were blood vessels connected to a beating heart. The strange cave system had no pattern to it other than every path continuing a descent. Their only evidence of Rosaline coming through here was a trench in the soft dirt only a serpent could make.

"You don't think the spores will grow and control us, do you?" Aisha asked, brushing away a curtain of hanging mycelium.

"I wonder… If Master is controlled by mushroom spores, am I still beholden to serve her? Or will I be serving the mushroom?" Esta mumbled to herself from the front.

"Let's not get into deep philosophical questions while a hundred feet below the surface. If the spores can control us, it's already too late. No choice but to keep going," Kanae said.

They eventually stumbled into a corridor with harder walls of compacted dirt, stone, and old, decaying wood. Deep holes, like someone repeatedly plunged a spear into the walls, dotted the length of the tunnel.

Kanae stopped to peer into one. A worm squirmed its way out of a hole. At least, she believed it was a worm at first. It had a cap like mushrooms. The shaft was long and smooth. Tiny holes on the umbrella cap oozed a gooey, white liquid reminiscent of ejaculate. As more mushrooms protruded from their holes, a dirty thought crossed her mind. She grabbed the base of one and opened her mouth.

"What do you think you're doing?" Aisha folded her arms.

"N-Nothing!" Kanae tensed up. "Just inspecting the mushroom."

"This is glory-hole galore for Kanae. You wanna suck and fuck some shrooms, buddy?" Edina teased.

"Of course not!" She stormed ahead, fighting the disappointment of being denied.

The curtain of mycelium grew thicker the farther they delved. They went from tiny tendrils to tentacles as thick as Chappy's molesting appendages. It didn't help that Kanae was getting horny from their slimy arms brushing against her skin.

"Help!" Aisha cried from the back. "I can't move… These stupid things are constricting me!"

As they turned to help, the draping tentacles snatched their limbs.

"Hold on. I can break us free with Necrotizing Touch!" Edina grabbed a tendril, causing it to turn black and wither. The effects traveled to the others and eventually reached Esta.

"Edina, that stings!" Esta winced.

"Stop the spell! Now!" Kanae ordered in panic.

The squirreling flinched. In doing so, it allowed the mycelium to regenerate and hold them again.

"M-My bad!" Edina shrunk.

Kanae shot a worried look at Esta. Hopefully that necrotic magic didn't do anything to the baby.

The mycelium tentacles yanked them all into the walls, Kanae and Aisha on one side, and Esta and Edina on the other. Behind them, the earth began to open up. They were sinking into it.

"Oh, fuck—" Edina squeaked as she sank in.

"Master!" Esta sucked in a deep breath and spewed a thin jet of flames at the mycelium on Kanae's arms, causing them to recoil away.

"Esta!" Free to use both arms, Kanae produced a knife to carve her feet free, then raced up to Esta just as she disappeared into the soil. "Esta! Edina! Can you two hear me?!"

"Don't forget… me…" Aisha muttered, slowly sinking in just like the others.

Kanae hurried back to cut Aisha loose, and the remaining mycelium shrunk back into itself.

"We have to find them! If something happens to Esta and Edina… or the baby, I-I don't know what to—" A swift slap struck Kanae across the face.

"Calm down, you slut." Aisha clicked her tongue. "I don't plan on dying here either. I might not have an offspring yet, but death can wait until after Will gives me as many children to rival you and Mitty. Now… I just need some material…"

The witch doctor went around collecting mycelium, rotting pieces of bark, and collecting the cinders from Esta's breath. She grinded them all together into a wooden bowl hanging from her waist. It was a goopy, black and green paste when she was done. Kanae felt magic emanating from it, too.

Without an ounce of hesitation, Aisha scooped the slop up to her mouth and swallowed it. She wiped the rest from her lips, fighting the urge to gag.

"What did you make?" Kanae asked as her hobgoblin sister-in-law's eyes glowed a deep forest green.

"Forest Strider," Aisha answered, scanning the tight space around them. "It's a druid spell. Lets the spellcaster see root systems of any plants, fungi, and trees. The spell is useless in a fight, but great for searching arable lands in a climate like the Badlands. I think I see them. Two figures, one small and the other big, wrapped in cocoons of mycelium. The third one near them is probably the idiot lamia. Follow me."

Relieved, Kanae followed after Aisha and kept a look out for any attacks by the mycelium again. It occurred to her that they weren't often alone together, despite being family. Well, family was an awkward word to describe them. Kanae knew she and Aisha came from very different backgrounds, connected only by Mitty and the kids.

"So, uh… You and Will? Still kind of hard to believe you two are an item," Kanae tried her hand at conversation.

"I thought I told you? It's only out of convenience. He's strong and capable of becoming stronger. I'm confident the children we produce will be mighty," Aisha said, though it was clear in the tone of her voice she hid other motives.

"You seem pretty desperate about having strong children. Is that just goblin and hobgoblin instinct?"

"Probably. Gabrul, that shitty old man of mine… We grew up with him always calling us useless, that we'd never amount to anything. Maybe he was right. The one he thought was most useless wedded a succubus queen and had a bunch of kids. Me? I thought I could grow strong by obeying him, and that it would keep my mother safe. How wrong I turned out to be…"

The one constant that all races suffered from— parental pressure.

"Leaving Gabrul out of the equation, I think Moira is plenty proud of you. I used to be afraid of letting my kids out of my sight. Probably sheltered them to hell and back, too. Your mom was willing to let you come to the Commonwealth with me, because she knew you were strong enough to protect yourself. If you ask me, that's something to be proud of. Better than a mother like Avaline who was willing to fight her own daughter," Kanae said.

"Drakelings, am I right?" Aisha chuckled. "I appreciate it. For a succubus slut, maybe you're not so bad."

They entered a hollowed out chamber with a thick, gargantuan mushroom in the center. Rosaline was attached to the trunk by a blanket of mycelium. She appeared to be unconscious. As for Esta and Edina, they were both trapped in glowing, vegetative pods suspended from the ceiling by mycelium threads.

"Hang on, guys! We're coming to save you!" Kanae shouted.

"You will not," Rosaline awoke to say.

"Something's not right. All of the mycelium roots are lightning up. Especially the one in front of us! It's blinding!" Aisha shielded her eyes.

The earth shuddered. Spores shaken loose from the central mushroom's cap rained down on Kanae and Aisha. They covered their noses. However, it was the ground that started reacting. Small mushrooms grew at extreme speeds. Kanae backed away and accidentally stepped on a cluster, causing them to burst with powder. Her vision began to distort in a colorful array of melting shapes.

"Oh, no… Not again…" Kanae groaned.

"What's… happening to me?" Aisha asked, falling to her knees and turning into an erect penis.

Kanae rubbed her eyes, but Aisha was still a straight mast. The giant mushroom at the center of the room warped into a giant languisteed schlong, much like Titan's.

"I'm not falling for that! I know it's not real!" Kanae shouted.

"We forgive you for cutting down our kin, but you have trespassed into our domain. That cannot be forgiven. You will atone by becoming our sustenance," a deep voice bellowed.

While everything was spinning, a cool and slimy sensation stretched across Kanae's body. Mycelium? She glanced down to find herself drenched in ejaculate. Above her, dozens of large penises were dripping with cum.

"Alright, maybe I don't want to resist… This looks like heaven," Kanae mumbled, opening her mouth to catch the drops of honey.

"I take back what I said. You're really just a degenerate succubus slut after all!" Aisha cried.

The layer of cum stiffened and stretched. Kanae's nipples were getting hard. Something poked out of the ground and stuffed itself into her pussy. She gladly bounced on it, riding the dick granted to her.

"We have seen you. Our kingdom is greater than all surface-dwellers combined. Ever since the myco-gods blessed us with sentience five and a half years ago, we have bore witness to your destructive tendencies. No more. Everything shall belong to us. Everything shall belong to the collective!"

"Five and a half… years ago? Isn't that when… I used the Writ of Divine Lease?" Kanae asked.

"You… what?" Their gusto started wavering. "No, that can't be it. Are you telling us that you are the myco-gods?"

"Hold on… I'm about to cum… Do me a favor and make your mushroom bigger! I want a bigger dick inside me! Make me cum!" She sped up her pace, pounding her pussy on the swelling shaft.

Something like liquid sprayed into Kanae's womb. The feeling was intensified by the warm, pulsating mycelium on her body. They tensed and relaxed as if climaxing with her. The orgasm was so great, she let loose her own waterworks all over the ground.

"Stop that! Your urine contains too much nitrogen. It will damage the soil!" the angry mushroom yelled in Rosaline's voice.

Kanae snapped back to her senses. The colossal mushroom was shriveling up, and the pods containing Esta and Edina were withering.

"Aisha!" Kanae grabbed her shoulders and shook. "Piss on the ground!"

"You want me to do what?!" Aisha gaped.

"Just do it, and watch your feet because there are mushrooms all over the place!"

"F-Fine, just look away! I'm not a pervert like you!" She staggered around to the back of the mushroom to do her business.

"Wait!" Rosaline, under the sentient mushroom's control, craned her neck to harp at Aisha. "Don't do that! Not so close to the base of my trunk! Nooooooo—"

The pods crashed to the ground. Esta and Edina spilled out of it, covered in a strange goo.

"Ughh… Getting this out of my fur is going to take ages!" Edina wailed.

"Esta, are you okay?" Kanae steadied the drakeling knight on her feet.

"Yes, but… where are we?" Esta asked.

Aisha was just now coming back while pulling her pants up.

"Great surface gods from above… Please forgive us. We did not mean to anger you. Don't urinate on us anymore!" Rosaline begged.

"Huh? Rosaline's talking all weird!" Edina gasped.

"That's something else talking in her place," Kanae said. "The mushrooms underground gained sentience after we used the Writ of Divine Lease five years ago. Look, we didn't mean to stumble into your underground kingdom. You can keep it for all I care. We only want to collect the mana-burning spores from above and get Rosaline back."

"This incessant yapping one came down here scraping our kin into pouches. Take her. We don't want her here. As for the toadstools on the surface, those are not sentient. However, they do provide us with sustenance. All we ask is that you not cut them all down," it pleaded.

The mycelium detached, and a large tendril brought Rosaline safely to the ground. Kanae checked her vitals. She was fine, if not a little delirious from inhaling spores. Esta picked the lamia up, and they were about to leave when Kanae raced back into the central chamber.

"I didn't get your name yet. I'm Kanae Toyomi, Queen of the Commonwealth," Kanae introduced herself.

It didn't respond. Instead, mycelium tendrils stretched up Kanae's legs. She heard a voice speak inside her mind.

We are Kingdom. A pleasure to meet you, surface-dwelling god Kanae Toyomi.

"Before I leave… I was wondering if you have some of those hallucinogenic spores you used on me to part with? I, uh… I kind of liked what I saw," Kanae said.

The mycelium on her body stretched up to her arms. They formed a sort of leathery pouch. Inside it contained a grainy, powdery substance.

Spores of the edelitica fungus. Grow them. Their caps will contain pockets of spores to suit your… needs.

"Thanks." Kanae bowed and winked. "I hope both our kingdoms can prosper together."


Chapter 4

Over the next few days after returning to Ehmvier from their expedition into Toadstool Forest, Kanae worked closely with Rosaline in designing weapons out of the mana-burning spores. There were… many accidents. The experiments took place underneath the shop where Rosaline conducted most of her alchemical concocting.

It was originally built with lighter reddish brown bricks, but some parts of the wall had been stained black with soot and evidence of explosions. Kanae kicked pieces of charred wood and broken glass wherever she walked.

In one corner of the room sat the tall, multi-tiered apparatus called the transmutation drum Eliza had Kanae deliver some time ago. All sorts of reagents were shoved into shelves with little intent for order. Kanae and Rosaline peered over the crescent table, inscribed with glowing runes that facilitated advanced alchemy. One rune heated up a glass beaker on it. A different rune cooled down another. Through a series of narrow tubing, they fed into the bubbling black cauldron.

"Are you sure this isn't going to explode, too?" Kanae asked.

"The crux of alchemy is experimentation! We won't know until it happens. Now, goggles on. Brace yourself!" Rosaline pulled the safety goggles over her eyes, and Kanae did the same.

The mixture started getting violent. It bubbled over the edge of the cauldron.

"That means it's unstable, right?!" Kanae cried, taking a step back.

"Gerbil slug mucus! Kanae, find the mucus in the back shelf. It should be in a small ceramic jar with a cork on!" Rosaline exclaimed.

Kanae turned around. The blood drained from her face. There were shelves lining the entire back wall. Which one was it?! She rummaged through them anyway and came across the ceramic jar. Popping it open revealed a viscous goo inside with an oddly pleasant and fragrant scent.

"Here!" Kanae tossed it to the alchemist, who quickly emptied the contents inside the cauldron.

Calm returned to the workshop. Both of them heaved a sigh of relief.

"Did it… work?" Kanae asked reluctantly only to notice the alchemist staring into the jar.

"Strange. Which shelf did you pull this out from?" Rosaline turned to her worriedly while tasting the contents of the jar.

"Oh, I found it… there. The rightmost shelf!" She pointed behind them.

"Ahh! I arrange the reagents on the shelves according to how they taste, from 'gross, get it off my tongue!' on the left to 'I could eat this like a snack!' on the right."

Kanae blinked in disbelief.

"Okay, so… how is gerbil slug mucus supposed to taste?" Kanae gulped.

"The most repugnant taste imaginable—"

The cauldron exploded. They hit the shelves hard. Falling reagents buried them in a mountain of alchemical ingredients. Kanae dragged herself out, coughing and groaning. Her ears were ringing, too. Rosaline's tail was poking out of another mound, so she dragged the lamia right out.

"Well, now we know… cough! Cough! CAAUUUGGHH! Now we know dragon piss makes for a poor stabilizing ingredient. I've also found the gerbil slug mucus!" Rosaline exclaimed, lifting a ceramic jar that looked exactly like the other one.

"If Mikki grows up to be like you, we're going to have problems." Kanae sighed.

Although the cauldron was destroyed in the explosion, most of the workshop survived. The things that were important, anyway. Rosaline had extra equipment to replace what couldn't be used anymore. After tidying up the workshop, they restarted the process. This time safely with the gerbil slug mucus on hand. The end result…

"We've done it! This capsule shall inflict pain like nothing anyone has ever experienced before. With the added benefit of your creative touch, of course!" Rosaline handed Kanae what looked like a golf ball made out of mud and wrapped in cloth.

Applying just a bit of force caused a symbol on the cloth to glow. The wrappings were made from enchanted threads which cost a lot of money. Their purpose was to contain a spell which activated at the onset of the ball's explosion. A simple yet reliable spell— Turn Horny. Upon exploding, the mana-burning spores would hurt anyone exposed to it and bleed their mana. After which Turn Horny would pulse out, catching all within radius. This two-pronged effect was intended to thoroughly incapacitate a group of enemies.

Now to test it. Kanae and Rosaline brought a dozen capsules outside of the city. Esta and Manabe were in the middle of working the Commonwealth soldiers to their bones. The army of mixed races was doing drills. Foot soldiers linked their rectangular shields to form a phalanx. Long spears protruded from thin gaps. Winged beastmen and succubi soared from above in multiple small groups. In the back, spellcasters lobbed artillery spells and healers provided support.

"How's everyone looking?" Kanae asked as she and Rosaline joined them.

"They may just give the dragoons of Rotandrix a run for their gold. Time and action will tell if they are truly ready though," Esta said.

"I still don't know if I'm cut out for this," Manabe began dejectedly. "Five years ago, we were fighting armies without real cohesion. Isn't Rotandrix and Ortesia supposed to be like the people you don't mess with?"

Comparing Rotandrix and Ortesia to the likes of Bardell and Talon was no contest. The Commonwealth hadn't fought in a full-blown war before. Their battles against the Queen-Mother and Lord Charron's forces were all minor skirmishes, too.

"Are you telling me you're scared? You aren't going to leave me, are you?" Kanae sidled up the commander of the Commonwealth armies and drew circles on his chest with her finger.

"Eh, uh… ah… I… er… I would n-n-never!" Manabe turned bright red.

As a full-blown orc, he was much taller and bulkier than Kanae as a succubus. Bigger than most people in the Commonwealth, actually. She could only count on one hand how many people rivaled his size. Orcs in this world, as Kanae had encountered in Talahurah and from knowing Lina's husband Rog, were gentle but often mistakenly regarded as vicious, mindless killing machines because of their looks. They were also incredibly stupid like ogres.

Manabe was different. Having come to this world like Kanae did, he was given the body of a different race. His mind was still very much human, fragile and full of doubts. Compared to Takumi, who wifed-up Ingrid, and Ichi, who got himself a gaur harem, Manabe had no one.

"I know you wouldn't." Kanae smiled, pressing her breasts to his thick, muscular arm. "That's why I trust you. If you ever need me to reassure you, you should come by the castle more often. I'll treat you to some succubus hospitality~"

"We'll win this war even if I have to fight all of Rotandrix and Ortesia myself!" Manabe bellowed.

Seducing people was way too easy.

"Your forces are already in formation! This is the perfect chance to test our newest creation!" Rosaline's excitement was obvious from her forked tongue repeatedly flicking in and out.

"We wanted to test this out on the army. See how effective it is against a mass of troops. Think you can simulate a moving force for us?" Kanae asked.

"This isn't going to explode anyone to death, is it?" Manabe shuddered, casting a rightfully cautious glance at the alchemist.

They explained the intended effects of the spore capsule. It was only dangerous in large quantities, like if someone dumped an entire glass jar of spores onto themselves. These contained diluted amounts that should resemble a mana burn spell, and at worst render a victim unconscious.

Manabe commanded two-thirds of the force to be the attackers, and Esta led the other third as the defenders. Both of them set up across the field from each other, falling into their respective assault and defensive formations to mimic the battle of an invading army. Kanae provided a bag of capsules to the captain of Esta's winged squadron, a Sister of Sin succubus. Her only instruction was to keep the invading force from reaching the defenders.

"That's it, Queen Kanae?" The succubus gawked at the bag in her hands.

"When and how you use it is up to your discretion. You won't disappoint me, will you?" Kanae stroked the succubus' cheek.

"No!" she exclaimed.

With the final preparations complete, Kanae and Rosaline ascended to the top of a hill to watch the battle unfold. Both armies were a short cavalry's charge away from each other.

War horns sounded. Manabe ordered his forces to advance. Esta's army fired volley after volley of harmless illusory arrows, conjured by spellcasters, across the field. The attacking force raised their shields to protect themselves. Manabe's force was half-way there now.

Finally, Esta raised a hand and signaled to her winged squadron. Ten harpies and three succubi unfurled their wings and launched into the sky. Manabe's spellcasters responded by bombarding them with magic from below. A few harpies in Esta's winged squadron were spellcasters, too. They erected a barrier to block the onslaught. As soon as they were above the invading army, their spellcasters raised a barrier of their own.

All hell broke loose. Explosions rocked the barriers, but Manabe's army held rank. The winged squadron left the field, and when the attacking force's barriers vanished…

"What is this?!"

"It burns!"

Manabe and his attackers stopped in their tracks. The cloud of spores rained down on them. Esta ordered her spellcasters to shoot magic and archers to fire arrows again. As the attacking army tried to raise their shields, they collapsed to the ground and started masturbating. Their spellcasters couldn't raise a barrier, too low on mana from the mana-burning spores to do anything.

"Amazing! Fascinating! This. Is. Alchemyyyyyyyyyyy!" Rosaline's glimmering eyes reflected the shine of the midday sun.

"I'm glad you're excited, but I think we should go down and—" Kanae swallowed the rest of her sentence when Manabe's army began stripping off their armor.

No. Worse. Many who hadn't fallen unconscious started having sex right there on the battlefield.

"I can't stop! It feels so good!"

"This itch won't stop until I orgasm! More, more!"

"So… pleasurable yet painful at the same time— ahh!"

A group of men were gangbanging a lone elven woman. Two beastmen ladies were blowing a male human. A group of women formed a cunnilingus train. It was an all-out orgy.

"Must… resist… joining…" Kanae gripped the side of her arm. "Hey, Rosaline. The enchanted threads hold my Turn Horny spell, but I know for sure it only makes people horny. Not immediately make them want sex. Did you add something to it?"

"As a matter of fact, I did! I wanted to see the effects of including another fungus into it. One that has been known to enhance physical pleasure and often used in aphrodisiac brews. Now I know! None of the effects have diminished. If anything, they have intensified each other!" Rosaline explained madly.

No sense in complaining. Ortesia was going to have a very depraved surprise waiting for them.

"Kanae…" Manabe lumbered up to them, his eyes glossy and his erect dick standing at attention. "Can I have some of that… succubus hospitality… now?"

"Wait, snap out of it! You're not all there! We should get our soldiers help before—"

Manabe pounced. He knocked Kanae down and pinned her underneath his large, orc body. His similarly large, orc cock plunged into her pussy despite her protests.

"Oooh! It's been so long! Kanae's wet succubus pussy!" Manabe roared as he pounded into her.

"Mana…be… Nnghh… Mmm! Okay… keep at it! Your orc dick is tearing me apart! Manabe, I'm cumming! Keep going and screw me as much as you waaaaaaaaaaaant!" Kanae climaxed hard, adding her moans to the chorus of an orgy.

The mock battle had ended and another battle took place. Esta and the defenders were left to care for the hornified attackers.

Meanwhile, Kanae and Manabe continued back at the castle. She buried her face into the pillow and bit on the cover. Manabe's orcish thrusts rocked the entire bed, causing it to crack and groan and her to moan.

"You're not as tight as Ulric's ass, but nothing beats your sopping wet pussy!" Manabe exclaimed as he unloaded a flood of cum into her.

"Ahhh! It's so hot… My pussy is going to drown from all your cum…" Kanae murmured in ecstasy.

"Uurk… wait… I feel so dizzy…" He fell backwards and collapsed off the bed.

"Manabe?!" When she went to check on him, his eyes were spinning and his body was looking like a husk.

Kanae slapped a hand to her face. Not only did the mana-burning spores sapped his mana, she ended up draining what was left of him. A quick cast of Restore Mana made him right as rain, but he was going to need a bit of rest. Too weak to lift him onto bed, she dragged the covers off and laid it on top of him instead.

Someone knocked furiously at the door and startled her. She quickly threw on the Matron's Regalia, then answered the door to find Esta panting.

"They have arrived. Artaggon's army," Esta said stiffly.

"So soon?" Kanae gasped. "Find Lani. She should still be in her room. Do whatever it takes to keep her there. I'll meet them and think of something!"

Esta nodded, steadied her breathing, and calmly made her way to Lani's room.

The first of the guests had arrived. Esta only mentioned the demon army for some reason. Did she not see Lord Charron among them?

Alright, calm down…

It had been years since Kanae last saw Lord Charron. He might not even remember her. She returned to the room to throw on more appropriate clothing. Upon opening the armoire, Arenade's glorious white dress with silver and gold chainmail underneath glinted back. It was the piece of armor Arenade had worn during the Aidenhall incident, and she had left it behind during their journey into Artaggon.

Kanae put it on in honor of Arenade. Surprisingly, it suited her form well. It was also incredibly heavy. The contrast of the white battle dress on top of her sinful black garb, its features noticeable in the few revealing gaps like the long thigh slit, served as an enticing glimpse into what lay under.

Instead of flying out, Kanae rode through the city on Titan. The atmosphere was tense, but her citizens put on a brave face. People rushed back into the safety of their homes. Others armed themselves. When she reached the west gate, it had been closed shut. The city walls were filled with archers and spellcasters at the ready. She ordered the uneasy gate guards to open it. Kanae swallowed hard and hoped nothing bad happened yet. Once the gates had opened, she came faced with two armies confronting each other. Commonwealth soldiers and Artaggon's army.

"What's going on? You invited us to talk about an alliance, but welcomed us with a closed gate and weapons drawn?" the voice of Lady Dahlia, tinged with anger and patronizing intent, asked.

The demon army split down the middle to let a hellhound beastman and herzulith demon through. Lady Dahlia and Minestra Val'doun. The demon lord himself, however, was nowhere to be seen.

"Kanae, my beloved! I convinced them like I promised, so I'm expecting an embrace later!" Minestra waved all four hands.

"Long time no see," Lady snarled past clenched fangs. "Lord Charron has tentatively accepted your proposal and awaits you at Highgreen. But before that… When was the last time we saw each other, Kanae? Oh, right. When you turned on me in Ha'Vavish!"

"H-Hold on! Let's talk about this? We might potentially become allies, so no need to start any violence and ruin that!" Kanae pleaded.

Before either of them had a chance to make a move, the ground at their feet turned into a swamp. Black tentacles sprouted all over to capture the demon army. Even Lady and Minestra were caught unawares. Kanae flew off Titan as he, too, was entangled.

"Bitch, I knew this was a trap!" Lady yelled.

"I swear, it's not me!" Kanae insisted, searching for the aggressor.

"Well, well, well! It looks like someone hasn't been entirely truthful to you, Lani. Maybe our new friend can answer some questions." Chappy's cheery and taunting voice turned the blood in Kanae's veins to ice.

"I'm the one who cast this spell." Lani walked past the gates with her arm outstretched and hand in a choking grasp. Chappy floated behind her, including Esta, who was wrapped in the same black tentacles that suspended her in mid-air. "As a crowned Warlock, I have Demon Sense as an innate passive skill. Do you mind explaining to me why there are demons here, Amethyst?"

No matter how much Esta, Lady, and Minestra struggled, none of them could break free. These tentacles squeezed them with a vise. The real strength of Saint Priest Lanil Hammerthorn was on full display, and her magical prowess was nothing to scoff at.

However… Kanae saw what Lanil didn't, because her back was turned to the city from having walked out of it. Lapis, who lifted a finger up to her lips, was creeping up slowly.

"I do have an explanation, but you and Grand Eye Analise probably won't like it. I'm sorry, Lani." Kanae apologized sincerely.

"You can save your explanation and sorry for the Grand Eye after I've restrained Demon Lord Charron's two lieutenants," Lani said, retracting her outstretched arm to pull them in.

"The sorry wasn't for that. It's for what I'm about to do. Now!" she shouted.

Lapis hugged Lani from behind. The swamp and tentacles disappeared. Lani's eyes snapped open in surprise. She turned to Chappy for help, but a death knight— with Edina riding on its shoulder— threw an enchanted bag over him and tied it shut.

"Hey! What the hells? Let me out!" Chappy tried to punch through with his own tentacles, but to little success.

"Amethyst, consorting with demons is what got Bardell in trouble! What do you think you're doing?" Lani stammered, now powerless to do anything.

"I'm making sure the Commonwealth wins," Kanae said, placing a charm on the Saint Priest. "I still want to maintain my alliance with Radevic, but we need an alliance with Lord Charron and the Queen-Mother if I want to beat Ortesia and Rotandrix. I really am sorry about this, Lani. I'm going to need you to keep quiet until the end of the war."

"Yes, Amethyst. As you wish." She nodded obediently.

"What do you think, Esta? Are we screwed?" Kanae asked as they stood in front of Lanil Hammerthorn's prison cell.

"Well, at worst, Radevic may end up siding with Ortesia to take Lani back. If that were to happen, then we are, as you say… screwed," Esta said.

They had no other choice but to betray and imprison Lani. Kanae couldn't afford to lose this alliance with Lord Charron and Queen-Mother Zariah. The Saint Priest's moans echoed loudly up and down the corridors.

The moaning maiden, one of the dwarven races' many sexual inventions that Kanae encountered in Ha'Vavish, subjected Lani to the constant prodding by fleshy tendrils. Its schematics were among the many things they had brought back during the excursion. Thanks to Lina and Rog's expert craftsmanship with metal and Rosaline's knowledge of exotic monsters, they were able to replicate the dwarves' sexual torture device.

The moaning maiden was similar to the iron maiden, a standing iron casket that trapped the victim within. Instead of inward metal spikes, however, they were fitted with a species of low-level monster that attached themselves to iron and fed on bodily secretions.

"Ahh! Gaahhh… Mmmph… It'sh driving me inshane… like my whole body ish… being shcrewed!" Lani cried from within.

Kanae opened the face of the iron maiden, fashioned to look like that of a moaning woman, and revealed Lani showing the same expression underneath. Her eyes were rolled back, she was covered in sweat, and shuddering all over.

"Have you changed your mind?" Kanae asked.

"I-I… would never… betray the Grand Eye! You're siding with demons and succubi. They will betray you first. Hasn't King Turren and Grand Eye Analise treated you well? Treated your children well, too? I thought we were friends after having sex with Chappy together! Why won't you rely on us instead?" Lani exclaimed.

"I want to, but you heard the Grand Eye. This isn't a war you or Radevic can be a part of. Don't worry. I'll let you go once the war is over. Until then, I can't afford to have you telling the Grand Eye about my plans." She shut the moaning maiden's face.

"Wait… Where's Chappy? Please… don't do this… You can still… change your— Ahh! I'm cumming again!" The Saint Priest writhed intensely, climaxing to whatever the fleshy interior was doing to her.

A dozen black-clad Sisters of Sin entered to guard Lani's cell. Even as Kanae and Esta ascended the stairs to leave the dungeon, her moans could still be heard from up there.

"Well, well. It sounds like you gave my sweet Lani some nice accommodations down there!" Chappy said as they emerged from the castle.

"Are you really okay with this?" Kanae asked worriedly. "Turning against Lani, I mean. I thought you two were close."

"Lani probably thinks I'm being held in some top security prison anyway. But what's with the second thoughts? You're the one who proposed this plan to me in secret. Besides, it's a good chance for me to get a word in with my old pal, Charron. Without Lani though, you're going to be keeping me company, right?" He floated up to Kanae and licked her face with a long, salivating tongue.

Edina throwing a bag over Chappy was just for show. The living grimoire could have easily freed himself and Lani. His loyalty to the Saint Priest went deep. So, Kanae had to sweeten the pot for him. She offered herself as his sexual outlet in Lani's place and a meeting with Charron. The latter was what really sealed the deal, but he wouldn't give a reason why.

"Not now though… I still have work to do. Go upstairs to my room and wait there. The servants will show you the way," Kanae said.

"Hehehe… I can't wait to get to digging into your lovely honeypot again!" Chappy licked Kanae again before flying off.

"Just imagining my master being dominated by tentacles once more… I would like to be there to watch." Esta breathed heavily between each word.

Kanae rolled her eyes at Esta.

They boarded a carriage to the demon encampment situated outside of the city. It reminded them of the war camp set to invade Highgreen years ago, but a lot smaller. Demons emerged from their tents and gathered to watch them coming through. Some even bowed.

"Why do they show you deference?" Esta gazed out of the window and was just as perplexed.

"I'm not sure. I don't think I did anything special for them?" Kanae shrugged.

When the carriage rolled to a stop, they were in front of a round tent larger than the rest. Kanae recognized it as belonging to Minestra and Lady, but both of the demon lieutenants weren't inside. Instead, the two were outside seated around a table with Edina, Lapis, and Manabe. The five of them had cards in their hands.

"Hah! Looks like it's my win again, losers!" Edina slapped down her hand, and the others leaned over the table to check in disbelief.

"Bullshit. You cheated! Where are you hiding those cards?" Lady tossed her hand and growled.

"Cheated with what? Magic? We have Lapis here to make sure that doesn't happen. Just accept that you lost to a little squirreling." The necromancer sneered.

"Okay, let's not get into any fights now." Minestra pushed the two away from butting heads with each other. "The Demon Queen of the Commonwealth is here. Oh, Kanae! My sweet beloved!"

Kanae and Esta hopped off the carriage and immediately noticed Manabe wasn't having a good time. The orc was shivering in his seat and sweating bullets. For how much more menacing his appearance was compared to the others, he sure looked meek.

"Is this wimpy orc really the commander of your forces? If your army was made up of sniveling whelps, what in the three hells do we gain by siding with you?" Lady asked, then slammed a fist on the table to make Manabe flinch.

"Weak?" Kanae embraced her seated, cowardly friend from behind and stroked his muscular chest. "You're underestimating how strong Manabe is. Just one thrust is enough to make me submit! He packs a load worth a hundred humans. When he has me in his arms, and I can't break free—"

"We're not talking about sex, you nympho lunatic! When the Ortesian and Rotandrix forces come knocking on your front gates, how can you count on your people not to piss their own trousers? Why should Lord Charron side with the Commonwealth who's poised to lose at the first battle?" the hellhound snarled.

"Because I've beaten the demon forces at every turn. That's why," she said, shooing Manabe off to take his seat.

Lady's right eye twitched a little. Everyone else stayed quiet to watch the tension unfold.

Kanae continued now that she had their attention, "The only ones I can't beat are the Queen-Mother and her daughters. If we form this alliance, you're not just helping me repel the Empire of Ortesia. Lord Charron earns an ally in me and the Commonwealth against the Queen-Mother afterwards."

"You want to cross the Underqueen," Lady said, leaning back in her seat and licking her fangs. "And how do I know you won't betray us like you did me in Ha'Vavish instead?"

"Haven't you seen the Commonwealth? The Queen-Mother wants to enslave everyone who isn't a succubus as cattle. I don't want that for my people. We're living in harmony already. She wants to destroy that."

Lady and Minestra exchanged glances.

"At the end of the day, Lord Charron makes the final decision on whether we join forces or not. Lady and I are only here to make it explicitly clear you don't have any funny business planned. Obviously, I don't think you will! You're too angelic for that. But I'm one of his top officers. I have to look after my lord's safety," Minestra explained.

"No funny business! I'm willing to work out any accommodations and conditions." Kanae lifted her hands in the air.

Lady pointed to Lapis. "We want that to be present during the meeting. Its anti-magic will ensure no one can cast magic."

"Me?" Lapis pointed to herself.

A clever move, but not unexpected. When no one was able to cast magic, then the physically strong had the advantage. Namely, Lady and Minestra, two powerhouses in a non-magical fight.

"That has a name. Her name is Lapis, and Lapis can make her own decisions without me saying so," Kanae said.

"I'll go!" Lapis nodded.

"Good. We leave tomorrow. Get moving, Minestra! We have an army to command. You can cavort with Kanae later." Lady got up and started corraling her forces into gear.

Kanae needed to do the same. She and her crew returned to Ehmvier. Manabe sulked all the way back.

"Manabe, you must always hold your head high. Even if it is in front of enemies who may soon become allies. Straighten your back. Hold your chin high. Prove Lady wrong that you aren't weak," Esta said.

"Easy for you to say! You've been Knight of Silver for how many years now? Sure, I've been in this 'commander' post for five years now, but I still don't know the first thing about leading. Wouldn't it be better if you or Kanae take the reins?" Manabe asked desperately.

"We do, sometimes. But we're better suited being on the field alongside the army. You're just the one directing people. Do I have to give you some encouragement again?" Kanae tugged her cloak down to reveal some more cleavage.

"S-Sex isn't going to make me any better at commanding an army, but… I'll do my best," he mumbled.


Chapter 5

At first light the very next day, Kanae bid goodbye to Ehmvier again. She left the mostly reformed Lilith and Zadris behind to rule again. They promised not to steer away from each other again, but…

"Lilith~ Your skin is so soft and smooth. I love how you feel against me," Zadris whispered seductively into her co-ruler's ear.

"Will you stop touching me?! The Mistress is leaving, and we should see her off properly!" Lilith pouted.

Their relationship took a turn after Kanae ordered them to have sex with each other as a method of rehabilitation.

"Make sure not to fracture the Sisters of Sin again. Have them finish whatever they're doing as soon as possible. The empire's forces should have made landfall at Port Kandis by now if they haven't already. We have less than a month and a half before they start pouring into the Commonwealth," Kanae explained.

They sounded off, "Yes, my queen!"

Esta and Aisha each gave Kanae a nod before jumping into a carriage. Gretchen was just now coming out of the castle with Suvee and Kanade in tow. They were riding atop Avon, whose recent growth spurt allowed both to mount him comfortably. Normally, Kanae wouldn't have been okay with bringing them so close to either the demon lord or the succubus queen. But the sad truth was that they would be much safer in Highgreen than so close to the fighting in Ehmvier.

An army of undead led the way as the vanguard. Edina soared high in the sky on her dragon. They departed alongside the demons bound for Highgreen.

"Quite the beast of a languisteed you got there. Is all that armor for show?" Lady said, riding up to Kanae on a young devil mutt that was smaller than Titan.

"He's pretty beastly elsewhere, too." Kanae winked, causing the hellhound to recoil in disgust. "Remember how I defeated your initial demon assault on Orturic with mana-vamp starfishes? I bred them with my own body. I did the same with Titan, and most of the languis are growing up to be just as large."

"Ugh! I didn't need to know that! Granted, it somewhat gladdens me that you would go to any degenerate lengths to achieve victory…"

Kanae smiled proudly and stroked Titan's mane. She had suited him and the other languis with barding, protective armor for war mounts. They were intended to be used as a cavalry unit alongside the Sisters of Sin anyway.

"This is Ortesia we're talking about. We have to pull out all the stops. It's been bothering me though. Is it Lord Charron's ultimate goal to invade the empire?" Kanae asked.

"And what makes you think that?" The hellhound raised a brow.

"J-Just an educated guess…"

"Well, you aren't wrong. As one of his trusted lieutenants, Minestra and I have been privileged to learn what Lord Charron wants to do but not why. But that doesn't concern us. We only want to see his desires come to fruition," she explained.

"But why? How did people like you come to revere him so much?"

"What kind of stupid question is that? Look at the demon army. Now, think of your own army. They're similar, aren't they? Where else would you find so many different creatures living together? Artaggon has its own flaws, sure. We're not perfect. But everyone has a chance to rise. In Ortesia, if you aren't a high elf, a drakeling, or a human, then best sign away your life to servitude for any chance at a decent life."

When Lady put it that way, Kanae was beginning to see how similar Artaggon and the Commonwealth were for the people living there. Wait… Charron and Arenade's goals even seemed to align. Then how did they end up hating each other so much?

Their long journey neared an end when they saw Highgreen's vine-touched walls and enormous, magical barrier. The dome shimmered for a moment and an opening parted for them to enter through the portcullis. Highgreen soldiers dressed in their verdant gambeson rushed out and formed a path into the city. Someone from a distance blew into a bellowing horn.

Two men marched out of the gate, one of whom Kanae recognized was Margrave Grell. The other was a much taller man, whose skin was charcoal black. His horns were like that of a ram's, thick and curled. He had sharp, pointed ears that sagged in the back from hanging ruby earrings. His long, bountiful hair was curly and bleached white. He even wore the same dark and gilded robes with a weathered mantle she last remembered, though a little bulkier now with what must be armor underneath.

Kanae's heart was about to jump out of her chest. She was about to meet the Demon Lord Charron, the very man who had put her in this situation and given her so much trouble. Now, however, she needed to make allies with.

Esta emerged from her carriage with her greatsword and greatshield already drawn. Edina, on her undead dragon, landed and kicked up a cloud of dust.

"Whew. I'm all jittery. Anyone else feeling the jitters?" Edina asked, repeatedly slapping her own cheeks.

"So, that's Lord Charron? What a powerful presence…" Esta growled.

The fact that Lord Charron was waiting without any of his demon forces or lieutenants made it all the more daunting. Lady and Minestra remedied that. As the demon army who journeyed with them dropped down on one knee, the two lieutenants dismounted to join their lord's side.

"Just be cool." Kanae nodded to Esta and Edina, and they returned the same gesture before proceeding.

"Demon Queen Kanae Toyomi, we meet at last!" Lord Charron's voice was jubilant and prideful, reminiscent of Arenade's haughty drawl. He broke from his group to meet Kanae half-way. However, there wasn't a single chord of recognition in his speech.

This… This bastard didn't recognize her at all. A seething, bothersome emotion bubbled within Kanae that her companions sensed right away— but were too late to stop her.

"I must say," he continued in a proud manner, "the Commonwealth and her Majesty are much more beautiful than the rumors say. Gazing upon you, my eyes have been treated to—"

"This is for turning me into a succubus!" Kanae slapped him across the face.

It was the slap heard around the world. Everyone's jaws dropped. Everyone and everything was dead silent. Kanae only snapped to her senses when she saw Lady and Minestra gaping at her, their eyes wide open.

Sirens went off in Kanae's head as a single sentence crossed her mind—

SHIT. I JUST SLAPPED THE DEMON LORD IN FRONT OF EVERYONE!

"I'm sorry! I didn't mean to! That was, uh…" Kanae trailed off upon realizing that Lord Charron wasn't boiling over with anger at the slap, but that it had appeared to have jogged some memories.

"Wait…" Charron muttered, hand to his stinging cheek and his jaw also agape. "Are you… It can't be… YOU'RE THAT SUCCUBUS?!"

"The Demon Queen struck the first blow! To arms!" Lady shouted to the Artaggon forces.

"Bring it, bitches! Mama's in need of some fresh corpses!" Edina loomed over the field from her towering undead dragon.

Sharpened steel slid from sheaths and destructive magic hummed from ready hands. Everyone was poised to fight when—

"No, wait!" Lord Charron whirled around to his army. "Of… Of course, Queen Kanae would lash out on our first meeting! Why wouldn't she? We invaded her lands, attacked her people. That's why I have accepted her invitation to her summit, to leave our bad blood behind in order to address an even greater threat! We are here for peace, not more war! Isn't that right, your Majesty?"

"Y-Yeah! Grell, would you be so kind as to lead the way?" Kanae asked the margrave.

"Oh, uh… Certainly, my queen. Right this way." Grell awkwardly pulled away his spear, which was inches from skewering a poor imp.

Kanae and Charron entered Highgreen side by side, her on Titan and the ruler of Artaggon on a devil mutt. They followed Grell into the city, as did the demon lieutenants, Esta, Edina, and the carriage containing Lapis, Aisha, Gretchen, and Kanae's youngest daughters.

The mostly elven and beastmen citizens, impassioned by their queen's presence, took to the previously deserted streets to show their support and boo at the demon lord.

"What a lovely city you have here, Queen Kanae!" Lord Charron exclaimed aloud, throwing out his arms to soak in the city's energy.

"Why thank you, Lord Charron. You're able to enjoy Highgreen's splendor thanks to me repelling your invasion five years ago," Kanae taunted.

The haughty demeanor faltered. He cracked a stiff smile to continue putting on airs.

"Clearly, your reputation has preceded you. For a succubus. There was a time when people would have ended your life on sight." Charron brushed his hair with antagonizing intent.

"There was. Now I'm so beloved, the Eminence of Sin managed to find a footing in Artaggon. People must adore me up there, too." Kanae smirked.

The demon lord flinched, realizing that he had been beaten.

"Is that really you? I could have sworn you were a lot more meek when we first met!" Charron whispered dubiously.

"Yes, it's me! You remember the meeting with Arenade that you rudely interrupted and changed me into a succubus!" Kanae reminded him while stiffly waving at her people.

"Okay, but… Why… Why are you so hot?" he asked.

Kanae choked on both her spit and answer, unsure how to respond to such a strange yet appropriate question. It wasn't helping that she could feel the burning gazes of Lady and Minestra on her back. Likewise, Lord Charron was probably sweating underneath Edina and Esta's. Everyone was one wrong step from killing each other. The citizens of Highgreen's mixed cheers were barely enough to muffle the tension.

Their procession ended at the petal-laden streets of the Moonlit Avenue. Around this season, tree branches were beginning to look bare. Leaves and petals showered the university block, heralding the crest of autumn. A student who was playing the violin ended practice with a sharp, discordant note. He saw the demon parade and made a run for it.

Grell stopped at the start of the bridge which led into the university and turned around. "Accommodations have been made for Lord Charron and his entourage in Moonlit Avenue. We prepared the adventurer's hall in the Hunter's Ward for Queen-Mother Zariah and her daughters for when they arrive. Her Majesty, Queen Kanae, will be residing at the margrave's manor at Grellglen. The summit shall also take place there once our last guests have come."

"The Queen-Mother isn't here yet?" Kanae asked.

"It's just like Zariah to be late. That conniving sow knows nothing of punctuality. And she wonders why I don't answer her letters anymore!" Lord Charron huffed, his nostrils flaring with spite.

Lady and Minestra rolled their eyes like they had heard this a thousand times before.

They continued into the Moonlit Avenue, passing by the many lecture halls and dormitories to finally reach where Lord Charron would be staying. The mansion was built between two giant trees, both of which were hollowed out inside to serve as towers. According to Grell, it was an older alchemical laboratory renovated into a living space by Arenade's request. The home was intended to be her and Kanae's home in Highgreen.

The foyer was a botanical greenhouse garden of beautiful flora from around the world. Its centerpiece was a giant white flower in which three bulbs were growing from a single, thick stem called the hydracorpus.

"Queen Kanae," Charron began, stopping Grell from entering the mansion itself. "Perhaps a private tour is in order! Would you care to accompany me inside? Just the two of us?"

"I don't think that's a good idea!" Lady and Esta shouted at the same time, then turned on each other with their fangs bared.

"It's fine. I'll be back in a bit," Kanae assured her companions.

Grell opened the front door to let Kanae and Charron enter. As soon as he shut the door behind them, the two made their way into the lavish living room. Tables that once had beakers and potions on them were furnished with flowers in vases. Shelves for alchemical reagents were replaced with books and baubles. No expenses were spared to spruce the laboratory into a marvelous home suitable for royalty.

"Alright, enough with the pleasantries and false formalities!" Lord Charron spun on Kanae in the living room. "I thought you would have died a long time ago! A level one succubus is quite literally the weakest creature imaginable! You had no offensive or defensive spells. No martial skills to fight with. How in the three hells did you even survive?"

"Well, I… basically had sex with anything that was available to me. It kind of snowballed from there," Kanae answered honestly.

"Ah, I see. I turned a pervert into the best thing she could possibly become." He put a hand to his face and groaned.

"And whose fault is that?!"

Ignoring her, Charron paced around the room to inspect every decoration and furniture. He drew a finger along a window sill. He flicked a magical cinder into the fireplace to light it up. He tapped a vase and winced at the sound it made. He planted his butt on every couch and chair as if sampling them. Everything he did seemed to intensify the frown on his face.

"You expect me to live here with such paltry accommodations? The couch cushions aren't even stuffed with puffersheep wool!" Charron complained.

"Oh, god. You're just like Arenade! The cushions are just fine. What do you want? Something imported from Ortesia?" Kanae asked.

"It would be a start! Wait. What do you mean 'just like Arenade'? You make it sound as if you two were acquainted."

"We were… Arenade was with me for a while. Ever since I got dumped into this world as a succubus, actually. But… Arenade is… she's dead."

"Is she now?" He turned his back to her. "That stupid sister of mine. She probably went and sacrificed herself for a bunch of nobodies again… I—"

When Charron faced Kanae again, he appeared particularly distracted by something.

"What are you looking at?" Kanae squinted at him.

"There's a tiny little creature staring at us," Charron said.

Kanae followed his finger to the living room's entryway. Kanade was peeking in. She dipped away when they saw her.

"Kanade, come here!" Kanae called out to her daughter, who slinked into the room. "This is Kanade." She patted the girl on the head. "Mine and Arenade's daughter. That makes you her—"

"Uncle!" Charron gasped. "I-I have a niece? And she even has the same golden hair and little red ribbon. A style picked up from my sister, I see."

He kneeled down in front of Kanade, but even then he still towered over her like a giant. His eyes were slightly watery. His lips quivered, holding back what Kanae believed was a smile.

"Kanade, this is your mom's brother. Your uncle. We're technically enemies, but hopefully an alliance will make us friends. Do you have anything you want to say to your uncle?" Kanae asked.

Kanade lifted a finger up to Charron and said, "Deadbeat."

"Deadbeat?!" Kanae and Charron's jaws hit the floor.

"Little girl, you gaze upon the greatest demon to ever live! I command the largest army on this continent, large enough to rival that of even the Empire of Ortesia. Under my rule, the once divided Artaggon has grown to become an unstoppable force. I've achieved deification a millennia ago, and I'm worshiped far and wide! Yet you would call me a DEADBEAT?"

Kanade stood her ground and nodded. "Mom says you've been a deadbeat since the day you were born. All you do is 'lay around the castle, eat grapes, and order slaves around'. She told me all about how you make other people do the work for you and take their credit. At least both of my moms go out and fight their own battles. Where have you been all this time? Hiding in Artaggon somewhere while someone else fights for you. If Mom was still here, then—"

"Well, she isn't, is she? Because Arenade is dead!" Charron blurted out, stopping her rant cold. When the gravity of what he said dawned on him, he recoiled and tried to apologize.

But the damage was done.

Kanade choked up and started wailing. She ran back outside in tears. The sound of the front door opened, then slammed shut, followed by distant words of comfort from Gretchen.

"You're great with kids," Kanae remarked coldly.

"Oh, shut up. I was never good with children. Not even my own." Charron dragged a chair up to the fireplace and slumped down on it. "Back then, it was always Arenade, Arenade, Arenade. The scion of the Ehmvier family. The duchess. Our parents passed down the entire duchy to her and left nothing to me. Too bad she squandered it all and sullied the Ehmvier name for some lofty attempts at charity." He waved dismissively at Kanae. "The lackluster accommodations will have to do. You may leave now."

Kanae stopped at the entryway and picked up the toy sword Kanade must have dropped.

"Arenade's attempts weren't lofty. It was probably the least arrogant and selfish thing she ever did, and she succeeded. It just took a little more time, effort, and help."

When Kanae returned to the botanical garden, she regarded Lady and Minestra with a nod. They entered the manor to rejoin Charron. Kanade was sitting at the back of the carriage, head lying on Gretchen's lap and Suvee was rubbing her back.

"I took my eyes off Kanade for one second, and she disappeared. A moment later, she runs back outside in tears. What happened in there?" Gretchen asked.

"Lord Charron said something mean and made her cry," Kanae explained.

"Grr. No one makes Kanade cry!" Suvee pouted.

"I see. So, the demon lord has chosen death?" The former archbishop's eyes glowed with divine energy.

"NO! No, he did not! We're not here to start a war! Let's focus on Ortesia first…" She sighed heavily, then walked up to Kanade to return her wooden sword.

The girl clutched onto it tightly even as her knuckles turned white.

In the hours that followed, Kanae and Esta went around the city with Margrave Grell to ensure their defenses were in place. There was no telling what Lord Charron and Queen-Mother Zariah had planned, and whether or not their accepting of this invitation was only an attempt to strike a blow to the Commonwealth.

At the very least, after meeting with Lord Charron, Kanae was confident he had a motive to form an alliance. Queen-Mother Zariah was the wild card. Kanae could only hope Renya, whom she entrusted to accompany Hilde in delivering the invitation, hadn't walked into a trap.

"I've made sure to provide each regiment with a large supply of anti-succubus magic potions, and concentrated the bulk of our spellcasters to the Hunter's Ward. If Edina can spare a death knight or two, it would be a great help since succubi can't control the dead," Grell explained.

"Good work, Grell. I'll also ask Edina to get in contact with you as soon as I find her. By the way, any word on Noah and Mitty? I was hoping they'd be here when I arrived," Kanae said.

"Last I heard they were tackling a Rift that was in the way of a narrow mountain pass. I'm praying the two come back alright. That son of mine… Worrying his wife, the Queen of the Commonwealth, and his daughter. I'll give him a good scolding when he comes back!" he exclaimed.

They were about to move on when a group of Highgreen guards, winded from running across the city, screeched to a halt in front of them.

"Margrave… Queen Kanae… there's trouble in… the Moonlit Avenue, Lord Charron…!" one said, panting between each word.

Red with fury and worry, Kanae launched into the sky and beelined for the Moonlit Avenue. She found Lord Charron, accompanied by Minestra, in the middle of the street. People were keeping a wide berth around them.

"Charron! What do you think you're—" The rest of the sentence lodged in Kanae's throat as soon as she landed.

"Ah, Queen Kanae. I'm glad you're here. Would you mind explaining to me… WHY DO I KEEP GETTING ABUSED BY YOUR CHILDREN?" Charron pointed to Suvee, who was on his head and clinging to his horns.

"You meanie demon! This is for making Kanade cry! Auntie Esta said I have to stand up against evil no matter how strong they are. Take this!" Suvee struck him repeatedly over his head.

"My lord, I cannot pull her off if you keep flailing around!" Minestra was having trouble even with all four arms available to her.

"Suvee, this is the wrong time to stand up to evil!" Kanae wrenched Suvee away from Charron, but she was still kicking and struggling in her arms.

"I won't stop until he apologizes to Kanade!" She chucked the wooden sword and it hit him squarely between the eyes.

Everyone, even the passersby, gasped enough to swallow their tongues.

"You!" Lord Charron picked up the sword and marched up to Suvee, brandishing it in her face.

The brave front faltered, and Suvee was on the verge of crying. But to Kanae's surprise, Charron swallowed his frustration and handed Suvee the sword by the hilt end. She reluctantly took it.

"You two are brave, I'll give you that much. But I won't apologize. I'm the victim here! Come, Minestra. I would like to attend these so-called academic lectures I hear so much about." Charron flourished his cape and stormed off.

"Sorry, Kanae." Minestra apologized. "The summit has us all stressed, it seems. Lord Charron especially because the Underqueen… his ex-wife is coming. He truly wishes for this alliance though. May we face the Ortesian forces together on the battlefield."

"Minestra!"

"Coming, my lord!" She bowed to Kanae and hurried to catch up.

Once they were gone and the crowds had dispersed, Kanae sighed at her daughter.

"I can't believe you came out and picked a fight with the demon lord." Kanae gently knocked their foreheads together.

"When I saw Kanade crying, I knew what I had to do. I've been stalking him all afternoon, waiting for the perfect chance to strike. Hehe! He never saw me coming!" Suvee declared in all her prideful glory.

Charron was a lot softer on them than Kanae expected despite claiming to be bad with children. Well, family was family. For how spiteful he sounded about what Arenade did with their family fortune, there was a hint of deep sadness about her passing. He certainly cared. Maybe he just didn't know how to express it.

"Let's go back to Kanade and Gretchen, and you can tell them all about how you beat up Lord Charron. Sound good?" Kanae lifted Suvee into the air and let her daughter fly next to her.

"Can we get ice cream on the way home?" Suvee beamed.

"You know what? We can get as muuuuch as you like!" She smiled back.


Chapter 6

Queen-Mother Zariah and the Mistresses were sure taking their sweet time. Kanae was getting worried. Another day had gone by without any signs of their approach. Even the harpy scout squadron she had sent out have yet to report any sightings of them. They weren't the only ones she was concerned about either…

"Mooooom! Where's dad? I wanna show dad the shield I won at Arum Taum!" Suvee complained, rushing into the courtyard from the margrave's manor to interrupt Kanae and Grell's discussion.

"Your dad's busy helping adventurers. I'm sure he'll be back soon," Kanae assured her with a pat on the head.

"Hmm. Noah has been away for some time by now. Perhaps he, Mitty, and their group ran into some trouble in the Rift?" Grell wondered aloud.

"Dad's in trouble? We have to save him!" the girl exclaimed, tugging on Kanae's arm.

Kanae glared at the margrave.

"Ah— No! Your father is fine, I'm sure of it! I raised him myself, you know? He's strong. Like me!" Grell panicked trying to calm Suvee down.

"The Queen-Mother still hasn't arrived yet, so maybe I'll go check on Noah and Mitty. Do you have the location of that Rift?" Kanae asked.

"I don't, but the adventurers hall should know," he suggested.

Some adventuring was in order to get the blood flowing again.

"Suvee, your mom is going to go bring dad back. Wait here with your sister, okay?" Kanae scraped their horns together and had Grell walk her back inside.

In their place, Esta and Aisha emerged from the manor already dressed for battle.

"I overheard, Master. We shall accompany you," Esta insisted.

"If my brother's in danger, my mom would want me in the search party," Aisha said.

"Aisha can come, but Esta, you're staying put. You're one of the strongest people in the Commonwealth. Keep an eye on the demons for me. I also don't want you going into a Rift while pregnant." Kanae eyed the drakeling's abdomen which barely had a bump.

Sulking, Esta relented much to Kanae's relief.

"Hey, hey, hey!" Chappy, the living grimoire flew in front of Kanae's face to block them from leaving. "Hope you haven't forgotten about me! You've kept me cooped up for days! When am I getting to meet with my old pal, Charron?"

"It's not that I don't trust you, Chappy, it's just that I don't know what they might do. Stay put until after the summit. After I worked out an alliance they can't back out of," Kanae said, and the living grimoire capitulated at last.

Together with Aisha, they mounted Titan to set off. As the languisteed galloped towards the Hunter's Ward, three familiar faces came into view on the streets. Kanae tugged on the reins, pulling Titan to a grinding halt.

Lord Charron, Lady, and Minestra were staring hard at an ice cream stand. The terrified dark elven vendor shivered under their presence. People made a wide berth around them to avoid the demons.

"Well, if it isn't the Queen of the Commonwealth. Where are you off to this fine morning?" Charron took his eyes off the tubs of ice cream to ask.

"The adventurers hall. More importantly, are you just going to stand there or order some ice cream? I think the seller's about to piss himself if you glare any longer." Kanae chuckled.

"Ice cream? Is that what this is called? Is it… edible?" he asked.

"Yes… That's the point of ice cream— Wait, is ice cream not a thing in Artaggon?"

All three of them shook their heads. Kanae paid the vendor for each of their ice cream cones. When they received their scoops, they stared at the foreign, creamy morsel with curiosity as it slowly melted.

"This isn't poison, is it?" Lady sniffed the ice cream, then snarled at the scared vendor.

Kanae sighed.

"How am I supposed to eat this?" Lord Charron shoved the entire thing into his mouth, cone and ice cream scoop all. His eyes snapped open. He fell to his knees and clutched his head.

"Lord Charron!" Minestra cried out.

"So it was poison!" The hellhound threw her ice cream to the ground and brandished her claws.

"No, it's not! He's just suffering from a brain freeze for eating it all at once like an idiot!" Kanae exclaimed.

"This…" The demon lord slowly rose to his feet again. "This is DELICIOUS! I must have more. Sir elf, your culinary expertise is astounding. Give me another, nay— two more!"

The vendor reluctantly scooped another cone, and again, Lord Charron shoved the entire thing into his mouth. Lady and Minestra exchanged glances, and the latter slowly nibbled on the ice cream she hadn't tossed to the ground like the other had.

"This is the demon lord that Gabrul desperately seeks to impress?" Aisha watched the man himself devouring ice cream after ice cream, and subsequently suffering from a brain freeze each time.

"Queen Kanae, I would like to buy this man and his skill. How much?" Lord Charron asked seriously.

"This isn't Artaggon, and the guy is not for sale!" Kanae retorted. "Anyway, I've got people to find, so I can't stay and humor you."

"Oh? In that case, take Lady. Her nose shall aid you immensely," he offered.

"Wha—?" Lady gaped.

"H-How about I go in her stead? I can help Kanae!" Minestra pleaded to her sovereign.

Having a hellhound would help a lot, but… This was Lady Dahlia they were talking about…

"No, Minestra. Don't think I'm not aware of your obsession with Queen Kanae. Lady, aid the queen in her search. Failing her fails me," Lord Charron said.

"Yes… my lord…" Lady answered through a clenched jaw.

Maybe this was a good chance to ask…

"By the way, Lord Charron, do you happen to know of any living grimoires during your lifetime?" Kanae hesitantly brought up.

"Living grimoires?" Charron scratched his stubble stained with ice cream. "Living grimoires… Maybe? It's on the tip of my mind, but I can't quite remember. I've lived a very long lifetime. I can't recall all the little details. However, I will tell you that no good can come from consorting with one. If you ever come across one, dispose of it."

Dispose of… Chappy?

That grimoire had some explaining to do, but that was an issue to address when they returned.

Kanae and Aisha, now joined by a reluctant and prone-to-violence search dog, headed to the Hunter's Ward of Highgreen. The military garrisons and the adventurers hall was located here. Barracks replaced townhouses. The streets were wider to accommodate mass deployment of troops. Soldiers and guards roamed about more frequently than citizens in residential wards. As expected of a city based so close to enemy territory, they needed to be ready at a moment's notice.

The trio entered the adventurers hall that was once a hunting lodge five years ago. Every adventurer stopped what they were doing and choked on their spit when Lady, a demon lieutenant of Lord Charron's, casually strolled inside. On their way up to the front desk, she snarled at a nearby table of adventurers, scaring them white.

"Can you please not do that to my people?" Kanae groaned.

"Your people are pups that need to grow a backbone," Lady fired back.

The elven receptionist lady trembled. She was the only one out of three others who didn't hide underneath her desk.

"H-H-How may I help you?" she stammered.

"Noah and Mitty should've joined an adventuring group to tackle a Rift. Can you give me the location of it?" Kanae asked.

"Oh! We were actually about to reopen the quest since they were taking too long. If the queen would like to go herself, I'd be more than happy to pass it to you!"

The woman provided them with a map to the base of the frosty mountains, and they set off right away. Although Titan was large enough for Lady to hop on, she declined and stayed on foot. As a hellhound, her topspeed rivaled the languisteed while on all fours.

Mornings in Highgreen was cold, colder still because of the fall season and magically-chilly mountains up north. What was once a beautiful green landscape of rolling plains and hills had now been claimed by snow. Bone-chilling winds whistled a sharp tune and visibility was quickly falling. Fortunately, languisteeds were hearty beasts. Aisha, on the other hand, was not.

"Why… Why is it so c-cold? I can barely… f-feel my face," Aisha grumbled from behind.

"What's wrong, Aisha? Does it never get this cold in Hellfire?" Kanae teased.

"Not that… I've ever recalled…" She shuddered.

They eventually found the Rift portal in the way of a narrow mountain pass. It was wide enough that travelers wouldn't be able to skirt around. No wonder Noah and Mitty came across it. This likely impeded their expeditions.

"Let's go in already! I can't stand how cold it is out here!" Aisha was pushing before they even got off Titan.

For whatever reason, the languisteed dipped his head down to nibble on the snow, causing Kanae and Aisha to fall forward into the portal. They heard Lady's exasperated shouts on the way in. Kanae hit the cold swamp first, followed by Aisha, and then Lady.

"I'm already regretting this." Lady growled.

"Where are we?" Aisha asked, getting off Kanae and helping her up.

It was a forest, partially submerged in murky waters. Trees were covered in bright green moss, and their roots gnarled over each other.

"Kanae? Am I going crazy or is that really you?" a familiar voice whispered.

"Noah?" Kanae whipped around and saw him peeking out from behind a toppled tree.

"Shhh!" He frantically shushed her and pointed behind them where a one-eyed giant was sleeping on a pile of stones.

They quietly waded over and joined Noah on the other side of the tree. Three more adventurers and Mitty were there, too. All of them looked haggard, but were otherwise fine.

"I was so worried about you two!" Overcome with relief, Kanae hugged them both.

"It feels like forever since we last saw each other," Mitty said, settling into the embrace and smiling. "But who are your friends? Did you bring help from the adventurers hall?"

"Oh, uh… This may come as a surprise but—"

"I can't believe my fucking eyes. You haven't grown an inch, you green squirt!" Aisha threw an arm around Mitty's shoulders and grinded her knuckles into his hairless head.

"Ow! Wait… Is this… it can't be… Aisha? What are you doing here?" he cried.

"Came to find you! Mom's around, too, over in Radevic. She's been wanting to see you!"

Kanae had expected their reunion to be awkward, but they were siblings at the end of the day. The only one left to introduce was—

"Huh? Where did Lady go?" Kanae searched the surroundings for a missing hellhound.

"That was Lady Dahlia?" Noah gasped. "Well, she just jumped over the tree and went to the cyclops. It's what we need to kill to finish this Rift! She should be careful or—"

The ground rumbled. Everyone peeked over the tree. The cyclops woke up and stood to its full height, towering over Lady who was a third of his size. Its single eye glared down at her full of rage for interrupting his sleep.

"Watch out! We've been having trouble killing that thing for days!" Noah shouted.

With a single swipe, Lady eviscerated the cyclops into cuts of meat. Kanae and the others around her stared in disbelief.

The entire world began to shudder. It was the Rift, beginning to collapse after the final trial had been dealt with.

Everyone spilled back out into the freezing cold. Their reward, a heavy iron-bound chest, plopped down in front of them, too. Unfortunately, it had nothing for Kanae, Aisha, and Lady, who had entered at the last minute. But the adventurers all got something nice out of it.

"Are we done? Can we get back to Highgreen?" Lady asked, licking the blood off her claws.

"I don't think I need anymore reminders to never get on your bad side…" Kanae cautiously remarked.

When they returned to Highgreen, Lady ditched their group to get back to Lord Charron. As soon as Noah stepped foot inside the margrave's manor, Suvee rushed downstairs and jumped into her dad's arms. However, their reunion was cut short by the horns bellowing across the city.

Kanae felt a faint burst of energy pulsing outwards, sending goosebumps across her skin.

"It's the Queen-Mother!" Esta rushed in and warned. "An army of succubi enough to blot out the sky has come!"

A chill ran up Kanae's spine. They came out of the manor in time to see a dark cloud descending from the south. It wasn't just a mere cloud, but a swarm of succubi that dwarfed the small Artaggon force Lady and Minestra had brought.

Sitting leisurely on a throne, carried by a group of succubi, was a woman clad in a black and red silk robe. Two elven men, gagged and blindfolded, sat with her on all fours like dogs. She ran her fingers through the hair of one, and stroked the chin of the other. Her lavender hair was long and straight, draping down to her waist. The horns that Kanae was used to seeing on the Mistresses were thicker and ribbed. Jewelry hung from them like curtains. Although not as busty as Arenade, the loose robes parted at her chest offered a cleavage to behold. Queen-Mother Zariah, in the flesh.

Thistle, the Matron's Regalia, seemed to vibrate a little. Kanae could feel their tremors, as if each piece was resonating with the crown on that woman's head, as if seeking to be whole again.

Accompanying the Queen-Mother were her daughters, the Mistresses of Subjugation, Pain, Debauchery, and Desire. They were looking well, if not a little too comfortable. Their eyes scanned the city like browsing the meat at a butchery.

"Master, they don't look friendly. No one brings an entire legion and not expect a fight!" Esta exclaimed.

"Get my daughters inside. Now!" Kanae yelled at Gretchen, who immediately corralled them away.

"I'll go get my father!" Noah took off running to the Hunter's Ward.

Aisha and Mitty retreated back into the manor, too. Meanwhile, Kanae and Esta raced to meet the succubus army outside of Highgreen. As soon as they exited the gate, an undead dragon landed next to them and kicked up a cloud of dust. Edina summoned four death knights and a Legion of the Dead, but the succubi weren't fazed. All that separated them from the Queen-Mother's forces were an undead horde and a thin magical barrier.

"You must be the Queen-Mother," Kanae said, taking the first step forward to meet them. "I'm—"

Labelle, the Mistress of Debauchery, flew down and tapped the barrier. The succubus sneered. She strummed a note on her lute, then performed a rift. The vibrations in her music shattered the magical barrier whole.

The Queen-Mother scoffed. She slapped the ass of one of her slaves, and he lifted one leg up like a dog ready to piss. However, the succubus queen jerked him off and picked up an empty glass cup to position under his dick. Steaming cum squirted into the glass, and she tipped the nectar over her crimson lips.

"I'm not interested in who you are, little succubus. You're a whelpling. No more a pup than the youngest of my spawn. I've not come to play your politics. Time and time again, you somehow managed to foil my beloved daughters. Not anymore. I'm here to watch my children bring your country of cattle to heel and to make an example out of you. Once and for all." Queen-Mother Zariah was about to snap her fingers until Lord Charron's voice rang out.

"You would do well to reconsider, Zariah!" The demon lord himself emerged from the gates, flanked by his trusted lieutenants.

"Father?" Ambrosia gasped.

Nice! Thank goodness for Lord Charron's timing, now maybe—

"CHARROOOOOOOOOOOOOON" Infuriated, Zariah stood up on her throne and grinded a foot onto her slave's head. "So, you came after all. You have some nerve showing your face after standing me up on our date three centuries ago! I can't believe you went as far as asking the cattle for help. My sisters perished in that war because of you. I had many years to think about forgiveness. I even sent my lovely daughters to find you! But now… NOW I FIND YOU WITH THAT WHELPLING TRAMP'S INVITATION? WHAT DOES SHE HAVE THAT I DON'T?"

Kanae was taken aback by the Queen-Mother's fiery tirade.

"For the love of… Your volatile emotions are exactly what I couldn't handle. That and I can't stand you sleeping with other people… Also, there's nothing going on between me and Kanae, you crazy bitch!" Charron shook a fist at her.

"You're even on a first-name basis without titles? Kuuuuuuh! That's it. Daughters, enslave this country of cattles and bring me that slut! Let's see how much she will enjoy the company of wild dire beasts!" Queen-Mother Zariah ordered.

"I-I might actually like that!" Kanae exclaimed, drooling from the corners of her lips.

"I bet you— what?" The queen grimaced.

Both sides were poised to clash until Ambrosia came between them.

"Stop! Mother, I want to hear what the Queen of the Commonwealth has to say about this alliance," Ambrosia pleaded.

"You wish to sit in on these discussions between cattle?" The Queen-Mother crushed the cup, drenching her hand in cum and shards of glass.

"We can conquer them at any moment. I ask only to postpone it until the end of the conference," the favored daughter implored her mother, and this time it worked.

Queen-Mother Zariah flicked the jizz and glass from her hands, then waved the succubus army down. Everyone put their weapons away. The only one disappointed that this didn't turn into a fight was Edina, who made known her displeasure by groaning out loud.

"Very well. For the love of my daughter, I shall grant you an ear. What you have to say should better be worthwhile. Oh, and Charron? Shall we let bygones be bygones?" she asked.

"What? No! No, we should not let bygones be bygones!" Lord Charron retorted.

"Wait, where's Renya? The dark elf who accompanied Hilde?" Kanae shouted to them.

The succubus queen made a disinterested wave to one of her succubi.

"Ah. That was her name, was it? You may have her back. She bleats too much."

A crew of succubi guided a Rown carriage pulled by languisteed up to Kanae. The door swung open. A disheveled but intact Renya climbed down, patting her shoulders and rubbing her ass.

"Well, doing business with you, Kanae, has skewed my expectations of working with other succubi. No more for me, nope. No siree. Those stupid cunts' ideas of 'fun' should be considered crimes against humanity!" Renya complained.

Two Mistresses, Labelle and Claudia, descended down to them.

"I thought you squealing like a pig was a sign that you were having fun! No? Maybe I gotta work on my technique so you can sing for me better." Labelle propped an elbow on Renya's shoulder and smirked.

"Yahoo~ Kanae, it's good to see you again!" Claudia beamed brightly, but her gaze glistened like someone with fantasies running wild behind those eyes. "Mother, Amby, and Hildy don't feel like sleeping next to cattles. Says it smells too much like a ranch. Labelly and I want to see what this city has to offer. So, how about you show us around?"

Great, Kanae thought. These two were possibly the worst ones to bring into the city…


Chapter 7

While shopping for groceries in the bazaar, never in Kanae's life did she expect to see succubi and demons roaming about the city alongside the common folks. Forces of both the Queen-Mother and Demon Lord had been permitted to enter Highgreen. Obviously, they were very wary of the other and almost always traveled in large groups… Which posed a problem.

As Kanae handed some gold over to a greengrocer for a bag of fruits, she noticed five succubi having their way with a dark elven couple in a narrow alleyway. One of them saw her and winked. A commotion drew Kanae's attention to a tavern behind her. Three demons and four citizens rolled out onto the streets throwing hands. To make things worse, Highgreen guards turned a blind eye in an effort to stay impartial.

Many of them probably just wanted to see what the city had to offer. Unfortunately, there were always some bad apples looking for trouble.

"Talk about lively, eh?" the greengrocer remarked about the street brawl.

"Have you been having any troubles with the succubi or demons?" Kanae asked.

"Me? Oh, no! Last night, a pretty succubus snuck into my home for a quickie. Best lay of my life! 'Cept I woke up with a pounding headache. Oof! But you know what they say? Worth it!" He laughed aloud.

Guess it wasn't all bad for everyone.

On the way out of the bazaar, a pleasant melody tickled Kanae's ears. She followed it to a statue of a generic succubus, raised in reverence to the Eminence of Sin. Sitting against the statue's leg was Labelle, performing a ballad to the large crowd who had gathered to listen.

Labelle, the Mistress of Debauchery, was something of an enigma. She was born to a dark elf father. Learning that she was crowned a Bard didn't make her any easier to deal with. Her personality matched the whimsy of the music she played. That power came in the form of vibrations in the air, created by her instruments which also served as spellcasting elements. Anyone close enough to feel the vibrations or hear the music could fall victim to her at any moment.

At the moment, however, no one seemed to be under any magical sway or crying in agony. Labelle was the type to desire attention over fighting, at least going off their last encounter.

Kanae walked up behind the crowd to listen in—

"Oh, have you heard of the wench named Fannie Loon? To any man she would offer her poon! Then came a gentleman to ask, why such a beauty that was Fannie Loon, must debase herself to even scum? What a foolish gentleman, they say, that he should fall in love at first sight. For there was no filth she wouldn't take, and by filth, I mean cum! A surprise he would soon learn that Fannie Loon's poon was full of blight!"

Everyone applauded, but Kanae couldn't help but wince at how gross that ballad was. They had to be charmed… right?

"Thank you, thank you!" Labelle jumped to her feet and bowed. "I'll be back here tomorrow if the alliance doesn't fall through!"

"Play another!"

"We love you, Labelle!"

"Aw, shucks! The last time I performed that ballad, the crowd threw tomatoes at me! Tone-deaf fuckers, am I right? I like you folks here in Highgreen, so lemme give ya an extra nice finale!" she exclaimed, plucking a few strings on her lute to test the notes.

Kanae was worried and stayed just in case the Mistress of Debauchery was up to no good. Labelle cast magic to amplify her music to sound like it was coming through stage speakers. The crowds went wild as she performed a rift. It sounded good. A little too loud for Kanae's taste, but there didn't seem to be any funny business.

"Thank you, Highgreen! This is my gift to you— Power Word: Climax!" Labelle belted out.

"Wait, don't—!" Kanae keeled over from an assault of pleasure.

Labelle's words hit the air waves so powerfully, it was like the world had become a vibrator. Kanae felt her nipples and clit rubbed like there were actual hands fondling them. The vibrations traveled up her spine and ramped up the ecstasy.

Everyone else fared worse, dropping to the ground and twitching uncontrollably. They jizzed their pants and squirted the ground. No one was left standing except for Kanae, who was able to mostly withstand the orgasm as a succubus.

"Kanae, you were in the crowd?" Labelle shielded her eyes from the sun. "How'd ya like my performance? Tell me I rocked your world!"

"You rocked me alright… but everything was fine up until that last part!" Kanae retorted.

"Awww. You didn't like it? People usually rave about the climax the most. Maybe I didn't put enough oomf?" She wondered aloud while retuning the lute.

Kanae was about to leave when Labelle landed right next to her and snatched an apple out of the bag. She chomped into the fruit's juicy flesh, letting the nectar freely drip down her chin without a care.

"What's the hurry? Let's have some fun! Show me the nightlife you got around here. Oh! What happened to that high elf pet that was with you? Maybe she's down for a threesome," Labelle suggested.

"Arenade isn't a pet, and she isn't around anymore," Kanae answered flatly.

"No, shit? Bummer." She seemed to catch on by the tone of Kanae's voice and kindly didn't press for more. "Lemme buy you a drink, yeah? Claudia's over at this joint called Fucshia right now. Think she said it was some kinda relief hut, whatever that meant."

The relief huts were probably the places a succubus would find themselves at the most, but…

"Huh? How can you buy me a drink? It's your first time in Highgreen. You shouldn't have money," Kanae said.

"Whaddya mean? The crowd was tossing coins at my feet!" Labelle lifted a bag bulging with currency.

They headed over to Fucshia, one of the many relief huts established in Highgreen for the purposes of feeding succubi. Like other relief huts around the Commonwealth, criminals and willful volunteers were put here to serve out their terms.

A male goblin manning the front desk saw them coming in and choked on his spit.

"Q-Queen Kanae and the Mistress of Debauchery! Welcome to Fucshia. What will you have this morning? Or maybe I can be of service, if you know what I mean!" He flashed a wide smile and licked his yellow teeth.

"Ain't interested in low quality cattle like you. Take us to Claudia. We'll have what she's having," Labelle said.

When the goblin searched Kanae for what to do, she nodded for him to lead the way. Fucshia was split into two hallways. Down right were the criminals, and down left were volunteers. The distinction was important because succubi and visitors didn't want to hurt volunteers. On the other hand, some criminals deserved it. The goblin led them down the volunteer section, where all manner of willing nymphomaniacs and certain fetishists were locked in rooms to avail themselves to whoever matched their tastes.

"So, do you guys have this wherever you're from?" Kanae asked.

"Do we? Why need something like brothels when we keep slaves in our own nests? Though I gotta say, you guys keep the cattle a lot more clean and comfortable than we do," Labelle explained nostalgically.

They finally got to the door of a room where the sound of whipping was plenty. A woman's moans erupted in quick, erotic gasps.

"Is that all you got? Harder! It's in the wrists. Flick the wrist! Don't make me switch places with you to show you how it's done!" the voice of Claudia shouted, clearly in the M position of S&M at the moment.

Whoever was on the giving end started frantically hitting faster, but not exactly harder.

"Here we are, ladies! Can I, uh… bring ya anything?" their guide stammered.

"Your finest wine. Get to it, or I'll tear your eardrums out." Labelle snapped her fingers to shoo the goblin away.

Kanae knocked to announce they were coming in, then opened the door to a typical S&M dungeon. Strapped to an X-shaped table with her limbs at each end was Claudia. Two human dominatrixes in black latex whipped her repeatedly. They were covered in sweat and slowing down from exhaustion. Relief washed over them as Kanae entered.

"Labelly, Kanae! Hiiiiii! You two here to join the fun? I'm sorry to tell you, these girls kinda suck at the whole dom play. I'm barely aching!" Claudia complained aloud despite being covered in bruises.

Claudia, the Mistress of Pain. The valley girl-like succubus seemed to revel in dealing and taking pain, but her appearance exuded dominatrix. She was probably the most demon-looking out of the four sisters, with red skin and spiny, leathery wings. When Kanae and Esta had fought her in Aberron, neither of them were able to dish out any hurt by normal means. Something about Claudia's class made her extremely durable, which led Kanae to believe she was crowned a Vanguard or Knight, maybe something else entirely.

"I'm not into this kink like you, Claudia. Kanae, can you believe this bitch would barge into my room all the time and ask me to smack her around? What kind of sister does that?" Labelle groaned.

"But your music is like one of the few things that can pierce me! Maaaan." Claudia pouted, then gestured for the women to undo her restraints. As soon as she was freed, the Mistress of Pain slapped each of them on the ass and motioned them out of the room.

"You know I'm very busy, right? I don't have time to be chaperoning you two. In case you've forgotten, I have a conference between your mom and Lord Charron to make sure it goes well," Kanae said.

The two succubi flashed their own impish smiles.

"Well, Demon Queen." Labelle sat down on a chair with a hole in it for a dildo to penetrate through. "How about you humor us, and we'll give you a little something in return?"

"Like foreknowledge about what Mother wants," Claudia added.

"And what could you possibly tell me?" Kanae asked.

Labelle tugged her fancy leather pants down and scooted to the edge of the seat. Her pussy was wet and slick with juices already, and she used her tail to beckon Kanae closer.

Drawn by the temptation of sleeping with two Mistresses, Kanae left the paper grocery bags on the counter and gave in. She kneeled down in front of Labelle's plush legs and kissed her clitoris. The Mistress of Debauchery let out a pleasured purr. Fingers ran across Kanae's hair, but it wasn't Labelle's.

Claudia embraced Kanae from behind. Two grasping hands reached around to the front to loop a finger into each Piercing of Impurity.

"Ahhh~ I missed this," Claudia whispered, her hot breath tickling Kanae's neck. "Your scent is so pure. Your skin soft and unblemished. I want to mess you up…"

The Mistress of Pain pulled on the piercings, sending pain and pleasure pulsing through Kanae.

"Bad girl. Don't break the Demon Queen just yet." Labelle planted her foot on Claudia's face.

"Hah… Hahh… this is good, Labelly! I'm not on the ground, but having your foot on my face makes me feel like I am!" Claudia panted heavily.

The sister took her foot off and frowned. "Gods, I hate that nickname. It sounds fine for the others, but it sounds like 'labia' for me— aahhh!"

Kanae casted Turn Horny on Labelle while eating out her pussy. She shuddered intensely, moaning so sweetly that the sound of her voice returned the pleasure to Kanae tenfolds.

"Kanae, you mutt. You're actually going to make me cum." Labelle smiled.

"It's my pleasure. But I hope you're not expecting to enjoy this for free. What's the information you promised?" Kanae asked.

"Okay, okay. Just keep that tongue spinning," she implored. "You know how much we sisters love each other, right? It's the same for Mother, too."

"You mean the Queen-Mother's sisters? The ones who died hundreds of years ago?"

Labelle was quivering too much to answer, so Claudia continued in her place.

"Yep. Mother and her sisters ruled a large section of Artaggon and No Man's Land jointly. Divided evenly amongst themselves, obviously. They held orgies with each other regularly. Well, that war took them away from her. I empathize. I'm sure you do, after losing your precious lover. You know that burning urge to make whoever did it to them pay," Claudia explained, and Kanae was beginning to understand where this was leading.

The one responsible for the succubus race's genocide and near extinction.

"Marwin Fransk," Kanae said.

"Mm… That's right," Labelle chimed back in and cupped Kanae's cheeks. "Mother doesn't care if the old cattle is on death's door. Whatever time he has left, she wants him to suffer. Can you do it? Betray someone from that country of cattles, Radevic?"

"I seriously think you misunderstand what kind of person Marwin is. Tell me honestly what you think of him," she suggested to them.

"A monster, butcher, an evil to our people!" Claudia exclaimed.

Labelle nodded in agreement.

Kanae knew it. But that 'monster' was long gone. None of them had any idea how obsessively in love with succubi Marwin was now. If anything, he would welcome his final moments to be by the hands of a succubus. However… What Marwin wanted was one thing, and whether or not Aidenhall would let it happen was another.

"What are ya spacing out for? We're not done yet!" Labelle yanked Kanae up until they were face to face, then planted a tongue-lashing kiss on her. "Mmm! I need more groupies that taste half as good as you."

"No fair, Labelly! I want to taste Kanae, too!" Claudia cried, only for the Mistress of Debauchery to grab a handful of her sister's hair and pull her in for a three-way.

Held in the arms of two Mistresses, Kanae melted to their more experienced touch. They had been succubus for much longer, and she had the faint, lingering sex drive of a teenage boy in the back of her mind.

The three of them stumbled into the bed, tails entangled like loose twine. Claudia and Labelle fought for Kanae's attention, taking turns driving their tongues down her throat and fingering her gushing pussy. It was a tug of war in draining energy from the other with no victory in sight.

"What are you doing, idiot? Get off! Aren't we supposed to be the ones doing the double-teaming?" Labelle found herself pinned underneath Claudia, who refused to budge.

"I know you can be greedy, but while we're under Kanae's hospitality, I think she should be picking and choosing who to fuck. Come on, Kanae. Show us that giant cock you almost slayed me with," Claudia pleaded.

"You mean this?" Kanae gladly switched on Futanari, revealing her massive club of a dick empowered by the Cock Ring of Hardening.

"What the fuck!" The Mistress of Debauchery's eyes went wide with terror. "It's bigger than Hilde's!"

Kanae plunged her rod into Claudia's eager pussy and her tail into Labelle's. They began to moan like animals. Only when the two were making out did their cries take pause. These were two powerful daughters of Queen-Mother Zariah, and Kanae couldn't believe how much she was making them squeal.

"You want it harder, Claudia?" Kanae smirked. "Titanic Blow. Titanic Blow. Titanic Blow!"

Each thrust strengthened with enough force to break bone only made Claudia more excited.

"I don't care how you do it, Kanae! Break me! Tear my pussy apart with your amazing cock! It hurts so fucking good— aahhhh!" Claudia howled like a bitch in heat.

"Ahah!" Labelle cackled and buried her nails into Claudia's cheeks. "Mmm! Look at how stupid your face looks… Claudia… And, Kanae… don't think— ahh… for one moment, that your tail is making me feel good. Am… Ambrosia is better! Oh, fuck… I'm going to cum… Make me sing! I'll have to make a ballad for this fuck!"

Although their faces contorted with pleasure, she could tell they easily resisted succumbing.

Having a stronger dick didn't abate the sensation of being inside Claudia. Her pussy clenched tighter. Her folds massaged the length of the shaft. Kanae was losing— and didn't mind— to how incredible the pleasure was. Everytime Labelle moaned, the vibrations from her voice were strong enough to massage Kanae's sensitive parts. Even the nipple piercings throbbed, bringing her close to climax. Sex with them was unlike anything she had experienced before. Sex… with true succubi, not half-succubi created through magic.

This addictive feeling was—

Kanae shook her head, fighting to stay sane.

"Cum with me, Labelly! I want to look into your eyes as I climax!" Claudia pushed her tongue into Labelle's mouth.

"Claudia, I'm…!" Kanae shoved it in as deep as possible and shot her hot load into the Mistress of Pain.

As the cum surged from her member, another feeling did, too. Mana. Stamina. Health. Exhaustion chewed on Kanae's brain in a way she had never felt until now. She collapsed into the bed, gasping for air.

"Pooh. That's it?" Claudia snuggled up to Kanae from the right, dragging a sharp nail down her side to tease her with pain.

"Well, Kanae is only slightly stronger than Hilde, and Hilde is leagues weaker than us. But you made us climax. Cattle can't do that for us anymore. Only each other." Labelle picked up her lute from the ground and started strumming a gentle tune.

"Holy crap… I've never been this tired after sex before… " Kanae got up slowly to look for her clothes.

"Leaving already? What about the remaining nine rounds?" the bard asked.

"I told you, I'm busy. If you want more, then we better hope the alliance goes through. Oh, and I have one more question. What's Ambrosia hoping to get out of this meeting?" she asked while slipping the Matron's Regalia back on.

Claudia and Labelle whispered amongst each other as if debating whether or not to share about their sister.

Labelle ultimately stopped strumming. "Ambrosia's kind of a sucker for all kinds of love. What abandonment issue does to a kid, right? I think she genuinely wants Mom and Pop to get along again, but the rest of us could care less. But she's our big sister. If she wants daddy Lord Charron's attention, we'll bust down all of Artaggon just to make him notice her."

"Why does she care so much compared to you three?" Kanae pressed them.

"Beats me… I guess unlike Amby, the rest of us know our dads." Claudia shrugged.

"You do?"

"Yeah! They're shackled in Mother's personal love-dungeon as breeding fodder," she explained as a matter of factly.

For a brief moment, Kanae imagined Noah and Mitty trapped in a dungeon with the specific purpose of getting her pregnant. It sounded really enticing to her succubus soul, but also really wrong on an ethical level.

"Hey, send us some of those halfies or whatever those fake succubi are that follow you. We're still hungry over here," Labelle said.

"Oh, oh! Preferably a few who can take some pain. I'm feeling a little sadistic going into the evening!" Claudia licked her lips.

"I'll see who I can find, just promise me you won't break my precious Sisters of Sin." Kanae grabbed her groceries and left Fucshia.

On the way to Hunter's Ward, she came across ten Sisters of Sin on a missionary to spread the Eminence. Kanae explained very carefully that two Mistresses were hankering for some fucking, and they gladly abandoned their task to get their rocks off.

Kanae made it to the Ring of Ancestors situated in front of the adventurers hall courtyard, where Margrave Grell and Esta were directing people what to do, where to go, and why for tomorrow's fateful meeting. The Ring was a sacred place to dark elven history. Contrary to its name, the platform was a wide square made of a material called whitestone. Although the whitestone had long since turned gray.

Tall columns wrapped with vines and flowers went around the Ring, encircling a round table also made of whitestone that seated up to twenty people. There was no roof. The sun shined brightly onto the stone, further weathering its color. According to Grell, this ancient place was also where Marwin Fransk had come to meet with Demon Lord Charron over an alliance in the succubus wars.

"Queen Kanae, the meeting for tomorrow is ready. I've sent messengers to inform Lord Charron and Queen-Mother Zariah. I can only hope it goes well," Grell said, his gravelly voice filled with self-doubt.

"What about our safeguards?" Kanae asked.

"All in place, Master." Esta nodded, then subtly gestured with her eyes to the top of the columns.

Only if someone was paying very close attention would they notice the crevices in the stonework. Pouches of mana-burning spores had been stuffed into them, then covered over with a type of light cement plaster for camouflage. If the meeting went south— and Kanae very much hoped it didn't— they would make for a great way to subdue the Queen-Mother and her daughters, including Lord Charron and his lieutenants.

"Alright." Kanae emptied the paper bag of fruits into a bowl on the table. "Time to make history."


Chapter 8

Kanae donned Arenade's pristine chainmail armor on top of the Matron's Regalia. The silver rivets and gold accents clashed with her succubus form. The demonic horns, wings, and tail weren't suited to holy attire. But she wanted to wear it, hoping that Arenade might be watching. She intended to protect the home they created here for the downtrodden and shunned.

"Looks nice and all, but steel chafes my tentacles. How am I going to fondle you in that?" Chappy asked in disappointment.

"I was having a moment to myself! I can't believe this is coming from me, but can you not be horny for one moment?" Kanae pouted.

The living grimoire shrugged two tentacles. He shuttered his pages and fell flat onto the table, idle like an actual inanimate book. Kanae returned her attention to the mirror and sighed. She pictured Arenade, in all her excessively and arrogantly prideful poise, standing there in the armor instead.

What would you say to Lord Charron?

A whole lot of complaining and sibling bickering probably.

"Pfft…" Kanae stifled her laugh at the silly image.

"Master?" Esta knocked on the door before opening it. "They have assembled at the Ring of Ancestors."

"Then let's not keep them waiting," she said, turning around and flashing a smile full of resolve.

For this meeting, it was all hands on deck. For all three sides. Last night, a Sister of Sin reported that the Queen-Mother's forces were scouting the area around Highgreen. A careful harpy also recounted that Lady posted a large squad of Artaggon infantry at two gates nearest their encampment. The gamble of releasing Hilde and Minestra to achieve this meeting could very well bite Kanae in the back.

In response, Gretchen would be joining them. Extra guards were placed around the margrave's manor to protect Kanade and Suvee, and a contingency plan for their escape via Rown carriage was at the ready, pulled by the fastest languisteed on this continent— Titan.

If this alliance fell through, all of Highgreen would be consumed by a massive three-way battle. The citizens were understandably terrified. Many hid inside their homes today, and the Moonlit Avenue university campus opened many of its buildings for shelter just in case.

Kanae, Esta, Lapis, and Gretchen boarded the Rown carriage, which was being driven by the chairwoman herself, Renya Rown.

"Is it time to make history?" Renya asked, looking a lot more confident than any of them.

"How are you able to stay so composed? I'm shaking harder than when I orgasm here," Kanae groaned.

"You think this is bad?" She scoffed and popped a clone out to light her cigar. "Have you ever held meetings with your shareholders before? Damn carrions, I tell ya. This alliance is just another business deal. You trade pleasantries, negotiate terms, and sweet-talk them to your side."

"So… what happens if a business deal falls through?"

Renya took a few deep pulls until the cigar was sufficiently alight. "Well, no deal has ever gone anywhere without a little strong-arming."

Not exactly what Kanae wanted to hear…

A few clicks from Renya's tongue got the languisteeds moving. Kanae glanced back at the manor. Her cute little daughters, guarded by Noah, Mitty, and Aisha, waved as she and the carriage sped through the streets.

Lapis was trembling, fists clenched over her lap and eyes cast down to her feet. Kanae placed a hand on her shoulder.

"Nervous?" Kanae asked.

"One of them tried to kidnap me, and the other tried to destroy me… Yeah, I'm a little nervous. But I'm not backing down. The one person who treated me like a living being said she needed me. I won't let you down, Kanae. If things go awry, I'll fuck them to the three hells and back like I'm designed to do!" Lapis exclaimed and pumped her fists.

"I've been there, so I believe it! And you aren't like a living being. You are." She nodded.

Lapis smiled brightly, exuding a greater sense of confidence than before.

They arrived at the Ring of Ancestors, and the tension was thick enough to cut with a knife. Kanae's two guests were already present and seated at the round table, filled with all manner of foods and drinks. Queen-Mother Zariah sat with her daughters, two to each side and a few chained slaves behind her. The queen succubus herself was glaring daggers at her ex, but the Mistresses— except for Ambrosia— didn't seem to care much.

Labelle had her feet up on the table and teetered on the back legs of her chair. She strummed merrily on her lute, and for once, Kanae was glad for music during this tense setting. Claudia saw Kanae coming and waved. Hilde regarded Kanae with an upturned nose, and Ambrosia was acting uncharacteristically… nervous.

Lord Charron, the unfortunate recipient of a burning stare as hot as the sun, sat many unoccupied seats away from the Queen-Mother. Lady and Minestra opted not to sit, and instead stood guard behind him.

Understandable, considering Edina had five death knights and an undead dragon out as a show of force. Even the Vipers of Hollow Glade were here, Katia the Mystic, Lady Farhan, and the brutish Garuda, who Kanae had subjugated a while back.

All eyes turned to Kanae as she and her companions descended from the carriage. Zariah and Charron in particular snapped to Lapis right away, likely sensing her anti-magic field nearby. She shuddered under their gazes, then shook away the jitters to face them with courage.

"How unbecoming of you, who invited us to this pigsty, to keep us waiting. Perhaps you don't actually care for an alliance?" Queen-Mother Zariah asked as Kanae sat down at last, flanked by Esta and Gretchen.

"You're trying to lecture her about punctuality?" Lord Charron fired back fiercely. "If I recall correctly, you were always late to see me because of all the— what was it you said? Oh, the 'too many cattle slaves to take care of,' excuse!"

"I have to feed my pets, you know? Children, too! They aren't boars that can eat anything and live to grow fat! Would you rather I come back to a home full of starved, emaciated daughters? You would know if you had to put in effort raising anything other than your flaccid erections!" she shouted.

"Wha— This is hardly the place to talk about that!"

"God, what am I listening to?" Kanae muttered as they continued to bicker.

"To be honest, they sound a little like you and Arenade." Esta chuckled.

"No way…" After listening to them for a while longer, it started to sound nostalgic. "Really?"

When Zariah and Charron traded verbal blows, they really did seem like an old married couple. Just with the power to plunge the world into chaos if pissed off the wrong way.

"Wait, hold on… Lord Charron, were you an absent father and husband in their lives?" Kanae asked.

"Yes, he was!" Queen-Mother Zariah exclaimed.

"I believe she was asking me, you sex-addicted sow! But yes, I was. Can you blame me? Nearly all of her children weren't mine. I'm the Demon Lord of Artaggon! Not the Cuckold of Artaggon!" Charron slammed a fist onto the table.

A certain succubus appeared to sink in her seat, and her eyes clouded over.

"But you did have one child that belonged to you," Kanae said, glancing at the high elven succubus, Mistress of Desire, Ambrosia.

"I'm not cut out to be a father. Besides, Ambrosia looks like she grew up to be a fine and strong woman without me," Charron grumbled.

Ambrosia expelled a relieved sigh and smiled softly.

"Don't take that to mean he loves you, girl." The Queen-Mother folded her arms guardedly. "He doesn't. He left and set upon us a war that nearly ended our kind. ENDED MY SISTERS! Demon Queen Kanae, how would you feel if someone hurt your loved ones?"

"I— Wait! I'm not here to play family therapist for you all. We can save that for later if we broker an alliance. What am I doing with my life? Geez. I gathered you here because the Empire of Ortesia, Rotandrix, and whatever else is across the sea is coming to invade us!" she explained.

The mood between both factions shifted to a more serious tone.

"They threaten you, not me. Why should we care?" Queen-Mother asked.

"Because the empire has millions of vials of anti-succubus magic potions," Gretchen chimed in to answer. "I would know, since I foolishly orchestrated the operation to supply them until Queen Kanae defeated and turned me into a thrall."

"The cattle bleats about its own transgression. Yet it is not in chains being drained like extracting honey from a beehive?" She shot Kanae an exasperated look.

"Gretchen is serving out her sentence as my thrall. But she isn't the threat here. When the Empire of Ortesia arrives, do you really think they plan to stop at me? You're smarter than that. A thousand years ago, they sailed across the sea to avoid dealing with demons. Time made them more prideful. Stronger and richer, too. Now, they are brave enough to step foot on this continent again. Can you honestly say you're strong enough to fight them back alone?"

The Mistresses conversed amongst themselves. Kanae watched them intently, hoping to glean anything to gain the upperhand. Queen-Mother Zariah was going to be her biggest obstacle.

However, it was Ambrosia who met Kanae's gaze. "Our forces are plenty strong even if Ortesia has measures against succubus magic. We've had three centuries to breed our own empire of succubi. We have strength in numbers."

"You've been underground too long. Will it be enough to match Ortesia's ten centuries?" Kanae questioned back.

The Queen-Mother clicked her tongue and rolled her eyes.

Lord Charron cleared his throat. "It just so happens, Demon Queen, that I wish to propose a term to address that. If we are to enter into an alliance, then I wish for you to swear a pact with me. Artaggon will aid you in repelling Ortesia's invasion. In exchange, the Commonwealth will one day aid me in invading Ortesia."

"My, how ambitious!" Queen-Mother Zariah laughed.

"Y-You… want to invade the empire?" Kanae choked on her spit.

"They took everything from me. They are the reason I am what I am now. I will show them exactly what they have made me. Well?" He turned his palm to face upright.

If they defeated the Ortesian invasion, then the empire was going to be licking their wounds for a while… Maybe this was a good chance to bring them to heel once and for all. Ever since Lograin, those high elven bastards have been on her ass. But war right after another…

"I accept, but this will have to be something we discuss more in depth about later," Kanae said.

"I'm glad to hear it." Lord Charron smiled.

The first good thing to come out of this meeting was soured by laughter. They drew a weary sigh over the one who seemed amused by their fruiting alliance.

"What do you want, Queen-Mother Zariah? Tell me straight already," Kanae said.

"Your lands," Zariah answered, causing Grell and Highgreen guards to tense up. "For centuries, I have dwelled in the depths like a gopher and bided my time. My legacy shall not be one where I pass down underground ruins to my daughters. First, Demon Queen Kanae, you shall surrender your lands to me."

"You're going to have to pry it from my undead army's cold, dead hands." Edina growled and her horde oozed with dark necromantic haze.

The threat didn't fall on deaf ears, because Labelle stopped strumming her lute. Even Claudia, who was bored up until now, couldn't help her lips creasing into a smile.

"What a coincidence, Zariah. I, too, wish to expand Artaggon's lands southward. I can't very well carve a piece of my own if you were to own it all," Lord Charron added.

"You two want my Commonwealth? I'm the reason this land is lush with resources, not you." Kanae balled up her fists.

"You simply put up a signpost, but I was here first." The queen succubus glared.

Kanae, Charron, and Zariah stared each other down across the table. None of them were willing to give an inch, especially not Kanae after all she struggled to achieve in creating a paradise for herself and her people.

"Now hold on a minute!" Renya interjected, reaching over the table to grab a carafe of wine. "No Man's Land was— still is a giant tract of land. Why can't we share it?"

Everyone on Kanae's side gaped at her.

"What are you doing? Shouldn't you be on my side?" Kanae whispered.

"The talkative cattle wishes to speak. Let her make noises for our entertainment," Zariah insisted with an amused grin.

"Oh, why thank you, your Highness! Hold on… I just want to grab a little pastry." Renya created a clone behind the Queen-Mother and startled Hilde out of her seat. She bravely reached over their shoulders to grab a tart. "Even after six years, Kanae here still hasn't made headway in conquering all that used to be No Man's Land. It's too big! Even Ortesia hasn't conquered the entire western continent after a thousand years. This place used to be a barren land until the Writ of Divine Lease happened. That's why you want a chunk of the cake, am I right?" The clone shoved the tart into her mouth, but it was the Renya next to Kanae who chewed heartily. "No one cries that I ate this succulent strawberry tart— delicious, mind you, and I'd love to get the recipe later— because there's so much food on this table. Look at it all! A feast laid out for the three most powerful forces north of Radevic, yet too much for one of you to eat alone."

Kanae had a hard time believing what was happening. Renya had the three of them wrapped around her fingers. A second ago, Queen-Mother Zariah didn't so much as give Renya a glance over. Now, she and Lord Charron were listening intently. As did everyone else.

Renya's clone picked up the entire strawberry tart platter and continued, "We could share these mouthwatering morsels, and there would still be all this food left over. While it isn't my place to claim this hospitality that Kanae so kindly laid out for you… I'd like to offer you, Queen-Mother Zariah, a tart. And…" She sidled up next to Lord Charron, and Lady was inches away from shredding the clone to pieces. "I also offer Lord Charron a tart." Lastly, the real Renya lifted a tart up to Kanae's face. "I offer you one, too."

The three of them exchanged looks before they ultimately picked up the treat stuffed with strawberry fillings. Together, they put the tart into their mouths. For Zariah and Charron, it was the first thing they had eaten from the table. Satisfied, Renya's clones vanished.

"Renya, was it?" Queen-Mother Zariah lifted her nails up to the slaves to lick clean. "She makes a fair point. You will forfeit to me untouched no less than one-million square kilometers of land in the northwest. That is not up for discussion."

"And I want to establish a city and garrison south of the mountains, preferably between Highgreen and Talahurah. Unlike Zariah, this is up for discussion if you are willing." Lord Charron steeled his gaze on Kanae.

"Fine… I'll confer with the Commonwealth's leadership…" Kanae said through gritted teeth.

Renya leaned back in her seat, humming happily to herself with the entire rest of the plate of tarts.

"I'm also entitled to enslavement. We are succubus. We need cattle to sustain ourselves. I believe you also have slaves of your own. You aren't going to take some moral high ground over this, are you?" Queen-Mother lifted a brow in challenge.

"You can have your slaves, as long as they aren't citizens of the Commonwealth. That means any prisoners of war are open season," Kanae offered.

"We agree on something! You may be a succubus queen yet. But there is one more thing I want that might be out of your hands. Marwin Fransk. You know him. Because of him my beloved sisters are gone. You're in a peculiar position as a Knight of… whatever. Lure the man named Marwin Fransk, so I—"

"I can't do that." She shook her head.

For the second time today, all eyes fell to Kanae.

"What did you say?" The Queen-Mother's hands gripped her seat's armrest.

"I sympathize with you, but I'm not going to surrender the mentor who shaped me, taught me, and… er… did a lot more things that I won't mention here. Bottom line is that you're not killing him," Kanae explained.

"You bitch! You slept with that succubus-killer?"

"I-I didn't say that—"

"It's in your eyes! You would fuck anything, wouldn't you?"

"Now isn't the best time to talk about what I'm into!"

Queen-Mother Zariah rose to her feet. The daughters, who were laughing at Kanae's expense, shut their mouths and followed suit. The otherwise light atmosphere had turned thick with tension again, and Lady and Minestra were on guard.

"I ask again because I am sometimes kind and merciful— Will you surrender Marwin Fransk to me? Don't lie either. Sin will tell me your inner desires and reveal all truths." She pointed to the crown on her head, the last piece of Thistle, the Matron's Regalia.

Kanae swallowed the lump in her throat and answered, "No."

Master Marwin had been faced with an almost impossible choice back then. Wage war against the succubus race, or have all of Radevic turned into their livestock. Kanae knew he deeply regretted that decision. If there was any other choice, she was sure he would have gone about it differently.

More importantly, Kanae's daughters were in Aidenhall. Out of all places, Radevic had to stay out of the war.

"Zariah, let's not be rash," Lord Charron implored, also on his feet. "I am as much to blame. If it's an apology you seek, I—"

"Apologies will not bring them back. I see Thistle, the Matron's Regalia on this pretender-queen. Every piece is a reminder of their loss. I loved them, my dear sweet sisters. I had to live centuries without them!" she cried in pain that resonated with Kanae.

From afar, Margrave Grell was moving into place. Archers on the building rooftops were ready to fire explosive arrows that would blow up the hidden caches of mana-burning spores.

"Kanae!" Claudia shouted from across the table. "I'm with my mother on this. I told you I lost my sister, Alicia. You lost your lover. Now imagine losing three. If you won't allow us this revenge, then maybe we were fated to battle after all!"

Gretchen casted Holy Armament, donning the golden armor and longsword in anticipation for a fight. Esta drew her greatsword and Magic-Consuming Dragon Shield, too.

No one was seated any longer. Kanae cursed under her breath. All three of them needed to enter the alliance. If even one fell through, Ortesia would run them all down while they were in-fighting. Was sacrificing Marwin the only way to secure the Queen-Mother's support?

"The only daughter you managed to defeat was Hilde, and she is the weakest of my chosen brood. You think you can defeat us all here? With what? An army of cattle and bones?" Queen-Mother Zariah snarled.

"Yes, I do. You're also wrong about Hilde. She isn't weak. She stayed loyal to you even when I had her imprisoned. Because of her, we were able to have this chance at an alliance!" Kanae argued back.

"You… I…" Hilde's mouth flopped open like she wanted to say something. Her gaze swapped between the Queen-Mother and Kanae.

Then, to everyone's surprise, Lapis had snuck up from behind and grabbed the Queen-Mother.

"Gotcha! Let's see you cast magic now!" Lapis exclaimed.

Kanae panicked. She looked over her shoulder, and Lapis had snuck off during the arguing. Negotiations broke down. Everything descended into chaos. With all four arms, Minestra blocked a blow from Claudia when she went for Lord Charron. Lady lunged across the table and grabbed Hilde by the throat. Edina's death knights moved into the Ring until Labelle threatened them with her fingers on the lute strings.

"I'm indebted to you for allowing me a chance to speak with my father, Kanae. However, I will not tolerate threats against my mother." Ambrosia, her angelic wings unfurled to their full glory, landed on the table in front of Kanae and channeled powerful magic ready to be released at any moment.

"Ahahaha! It's good to have many loving children. But is this how it ends? With me being double-teamed? It wouldn't be the first time, and I happen to like this position. I'm just disappointed in you, Charron. You could have picked your bedfellows with more care!" Queen-Mother Zariah said scoldingly.

"I told you, we're not like that!" Charron groaned.

Kanae sucked in a quivering breath. She had to give the signal to Grell. The explosions would also signal Noah to take Suvee and Kanade out of Highgreen as fast as possible. There was no going back once that happened. It was now or—

"Mom!" Two voices rang out that snapped Kanae to her senses.

Suvee and Kanade were flying in her direction, chased after by a panicked Mitty, Aisha, and Noah. Of course, they were far too slow to catch young succubi who could fly.

"Sorry, Kanae! They wanted to see you no matter what!" Noah yelled.

"Suvee, Kanade! Stay back!" Gretchen shouted.

An explosion rocked the Ring of Ancestors. Chunks of whitestone and rock went flying. Among them were fine particles of powder. As the columns crumbled and toppled like dominoes, several of them fell right for Kanae's children. Both of them froze still, too petrified to move.

Kanae flew to save them, but she wouldn't make it. A bright light screeched past her. She thought it was Arenade.

Instead, it was Ambrosia. The Mistress of Desire shielded the two children as pillars and rubble buried them under a mound of stone.

"Ambrosia!" Zariah and Charron cried.

With Zariah still binded, Kanae was joined by Lord Charron, Gretchen, and Esta as they pulled debris away. Everyone watched on in silence until they uncovered Ambrosia's back, her right wing fractured, and hunched over Suvee and Kanade having protected them from the impact. The two were fine, if not spooked.

"Are these… your little ones?" Ambrosia asked as blood trickled down her forehead. "How nice. I wanted to show my father… my child, too…"

The Mistress of Desire weakly pressed a hand to her abdomen before passing out. Kanae picked up Suvee and Kanade, and Lord Charron carried Ambrosia from the rubble.

"I'm sorry, mom… It's not Suvee's fault. It was my idea…" Kanade stammered and choked up.

"Shh. It's okay. Go with Gretchen. It's not safe here," Kanae said, ushering her daughters into Gretchen's care.

The burning sensation from the spores was beginning to set in.

"What's in the air?" Charron asked.

"Mana-burning spores… I had them placed in case things went wrong," Kanae said guiltily.

"Hmph. Clever. There's a substance in the air that will burn our mana! Lady, Minestra. Stand down! We will not be fighting today," the demon lord ordered.

They were hesitant to do so, but eventually obeyed.

"Highgreen, Margrave. Stand down, too! Everyone, move away from the Ring of Ancestors. The spores won't stick as long as you're not in it for too long! Lapis, you can let the Queen-Mother go." Kanae nodded.

As soon as Lapis did, the Queen-Mother came running up to Lord Charron, where they had moved away from the spores' reach. Hilde, Labelle, and Claudia did, too, and surrounded the unconscious Ambrosia.

"She's pregnant… I have a grandchild? Did you know?" Lord Charron asked the Queen-Mother.

"No. This is my first time hearing! Is Ambrosia…?" Zariah was reluctant to say anything more.

"I'm terribly sorry, Queen Kanae! One of the archers' hands must have slipped!" Grell came rushing up to explain.

"You! It's your fault!" The Queen-Mother stormed up to Kanae and Grell.

"Wait!" Charron came between them. "Her own children were caught in the blast. Don't you see? Our fighting puts our own children in danger. We will put them in even more danger when Ortesia arrives. Zariah, I wronged you and your sisters. It won't bring them back, you're right. I don't want Ambrosia to one day grow up feeling the same way."

"Neither do I. Suvee, Kanade, Teana, Pan, Revah, Mikki. I also have another one coming. If you want to take your anger out on me for what happened today, I'll be ready for it any time. But I'm here begging you, please join us. If not for your sake, then for all our children," Kanae pleaded and offered her a hand.

The Queen-Mother cradled Ambrosia in her arms and turned her back to them. Her wings spread wide, and she lifted off the ground. Kanae thought the meeting had failed until—

"You have your alliance. Don't make me regret it," Zariah said.

"Thank you." Kanae breathed a sigh of relief and fished out an antidote. "Take this with you! It's just a potion, but also contains neutralizers to flush out the mana-burning spores. Ambrosia should be better in no time. I owe her that much for protecting my kids."

Zariah ignored her and flew away with Claudia and Labelle. Hilde grabbed the potion instead, holding onto Kanae's hand for a few seconds longer.

"I can't believe I'm saying this. Thank you for standing up for me. Not even my sisters have ever done that in front of our own mother." Hilde offered a crooked half-smile, then followed after the others.

The weight of the world came crashing down on Kanae's shoulders. Esta helped her back up.

"No time to rest, Master. You achieved what no one has done in… ever. There's still more work to be done," Esta said.

"Give me a break…" Kanae sighed.

"So, I'm allies to the very succubus I created. I would say the gods play with irony, but they had little to do with it. Well? What is this alliance called?" Lord Charron asked.

"Uh… The Demon Three's Alliance?" she answered reluctantly.

"Oh," he said after a pause. "I see. You couldn't think of anything better?"

"H-Hey! Why don't you suggest something then!"


Chapter 9

After a long day of meetings and barking orders, Kanae retired to the margrave's manor for a nice long rest. Two days have passed since the Demon Three's Alliance, and it was nothing but work, work, work. Draw up land for Queen-Mother Zariah and Lord Charron, move infantry into place for the war, placate the masses who were uneasy about succubi and demons in the Commonwealth…

"Ahhhh! It would be so much easier if Arenade was around to help!" Kanae cried, squeezing Noah and Mitty to death in bed.

"I'm sorry, Kanae. I wish we could help!" Mitty stroked the back of her head.

"Let's not… We're not cut out for that. Kanae, have you considered leaving it to my father?" Noah suggested.

"He's too busy managing the defenses up here. Sure, we're allied to the Queen-Mother and Demon Lord now, but that just means Highgreen needs to be extra careful in case of an attack within. If anything, he suddenly has a lot more work," she explained with a sigh.

A part of Kanae wished the alliance had fallen through. Things would have been so much more straight-forward. Now, however… She shook her head. Work was over for the day. It was time to feed on her concubines.

Both of them were also getting antsy, after having not seen her in a while.

"First, Noah… I want you to go sit over there." Kanae placed a charm on her dark elven husband and shooed him to the corner of the room.

"Eh? Why?!" Noah cried.

"You let Suvee and Kanade out of your sight. They almost died! I don't even want to look at the silver lining that we got the alliance out of it. I had half a heart attack, you know? Now, I have to go check on Ambrosia later, and she's the hardest to deal with among the Mistresses. As punishment, you're sitting there and watching Mitty fuck me stupid. You can get sloppy seconds after," she huffed angrily.

"Sorry, Noah. I'll try not to loosen her up too much!" Mitty said teasingly.

"I thought we were supposed to be friends, Mitty! Fine. I'll just… watch." Groaning about his own luck, he relented.

Kanae sat up on top of Mitty and straddled his waist. She nibbled on her lower lip, desperate to kick the stress with some feeding. When she reached behind her back to loosen her clothes, a knock came to the door.

"Queen Kanae, are you busy?" Gretchen's voice came through from the other side, sounding slightly troubled.

"I kind of am! Can it wait?" Kanae deflated.

"It's your children. They want to apologize to you," she explained.

Kanae, Mitty, and Noah let out a simultaneous, "Oh."

Right after securing the alliance, Kanae might have let her anger get the better of her. She had raised her voice at Suvee and Kanade for the very first time in… ever, and even grounded them for a single day to reflect on their actions. Kids. What was a mom going to do?

"I'll talk to them later, Gretchen. Can you just… I don't know, take them out to the Hunter's Ward to play?" Kanae asked.

There were no footfalls. Instead, it sounded like a heavy sigh.

"I'm beholden to obey you. But because enthrallment also demands that I see to your best interests, my feet remain planted here, urging you to speak with them. Don't be absent in their lives like mine were to me. I've spent enough time with Suvee and Kanade long enough to know they only need a little guidance—"

"Alright, alright! I'm getting dressed. Geez. You're like that single aunt who won't stop nagging about parenting when you don't have kids yourself." Kanae sulked.

"You're the one who has compelled me to take care of them!" Gretchen retorted, causing a twang of mental feedback into Kanae's mind.

The thought of their children sank the mood faster than a stone tossed into a river anyway. Gretchen was right though. Taking care of them should always be her top priority. And if what happened that fateful day was any indication, it was that parents never stopped being parents to their kids.

"I'll be back." Kanae got up to leave, much to the disappointment of Mitty's boner.

"H-Hey, I'm still charmed over—"

Gretchen was waiting outside the room. Together, they descended into the living room where Suvee and Kanade sat on the sofa in front of the fireplace, heads down and twiddling their thumbs.

"I convinced your mother to come down. Go on, you two. What do you have to say?" Gretchen asked softly.

"We're sorry," Suvee and Kanade said in unison.

"Please, don't be angry at Suvee." Kanade added right after. "It was my idea… I thought you were in danger going out in Mom's armor. I wanted to make sure you were okay."

The former archbishop turned to Kanae with a pushing look to return their sentiments.

"I'm not angry at you two anymore." Kanae sighed and kneeled in front of them. "But you need to understand how worried I was. That feeling that made you want to come find me? It's how I felt seeing you two rushing out yesterday, but you scared me even more because you almost got really hurt. One day, you two will grow up to be strong enough to protect everyone you care about. For now, promise me you won't do anything reckless again."

"We promise!" they exclaimed.

"Good girls. Still, what you did ended up getting one of the Queen-Mother's daughters hurt, and she's pregnant! You're coming with me to apologize and thank her for saving you. Also, no ice cream for a week."

Both of them let out a long-drawn wail of disappointment.

"Oh, come now. No ice cream is too much," Gretchen whispered.

"Do I need to hard-restart your enthrallment?" Kanae rolled her eyes.

On their way out to visit the Queen-Mother's succubi encampment, several of the manor guards stationed outside backed away and reached for their weapons. Lord Charron, who was accompanied by Minestra today, rode up to the iron-wrought gates upon fiery-maned steads. Their presence brought Gretchen defensively to the front.

"My apologies! Were you about to leave? If it isn't too much, perhaps we may join you!" Lord Charron offered in much higher spirits since sealing the alliance.

"Sure." Kanae smirked. "We were just going to check on Ambrosia."

"Urk. On second thought, I just remembered… s-something I had to do…" He tugged awkwardly on his tunic's collar.

"What? No, you don't. We literally freed up your schedule for… " Minestra trailed off and shifted her tune when Lord Charron glared her down. "Ah. Ahhh! I remember now. Yes. You did have something to do!"

Kanae squinted suspiciously at them.

"You obviously care about Ambrosia. Why are you avoiding her so much?" Kanae asked.

"We're military allies, not family— er, I guess we technically are… What I mean to say is, keep your nose out of my immediate family's business! It's of no concern to you. Anyway, I wanted to come and apologize to Kanade." Lord Charron dismounted from the flaming horse and rummaged through a bag saddled in the back.

"Me?" Kanade poked her head out from behind Kanae.

"It's about time, you ugly-face!" Suvee shouted from the opposite side.

"Tsk… Here. A gift for each of you." From each hand. he dangled a locket beset with a faceted ruby.

They hesitantly took it from him.

"A necklace?" Kanae wondered aloud, kneeling down to inspect them.

"Not just any necklace. They are barghare pendants!" Lord Charron explained with a big smile and tapped the lockets in Suvee and Kande's hands.

Two creatures that looked like rabbits popped out, but they only looked like rabbits in shape only. Their fur coat was dark red. Spiky quills lined their backs from neck to tail. Instead of buck teeth, they had sharp, dagger-like fangs.

"Ooh! Cute!" Suvee tried to pet one, but Kanae yanked her away.

"WHAT ARE THOSE?" Kanae cried.

"I told you. Barghares! Distant cousins of barghests. They are extremely loyal critters and will shred to pieces anyone who threatens their owners." Charron nodded to himself like this was the best thing ever.

"You gifted my kids pendants containing MURDER RABBITS?" She gasped.

"Sorry, Kanae. I suggested he buy your children toys instead. He declined, saying he would know better." Minestra bowed apologetically.

"Clearly not…" Gretchen remarked off to the side.

The man himself exasperatedly threw his arms out, wondering why they weren't agreeing with him. Edina gifted the kids fake swords, and Grell gifted them a pony. This dumb uncle bought them killing machines.

"Still, I find it really hard to believe. Are you really Arenade's daughter?" Charron casually picked up Kanade, hands underneath her pits and at arm's length like holding an animal.

"You don't see the resemblance? Look at how pretty her hair and eyes are, too!" Kanae gushed about her kid.

"Yes, and a resting face of contempt for me…"

Because of the way Charron was holding Kanade, her shoulders were shrugged up and a look bordering on wrath stared back at him. It reminded Kanae of a grumpy cat.

"Maybe if you didn't pick her up like a cat… Actually, you should probably—"

"Barghare, attack." Kanade sicced the murder rabbit on Lord Charron. It latched onto his face, sinking teeth and claws into his skin.

Everyone froze. Except Charron. He calmly put Kanade down, then flailed around screaming and trying to pull the barghare off.

"Hold still, my lord!" Minestra chased him down and, with four hands at her disposal as a herzulith, slowly peeled the barghare's claws off.

"I didn't expect to be its first victim." Lord Charron sighed, face all scratched up like he had fought a blender.

"Guess you really are bad with children. Kanade, Suvee. Your uncle gave you two a present. What do you say to your uncle?" Kanae ushered them forward.

"Thanks, Uncle Charron! I'll take good care of Claws!" Suvee beamed.

Kanade flashed an expression of sheer disgust.

"Kanade…" Kanae said scoldingly.

"No, no. It's quite alright. I recognize that from Arenade as the 'you have my gratitude, but you're still a good-for-nothing so don't think we're fine yet' look. It means I'm making progress!" He smiled proudly.

Well… If Charron was alright with it…

"Kanae, you still have the Queen-Mother to visit," Gretchen reminded her.

"Oh, right. Sorry, Lord Charron. As much as I'd like to question your choice of gifts for children, we have to go. I believe you have to go, too?" Kanae asked.

"Y-Yes, that's right. Before you leave, I have one more thing. Ortesia has the disadvantage of being the invading force, leagues away from their homeland. They will want to strike the capital of the Commonwealth hard and fast. It is also likely they will attempt to control your farmlands. With their armies thinned, we shall sweep across them like a plague of locusts. As per our alliance, I lend you Minestra and a legion of Artaggon forces back with you. The rest of us will wait here and build garrisons in the meantime, while observing their next move." Charron decisively evaluated the weakest part of the Commonwealth of Sin and determined how best to handle it.

This was the Demon Lord of Artaggon after all, and his thousand-year rule was nothing to scoff at either.

"I look forward to being by your— I mean fighting! Fighting by your side, Kanae!" Minestra exclaimed excitedly.

"Whew! I prefer you over Lady any day." Kanae clasped the herzulith's hand.

A couple of stablehands working at the manor brought Avon and Titan around. Gretchen helped Suvee and Kanade onto the pony, then herself and Kanae onto Titan. As they set off, Lord Charron called out to them.

"Forgive me. One more. Just one more thing! C-Can you… tell Ambro… my daughter, congratulations on her child?" Charron asked.

"Fine, but you really need to get off your butt and talk to her yourself!" Kanae shouted back.

They rode from Highgreen and into the succubus encampment situated beyond the gate. Slaves were treated like actual cattle, chained to posts outside of tents and with bowls of food and water at their feet. Others, who seemed to be a particular succubus' favorite, only had a collar around their necks and were permitted inside tents. The camp also didn't have guards or lookouts. After all, who would dare walk into a succubus-infested place on their own accord?

As a matter of fact… Plenty.

"Oh? Hello, Queen Kanae! Good morning to you!" An elf waved, leading a group of similarly excited Highgreen citizens into a large tent held open by an eager succubus.

"Are you kidding me?!" Kanae slapped a hand to her face.

"Haha! Don't worry, Kanae." Claudia landed gingerly in front of Titan and patted the languisteed's head. "We haven't charmed anyone. Mother's orders are absolute, and we're allies now. Wouldn't wanna piss you off. So, what brings you here? Hoping to get a taste of what it feels like to live among your own kind?"

"You do know I live with plenty of succubi, right? I'm here to—"

Claudia leaned to the side. She noted Gretchen behind Kanae, then Kanade and Suvee who were riding together on the smaller horse.

"Oh. My. God. How are they so kah-yoote?!" Claudia hovered around them and pinched their cheeks.

"Uhh!" Kanae noticed Kanade and Suvee slowly reaching for their murder rabbit necklaces.

In a brief flash of red light, two violent barghares lunged at Claudia.

"What the— What are these?!" Claudia writhed in agony for a moment and seemed to settle down. "This… sharp, exquisite pain is delectable! How can something so tiny and unassuming produce such searing torment!"

"These were the demons and succubi my home has been cowering for centuries at?" Gretchen stared in disbelief.

"Girls, put your barghares away! Claudia, I'm looking for Ambrosia!" Kanae exclaimed.

"Oh, please! I don't mind them at all. If it's Ambrosia you're looking for, follow me!" The Mistress of Pain spun around and headed deeper into the camp with barghares still eviscerating her face.

They arrived at a large, lavish tent with banners bearing the image of a tail constricting around a heart. Nearby smaller tents were decorated with the same.

"Yahoo, Amby! You got visitors!" Claudia pulled the tent flap open to let them in.

"I think I'll stay outside…" Gretchen held back.

Kanae entered first and found Ambrosia sitting upright in bed.

"Demon Queen?" Ambrosia greeted in surprise.

"You look like you're doing alright. I brought my kids and wanted to thank you for protecting them the other day," Kanae said, gesturing for Suvee and Kanade forward.

"Th-Thank you for saving us," they said shyly.

The Mistress of Desire sat there, stunned.

"Ambrosia?" Kanae called out when their moment of silence lasted too long.

"Sorry! Your children, after getting a good look at them, I never imagined how cute they can be. Of course, saving them was nothing at all. My body reacted on its own then. I thought about my child being their position, and… Forgive me. I'm distracted by what's on my sister's face. Claudia?" Ambrosia shot her sister a glare.

One barghare clung to Claudia's right horn, and the second was hanging from her nose. Although blood trickled from her face, she seemed unfazed.

"Oh, these? Kanae's kids had them attack me! But, I'm alright! This is perfectly copacetic for me!" Claudia insisted.

"I've been contemplating lending Claudia's strength to you, but now I'm having second thoughts." Ambrosia sighed.

Everyone decided it was best to ignore her for now.

"By the way, Lord Charron asked me to deliver you a message. 'Congratulations on your baby', is what he wanted to tell you," Kanae said.

"Father did? I see." Ambrosia smiled to herself. "You must wonder why I bother? He had been gone for centuries. To be honest, I do not know myself. I keep mostly high elven slaves around me. Some believe the high elves carry strong familial ties, and the blood in my veins are why. But I carry fond memories of Father when I was a whelp. The melodies he hummed to put me to sleep, his hand on my head, and the warmth of his back. I do not care nearly as much anymore for the why, but when I became with child, I felt he needed to know. So I thank you, Kanae, for having given me that chance."

"I'm glad. I won't say what he did was right, but like him, I left one of my kids behind once. When she was a baby, too. Whatever his reason was though, I'm sure he cares about you," she offered.

Sometimes, parents did unthinkable things. They weren't infallible. They made plenty of mistakes. Charron, the great demon lord that he was in this world, wasn't an exception.

"You're having a baby?" Suvee climbed onto the bed to ask.

"I am. I hope she will be as adorable as you," Ambrosia said, resting a hand atop Suvee's head and turning to Kanade. "In fact, I believe you and I… are cousins. My child will be your niece."

Right, Kanae thought. This was a much bigger family tree than she expected.

"I'm going to be an aunt!" Kanade gazed up at Kanae.

"Sounds like it… I need to plot out a family tree before our family gets even bigger." Kanae sighed.


Chapter 10

Now that tensions had simmered down between all three factions, succubi and demons were beginning to… get along. As Kanae made her way to the Moonlit Avenue to meet with Lord Charron, she witnessed Artaggon forces mingling with citizens of the Commonwealth. Guards and infantry had beer together at the taverns. Civilians were much less wary around them, too.

The Queen-Mother's succubi, on the other hand, were a little less behaved. Just this morning, several adventurers came back from a quest empty-handed and looking like desiccate mummies. Why? Because a group of hungry succubi ambushed them for a quick snack in the wilds. When they returned, both groups explained it was a consensual transaction, but Kanae remained unconvinced.

Unfortunately, there was little that could be done if no one was going to report it. Not to mention, Kanae had more important things to do. That being to reunite this stupid horny living grimoire with Lord Charron.

"I don't know how much I need to emphasize this, but whatever you want to meet with him about, PLEASE try not to piss off my new ally. The survival of my country depends on it," Kanae warned.

"Hey, relax! What do you take me for, that stiff binding, Necronomicon? If power is what you wanted, I'm all you could ever need. Shoulda just kept flipping my pages until you found what you wanted. Anyway, I'm just going to have a nice chat with an old friend," Chappy said, although not sounding very assuring.

"I can't flip another page… My body's sore from all your— Wait, there's a living grimoire called Necronomicon?" she asked and immediately thought of Edina.

"Huh? Oh, shit. Well, consider the name a freebie. The rest of the info's going to cost you!"

Kanae figured maybe Edina should take the tentacle-dicking for that instead. They reached the university campus, and it was surprisingly easy to find where Lord Charron was. Numerous students and faculty were outside of a lecture hall, anxiously staring inside. In fact, Joap was among them.

"Joap!" Kanae called out to her former classmate from Aidenhall.

"Kanae? Hey!" Joap ran over but paused at the sight of Chappy. "Uhh. Did you get your hands on a living grimoire? And why does it look suspiciously like Saint Priest Lanil Hammerthorn's?"

"I, uhm… I'm borrowing it. B-But enough about me. I heard from Reen you joined an exchange student program to come here. How's your studies coming along?" she asked.

"Oh, it's great! Obviously, I freaked the fuck out when succubi and demons marched right up to Highgreen's doorstep, but I'm learning so much these past few months. I enrolled in a theory course called, Applications of Magic in Sex as Warfare. I learned how to shape Magic Hand into Magic Dick, watch!"

"You learned— what?!"

Joap weaved magic and incanted the common mage spell, Magic Hand. It conjured a translucent hand, light blue in color and able to interact with the physical world. Spellcasters usually used it to perform dangerous tasks or pick up things in hard to reach places. As soon as that hand took shape, however, it became an erect penis.

"Hahaha! I'm liking this place. You guys are doing some fun magic here!" Chappy cackled.

"I'm glad you're having fun, Joap, but put your junk away!" Kanae scolded.

"Sorry!" Joap undid the magic dick.

"Anyway, I'm guessing Lord Charron is inside and that's why you're all out here?" she asked.

He nodded. "Yeah. The big, scary hellhound woman kicked out everyone except Instructor Maisie."

That sounded about right for Lady.

Kanae and Chappy entered the lecture hall to find Lord Charron sitting at the very front. His loyal attack dog stood guard. She snapped her head in their direction coming in, flared her nostrils, and then returned her gaze back to the bumbling instructor.

Instructor Maisie was a dark elven woman of lighter complexion than most among her race. Snow white hair tied to a loose bun and thick spectacles adorned over blue eyes made her out to look like a very typical faculty member. She was a very skilled teacher, but right now…

"S-So, alchemical combinations, that were written off as impossible in the past but doable now, lends to the hypothesis that magic itself can evolve just like any living being. Which w-would mean that magic could very well be a living, breathing entity!" Maisie went from beaker to beaker performing alchemy until a glass slipped from her hand. The crash of broken glass panicked her, and she apologized profusely, but Lord Charron didn't seem to mind.

"The demon lord attending magic school. A certain group of people might write a book on that," Kanae joked as she descended to the front row.

"I've lived almost a thousand years. You get bored after a while. Fortunately, knowledge always has room to grow if you're humble enough. I must admit, this university has taught me much in only a few days. The theory of magic having a sort of evolutionary theory is quite intriguing! Even if some courses are of the… lewd variety," Lord Charron grumbled at the last part.

"If it's knowledge you want, I'm all you need! How's it going, pal?" Chappy levitated up to the demon lord's face.

It took a moment for the realization to hit.

"Chappy?!" Lord Charron gaped, then shook off the shock. "Lady, take the instructor and leave us. Queen Kanae, you stay."

This wasn't the reunion Kanae was expecting.

"As you wish, Lord Charron." Lady jumped onto the stage and hoisted Instructor Maisie, who was cleaning the mess, onto her shoulder. Without another word, she left the lecture hall and caused a commotion outside where students were gathered.

"So… Lord Charron, you two know each other? Does that mean you were also… looking through Chappy's pages?" Kanae asked.

"NO! It was nothing like that! What kind of relationship do you think we had? Chappy appears to be in your possession. More like, are you searching through his pages? Have you any idea what he really is?" Lord Charron fired back.

"A living grimoire, right?" she answered, slightly unsure herself now.

Both of them turned to the living grimoire.

"I got something to fess up." Chappy sighed. "I'm actually a devil. The incarnation of gluttony, Chappen—"

"You're a devil?!" Kanae strangled the book.

"Now, hold on! I'm not like the others. I don't care about sowing chaos, all I wanna do is eat magic and fuck some hot babes! The ones you need to be worried about are Satine, Hax'gorah, and Varren. That's what I wanted to warn you and Charron about!" he cried.

Charron put a hand on her shoulder. "Wait, Kanae. I want to hear him out. Chappy has never seemed to be the malignant type even back then."

When Kanae let the living grimoire go, he sprouted tentacles to straighten his pages out.

"Sorry for hiding it from you, alright? I wanted to get to Charron because at least he'd give me a chance, and by my leather spine, I was right. Sheesh."

"Get on with it!" Kanae and Charron exclaimed.

"Okay, okay! We devils are all kinda connected. We feel each other's presence in this world. Earlier this year, I sensed Hax'gorah growing stronger. His presence is quiet now though, but whatever happened to him got Satine the Lustful and Varren the Prideful riled up. You gotta stop them," Chappy implored.

"If you're a devil yourself, how come you're warning us about this? Aren't you and the other devils aligned?" Kanae asked.

"Hells no, we aren't! Those nutlickers want to set the world on fire and turn everyone against each other. I can't very well fuck my Lani if she's been turned to charcoal by hellfire. You guys gotta find 'em. Do whatever you did to Hax'gorah but to them," he explained.

Kanae felt a strange pinch from the Matron's Regalia biting into her skin.

"Do you… maybe know where we can find them?" Kanae pressed him.

"Sorry. Wish I knew more. Devils can't live outside of a magical item. This world is inhospitable to us otherwise. If you find a powerful piece of equipment, good chance it's them… I… Ah, crap. I'm getting sleepy. Let me fuck that succubus pussy of yours later, Kanae… nighty night…" Chappy went inert, falling flat on the ground like an inanimate book.

"I can't believe you have been having sex with Chappy." Lord Charron glared.

"That's your takeaway from this?! More importantly, do you know where to look? For the devils, I mean," she said.

The demon lord picked Chappy up and dusted the leather cover off. He handed the grimoire back to Kanae, then paced around the room.

"According to Chappy, Hax'gorah doesn't seem to be a threat anymore. Around five hundred years ago, I sealed him in the deserts north of Artaggon after defeating the last necromancer who wielded it. Sounds like he recently escaped confinement and was subsequently subdued again," Charron muttered to himself.

Kanae held back the urge to confess that it was likely Edina and the Pillar of the Damned…

Charron continued, "Satine and Varren, I'm not sure. However, as devils are the embodiment of their own namesake, they also tend to warp the sentiments of the one possessing them. These creatures of concepts thrive on high emotions, so it's no surprise that they are acting up with war on the horizon. Satine, lust… Varren, pride… can it be?"

"Think of something?" Kanae hesitated to ask.

"Hmm, perhaps!" He planted both hands on Kanae's shoulders. "If the devil of lust could have any host, it would be a succubus. It must be! I need you to visit Zariah— I can't, not me. That woman would chain me to her bedposts the first chance she gets. I always thought that the tiara she wore was suspicious."

Kanae expelled her heaviest sigh yet.

After returning Chappy back to the manor, Kanae set off alone to the succubi encampment again. If she was going to meet with the Queen-Mother herself, then she wasn't going to risk bringing anyone else along.

Two succubi guarding the entrance to the Queen-Mother's tent stepped aside to let Kanae through. Inside, the succubus queen was in the middle of pouring herself a glass of wine. She was dressed in a light, almost see-through lavender robe untied from the front, clinging to her voluptuous body. The long silky fabric trailed behind like a flowing river.

"You smell of Charron. Did you two fuck?" Queen-Mother Zariah asked.

"No, but I did meet with him before coming. I'm going to cut to the chase, Queen-Mother. After all, you told me that the tiara makes it easy for you to tell what I'm after. Are you colluding with the devil, Satine?" Kanae questioned back.

Zariah paused. The wine was just brushing against her lips.

"You know of devils?" She smiled and downed the wine in a single gulp. "Rancid, scheming things. They whisper sweet compliments in one ear, and promises of boundless strength in the other."

Step by step, the Queen-Mother approached Kanae until they were standing in front of each other. She was tall. A lot taller. Maybe by a foot and a half. Which put Kanae's face right in front of Zariah's magnificent breasts. This woman was a true succubus born a succubus, unlike Kanae who was transformed into one. Her mere presence exuded a lustful, oppressive aura that made Kanae wet and weak.

"Much like a succubus, don't you think?" Zariah leaned down to whisper in Kanae's ear.

The hot, sultry breath almost made her climax. Power. Lust. Strength. All in a single breath.

"Y-Yes, mommy…" Kanae stammered, then recoiled at what she had just said.

"Aha! Mommy? Perhaps I misjudged you, Demon Queen Kanae, hm? You're cute. I like cute things. It makes me want to toy with you. Make you my plaything. Spoil you rotten. Please, sweetheart…" The Queen-Mother walked behind Kanae and embraced her. "Call me, Mommy Zariah."

There was no resisting this succubus. Kanae melted in her warm embrace.

"Mommy… Zariah," Kanae said in a shaky voice.

In one swoop, Zariah picked Kanae up like a baby and laid her down on the bed.

"Close your eyes. Let mommy give you a reward." Zariah purred, gently stroking Kanae's cheek with the back of her hand.

Kanae did as asked. Her heart raced. She sweated from every pore. Sex? With the Queen-Mother? Hold on. Was this a good idea? Lord Charron stuck his dick in crazy, and that didn't turn out well for him.

Zariah walked off and promised to be back soon. A few minutes pass. Suddenly, Kanae felt the bed pressing down and creaking as a weight climbed onto it next to her.

"Open wide~" Zariah said sweetly.

Kanae continued to obey and— something plugged her mouth. She opened her eyes. It was a baby bottle. Zariah was nursing her in bed.

"Is this some kind of joke?!" Kanae pushed the bottle away.

"What? I thought we had something nice going? Oh! Perhaps, you need your diaper changed?" Zariah asked.

"I thought we were going to have sex— oop." She slapped her mouth shut with both hands.

"Sorry, Kanae! Zariah's got a date with me today." Renya made herself known from the corner of the room. She was lounging in a wooden bathtub, smoking from a fat cigar in one hand and drinking a glass of wine in the other.

The pirate lord and chairwoman of Rown Company climbed out. Water cascaded down her bare body. She dried herself off with a nearby towel, then sauntered over to Zariah, where the two exchanged a very deep kiss. All the while Kanae's mouth flopped open and closed.

"You must be confused, Demon Queen. At first, I found Renya to be a prickling annoyance. She surprised me during the conference by proving herself rather charming. In more ways than one." Zariah put an arm around Renya's waist.

"Oh, stop it! I can only get so wet. Anyway, we convened after to talk about building an inroad to her new kingdom. You know, the whole piece of land you cut for her in the deal? Well, one thing led and… she showed me her tongue, and I gave her the good ol' Renya clones special!" Renya winked.

"Okay, hold up. Before we continue this conversation, I need to know something." Kanae pressed both hands together in their direction. "Can I join?"

"Of course you can't! Talking business is a private affair between myself and a potential partner. Now, if you will excuse us… I've got a succubus queen's pussy to eat," she said, shooing her out with a few clones.

Kanae emerged from Queen-Mother Zariah's tent, sulking in disappointment.

"Damn it, Renya. It should have been me!" Kanae punched the dirt.

Crap. And she forgot to grill Zariah harder about the devil of lust, Satine. Kanae hit the ground again and groaned.

"What are you doing groveling in front of my mother's tent?" someone asked, and Kanae glanced up to see that someone was Hilde, the Mistress of Subjugation.

"Oh. Uhhh… Nothing." Kanae got up and brushed the dirt from her clothes.

Hilde cast a grimace in the direction of the Queen-Mother's tent.

"Eugh. I rather not listen to my mother squeal like a pig. Come." Hilde grabbed Kanae's hand, pulling her along down the path until they reached another tent.

It was not as lavish as the Queen-Mother's or Ambrosia's, but much more well-furnished than those for the succubus grunts. Hilde's room was mostly empty aside from a bed, wooden trunk, and a few tables. What it was in abundance of, however, were paintings strewn about. She had an easel stand with an unfinished painting of a river. Other finished pieces lying around were landscapes, naked subjects, and animals.

"I didn't take you for a painter. You're pretty good!" Kanae drew closer to one in progress.

"Don't lie. I'm terrible. I only recently got started," Hilde said, pushing some paintings aside to make room in her tent.

"Well, I'll be honest. I didn't expect a succubus like you to have a hobby in painting."

"I spent my entire life underground with cavernous walls and bleak stone buildings. The day the Queen-Mother sent me to the surface, I was overwhelmed with color. I want to capture its beauty. In case this alliance somehow falls through, and we must retreat underground again," she explained.

Kanae sat on the bed and watched Hilde tidy up the place. She moved like she didn't want to waste a second of her freedom. After a while, the succubus stopped.

"You will be leaving for Ehmvier tomorrow, correct?" Hilde turned around.

"Yeah. The empire's forces made landfall. We need to be ready. Lord Charron is sending Minestra and an army of Artaggon forces down to help me. I was talking to Ambrosia yesterday, and she was considering sending Claudia, too. Not going to lie, I'm kind of worried they won't get along." Kanae recalled the two went straight for each other during the conference.

"Claudia may be a knucklehead, but she will be a great asset to you. Better than me, I suppose. Mother tasked me with defending a river that cuts through the Commonwealth. She believes the cattle empire may send their forces there. We may not see each other again next, and I can't be sure your incompetence won't get you captured. I will paint you so that I may have something to remember you by. Just don't expect it to be any good!" she cautioned playfully.

"I won't! Do you want me to just stand here, or…?"

Hilde thought for a moment, staring harder at Kanae than she liked.

"Strip naked. Lie on the bed and look my way," Hilde ordered.

Kanae dropped all of her clothing and climbed into bed. Meanwhile, Hilde repositioned the canvas to face her.

Hours went by. Kanae was beginning to feel sore. Whenever she tried to make conversation, Hilde snapped at her to be quiet. Through it all, she noticed how soft Hilde's gaze could be. This succubus did have a kind side to her. They all probably did, but were hardened by the war in their history books.

Daylight dwindled and gave way to night when Hilde finally finished.

"There. I believe it looks quite like you. Come and take a look." Hilde grinned to herself.

"Finally…" Kanae got up to check and was appalled by a nicely-drawn, though overly busty succubus. "My tits are not that big! Are… Are they?"

Hilde erupted into laughter. Kanae ignored her and went to get her clothes. The succubus grabbed her hand.

"Who said you can leave? You leave when I tell you to." Hilde pushed Kanae down and climbed on top.

Their fingers interlocked. Hilde's hair draped down one side of her head like forest vines. There was longing in her eyes, and Kanae answered their desires in kind.


Chapter 11

With the Demon Three's Alliance secured, Kanae returned to Ehmvier with Artaggon and Queen-Mother forces in tow. However, since they were all enemies until recently, those sentiments didn't just disappear. That was evidenced by the tagalongs that were tasked to help the Commonwealth fend off the Empire of Ortesia's initial invasion…

"Just remember your place in battle, Claudia. We all know you will just stand there and let yourself be mobbed like a fool. I have fought in countless campaigns across Artaggon. Lord Charron entrusted that I repel the imperial forces, and that's exactly what I'll do," Minestra taunted.

"The only thing that extra pair of hands is good for is keeping your mouth shut from spewing more shit, you four-armed freak. I'll end this war alone in the name of the Queen-Mother. Hehe… I can't wait… all the pain I can inflict on thousands— no, tens of thousands! Or better yet… All the pain they can inflict on me! Aaahhh~" Claudia shuddered in ecstasy from a fantasy of her own making.

Kanae watched the two fools bicker from a distance. They were supposed to be the feared demon lieutenant Minestra Val'doun and Claudia, the Mistress of Pain. Right now, their respective armies were embarrassed by them. Neither of them have stopped trying to one-up the other since departing from Highgreen.

"Am I going to have to send you two to different parts of the Commonwealth?" Kanae flew over and asked, putting a momentary stop to their squabble.

"That depends," Minestra began snidely, "on whether or not this weak succubus can handle war after hiding underground for so long. Artaggon's hand is all you need. And my four arms, of course, are at your service!" She winked at Kanae. "I'll be leading an actual army, while Claudia fumbles to control her ravenous swarm."

When Minestra steered her devil mutt back to the Artaggon forces, Claudia flipped her a middle finger. Having sensed it, the herzulith did the same but with middle fingers from all four hands.

"Don't listen to her. My succubi are just as disciplined," Claudia said.

The carriage beside them rocked and creaked with the sound of an orgy underway. A succubus inside, who definitely didn't belong to Kanae's Sisters of Sin, coaxed the 'cattle' to service her better or else.

"They're just hungry. They won't be so rabid after a nice meal!" Claudia assured her nervously.

"I bet… So, what exactly do I get out of you?" Kanae asked.

"What do you get?" She recoiled as though insulted by the question. "The baddest bitch ever! You've seen how strong I am. I made you and your drakeling pet my playthings in the Aberron Brawl. I'm crowned a Bulwark. I'm the Queen-Mother and my sisters' shield! If you need someone to give or take a beating, I'm your switch~"

Bulwark. That explained why Claudia was so resilient. It was a unique class. Kanae had only met one other crowned as such in Aidenhall during her enrollment at Knights' Academy.

Satisfied with her new ally, Kanae returned to her carriage, only to come back to a sibling pair gossiping about her. Again.

"Huh. You're telling me you bagged the succubus just because you treated her a little nicely? You sure it isn't just because she's a slut? This bitch gladly let bristle boars fuck her when we were in the Badlands! This langui that's pulling our wagon? He fucked her, too!" Aisha exclaimed.

"I know Kanae's desires can get out of hand, but we really do love each other!" Mitty returned passionately.

"Can you guys stop talking about my sex life!" Kanae went bright red and pouted. "We've been traveling for days, and it feels like I was made fun of every minute!"

"Hmm… What else can we talk about?" the hobgoblin woman asked.

They paused for a moment.

"Oh, Mitty! Aisha found a potential mate. You remember Will, the paladin? They seem like an item!" Kanae said, hoping to turn the teasing on Aisha.

"I remember Will! How did you two meet?" Mitty asked his sister.

"When Will's strength became known to me, I whisked him to his room and bedded him then and there. His skill in sex is remarkably above average, but humans have no stamina and can be so fragile. I might have broken his hips a few times. He cried out about running out of mana to cast Lay on Hands," Aisha recalled.

Hobgoblins were violent partners, it seemed. Kanae prayed for Nelly's safety. Hopefully, her daughters and Daya were doing alright away from home.

When the walls of Commonwealth's crown jewel came into view, patrolling infantry and guards were a much more common sight than caravans of merchants and travelers. The first signs of war. Many non-citizens must have already left. Blockades were likely being set up by Ortesian forces along the southern border. The Commonwealth only had itself to rely on now, that and their new allies.

"Kanae!" Manabe rode out the gate to meet them, but his languisteed whined and reared up when he saw the newcomers. "D-D-Demons and s-succubi… You really did it?"

An undead dragon landed, kicking up dirt and dust.

"Like we planned, Edina! We'll meet you down south soon," Kanae promised.

"Anything on them is fair game, right? Those stuck-up high elves love weighing themselves down with jewelry. Here I come, baby! Yahooooo!" Edina ordered the dragon to take off in the direction of the Ortesian forces.

Since the 'greatest necromancer in the world' was a mobile army generator, she was their best chance at slowing the enemy down and buying them a little more time.

"Will my forces and I go with them?" Minestra asked, riding up on a devil mutt.

"You'll stay back and watch like a good voyeur." Claudia flew down to nudge the demon back. "I'll go and deliver the exquisite taste of agony to them!"

"Quit pushing, you stupid pain-whore!" The herzulith grabbed her wings and arms, and they were soon in a full-blown wrestling match.

"Will you two stop it! We're all going together, but wait here. I need to get a few things in order real quick." Kanae whistled sharply.

Together with Manabe, Chappy, Esta, Aisha, Mitty, Lapis, and Gretchen who personally guarded Kanade and Suvee, they entered the city in haste.

"So, is it really happening? We're going to w-w-war?" Manabe stammered.

"How many times do I have to tell you? Yes! Ready a second force to mobilize at a moment's notice. Have Lilith and the Sisters in Black help you. Gretchen, from now on, you don't let Kanade and Suvee out of your sight. Aisha, I know Rosaline is an idiot, but help her speed up production on potions. Esta, Lapis, Chappy, and Mitty, you'll be coming with me. By now, word should have already reached Radevic that we're allied with Lord Charron and the Queen-Mother. I expected this since it really isn't something that you can hide, but we need to be fast before—"

A giant wizard's tower manifested and plopped down in the middle of the city in front of them. They grinded to a halt. Most of them knew exactly who it belonged to. Kanae nodded for Gretchen to bring the kids to the castle.

"Kick some ass, mom!" Suvee pumped a fist, and Kanade followed suit with a clenched fist of her own.

The tower door swung open. A flock of ravens flew out like a plague of locusts, flying circles around Kanae and her companions.

"Amethyst, Silver! Rumors are abound that the Commonwealth has aligned itself with Artaggon and the Queen-Mother. We've had to hear this second-hand hearsay from the mercantile guilds and adventurers. What is the meaning of this? Tell me it isn't true," Elizabeth Bedlam pleaded earnestly, her voice echoing from every raven around them.

"I'm sorry, Eliza. You can give my apologies to King Turren and Grand Eye Analise, too. There's no way the Commonwealth survives without help, and we weren't going to get any from Radevic being neutral. I just hope you keep my kids safe like you promised." Kanae reminded the sorceress.

"I may be the Knight of Silver, but I belong here." Esta guarded Kanae with the dragon shield. "I am firm in my resolve. Aidenhall and the Order of Colors have asked much from their colored knights, Eliza. I have given them everything in my years of service, so has my master. Yet when we need Aidenhall and the Order the most, all they can offer is silent prayer."

The ravens converged into a single point at the foot of the tower to form the master sorceress they knew as Elizabeth Bedlam. Her brows were knitted in disappointment. Her lips pursed into a frown. A sharp gaze flicked to Chappy, who was levitating right behind Kanae.

"Where's Lani?" Eliza squinted.

"Lani's safe. I just needed her to be a little complacent," Kanae said.

"Don't worry! If they did anything to my Lani, it's their ass on the line!" Chappy exclaimed, though not at all making the situation any less tense.

The staredown lasted for a minute. Esta only had her shield out, but her other hand was inching toward the greatsword. Eventually—

"Oh, curse it all! Amethyst, we were supposed to have a fun little journey ourselves. Didn't you promise me that? Also, how am I supposed to study at the Moonlit Avenue's university if it's destroyed?!" Eliza choked the air and sighed.

"We still can! Just return to Radevic and don't do anything. Let me fight this war, and when we win, you can teach me all about magic. Aren't you and Radevic tired of having Ortesia breathing down your necks?" Kanae asked.

Eliza flicked something over to them. Kanae barely caught it. A tiny teleportation pellet rested in her palm. The sorceress turned around and paused at the door to her tower.

"It's attuned to Ehmvier. Don't go getting yourself caught now. If Ortesia calls upon Radevic to join them in war after discovering who you're allied to, I honestly do not know what the Grand Eye's answer will be. I hope you know what you're doing. For all our sake." Eliza entered the tower, and a few moments later, it vanished into thin air and left behind a giant imprint on the ground.

Kanae breathed a deep sigh of relief.

"We are blessed to have good mentors." Esta smiled.

"No kidding. Also, I want you to take this." Kanae grabbed the drakeling knight's hand and dropped the teleportation pellet into her palm.

"But this is—"

"You're pregnant. If at any point things are looking too dicey, I want you to use it and get out. Just promise me," Kanae implored.

"Very well, Master. I promise." Esta folded her fingers over it and nodded.

They proceeded to rendezvous with High Priestess Zadris and her Sisters in White, who would be coming with to provide support magic in the upcoming campaigns. First Sister Lilith and her black-clad succubi stayed in the city to begin moving pieces into place. Once everything was in order, the army set off to intercept the Ortesian invasionary forces.

The lands between Ehmvier and Lograin mostly consisted of large swathes of farmlands. Rown Company's extension of the Imperial Span cut through the Commonwealth, with many small villages that popped up along the length. It reasoned that whoever controlled the highway, controlled access across the entire continent. Ortesia would definitely make a cautious move through the road.

"Wait," Kanae ordered, pulling Titan to a stop and raising a hand to give everyone behind her pause.

"What's the matter? My arms ache with desire to do battle! That necromancer shouldn't be much farther, right?" Minestra asked.

"Edina's job is to buy us time. Once they break through, they will definitely expect to meet us on the Imperial Span. I have a better idea. We're descending from the highway and moving a few kilometers west!" she shouted.

It took the entire day to build up an encampment and barricades. An army of approximately 400 succubi, 1000 mixed race demons, and 600 Commonwealth forces camping out would be noticed from leagues away.

Edina returned in the evening, looking battered and bruised but not defeated.

"Fuck! Pitting clerics against my undead ain't fair! Didn't stop me from doing a number on them though. They're licking their wounds right now. The force I saw was maybe 5000. Shaved them down to 4000 for ya," Edina explained, plopping down on the floor and gasping for breath.

"Good work, buddy. Leave the rest to me." Kanae patted her friend, then went back to the command table where the others were waiting. "Zadris, as someone from Ortesia, what do you think?"

"A paltry sum. They must be hiding the rest of their forces elsewhere. Or perhaps holding them back in Lograin. I believe this is a scouting party. A large one at that, likely to test our strength," Zadris said.

Outnumbered two to one then…

"Why wait? I'll just go out there myself and take care of this for us," Claudia said suddenly.

"Wait, I think we really should be taking them more—"

"You?" Minestra interrupted with a scoff. "I'm ten times the fighter you are. I even have double the arms! Sit back. A herzulith shall show you how to do battle."

"Excuse you! My succubus magic coupled with my impenetrable defenses will show them how hopeless it is to face me!" the succubus fired back.

Both of them butted heads on the way out.

"Should we stop them?" Esta asked.

"No, let them go." Kanae sighed. "Best case scenario, they demolish the Ortesians without our help. Worst case… we'll deal with it when we get there."


Chapter 12

Later at night, Kanae and Mitty were enjoying an intimate session in their tent to help her recharge. She rode him in the cowgirl position, slamming their hips together so hard that the bed creaked and groaned.

"Kanae, I'm coming again!" Mitty squeezed his eyes shut.

"Good! Yes! Pound my pussy… ahhh! I can't get enough of your hobgoblin cock!" Kanae howled in ecstasy.

A thick wave of cum spurted into her womb. She shuddered all over. The white batter oozed where their hips were connected. She straddled him while they caught their breaths.

"Was it really okay to let those two go off on their own?" Mitty asked.

"If they win, it saves us a bunch of trouble. Actually, why are you thinking about other women when we're together? How dare you." Kanae went down to give him a blowjob until Esta entered the tent.

"Master, a scout returned. Claudia and Minestra have been captured by the enemy forces," Esta reported.

Great…

Kanae licked Mitty's dick clean, then went to check the map on the table. Esta pointed to where the scout had last seen them.

"Are you planning to save those two? I caution against it. There's no telling how many enemies are lying in wait," Esta warned.

A village closest to where the Ortesian forces were camped out captured Kanae's attention.

"I have an idea. It's time to pull out a skill I haven't used in a while." Kanae switched on Human Form and gave her the appearance of a human woman by hiding her tail, horns, and wings.

"Infiltration?" Esta asked.

"It's worked a few times before. Find me a knapsack and fill it with as many mana-burning spore capsules as possible. Mitty, can you come with me? I need you to escort me there without bumping into any scouts," she explained.

"You got it!" Mitty hopped out of bed to get dressed.

In the dead of night, Kanae, a few white-clad succubi, and Mitty weaved an awkward path through fields to avoid being seen. Thanks to the goblin's Pathfinder skills to help them stay hidden, they were able to make it to the Tosker, a community of wheat farmers built off the bottom of the Imperial Span.

Unfortunately, the inhabitants had long fled deeper into the Commonwealth and more than likely became refugees in Ehmvier. Around here, the ground had long since compacted from being trampled upon. The barns and buildings had been ransacked, signs of being looted by the imperial army. They must not be camped far as evidenced by the many thin trails of campfire smoke visible from here.

"You simply wish for us to chase you into them, Queen Kanae?" a succubus asked.

"Yep, and then retreat. Oh, don't forget to keep watch for my signal later," Kanae implored.

If they succeeded, this would send the initial Ortesian force into disarray.

Dressed in a frock and apron, Kanae would pose as a fleeing farmer. Her succubi played the role of the villains, chasing her through the fields.

"You'll come back, right?" Mitty asked worriedly.

"You bet I will, but not before kicking their asses like Suvee and Kanade wanted." Kanae grinned.

After a few deep breaths, they put the plan into motion. Kanae ran full speed across the fields, and the group of five succubi gave chase. The camp was coming into view, as did all the Ortesian soldiers dressed in their gaudy gold and silver armor, banners displaying a gilded crown and cross, and tall tents.

"Get back here, cattle!" one succubus growled.

"Help! Help me!" Kanae cried in panic.

"Stop right there!" A dozen high elven infantry poured into the field with their spears poised to attack.

The succubi stopped cold.

"Tch. The Ortesian forces are closer than we thought. Turn back and warn the queen! We have plenty of sex slaves already," the leader of them said, before tucking tail and flying off.

Kanae collapsed to her knees and gasped for air. The Ortesian soldiers surrounded her in an instant, pointing their weapons at her instead of the fleeing succubi.

"Who are you? If you came from that direction, you must be a citizen of the Commonwealth. Why were the succubi chasing you?" A soldier whose regalia was more decorated than the others inched forward.

"The succubi… they started drafting sex slaves into the army… When my village refused, they forcibly took us. They… They took my husband…" Kanae covered her face and faked tears, hoping they would take the bait.

"Hmph. We always knew succubi and demons couldn't be trusted. They tempt you into sin. You knew what you were getting into by living among them. Well, at least you will be useful. If you lived farther in, then you must have some information regarding the Commonwealth's movements. Sergeant Ored will want to see you. Follow me," the elf demanded.

Walking into the Ortesian encampment, Kanae couldn't believe how lavish they made it. Most of the tents were concentrated on the outer rim. Arranged within the ring were expensive carriages the size of small houses for the more important members of the army. Other soldiers lazed about, smoking from cigars, drinking wine, and playing cards. Most of them seemed ready for a vacation rather than war.

They came to a section of the camp that had been laid waste to. Soldiers were clearing away debris and raising tents again. A fierce battle must have taken place here. Well, at least Claudia and Minestra did some damage.

"Sergeant Ored, I have a report!" The officer stood stock still and saluted.

"What is it now? Can't you see I'm busy interrogating the captives?" A lanky high elven man in a long gold and blue robe turned around. His mustache was thin, curving up at the edges. His cheekbones were sharp.

However, it was the two captives that tensed Kanae up.

Trapped inside a bright golden cage of searing divine energies, channeled by several heavily suited clerics, were Claudia and Minestra. They both looked beaten up all over.

"Ah!" Both of their jaws dropped upon seeing her.

Kanae glared at them to be quiet.

"This woman was just running from succubi. We scared them off, bless the Supreme One's watchful gaze. I brought her to you thinking she may know more about the lay of the land. Or why there is a herzulith so far south," the officer explained.

"I see. Good work, officer! You did right by… bringing her to… Hmm." Sergeant Ored scrutinized Kanae and reached into his pocket for a crumpled up piece of paper. His fingers wrinkled the sides of the parchment, and his face turned white.

"Is… something the matter, Sergeant?"

"YOU FOOLS! SHE'S DISGUISED! YOU BROUGHT THE SUCCUBUS QUEEN DIRECTLY TO OUR DOORSTEP! CAPTURE HER!" he cried and tried to run away.

"Well, shit. I guess my face is too popular!" Kanae dropped her Human Form, then clamped her tail pussy on Sergeant Ored's face.

Ortesian infantry poured out of their carriages and tents with weapons drawn. Kanae reached into her knapsack. She flung the pouch of mana-burning spores at the clerics, then fired a bolt of fire from her Ring of Scorching Ray. It exploded into a cloudy haze. As they recoiled in pain, their magic wavered. The divine cage imprisoning Claudia and Minestra sputtered out of existence.

"A second chance to redeem myself in Lord Charron's name!" Minestra grabbed two soldiers, bashed their heads together, and picked up their weapons.

"It's time to get out of here! Claudia, grab her! NOW!" Kanae couldn't charm the Ortesian forces on account of their anti-succubus magic potions, but she was able to compel Minestra, with whom she previously had sex with, to stand still enough for Claudia to grab her.

The herzulith’s muscles tightened.

"Ahh, yes! Kanae's charm… it feels so good… to be under its effects again!" Minestra shuddered.

"Ugh. It's your fault we got captured to begin with. I'm only saving you because Kanae wanted me to!" Claudia lifted Minestra into the air.

They flew up when a golden light bathed the ground.

"Divine Smite!" someone boomed from afar.

A bolt of holy energies tore through the sky and screeched past, mere inches away from hitting them. Down below, a knight dressed in shining golden armor and closed helmet was drawing their bowstring back to shoot again. A ranged paladin? Could that be—

Kanae hurled her knapsack, flinging the rest of the pouches all over the encampment. From the forest came a volley of firebolts. Only one of them needed to hit. The blast exploded the mana-burning spore containers, showering all over the high elven encampment. The golden knight gave up shooting to erect a shining barrier that burned the particulates upon contact.

They fled back to camp with Sergeant Ored as a prisoner. Kanae couldn't get her mind off that knight. Whoever they were, their strength was something else. If that Divine Smite had hit any of them, it would have knocked them out for sure.

Safe back home, Kanae had Claudia and Minestra on their knees.

"What did we learn?" Kanae folded her arms, foot tapping angrily in front of their faces.

"Not to rush off alone…" they answered dejectedly at the same time.

"Well, it wasn't entirely for nothing. We got something out of it." She finally released the sergeant, and he dropped to the ground panting.

Sergeant Ored's face was marked with the prongs from her tail. When he saw them, he panicked and unwittingly crawled backwards into Esta. He slowly turned around, going pale underneath her.

"Don't worry, Sergeant. We'll treat you really well here. If you're cooperative. For now, how about you tell me who that knight was? The one shooting the power of the sun at us?" Kanae asked.

"That bastard was the one who nailed us in a single hit," Minestra growled, rubbing the side of her bruised cheek.

"I don't know about you, but that was the most enjoyable pain I've felt in a while…" Claudia stroked herself and shuddered as she recalled fondly.

"Haha! It doesn't matter how many succubi or demons there are. You face the Knight of Gold. It's over for— oouummph?!"

Kanae clamped her tail over his face to shut him up. When she glanced up, Esta held her gaze with worry.

"I have to see it for myself, but if what you say is true— that they fired arrows imbued with Divine Smite, then I can't imagine them to be anyone other than the Knight of Gold, the strongest among us in the Order of Colors," Esta said with respect and a tinge of fear in her voice.


Chapter 13

Kanae awoke in the morning and stretched her arms until every joint popped. She turned to the side, expecting to find Mitty. Instead, it was Minestra Val'doun lying there and staring back at her.

"Where's Mitty? Shouldn't you be with Claudia to interrogate the Ortesian sergeant?" Kanae glared at the invading demon.

"Don't worry. The goblin is fine. I merely set him aside to make room for myself. Claudia also has it handled with her unsightly instruments. Now… What would you say to a morning kiss?" Minestra puckered her lips.

"Esta!" she shouted, and the drakeling knight entered the tent in a hurry.

Esta saw the herzulith, dragged her out of bed, and tossed her outside. She clapped her hands like it was trash that had just been thrown into the garbage. Satisfied, she bowed before returning to her post at the entrance.

Something rustled nearby. Kanae got up and shivered to a cold draft blowing in. The tent was fluttering behind a changing screen. Minestra must have pulled the stake up to crawl in. She threw on a light robe and noticed a wooden trunk wriggling. She opened it and found Mitty inside, bound, gagged, and rightfully peeved.

"Mitty?!" Kanae quickly cut him free. "Sorry! I only just woke up. How long were you in there?"

"I'm not sure… Probably an hour? I woke up earlier when Minestra snuck in, but she had enough arms to cover my mouth and tie me up at the same time! That demon… she's dangerous…" Mitty shuddered.

Well, Kanae was glad Minestra didn't go around eliminating the competition entirely…

"You remember what you're doing today, right?" Kanae asked as they were getting dressed.

"Yes! I'm leading a harpy squadron to search for any signs of Ortesian forces sneaking by. I won't let you down! Is there anything else you wanted me to do?" Mitty glanced up with an eager to please smile that stoked the kindling under her honeypot.

"Isn't it obvious?" She embraced the goblin, sandwiching his head between her breasts. "I want you to come back safe and sound so we can have sex all night again~"

Mitty's green complexion took on a shade of red, and Kanae felt the heat from his face on her chest. When she let him go, he had to waddle out with the outline of a massive hobgoblin erection down his pants leg.

Alone in the tent, a dull pain nibbled at the pits of her stomach. Hunger. Kanae's mana was full from the numerous sex slaves marked by the Cursemark of Horniness sustaining her. She and Mitty also fucked to their hearts' content last night, too. Yet an unsated urge left her peckish for more. Kanae put that feeling to the back of her mind and emerged from the tent. It seemed Minestra was gone, and only Esta remained to stand guard.

"Let's check on our friend the sergeant, shall we?" Kanae suggested.

Sergeant Ored, whom they kidnapped last night, found himself in the hospitality of Claudia, the Mistress of Pain. Screams and shouts erupted from her tent even as they approached from afar. Kanae thought she was going to kill the man, but when they entered the tent…

"Unhand me this instant! Ahh! Keep your disgusting, uncouth hands off me! Foul demons… I shan't be tempted by your wiles— Eeek!" Sergeant Ored had his limbs tied to each corner of the bedpost, writhing in apparent ecstasy.

Claudia, with a bored Minestra next to her, watched from a couch while two succubi dripped hot wax onto the sergeant's chest. The only one enjoying it was the Mistress of Pain, who whirled a glass of wine in her hand.

"Are we torturing him or getting him off?" Kanae complained on the way in.

"Both! You're here just in time, Kanae. We've been edging him all night. He's on the verge of exploding," Claudia explained.

"What for? We need information, not his jizz!" She put a hand to her face and sighed.

The daughter of the Queen-Mother jumped off the couch and threw her arms up in exasperation.

"This cattle cannot be charmed. Clearly, he imbibed an anti-succubus magic potion! I've been waiting for the effects to end all night. What do you expect me to do? Threaten him with death? He can't answer questions as a corpse!" Claudia groaned.

"Now, do you see why I am unneeded here?" Minestra asked with an uninterested tone. "I offered to beat it out of him, but Claudia repeatedly scoffs at my help."

"You keep your four hands to yourself, Minestra. This is the first high elven cattle we've wrangled, and I want a taste as soon as his protections wear off." She patronizingly poked the herzulith's chest with her tail.

Ticked off, Minestra tried to snatch Claudia's tail. The succubus was too fast. She played with Minestra like her tail was a feather toy for cats and slapped the herzulith across the face. They butted heads again with enough force that rocked the ground.

"If you're looking for pain, then let's find out how many of my fists can fit in your cunt!" Minestra growled.

"Good! I like getting fisted!" Claudia snarled back.

"Will you two give it a rest already!" Furious, Esta lifted them up by the throats.

They tapped out on her arms, and Kanae motioned for her to let them down. When Esta did, they dropped to the ground gasping for breath.

"Hahh… Going straight to… asphyxiation play… is nice, too…" Claudia croaked.

"Sergeant, is the one who attacked us last night really the Knight of Gold?" Kanae asked, walking up to the high elven man's bedside.

"Heh! Terrified, aren't you? One of the empire's mightiest, a champion of light and piety! The Knight of Gold. Muster all you can against him, but it won't be enough. Mark my words, for he will deliver divine reckoning upon your sinful state… for he is c… com…. coming— aahhh!" Ored arched up from a large glob of hot wax landing on his chest. He fired spurts of cum into the air, some going high enough to hit the tent ceiling.

Two Commonwealth infantrymen suddenly barged in and collapsed on the floor.

"Queen Kanae… the Ortesian forces are advancing from the south… High Priestess Edina is out there holding them back, but… she won't hold out for much longer!" one of them exclaimed.

Already? Edina and Lapis had volunteered to station themselves between both camps to act as a buffer. There were several attacks through the night, but they successfully repelled them. If they were having trouble now, then…

"Haha! You hear that, you sinful wenches? Your time has come! Rue the day you ever crossed the Ortesian Emp— oomph?!"

Kanae stuffed a ball gag into Sergeant Ored's mouth.

"If it's the cattle in armor again, then it's about time we pay him back— And show him the great pleasures of exquisite pain!" Claudia brandished both her whip and paddle.

"Gear up! We're going to reinforce Edina!" Kanae hurried outside with the others flanking her. She and Esta hopped atop Titan, Minestra on her devil mutt, and Claudia unfurled her wings in flight.

A war horn sounded throughout the camp. About a fourth of their army mobilized right away, and the rest remained on standby. They made their way south as a unit of around 500 strong, arriving at a trampled meadow strewn with undead bone parts, weapons, and… Lapis, cowgirl riding a high elven soldier while several others lay unconscious around her.

Edina was in the thick of it. She summoned horde after horde into the Ortesian phalanx. They advanced gradually, using spears protruding from their shields to shave down the undead numbers. In the sky, her undead dragon was being bogged down by three angels— no, not angels. The golden light they emitted was undeniably Holy Armaments.

But where was the Knight of Gold?

"I'll break their line of defense like paper! Glory to Lord Charron!" Minestra charged ahead, all four hands wielding a longsword each and carving away Ortesians not part of the phalanx.

"At least wait for my Bond, Minestra! Damn it. We have to back her up— Forward!" Kanae boomed.

"Awww. Hildy never bonds with me. I've always wondered how it felt. Do me! Do me!" Claudia pleaded, jumping up and down like an excited puppy.

Right. They did have sex before. Kanae clasped Claudia's hand and activated Bond. She sensed sorrow deep within the Mistress of Pain, numbed by the constant need to hurt and be hurt. That sensation bit Kanae's heart and reminded her of how it felt to lose Arenade. For Claudia, that special someone was Alicia. Lover, sister, companion.

Strength seeped into Claudia's being, empowering her like never before.

"It's sooooo intoxicating! Hildy, you've been holding out on me all this time? Imagine all the sex and pain we could've inflicted together. Ahhhh~ It feels so good. I wonder how much harder I can hit with Project Agony?" Claudia smacked her own ass with the enchanted whip.

Everything flashed white. Kanae and everyone around her jolted to an intense pain that surged through their bodies. The next wave of Edina's summoned undead exploded into dust. Minestra, too. The devil mutt keeled over, flinging her off its back. She hit the ground hard and whipped around furiously.

"Claudia, you degenerate masochist! That hurts your allies, too!" Minestra got up and yelled.

"What the fuck happened?" Edina exclaimed in disbelief. "One moment I had a thousand undead, and then they turned into fucking bonedust the next!"

"Ow… How about you dive into them first before hitting yourself?" Kanae asked, rubbing her sore ass.

"Oops. Ahaha. My baddie~" Claudia apologized before beelining for the Ortesian phalanx.

"Edina, fall back to me! Esta, you're getting juiced up, too." She tagged her friends the moment they got close.

Any still standing undead received a boost in strength equivalent to their necromancer. Their weapons turned savage and armor brutish. Four death knights broke free from holy bindings, causing the clerics around them to falter. The undead dragon turned the tables on the flying priests and gave chase to them instead.

They pummeled through the Ortesian phalanx, breaking rank and forcing them into open battle— until a bolt of divine energy took off a chunk of one death knight's right shoulder.

"Gold!" Esta preemptively guarded Kanae with her greatshield.

The Knight of Gold rode into the field upon an ivory stallion, backed by reinforcements of their own.

"Turn Undead!" Gold's bow shapeshifted into a lance which he pointed into the sky. A column of light bathed them and emitted outwards. The undeads caught in the rippling wave froze still, even the death knights. Edina's undead dragon plummeted and hit the ground, exploding into countless pieces of bones.

"First, priests. Now a pally? I'm at a godsdamn disadvantage here!" Edina threw a fit.

A paladin. An extremely high level one at that to stop all those undead. Will didn't even compare.

When Gold dismounted, Claudia and Minestra were already on top of him. Their explosive battle rocked the earth. Minestra's flurry of attacks with two sets of arms kept the high elven knight on the defense. He didn't see Claudia coming up from behind, knocking him into the herzulith.

The lance shifted again into a warhammer, which he cratered the ground with. The impact sent Claudia and Minestra flying backwards. Just as quickly, it shifted once more into a bow. He fired two golden arrows infused with violent divine energies just like the ones Kanae saw last night, but only Minestra cared to dodge.

"Hehe! That's what I've been waiting for! Project Agony!" Claudia took the shot head-on.

"Claudia, that's a DIVINE SMITE—" Kanae shouted too late.

A massive wave of energy erupted outwards. Project Agony hit Kanae like a truck. But that pain traveled down to her nether regions. She was on the verge of climaxing. In fact, so was everyone else— even the Ortesian forces.

The Knight of Gold, too, dropped to one knee. His legs were trembling. He propped himself up by the warhammer.

"How do you like that? It's not succubus magic. You can't avoid it! Ahaha!" Claudia cackled aloud until Gold pushed himself up.

The knight held a glowing orb of light aloft his palm.

"Guardian Chain!" Gold incanted a spell that connected himself and his allies with misty metal chains. "Focused Divinity: Lay on Hands!" He proceeded to press the orb of energy into himself, and the healing spell jumped from him to fallen Ortesian soldiers, who proceeded to rise to their feet to fight again.

Even bonded, Claudia was barely standing after taking the hit. Gold lifted the warhammer and was about to smite her until Esta blocked the blow. Her Magic-Consuming Dragon Shield absorbed the impact. The maws gushed with flames, reflecting the attack with a jet of fire.

Kanae whipped Gold from behind and caught his ankle. She yanked hard, throwing him to the ground. As soon as he hit the dirt, the warhammer morphed into a bow and arrow and loosed a smite-infused shot at her.

"Oh, shit!" Kanae tried to fly away, but magical bindings from nearby clerics rooted her feet to the ground.

"Master!" Esta cried.

Minestra came just in time to tank the shot. It fried her crispy, and she collapsed to the dirt. Kanae quickly dispelled the bindings with a wand in her tail, picked up the herzulith, and retreated. Esta did the same with Claudia.

"We're falling back! Bombard them, now!" Kanae ordered.

As everyone gathered the wounded, a squadron of harpies and succubi soared overhead to rain mana-burning spores down on the Ortesian forces. Gold erected the same dome barrier to protect his people, who themselves pulled back to stay within the barrier. That should buy time to escape.

Kanae and her forces retreated back to their encampment. It might not be long before Gold and the Ortesian forces attacked.

"I want everyone armed and ready to fight soon! If you're still inside your tents in ten minutes, you're food for the Mistress of Pain's succubi!" Kanae bellowed to the camp.

"What happened?" Zadris rushed over to ask, joined by the Sisters of White to administer healing potions.

"We lost. Gold single handedly defeated Claudia and Minestra. We need to rethink how we're going to fight them, because we can't chip away at our enemies by charming them like before," she explained.

The succubi who went into battle were exhausted. They weren't like Kanae, who had a steady supply of mana. Many of them currently occupied the relief huts, availing themselves of sex slaves and volunteers to be feeding fodder. If the Ortesians pressed their advance before the succubi replenished themselves, the fight would prove disastrous.

Unless…

Kanae hatched an idea. Two ideas, actually.

"I want all succubi and sex fodder out here now! Bring me all available wagons and livestock harnesses, too!" Kanae ordered.

"What do you have planned, Master? Are we making a full retreat?" Esta asked.

"Not a chance. It just occurred to me— a succubus doesn't have to come back to camp for energy if that energy is out there on the battlefield," she explained.

Two volunteers, a Sister of Sin succubus and half-orc man, presented themselves. With help, Kanae put a harness on the half-orc, then fixed the succubus against his chest facing forward. The result— a succubus and drain fodder pair engaging in sex even as they fought.

"Ahhh… Demon Queen Kanae's will be done… I feel her grace and eminence washing over me, a cascade of sin that drenches my body in all her lust!" The succubus started giving a sermon all of a sudden, hands pressed together in prayer and eyes misty with zeal.

"You want them to have sex in battle?" Edina grimaced.

"Oh!" Claudia lit up in excitement. "This is genius! Kanae, you're a genius! The succubus takes all the abuse from the front. The half-orc will fight unhurt, but he continues to provide healing and magic to the succubus. Ahh~ I want to experience this, too…"

"That's exactly what this is. Bring all the harnesses and rope we have. Pair as many succubi as we can. Minestra, Claudia, Esta. Follow me. There's something only you three can help me with," Kanae said.

They followed Kanae to her tent. As soon as they were inside, she began to strip. The three gawked.

"Oh, my. Kanae, if you wanted to lay with me, you only needed to ask!" Minestra had one pair of hands clasped and the other pair up to her red cheeks.

"As much as I'd like to lay with you, Master. I'm not so sure now is a good time when Gold is on his way," Esta said worriedly.

"Bend over on the bed and stick your asses up," Kanae demanded, switching on Futanari for them to witness the massive schlong appear with the Cock Ring of Hardening.

"Yes, please!" Claudia bent over as ordered and tugged down her tight leather pants.

One by one Kanae fucked each of them in turn, starting with Claudia. With danger just around the corner, sex never felt better. The Mistress of Pain sang and howled into the pillow as Kanae pounded her pussy, fists clenched, and teeth biting on the bed sheet. Next was Minestra, who was desperate for this and fell into ecstasy the moment Kanae entered her soaking pussy. Herzulith muscles kneaded Kanae's dick like a deep tissue massage. Finally, Esta… whom Kanae made gentle love to, careful not to be too rough. The drakeling was the only one Kanae had facing her.

Once done, three thoroughly satisfied women whose pussies oozed with cum laid blissfully in the bed.

[Skill Drain has temporarily acquired the skill Project Agony, Berserking Battle Trance, and Stalwart Fortitude.]

Project Agony: Physical and magical attacks inflicted on you are reflected to anyone within line of sight.

Berserking Battle Trance: Deal increasingly more damage the longer you are engaged in battle and are taking damage yourself.

Stalwart Fortitude: A knight does not tire. Take a deep breath to expunge your exhaustion. Can only be activated once a day.]

"Well, I always thought it would be cool to be crowned as some sort of melee class. Thanks, you three. Don't nap for too long. We still have a fight ahead of us," Kanae said, taking a step outside after switching off Futanari and getting dressed.

"High Priestess!" Zadris caught Kanae on her way out of the tent. "All succubi, the Sisters of Sin and Claudia's faithful have been paired."

Behind Zadris, paired succubi and drain fodders were harnessed together, grinding their hips before the battle even started. It wasn't just people either. The many languisteeds Kanae had birthed with Titan as the father, then sent to the Commonwealth to serve as beasts of burden, were paired with succubi beneath them. They looked like an actual cavalry unit now, albeit a degenerate one.

"I gotta admit, Kanae. I thought the plan was stupid. Even Lapis hooked herself up when she doesn't even need to!" Edina pointed to the dwarven sex automaton, who had a succubus grinding on her earthen-made cock.

"Don't worry!" Lapis waved. "We're going to dive into the backlines to screw their clerics and mages. Literally!"

Knowing Lapis, that was a promise.

"You gonna lead the charge?" Edina asked.

"Yeah. On Titan. I'm going to have him ride me." Kanae patted the giant languisteed after someone guided the beast over.

"Wait… You mean, you're riding Titan… right? Like, on his saddle. Using your tail to connect to his dick for energy?" She squinted.

The two of them exchanged glances.

"I mean under him. With his dick in my actual pussy," Kanae corrected her.

"What? How are you supposed to fight like that? Are you stupid?" Edina looked about ready to flip a table.

"No, I'm horny! I can't help it, alright? Besides, this is for shock and awe. Imagine the look on the Ortesian army's faces. We'll demoralize those prudes with how debaucherous we are!" she exclaimed, pumping her fists and panting like a bitch in heat.

War horns bellowed for the second time today, but this one was longer and more drawn out. That meant the enemy was very near. Everyone started getting into positions. Claudia, Minestra, and Esta recovered enough to join them outside, but not without a little limp to their gait. She casted preemptive Bonds on all of them, Edina, and Titan included.

Kanae coaxed the languisteed to an erection with Turn Horny, then slipped into the harness with Zadris' help. She felt his massive cock prodding the entrance to her hungry pussy. Her nipples were stiffer than diamonds. The only thing in her mind was sex and conquest.

After settling in, her back to the smooth furry underbelly, Titan stomped the ground and whinnied a little. His hips thrusted forward, and once was all it took for the shaft to plunge deep and the tip to kiss the entrance to her womb. She shuddered in ecstasy, on the verge of climaxing before the battle even began.

"Mmm… Titan, you're going to serve me well, aren't you? Give me lots of love and cum when we fight, okay?" Kanae cooed sweetly and tried to hold her orgasm.

"Incredible! You look like you're in so much pain and pleasure with that enormous dick in you. I'm learning so much! What exquisite agony you must be feeling down there, I can only imagine!" Claudia squealed.

The Demon Three's Alliance marched to meet their first real battle against the Empire of Ortesia. Kanae's chest throbbed with anticipation just as Titan's cock throbbed inside her. Every step from the languisteed's hooves sent vibrations up her spine and pussy. He was already gushing cum into her and remained fully erect to give more.

"Supreme One protect us!" Kanae heard one of the Ortesian infantrymen scream in terror.

"This really is a country of sin!"

"Those godless heathens… Their queen even lays with languisteeds!"

Kanae shuddered intensely. So many people, enemies and allies included, were watching her display of depravity connected at the hips with a languisteed. It was too much for her to take. Pleasure exploded like fireworks. Titan started getting shaky. His cock was throbbing even more intensely.

"Wait… Titan, not yet! I need to give a speech to encourage my—"

Titan ignored Kanae's pleas and reared up on his hind legs, giving everyone an unfettered view of her at the height of coitus. Eyes rolled back, cum spewing from her pussy, Kanae met the Ortesian army and the Knight of Gold's stunned gazes in the middle of a rapturous orgasm.

"I'm cumming, I'm cummmmiiinnnnnng— aahhhhhhh!" Kanae howled as Titan pumped her womb full of cum.

"You heard Queen Kanae!" Zadris bellowed from her own human mount. "On the queen! Charge!"

The Commonwealth, Artaggon, and Queen-Mother forces united in a charge while their foes were in absolute shock. Titan led the assault, his hooves pounding the ground as hard as his dick pounded Kanae's pussy.

"No, that's not what I— mmmghh! Fuck… Titan, stop galloping, or I'll… nngh! Ahhh! I don't care anymore! I'm going to cum so hard again… Run them down while you drill my pussy!" Kanae, leading her first war in her first battle, climaxed repeatedly as she was ridden head-long into battle.

The depraved stampede shattered the Ortesian line, throwing their entire force into disarray. Succubi and demons punched through them like a spear into brittle armor, or in this case, like Titan into Kanae. Over and over again even. Kanae couldn't tell what was going on anymore, and only saw the ground which Titan's hooves galloped upon.

While her pussy was getting hammered, the sharp twang of steel and explosion of magic from every direction added to the cacophonous orchestra. Kanae and the other succubi put in this uncompromising position served as the chorus, singing tunes of pleasure after each orgasm.

Unfortunately, that shock didn't last very long. Although the initial charge had decimated a chunk of their forces, the Ortesians were starting to rally themselves. Their phalanx returned to formation and cut off a large section of Kanae's troops. The Knight of Gold recomposed himself and readied to fight again when—

Titan raced right past to their surprise.

"Master, wait!" Esta cried. She tried to follow after, but a large group of enemies bogged her down.

"Crap!" Kanae gasped. "I was enjoying myself too much and forgot. Titan, you're taking me too deep— into the enemy forces, I mean! Not me me! You need to let me off so I can help fight!"

Titan whined. The languisteed continued past the Ortesian vanguard and straight to their backlines.

"Kanae, where are you going? We'll be cut off from the rest of our forces at this rate!" Minestra exclaimed from the right on her devil mutt. She cleaved through anyone who got too close, and with each arm wielding a sword, the herzulith was a mobile shredding machine.

Claudia cackled aloud from the left. "Ahahaha! Agony awaits! Is this what you were hoping for, Kanae? Because I'm all in. Seizing their distractedness to hit them in the back, how brilliant! We'll fuck them directly in the ass! Ahhh… I can feel it now… their squirming faces as they watch our inevitable approach!"

When Kanae turned in Claudia's direction, the succubus had someone harnessed to her from behind rather than being the one harnessed. It was Sergeant Ored, the high elven officer they had kidnapped the other night. He already looked half dead and would probably be full dead by the end of the battle if she kept draining him.

"Y-Yeah, that's definitely what I had in mind…" Kanae fiddled around with the harness that attached her to Titan. There should be a strap that loosened the entire thing to free her, but she couldn't find it.

Oh, no.

Where was the buckle? Kanae was unsure. She was stuck like this.

"Magical artillery! Break!" Minestra yelled.

Both of them went far left and right. Meanwhile, Titan didn't so much as change course.

"Titan, you have to move! You have to— ahh!" Kanae felt the languisteed's cock throbbing again as he took an evasive maneuver.

Devastating blasts exploded all around them. Titan weaved through with deft precision, just barely avoiding spells that left craters in the earth. However, all the sharp and violent turns tossed Kanae around, causing the pulsing langui dick to pump into her harder.

"Fuck me as hard as you can! Like you want to impregnate me!" Kanae screamed, switching on the toggled passive skills, Project Agony, and Berserking Battle Trance, and Masochist.

Titan, with his dick buried deep in Kanae's pussy, obliged wholeheartedly. As the languisteed galloped, the massive slab of meat thrusted into her repeatedly. Each time his dick punched the entrance to her womb, pain surged through her like a wave— and morphed into inconceivable pleasure.

For the Ortesian forces, however, pain. Countless doubled over and fell to their knees in agony.

"Do not falter! Healers, strengthen the aurora!" a field officer yelled.

Healing magic washed over the Ortesian infantry, but they were promptly knocked back down. Harder this time.

When Titan clapped Kanae's cheeks, it was like striking a gong. The reverberations echoed to anyone who was nearby, and the only ones around were the Ortesians. Their artillery stopped, because the firing line of mages keeled over in pain. Since Titan's dick was ravaging her pussy, she still experienced pain, pain which allowed Berserking Battle Trance to ramp higher and higher for Project Agony to pulse with greater intensity.

"Arghhhh! It feels like my stomach is being rearranged!"

"It's like… someone is pulling my legs apart!"

"Yes… It's working, Titan! They can't take it, but I can! You're fucking me so good! When we win, I'll reward you by being your breeding mare, your succubus slut! Make me cum again… I want it! I love it! I love your diiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiick!" Kanae's mind stopped registering their near-deaths from the magical artillery and trembled in ecstasy.

Panic ensued amongst the Ortesian backline. Titan stood on his hind legs, giving the enemy forces a grand view of him shooting cum into Kanae's womb. So much that her stomach began to inflate with hot langui batter. Many of the infantry spellcasters rolled on the ground like they had the worst stomach ache of their lives. Others passed right out.

"Supreme One, save us!"

"The Demon Queen is too strong!"

In a moment of lucidity, Kanae cut herself free with a knife and slipped off Titan's cock. Like dropping an untied water balloon, much of the semen ejected when she hit the ground. Her entire body was tingly from orgasming non-stop. Even the cold dirt brushing against her nipples felt good.

"What are you fools doing? Pull the injured out of the way, and all able-bodied advance! The Demon Queen is incapacitated! Finish her!" Someone who was clearly their superior officer gritted through the pain to bark orders.

The Ortesian soldiers hesitated.

"But she's covered in languisteed spunk!" one of them cried.

"I don't want that getting on me!" another shouted indignantly.

"You don't want… We're at WAR! Supreme One, take my eyes. Damn the lords for making me babysit a bunch of nobles!" The officer groaned.

Titan grunted. He nudged Kanae's face with his hung cock still oozing cum.

"Wait…" Kanae mumbled. "I can't suck you off right now, I have to—"

Something struck Titan. His harsh whines snapped Kanae back to her senses. The languisteed staggered away, surrounded by pikes and spears.

"Stay down, monster. We'll put down both you and your langui soon enough," a cleric said.

Kanae herself was surrounded by Ortesian clerics, chanting in unison. She recalled Clerics were a crowned support class that specialized in wearing armor like paladins, but lacked the magical firepower of priests. They must be raising a cage similar to the one that captured Claudia and Minestra.

"And deprive me of one of my favorite dicks? I don't think so." Kanae clamped her tail on a cleric's face and threw him into the others.

"She isn't incapacitated! Don't be afraid. We're immune to succubus magic, so take her down!" the officer demanded.

The rest clobbered Kanae with flanged maces and quarterstaffs. She threw out her arms, welcoming the attacks. A blow to her head, shoulders, chest, and more… It was all so exhilarating, especially as each hit feedbacked to them thanks to Project Agony.

"Is that all you got? You think I can climax from your weak attacks? Titan fucks me harder than you can hit!" Kanae taunted.

"We're not trying to get you off, you stupid succubus!" an angry cleric retorted.

"Step aside!" A towering high elven man lifted a maul over his head.

Kanae was alight with anticipation. It was going to hurt so bad and feel so good— but Claudia came just in time to take the blow to her face instead.

"Ahhh! I felt something there, but tsk tsk. Not hard enough. Let me show you how to really land a blow!" Claudia headbutted the man, caving in his helmet and sending him crashing backwards.

"Claudia!" Kanae breathed a sigh of relief seeing the Mistress of Pain alright.

Claudia faced Kanae with an expression flushed deeply red. She was breathing heavily, too. The demon succubus embraced Kanae, kissed her, and squeezed her ass even as enemies surrounded them.

"Kanae~ Hearing you howl turned me on so much. It's not fair. I want to be the one to hurt you, and I want you to hurt me," Claudia moaned.

"Claudia, get your hands off her! She's not yours to— shit! We're in the middle of a fight, too!" Minestra shouted while fending off Ortesian paladins trying to smite her.

"I heard them say many of the nobles were stationed back here. Probably for a cushy spot away from the bulk of the fighting. Maybe one of them knows who killed Alicia?" Kanae suggested.

"Huh. You're right…" She let go and whirled around on them with fire raging in her eyes. "Which one of you would like me to make squeal first?"

The trembling Ortesians took a step back and gulped.

"That's Sergeant Ored on her back!" A scared high elf gasped.

Fueled by a constant stream of energy, Claudia dove into the ranks of clerics, mages, and noble nobodies unprepared for a fight. They brandished all manner of weapons and magic to face her.

"No, no. You need not hurt me," Claudia said.

The Ortesians traded confused looks with each other.

"I can hurt myself much more!" She slapped her ass with the whip and made everyone jump several feet into the air. They fell to the ground, clutching and rubbing their rears. The Mistress of Pain planted one foot atop a fallen Ortesian and cackled. "Yes! I want to orchestrate a symphony with your pained cries!"

Claudia continued to strike herself feverishly and ignored their cries to stop. The pain traveled to Kanae, too, with her Masochist still on. It was like someone slapped her across the face with a giant hammer, but felt as good as an orgasm. By the end of it, the Ortesians were lying on the ground on their front, because their asses were too sore to lie on it. The switch succubus, whose eyes were gently shut, filled her lungs with their agonized moans. Kanae was lying among them, too, trembling from an orgasm.

"Ugh. I feel dirty having felt good from you." Minestra grimaced.

The hair on the back of Kanae's neck stood on end. Energy tickled her skin. Holy energy.

"Claudia, watch out!" Kanae switched off Masochist and jumped up to throw herself on top of the succubus.

Both of them hit the ground as a radiant beam blasted over their heads.

"Why did you make us dodge that? It would have hurt so good!" Claudia pouted.

"It would have knocked you out! And me with it because of Project Agony!" Kanae retorted.

They got to their feet to face the one who nearly purified the sin off them. The Knight of Gold. He looked tired for once. His shoulders slackened a little. Some parts of his armor, particularly the chestplate, was charred and… had some white stuff on it.

"Looks like we're in for a fight again." Minestra picked up discarded Ortesian weapons, arming each of her four hands.

"You!" Claudia smirked. "I should've realized it sooner. Of course, these little cattles wouldn't know. But you? You're high up in the food chain, aren't you? You'd know who killed my sister, Alicia."

Gold didn't say anything.

The Mistress of Pain continued, "Skin, crimson like my own. Beautiful black hair draped down her shoulders like vines and adorned with flower blossoms. A smile, more seductive than temptation itself. 150 years ago, you high elven cattle bearing a crest of an eagle carrying a book came to No Man's Land. They took Alicia from me! Who were they? What's their family name? Answer me!"

Again, Gold didn't answer. Kanae wanted to reach out to Claudia and comfort the hurt succubus. Fury unbound, the Mistress of Pain let loose an anguished roar and charged the Knight of Color.

"Claudia, you reckless fool!" Minestra yelled.

The bow in Gold's hand shifted into a warhammer, which he swung into Claudia's side. Energy rippled across the field. Some of the Ortesians who recovered got up only to be knocked unconscious again by Project Agony. To Kanae and Minestra's surprise, Claudia locked Gold still by holding his weapon. He couldn't pull it away.

"Haha! Ahaha! You can hurt me as much as you want, but it will never hurt as much as losing Alicia. I'm going to make you my personal cattle and drain you dry until I get my answers!" Claudia headbutted Gold so hard, the steel helmet cracked.

"She landed a hit?" Minestra gasped.

"I don't know, but we need to back her up!" Kanae drew Lust to join the fight.

A bright light centered between Claudia and Gold blasted them away from each other. The Mistress of Pain flew into Kanae's arms. A red streak trickled from her forehead, more than Kanae had ever seen her bleed. She had fallen unconscious.

Gold pressed a gauntlet to his helmet, but he couldn't stop the pieces of it from falling away. When the helmet finally broke off completely, a long cowl of golden hair cascaded down his… his?

"I thought the Knight of Gold was a man?" Minestra whispered.

"I thought so, too." Kanae shrugged.

"You're confused? You two are part of the same order!"

"I've never seen her before until now!"

"I can hear you from over here!" Gold shouted in a high-pitched, bratty princess voice that was like nails to a chalkboard. However, just as quickly, she slapped a hand over her mouth. "You know what? I don't even care anymore! How do the lords expect me to keep my mouth shut? Everything about this place, from the air, the dirt, and even the people are so so so disgusting. I just wanted to stay in Ortesia. To live my best lavish life. Nooooo. There just had to be succubi and demons to take care of. I hate it. I hate this so much. Someone even squirted their… unmentionable on my armor. DO YOU HAVE ANY IDEA WHAT IT WILL TAKE TO WASH THIS OFF?"

Kanae and Minestra stared in disbelief with their mouths wide open.

"Stop staring! I feel like I'm being molested by your very presence, and ugh! I'll never unsee a horde of succubi stuck to people like that. OR YOU! Riding into battle on a languisteed. Recalling it makes me want to retch… I'll just have to replace that image with the sight of your bloodied, god-smitten corpse!"

"I feel like I'm dealing with one nutjob after another…" Kanae stammered.

"SAYS THE LANGUISTEED DICKRIDER!" Gold snapped back.

"I prefer dragon dickrider, thank you. It makes me sound more impressive," she taunted.

"I'm done. This entire place must be cleansed." She lifted the warhammer bristling with divine energy above her head and whispered a word through gritted teeth. "Retribu—"

A horn bellowed from afar. More specifically, from the direction of the Ortesian encampment. Although Kanae and Minestra braced for what looked like a deathblow of an attack, Gold shifted the hammer into a magnificent golden staff instead which shrouded her in a translucent bubble.

The Ortesian forces began to make a full retreat, leaving behind their wounded and unconscious.

"Leaving already? Afraid you will lose, chicken knight?" Minestra sneered.

"You think I'm one of those idiots who will fall for taunts? I can't be sure I can defeat all of you, Estaline, that foul necromancer, and your anti-magic automaton together. I do know, however, that my victory is guaranteed elsewhere. Oh, and you can tell that succubus who dared face me head on that the crest belonged to House Sabochal. If it was 150 years ago, then that was around the time they tried consorting with succubi. The Ortesian lords at the time executed them for that, and they were made an example of to never mingle with temptresses. But I never once heard about them killing a succubus. Consider this a thank you present for finally knocking some sense into me." Gold whistled sharply, and a pair of high elven mages ran up to her to channel a spell.

Consorting with? Alicia and the Sabochal?

"Gold!" Esta climbed the hill to confront the high elven knight, but her eyes darted with confusion upon getting up here. "Where's Gold?"

"I'M RIGHT HERE YOU STUPID LIZARD! I'M GOLD!" she boomed.

"You're Peter Stormcloud? I thought you were a man. Have you always been a woman?" The drakeling knight walked up to the bubble barrier and furrowed her brows.

"It's not PETER. I'm Petyr! Pronounced PEH-TEAR! Supreme One, save me. I'm so done with being a glorified exterminator. As soon as this war is over, and I return to Ortesia, I'll give those lords a piece of my mind. I'll wring their necks! First, I need my squires to wash off this—"

The magic at Gold and the elven mage pair's feet activated, and they vanished in the middle of her rant. When Esta searched Kanae for answers, she replied with a shrug. This wasn't a victory. Not really. The Ortesian forces retreated at great loss to their numbers, but they had demonstrated great tactical strength and discipline. Even Kanae's plan to pair succubi up with drain fodder didn't faze them as much as she hoped. They likely wouldn't be taken by surprise next time.

In the end, this was a draw. Kanae also ordered a retreat back to their encampment, taking many Ortesian prisoners as her prize: high elves, drakelings, humans, and elves were a common sight among their ranks. Judging by their equipment, it was clear the former two were favored the most.

"They retreated in a hurry. I wonder why?" Kanae asked aloud on their way back. "Zadris, Esta. Any ideas?"

They shook their heads.

"If my mother were here, I would imagine it being a tactical retreat to assault a more pivotal location. But they left so many of their own behind. Mother would never. It was too messy of a retreat to be her," Esta explained.

"I wonder…" Zadris murmured.

"Did you think of something?" Kanae called to her.

"Oh, it's nothing. Just passing thoughts," she said, shrugging it off.

Those that stayed behind at camp were relieved to see their return. Beyond relieved. Fighting a battle outnumbered four to one seemed like impossible odds. Claudia was still unconscious. Kanae wondered how she would take the news about what they learned of Alicia.

"Kanae, you're back!" Mitty hurried over with worry written all over his face.

"Hey, Mitty. As much as I'd like to get a round in with you, my whole body is sore. Can it wait?" Kanae asked.

"No, it can't wait! Bad news. Ortesians slipped past us, and not just any regular scouts. They were some kind of spellcasters. We saw signs of their tracks, but we couldn't locate them. Wherever they went, it was in all sorts of directions. Ehmvier, Talahurah, Highgreen… more! We managed to capture a group on their way to Rudura. We're waiting for the anti-succubus magic potions to wear off before any Sisters of Sin can interrogate them," he explained.

"Spellcasters…" Zadris muttered under her breath. "This group you captured, do they wear emerald robes with accents of blue, and bear the crest with a fist wreathed in a fiery circle?"

Mitty and the scouts he had gone with were taken aback. They nodded.

"What's wrong, Zadris?" Kanae asked.

"Before I left Ortesia, I lived in a duchy ruled by the Viviren Family, magisters with peerless talents in creating portals. If these are the very same spellcasters…"

"Then they intend to open portals all across the Commonwealth. Bastards. The knight and her forces were merely a distraction." Minestra clenched her fists and growled.

No wonder Gold was so willing to retreat. They didn't need to enter the Commonwealth using the Imperial Span after all.

"I'm sorry… I wish we could have caught them all." Mitty hung his head in shame.

"Don't be." Kanae cupped his face and lifted his gaze to meet hers. "Thanks to you, we know what they're planning. Better than finding out in a report that multiple strongholds and cities have been attacked. It also means we don't have time to rest. Everyone, we're packing up and moving out. We won't let the Empire of Ortesia get the better of us!"


Chapter 14

Following the two-sided retreat, Kanae commanded Zadris to stay put with 2000 strong in order to fortify the southern border against any more attempts at an invasion. However, that might be moot at this point. If the Empire of Ortesia had portals raised across the Commonwealth, they wouldn't need to punch through the border. From now on, the attacks might come from anywhere.

As they approached Ehmvier, smoke rose from the western entrance. The worst case scenario flashed in Kanae's mind.

"An attack?" Esta squinted ahead.

"Not on my watch! Advance!" Kanae ordered her remaining forces.

Upon arriving, there was no battle to be fought. One had ended instead. A large section of the wall had collapsed. Rubble and bodies littered the charred ground. The injured were being carried into the city by harpies and succubi on stretchers.

Gretchen stood in the middle of the battlefield cloaked in full armor from Holy Armament. When she saw them coming back, relief washed over her sweat-drenched face.

"Gretchen, what happened? Are the kids alright?" Kanae asked, dismounting from Titan.

"Suvee and Kanade are fine. We were attacked by Rotandrix dragoons. They hit fast. Faster than we had time to react…" Gretchen explained breathlessly.

"Was my mother among them?" Esta asked, eyes going wide.

"The Rook was not." She shook her head. "I saw instead a male drakeling who had a striking resemblance to you."

"Darren…" She growled with a tense look Kanae hadn't seen since they encountered Avaline.

If Kanae recalled correctly, Esta had spoken about how drakeling siblings in Rotandrix were pitted against each other in combat to establish a pecking order. The brother of their family had defeated her. He must be extremely strong then.

"One more thing, Queen Kanae. The commander of your forces, the orc Manabe, he was seriously wounded in the attack. Pitifully, I might add." Gretchen frowned.

"You could have at least lied so he wouldn't feel so bad later… Thanks. I'll go check on him when I have time." Kanae proceeded to give new orders to her people.

Repair the damaged wall. Increase the number of scouts to find pockets of Ortesian forces and their portals. Send letters to villages and cities no matter their size, informing them of what happened in battle against the Knight of Gold. There was so much work to be done that Kanae wasn't afforded a moment of rest even after coming home.

Minestra retired to her demon encampment to lick her wounds sustained from Gold. Edina needed to begin raising a new death knight after Gold disintegrated one of her only five. It was dark by the time Kanae neared the last of her duties.

"As for rations and food supplies," Parn began after clearing his throat, "thanks in large part to a combination of fingercrab fertilizers, dryad growth magic, and halting trade going out of the Commonwealth, we're able to sustain the whole of your standing army. My only worry is how long the war will last and if the empire starts attacking farmlands. I'm thinking we should send infantry to guard farms that produce the largest yield of crops."

"Do it. Have Manabe figure out who we can spare and send out. Our only advantage against the Ortesians is having the home turf. Them being an ocean away means their resources are limited," Kanae said.

Everyone in the throne room shifted awkwardly.

"Manabe is injured," Esta leaned in to whisper.

Kanae put a hand to her face and sighed. She had forgotten. This day felt like it would never end.

"I'll do it." Minestra stepped up to the plate. "I'm accustomed to managing and moving entire armies across a continent."

"Letting a demon command Commonwealth forces?"

"Preposterous!"

Voices of opposition rose from the crowd of the Commonwealth's influential people, who had made a name for themselves in the sphere of military, politics, and mercantile trade. Kanae didn't personally know them though. A country as large as this had grown to become a living beast of its own making.

"As allies under the Demon Three's Alliance, I'll allow it." Kanae was able to silence them nonetheless.

There were too many people to meet. But as a country grew, it sometimes even left its leaders behind. Fortunately, they had a stake in the Commonwealth coming out victorious against Ortesia. The wealth and fertility of this land was too rich to pass up.

"Thank you! Of course, I'm going to need help from someone familiar with the lay of the land. Oh, Knight of Silver! You can tell me all about Kanae while we plot military stratagems, my friend." Minestra threw an arm around Esta's shoulders and waist in an overly buddy-buddy manner.

"I take issue with you calling me friend. However, I will not shy away from speaking about my master." Esta smiled as she headed out of the throne room with Minestra.

"Wait, take it seriously!" Kanae retorted before they were gone.

With the final issue resolved, the assembly adjourned and everyone went their separate ways. Kanae visited the church where the injured were being tended to. There were a lot more people than usual, their heads down and in prayer and—

"Yes, yes, yes! Ahhh! You're so much rougher!"

"I'm being shipped off across the Commonwealth to fight the empire. This might be the last time I ever see you again, Sister!"

"I'll pray for your safety! I'll— aaahhh!"

The Sisters of Sin sure had their work cut out for them. All of the confession boxes were occupied and creaking. A few men seated in the pews were being sucked off by succubi clergy as they prayed.

"People seek comfort wherever they can find it in time of war," Lilith said on her way up the aisle.

"I think pleasure is the more appropriate word here. I don't blame them though. When was the last time I prayed?" Kanae thought back and had a hard time remembering.

"You should try now, Mistress! While the gods rarely intervene, we are blessed that they would lend an ear. Even to us succubi," she explained.

Kanae turned her attention to a statue of the Supreme One at the front. His was among The Many. After all, the Eminence of Sin wasn't a religion that scorned other gods. They welcomed it. They merely worshiped the freedom of sexual liberation.

"First Sister, will you pray with me?" a young human woman asked Lilith.

"Of course, my little lamb. Right this way." Lilith smiled.

They went to take a seat and prayed— Well, the congregant did. Lilith positioned herself between the woman's legs and began eating her pussy.

Kanae put a hand to her face and bemoaned the 'traditions' that her church had come up with. She took Lilith's words to heart and sat down at the frontmost pew. Prayer, huh? The gods were always silent back on Earth. Here, they listened.

"You probably did a lot of praying, didn't you?" Kanae asked, gazing up to the statue of the demigoddess Arenade. "You're probably up there now. We might never be able to talk, but— wait… Talk…" Her eyes scanned the many people whose heads were down and in prayer. "That's it!"

Prayer. Why didn't she think of it before?

Kanae clasped both hands and shut her eyes. Years had gone by since she last prayed. If Arenade was a demigoddess again, maybe they could talk. She could ask her for guidance and… and…

If only Arenade would just answer. Please answer. Please answer. Kanae wanted to hear her voice again so badly. Unfortunately, she heard only silence.

Until—

"Would you keep it down? You're praying so loudly, and I have a whole queue of people who need actual guidance!" a woman's voice bellowed in the darkness.

Kanae opened her eyes in tears. It was the heavenly, gilded office that she had met Arenade in all those years ago. She spun around hoping to find the high elf at her desk. Instead, Threcia was in the middle of rummaging through Arenade's paperwork-ridden table and cabinets.

"Threcia! Is Arenade here?" Kanae asked desperately.

"Sorry, kiddo. Arenade isn't around. Last I checked, she died with the Ring of Destined Matrimony on. I don't think it's your time yet, right? I can't exactly move you guys onto the next life together unless you bite the dust, too." Threcia glanced up and adjusted a comically small monocle over her left eye.

"No…" She deflated. "I'm sorry for barging in. I thought I could talk to her again…"

"You miss her?" The salamander demigoddess stopped fumbling with the stacks of paper.

Kanae nodded. Very much. So much that it still hurt to think about. A sharp pain pinched her chest every time.

"Uhm… Wait a sec. If Arenade isn't back to being a demigoddess, does that mean she died for real?" Kanae braced herself for an answer she didn't want to hear.

"The paperwork for Arenade's soul is stuck in limbo. She's neither dead nor alive," Threcia said.

"What do you… mean?" She blinked.

"It means Arenadae's soul is clinging to life. Do I have to spell it out, you dense succubus? She wants to stay with you!"

Extreme joy welled up in Kanae's chest. She almost fainted, but her hands found purchase on the desk.

"But how?" Kanae asked.

"Someone must have sanctified Arenade. Extremely strong kind of magic though. Those sorts of rituals can keep someone's body fresh for centuries if they keep at it. Them high elves do it all the time to consecrate places into holy grounds— eeeerrrrrr! Ooops. Haha! Said too much. I almost lost my godhood spilling. Whew! Forget you heard anything." Threcia tugged on her collar, looking left and right.

"I might have a way. The high elves have it. I just need to steal it. Is it possible? Tell me it's possible!" She reached across the desk to grab Threcia's hands.

The demigoddess lowered her voice to a whisper. "Kuh… I'll do this solid for you because Arenade's my favorite brat, but the Supreme One absolutely cannot know. She can be resurrected with the right tool, yes. If the high elves have what I think they have, then it's a one-time use. Sounds like they want to bring someone back to life, too."

Kanae thanked Threcia profusely. Tears streamed down her cheeks. The demigoddess awkwardly scooted a tissue box across the desk to her.

"You don't know how much this means to me. Seriously. Thank you." Kanae smiled.

"Ah, don't sweat it! I've been secretly rooting for the two of you. Mainly because it's funny seeing Arenade get up in all sorts of hijinks thanks to you. You're a fun watch, too. Some of us up here take bets on what crazy thing ends up porking you next! Hah!" Threcia laughed so hard she started squawking.

"You've been WATCHING ME?!"

A strong yank dragged Kanae back into the real world. She was inside the Eminence of Sin church again. However, she was filled with greater hope than a few minutes ago. Bringing Arenade back was a real possibility and Kanae had confirmation it could be done. This wasn't a pipe dream.

"Crap. I almost forgot what I came here to do." Kanae headed into the infirmary hall in search of her friend. She bumped into a kind sister who was more than happy to show her the way.

Takumi and Ichi were inside a dormitory room refitted to serve as an infirmary. Both of them sat by Manabe's bedside, who was currently unconscious with bandages wrapped around his head. Many beds were occupied by injured soldiers, likely from those hurt by Rotandrix dragoons.

"How's Manabe holding up?" Kanae asked.

"Well, a cute succubus said his injuries are healed up. They think a hard hit must've shaken his noggin. Going to need to rest on that. But Manabe's always had a hard head! He's going to be fine!" Ichi insisted as though trying to convince himself.

"This war stuff… It's really happening, huh?" Takumi asked, gulping hard at the gravity of their situation.

Kanae nodded wordlessly.

Her goblin-turned friend continued, "Feels like just yesterday we were having group sex with you, now you're Queen of the whole country and I have a baby on the way."

"Wait, what?!" Ichi and Kanae gaped.

"Oh, uhh… After years of pestering Ingrid, she finally accepted my marriage proposal. Still hates my guts though. She's due in six months. Before coming to this world, I never expected to find my calling or a girlfriend. I like it here. I don't regret becoming a goblin either. That's why, Kanae… Please. It's selfish of me even though Manabe got badly hurt and I'm not the one fighting, but please protect the Commonwealth," Takumi pleaded earnestly.

"You can bet on it! This is our home. I'm going to make the empire pay. You hear me, Manabe? Just rest for now. You can think about war again once you're all better. Leave it to me for now, and—"

The bedsheet around Manabe's groin pitched a tent.

"We'll leave you to it, Kanae!" Takumi hopped off his seat and made for the door.

"Take care of Manabe, and good luck in the war!" Ichi added.

"Hey, I was about to give a heartfelt speech! Ugh… This is your fault." Kanae groaned and glared at Manabe's big erection interrupting her.

She called for a Sister of Sin to take care of it instead and went in search of Claudia next. The succubus was put in a separate room for herself. Two of her succubus guards were standing watch, but they stepped aside to let Kanae through.

Inside, three high elven captives, two men and a woman, were kneeling on a spiked mat. They were blindfolded and gagged. Small clamps with weights were attached to their nipples. Claudia sat up in bed. She had an herbal poultice pressed to the side of her head. During the fight against Gold, she got her left horn chipped pretty bad. Now it just looked a little uneven.

"Doctors said I shouldn't swing my pain-inflicting arm until tomorrow. I have to settle on watching them squirm in agony. This is fine, too. They sing in whimpers and cries. It's therapeutic! Wanna join me?" Claudia smirked.

"Do you know how hard it is to fight together if you charge out on your own?" Kanae sighed, reminding her of that last reckless charge.

"Mmm. But it hurt so good. Heh… hehehe… I can't wait to fight that bitch again and make her scream instead~" she squealed.

Kanae stood there, arms folded.

"What? Not funny? Oh, alright. Labelly and Amby would've handled themselves better… I lost my cool. I saw blood and went for it. That cattle in armor knew something. I just needed to put the squeeze on her. I'll try not to be reckless next time." Claudia shrugged, but Kanae knew better than to believe her.

"Gold told me something about Alicia and the high elves you're looking for," Kanae said.

The Mistress of Pain's eyes snapped open. She jumped out of bed, but just as quickly keeled over. Kanae caught her before she hurt herself.

"Tell me! What do you know? What did that bitch say?" Claudia asked, squeezing her shoulders.

Kanae helped Claudia back to bed and recounted what Gold had told her. A twinge of rage flitted in the succubus' eyes, then confusion.

"That's all Gold said. I'm sorry there isn't more," Kanae concluded.

"I just don't understand. Why would Alicia ally with high elves? I… I have a lot to think about, alone. Hey, don't worry about me though. I'll be battle-ready in the morning! Together, we'll find brand new ways to hurt those who hurt us. Thanks, Kanae. It might not have been the answer I was looking for, but you gave me more than what the past 150 years of mulling couldn't." Claudia pulled Kanae into a warm embrace, one that she needed very much and filled a hundred year long emptiness.

"No problem. If you need anything, let me or the Sisters of Sin know," she said.

"Oh, I have all that I need here. Thank you very much." Her lips peeled back in amusement of the high elven captives.

Kanae left Claudia to her fun and returned to the castle at last after a long day. There was still one last thing to take care of. An unprecedented move that might better or worsen their chances in this war. However, the smell of smoke gave her pause at the foyer. She followed the scent to the kitchens, where the cooks were peering around the corner rather than working.

"What's going on? Is something burning?" Kanae asked.

"No, my queen! It's Lapis. She is… She's trying to cook," one of them answered reluctantly.

When Kanae came around the corner, the kitchen ceiling was filled with smoke. Lapis was happily laying plates out.

"Lapis, what are you doing?!" Kanae gasped.

"Hey, Kanae! I'm baking a cake! You want some?" Lapis reached into the oven that was spewing thick smoke and pulled out something black in a tray.

"That's not a cake. That's charcoal! Follow me. We have something to do. Kitchen staff, clean this up!" She grabbed Lapis' hand and pulled her down the corridor.

"Ehhh! But I haven't tasted it yet!" The automaton pouted.

They descended into the dungeons beneath the castle. Deep moans and sounds of squelching echoed down the halls. Kanae opened the iron gates into Saint Priest Lanil Hammerthorn's cell.

"Huh? What's happening? We banging?" Chappy woke up and flipped his pages while letting out a long yawn.

"No, but I am freeing Lani. Lapis, stand next to the moaning maiden," Kanae said.

"Yes, ma'am!" Lapis skipped over and prepared herself.

Kanae unlocked the latches and threw the metal coffin open. Fleshy tendrils cracked and snapped as Lani fell out of it. She hit the ground, covered in sticky juices and twitching.

"Releasing me… will be the biggest mistake of your life… Amethyst… Prepare yourself for… uu… for you will answer to Aidenhall…" Lani rose unsteadily to her knees.

"Lani, baby! I'm surprised you aren't mindbroken after all that time in there. I expected nothing less!" Chappy immediately sprouted many tentacles to molest Lani with.

"Ahhh! Chappy, wait! Mmm… your tentacles feel so nice compared to that thing I was in— er, I mean not here… not yet! Can it wait until after we— aahhh! Oooh, my… after we… take down Amethyst?" she pleaded but quickly fell to the pleasure.

"Lani." Kanae kneeled down to face her. "I know I have a lot of explaining to do and don't deserve it, but I need your help. The Empire of Ortesia is here. They brought Gold with them, and she's a lot stronger than any of us expected. Moreover, the Viviren Family will be transporting their armies into the country through portals. I want to resurrect someone I love very dearly, and they have the means to do it. I'm begging you to lend me your strength!"

Lani and Chappy exchanged looks.

"Kanae… look at me," Lani said.

Kanae did, then a foot clobbered her face.

"You left me trapped in that coffin! You went and allied with demons and enemy succubi! I'm so angry with you! Why should I help you at all? You took advantage of my kindness!" Lani pouted.

"Lani, calm down! Knowing Kanae, she probably likes getting stepped on! At least hear the succubus out," Chappy insisted, and the blows eventually stopped.

"Thanks, Chappy…" Kanae rubbed the side of her cheek. "I want your help, because there might be a greater threat than just the Empire of Ortesia, or the Commonwealth allying with Radevic's enemies. There's a good chance devils are involved, and the Ortesian forces are being influenced by one, Varren the Prideful."

Lani's gaze tightened on Kanae, as if discerning for any lies or attempts to mislead. Of course, she found none because Kanae was telling nothing but the truth.

"If devils are involved, then the world is in big trouble. Big trouble," Lani repeated the second time with more emphasis.

"Please, Lani. Will you help me?" Kanae extended the Saint Priest a hand.

"For everyone's sake, I hope you're trying to lie to me, because Varren the Prideful is one of the most dangerous devils ever known. I'm still very angry with you, but… I'll help on the condition you turn yourself in after all this is done," she said.

Kanae almost crossed her fingers but remained steadfast. Lani searched her eyes for resolve, then they clasped hands and shook on it.

"Fine," Kanae agreed.

A Saint Priest as powerful as the warlock Lanil Hammerthorn and Chappy, her living grimoire, was going to be a big asset.

"Whew. All's well that ends well, right? Now, who wants to go upstairs and have cake?" Lapis asked eagerly.

"I could go for some cake!" Lani's floppy ears perked up.

"A-Actually, Lapis. How about we start over from scratch? We can make it together this time!" Kanae suggested, not wanting to fall victim to eating charcoal.


Chapter 15

"You wish to know more about Petyr Stormcloud?" Gretchen put down the storybook she was reading to Suvee and Kanade, and both of them let out an exasperated groan.

"Mom, we were getting to the good part! I need to know if Knight Arvald survives the dragon's fire breath!" Suvee complained.

Kanade nodded right beside her looking just as peeved.

The two were wrapped up to their necks in their own blankets, lying together like a pair of cocooned caterpillars in the middle of metamorphosis. The fire occasionally crackled from the hearth. Judging by the commotion and sweet smell wafting in from the kitchen, the cooks were in the middle of baking something.

"Suffice to say, fighting Petyr was tough. We almost died. Hell, she was able to take on all of us easily! Claudia and Minestra are tougher than nails. Against her? I've never seen them fold so fast," Kanae explained.

"Petyr Stormcloud, the Knight of Gold, Scion of House Stormcloud… The most spoiled, miscreant of a brat I have ever had the misfortune of meeting. Oh, how I want to throw her into a bath of corrosive slime!" Gretchen's nails dug into the cover of the book.

"I… I take it you don't like her?" she hesitated to ask.

It took a few deep breaths and a moment of meditation before Gretchen recomposed herself. She placed a hand over her chest as if to command her heart to stop beating so fast.

"In Ortesia," Gretchen began spitefully, "she is called the Princess. Not out of affection, mind you. Petyr comes from one of the most powerful houses in the empire. They are third in line to the crown. The Stormclouds have a long history of being members of the High Clerics, a theocratic political sect who decides on the empire's laws. Her family in particular is more prideful than succubi are lustful. Unfortunate are we that she has yet to inherit her father's dukedom and become a lord herself. She would have been wasting away on a lavish gilded seat than be here. Until then, she is beholden to serve the imperial lords."

"Can I be a princess?" Suvee asked.

"You already are." Kanade sighed at her sister.

"Oh, right! Hehe!" She rolled around happily in her burrito wrap.

Petyr probably had a lot riding on her shoulders. Young, powerful, and set to inherit a lot at her age. Huh. Kanae and Petyr were a lot alike— though, their personalities couldn't be more different.

"You must've kept an eye on her when she attended Knights' Academy, right? Esta didn't seem to know she was a woman and was apparently ordered not to speak. Any idea what was up with that?" Kanae asked.

"Hah! The one time I ever seized victory over that entitled beetle. The Ortesian lords came to learn of her insolent behavior when they were grooming her for the mantle of Gold. They demanded that she not speak when away from the empire to avoid damaging their relationship with Radevic. What a glorious day it was to hand Petyr their decree." Gretchen clenched her fist in triumphant as if living that moment again.

"Great… and here I thought it was something profound… Anything else? Like her strengths? Weaknesses? How to deal with her?"

Gretchen's demeanor clouded over. "For one, you know Petyr is crowned a Paladin. A high level one at that. Prior to her inheriting the mantle of Gold, Ortesia gifted her a powerful weapon known as Shifting Steel. They constantly sent her on dangerous missions in order to nurture her strength. She hated that. Petyr thinks herself an actual princess. It's not that she wants to be spoiled and treated like royalty. She expects it. Perhaps the key to facing the brat is to exploit her temperament."

"Moooom! Knight Arvald! The dragon's breath!" Suvee threw a tantrum.

Kanae picked up her daughter, blanket and all, and sealed the top. She squealed and fought back in a bout of giggles.

"Just one more thing, Suvee! Gretchen, is there anything you can tell me about the One-Eyed Cross? Or an item in Ortesia's possession that can resurrect someone?" Kanae asked.

"That's two things," Kanade said.

"You said one!" Suvee slipped her tail out to wag in Kanae's face.

"Okay, you smart-asses. Two things." Kanae closed up Kanade too, and now she had two squirming cocoons in her arms.

"Don't worry, children. The story isn't going anywhere. Unfortunately, my queen, Marwin Fransk's musings of the One-Eyed Cross are the extent of what I know. The tool of resurrection, too, I am not familiar with. There are many things in the empire that are only privy to the greater families of Ortesia. Redbaron is not one of them…" She clicked her tongue.

Well, Gretchen could only know so much being away from Ortesia for so long anyway. Kanae gave her kids a bear hug before putting them back down. They popped their heads out again as their caretaker continued the story where it was left off.

Right now, the only lead on the resurrection item was Chappy. Kanae ascended the castle to where Lani had been staying. She paused at the door of the room and listened in. Aside from a little shuffling sound, it didn't seem like they were doing their usual thing.

"Lani, Chappy! Can we talk?" Kanae rapped her knuckles on the door.

It creaked open a little. A tentacle retracted from the door knob as Kanae entered. They weren't engaged in degenerate coupling, but Chappy was open and Lani stood in the middle of a chalk-drawn ritual circle. Her staff floated horizontally above her upwards-facing palms. Both were enveloped in a soft green light emitting from the runes in the floorboards.

"Hey, Kanae! Sit back and watch the show. Lani here is almost done, then we can get to the real fun. You can join, too!" Chappy exclaimed.

"You guys aren't having sex! Should I be worried?" Kanae gasped.

The glow stopped at once. Lani caught her staff before it hit the ground.

"W-We're not always like that!" Lani protested. "We do other things, too! Like… going on dates—"

"And doing it afterwards," Chappy added.

"Reading ancient tomes together—"

"While I'm eight inches deep inside you," he interjected again.

"Chappy!" Lani pouted.

"I believe you, alright? But what were you doing just now?" Kanae asked.

Lani walked up to the window and opened it. A flock of skeletal birds flew into the room. They perched wherever their little talons could find purchase. Few by few, they disintegrated to bone dust which drifted into the circle to form one complete eagle pecking at the ground.

"I sent familiars as far as I could to scout for Ortesian strongholds. I've found many. They have risen bases along oft-traveled roads. The Imperial Span, however, is suspiciously clear. With each passing hour, more and more Ortesians are entering the Commonwealth," Lani explained.

"Ortesia wants to hit us from as many places as possible… They'll spread themselves thin, but I'd spread our forces even thinner trying to stop them all at once. That might be what they're hoping for. Thanks, Lani. I'm more informed now than five minutes ago because of you." Kanae smiled.

"I still don't intend to fight for you! I'll only help a little because they deserve payback for what happened during Arum Taum. Hitting where we were weakest during an important festival… It's unforgivable!" she exclaimed.

"They stole the One-Eyed Cross from Aidenhall's vault. Don't you feel obligated to at least retrieve it?"

Although Lani didn't answer, the answer came in the form of a sustained glare. It took Kanae a second to realize that Thistle, the Matron's Regalia, which was also taken from the vault, was on her.

"I was nothing but kind to you, and you thanked me by trapping me inside that moaning maiden! Don't you have anything to say for yourself?" Lani stormed up to Kanae and cornered her against the wall.

"I'm sorry! I won't pester you to fight the empire with me anymore! Can you and Chappy at least help me find out where Gold, the One-Eyed Cross, and the resurrection tool is located?" Kanae pleaded.

When Lani turned to Chappy, the living grimoire shrugged his tentacles. He flipped hundreds of pages before stopping at a map of the Commonwealth. To Kanae's surprise, Lani unwittingly pointed to Necro Lord Cantu's tomb.

"I asked Chappy to find the One-Eyed Cross earlier. This is where he pointed out. When I sent familiars out there, I found not only Ortesian knights and Rotandrix dragoons stationed there, but also the Knight of Gold. Including the tool of resurrection. The Commonwealth is your domain. Is this place familiar to you?" Lani asked.

"That's where a Necro Lord's Tomb is located! I explored that place with other people before. There used to be trapped spirits living there, but we've since exorcized it. The only resident now is Necro Lord Cantu. What's so important there?" Kanae wondered aloud.

"We will have to find out. But I'm only accompanying you to retrieve the One-Eyed Cross! Nothing else. Nothing more!" she emphasized.

"Aww, man. Going into dark, musty tombs isn't my idea of a nice vacation. The humidity in those dank places is going to ruin my pages!" Chappy groaned.

For this mission, Kanae gathered a crack team consisting of Esta, Edina, Minestra, and one-hundred succubi. Lilith's Sisters in Black and Claudia's faithful were among those numbers. The Mistress of Pain herself still needed time to recuperate, and Kanae preferred not to have another reckless incident like her battle against Gold. Fortunately, they were joined by Saint Priest Lanil Hammerthorn and Chappy. Whether they liked it or not, the two might have no choice but to fight.

There was a chance they might not come back from this. However, the reward was too great. Whatever Gold wanted to find in Cantu's tomb, they had to know and possibly prevent it. They also needed that resurrection tool.

"Figured we scoured the shit out of the tomb last time we went. Something we missed?" Edina asked while scratching her squirrely ear.

"Well, it's a big place and we weren't exactly thorough. I can't imagine it's Cantu they're trying to resurrect," Kanae said.

"Mistress, we've saddled the succubus force for you!" Lilith flew over to inform them.

"Thanks, Lilith. Where are— WHAAAT?!"

Each succubus was mounted on their own languisteed. Mounted, just like Kanae was during the last battle against the Ortesian forces. Many of them were shuddering in ecstasy to the languisteed dicks in them. They left behind a trail of sex juices, vaginal secretions and langui cum.

"Is something the matter? They were inspired by your show of depravity and wanted to follow in your footsteps! Should we not have? These succubus are all spellcasters. They won't be handicapped in battle!" Lilith stammered.

"He-He-Hey! We should strap you to me the way they are!" Chappy nudged Lani's blushing cheeks with a tentacle.

"Oh, my god…" Kanae put a hand to her face. "I didn't mean for this to become a regular thing! Okay, this is fine. We don't have much time anyway, so let's go!"

The Necro Lord's Tomb wasn't too far. Without rest, they reached their destination right as the sun was beginning to set over the horizon. Camped at the foot of the tomb's cliffside, where Edina had mistakenly excavated with her undead minions, were hundreds of Ortesians and Rotandrix infantry.

"They fly the banner of a dragon's skull! My brother Darren must be here!" Esta growled.

Empire forces emerged to meet them head on. Kanae ordered the succubi to lay in on them with magical spells. Fueled by having sex with languisteeds, they lobbed an unceasing volley after unceasing volley into the camp and setting it ablaze. Their succubus magic might not be able to affect them, but they weren't resistant to getting hurt the usual way.

"I feel it, Sisters!" a black-clad succubus screamed zealously.

"Queen Kanae's grace flows through me! This must be how she felt in battle!" another howled.

"No, that's just the langui spunk gushing inside you. Focus!" Kanae retorted.

"It is time, drakeling! Demonstrate the strength of your Loyalty Fixation and battle alongside me!" Minestra roared, carving a path through with four longswords.

"Sorry, I do not take orders from you. Only from my master. You're on your own." Esta declined.

" You're just going to leave me here to fight on my own?!" the herzulith glanced back and cried.

Esta had the right idea. They were going to get hammered going in there to fight Gold. It was better to cut off her reinforcements and take their chances against her with fewer numbers.

"Minestra, stay out here with the succubi while the rest of us go in! Don't let them through under any circumstances!" Kanae ordered.

"Kanae is giving me orders… Mmmm! I see, drakeling. I see! This must be the joy you feel in serving. Very well, I shall do as you ask!" Minestra vaulted off her devil mutt and dared the incoming Ortesians to fight.

The succubus horde and their languisteeds galloped to a halt to form a defensive ring in front of the tomb. They let Kanae and her companions through.

"I'd wish Lady Luck to be with ya, but I prefer her on my side instead. I'll leave you guys with a little help. See ya!" Edina summoned a death knight to stay behind, giving the empire's soldiers pause.

They raced through the dark caverns and descended the long, crumbling staircase. The gargoyles were missing from their pedestals this time. As the underground city and its ziggurat came into view, they also saw the stone-made gargoyles swarming a group of people below at the ziggurat doors. The Knight of Gold, a just as heavily-equipped drakeling, and a dozen imperial infantry were fighting their way through.

"Wow! I can't believe I'm in a Necro Lord's Tomb! This place must be filled with secrets waiting to be discovered." Lani's scholarly pursuits reflected in the glint of her eyes.

"Sorry, lady. We plundered this place already. Last time we were here, we ended up destroying the Scythe of Soul Reaping," Edina explained.

"What?! Secrets… lost forever…" Her eyes were now tearing up.

"Edina, we need a ride!" Kanae exclaimed.

The necromancer cut a portal into the empty space before her, and a giant skeletal dragon flew out of it. Esta, Edina, and Lani jumped onto its spine. Kanae flew alongside it, and they beelined for the ziggurat.

"Huh. I'm shivering again! I don't like shivering…" Chappy tucked himself inside Lani's robe, much to her dismay.

Far in the distance, Gold turned in Kanae's direction. Streaks of light screeched across the cavern. Edina's dragon went into evasive maneuvers, barely avoiding getting struck by arrows infused with divine energies.

"Ugh… It's times like these I'm glad drakelings do not possess wings. Can't you fly a little more steady?" Esta put a hand to her mouth.

"I'm trying not to get my only dragon exorcized here! If it hadn't occurred to you, we're riding on it. If my dragon bites the dust, what do you think will happen to us?" Edina shouted back.

Gold and her group entered the ziggurat, leaving behind rubble and debris that used to be stone gargoyles.

The dragon landed at the top of the steps. Massive wings, though its webbings were mostly in tatters, cleared away the gargoyle parts. One of them was barely intact, and its eyes glowed distinctly red.

"Oh, in Lord Charron's name. I don't know what you guys are doing here, but you have got to help me! There's a crazy high elf coming right for me!" The voice of Necro Lord Cantu came through clear as day.

"Cantu? What do they want? Is the tomb hiding something important to the Empire of Ortesia?" Kanae asked.

"I was tasked to…" He held his tongue and hesitated to say more. "Never mind. It doesn't change that I need your help! Descend the ziggurat! You will know you're headed in the right direction by the lit braziers. Hurry, else they—"

Silence. The gargoyle's eyes no longer glowed. Its jaw had uttered its last and crumbled.

There was no time to waste. They gave chase, but Chappy grew increasingly more nervous the deeper they went into the underbelly of the ziggurat. Kanae didn't recognize this giant corridor. When she came here before, it was through a different section. The walls were wider, and the ceiling was higher. Ancient scripts carved into the tall columns made little sense, and although Lani took particular interest in them, they couldn't afford to stop and inspect any. Eventually, they discovered the burning braziers Cantu was referring to. Defeated gargoyles littered the way. This place… the ominous feeling… Kanae shot a look to Edina, whose jaw was clenched and brows were knitted.

This was the same sensation as when Hax'gorah appeared.

The corridor came to an end in a massive four-sided chamber. Torches burning with purple flames illuminated an enormous mural etched into the ground upon which Gold and her entourage stood. Cantu's headless body laid limp at their feet. Her guards drew their weapons at Kanae and her party's approach. One drakeling, whose crimson-scaled, draconic features were similar to Esta except with a more masculine touch and bulkier build, stepped forward. He wielded a large halberd with the motif of a golden dragon clinging to the shaft, and whose tail formed a serrated blade.

"Darren! You attacked Ehmvier, didn't you?" Esta asked, drawing her weapon and shield.

"Sister. Mother wanted me to test the capital of the Commonwealth's defenses, and I have found it lacking. If she was the one to have attacked instead of me, the city wouldn't be standing right now. Stay back, Estaline. I know you're pregnant, and it is only because Mother would like to see her grandchild that I'll let you walk away," Darren warned.

"Your caution is unneeded, my dear older brother. Perhaps I should remind you that Mother birthed me in the middle of a battle. Unlike you, I am battle-born! So shall this child!" she bellowed.

"Wait, I don't know if I agree about our baby being born during a fight!" Kanae chimed in worriedly.

"Gold!" Lani pushed to the front. "As the extension of the Grand Eye's hand and will, I order you to stop whatever you're doing and return the One-Eyed Cross this instant!"

The Knight of Gold shuddered. Her shoulders were shaking. She erupted into a hearty laughter that echoed up and down the chamber.

"Order? Me? I operate outside the purview of the Grand Eye. As far as I'm concerned, Analise is an Ortesian dog who needs her collar tightened. The sooner I'm done here, the better. If only this damn undead would tell me where the altar is! TELL ME!" Gold lifted Cantu's head up and shook it around.

"That bitch cut off Cantu's head!" Edina cried.

"And I'm still very much alive!" Cantu yelled. "You're not getting a single answer out of me—"

"Zone of Absolute Truth!" An Ortesian cleric slammed the base of her staff on the ground, creating a field of influence magic.

"It's underneath us. Under this very chamber," he answered truthfully. "Wait, fuck!"

Kanae and Edina slapped a hand to their faces.

"Great! Now I don't need this anymore." Gold tossed Cantu's head and lifted her warhammer high.

"Stop her!" Kanae shouted.

They advanced at once, but Gold's warhammer came down so hard it cracked the stonework and mural. The ground gave way.

Everything and everyone fell through.

"Esta, Edina!" Kanae panicked, unsure of who to save.

"Forget me! Get Esta!" Edina exclaimed as rubble showered them.

Kanae furled her wings inward and zoomed in to grab Esta's outstretched arm. She enveloped the drakeling and reached for the teleportation crystal. However, an image of Arenade flashed across her mind. Escape now to protect Esta and their child, but lose the chance to bring Arenade back. Or, risk them for a chance to save her.

The loyal drakeling knight saw it. Kanae's hesitation.

"I will never leave your side, Master. We'll descend and come out of this together," Esta said.

"I know. That's why you're going to have to forgive me for doing this." Kanae pulled the teleportation pellet from Esta's pocket and activated it, shoved the drakeling back, and flung it at her.

"Master, no—"

The pellet struck Esta on her breastplate. Magic enveloped the drakeling along with pieces of falling stone, and she was gone. She and their unborn child should be safe now. All there was left to do…

Kanae soared over to Edina, whose eyes were closed and apparently chanting something.

"I'm dreaming of nuts! Gold! Nuts and gold as far as the eye can see! Damn. Is it just me or is this fucking fall taking forever? Am I dead yet?!" Edina complained.

"Not yet!" Kanae swooped her up and careened away from the falling rubble. She slowed down just enough that they hit the ground rolling. A few smaller stones clocked them over the heads, and they landed with only a couple of scratches.

"You bimbo, I told you to save Esta!" The squirreling punched Kanae in the gut and knocked the wind out of her.

"Ow… I did save her… I sent her home with Eliza's teleportation pellet. I wasn't going to leave you and Lani behind…"

Wait. Lani and Chappy! Did they land alright?

As if on cue, both of them drifted down by the grace of Chappy's fluttering pages. Barely. The two hit the ground hard, leaving the Saint Priest with a big bulge on her head.

They were in another chamber now, one that was circular and which the braziers began to light up one by one. Deep groves and patterns indicated that these were purposefully made. Ahead, Darren limped after Gold. She marched up to an enormous black obelisk with strange markings on it. Foul magic emanated from the stonework.

"This… This is an altar of Varren, the devil of Pride!" Chappy gasped.

"That's right," Gold confirmed. "What better way to cleanse the Commonwealth of sin and filth than with fire? Hellfire. That cheeky demon lord put a tomb over this altar. Smart. No one would have found it. No one except the devil himself."

"As in Varren?" Kanae gulped.

Gold put her shapeshifting weapon away and drew the One-Eyed Cross. Its bloodshot eye was staring down at them.

"Gluttony!" A raspy voice erupted from the crossguard like someone regarding an old, estranged family member. "Still up to your perverse predilections?"

"V-Varren, I don't know what sweet-nothings you whispered into these stupid high elves, but Lani and I aren't letting you get away with this!" Chappy hid behind his owner, pages scrunched up in fear.

"Gold, this is insanity! Hellfire will destroy everything. If you intend to go through with this, I'll have no choice but to treat you as an enemy. I really don't want to!" Lani's staff bristled with ancient magic that made Kanae's hair stand on end, and even made Edina back away.

The Knight of Gold shrugged. "Truth be told, I don't want to set the Commonwealth aflame. Hellfire will probably dry out my skin. Too bad for all of you, I'm under orders to find the crypt of Saint Rue. Imagine my surprise when it wasn't actually underneath the Basilica of Saint Rue! Don't worry. I don't actually intend to bring the devil into this world. We just want to borrow the hellfire to make the search easier."

There had to be something that could stop Gold. Gretchen's words echoed in Kanae's mind. Exploit her temperament.

BUT WHAT?

"I… I have a hot spring!" Kanae yelled at the top of her lungs.

"Huh?" Gold spun around.

She continued, "In the Commonwealth, there's a small village called Rudura. It's famed for their hot springs. The steam exfoliates your skin. The hot water is like a massage to your muscles. It's heaven on earth! If you bring hellfire into the Commonwealth, you're going to destroy that. Conquer it instead, and you'll get to enjoy it as much as you want. I bet those Ortesian lords didn't tell you about that!"

Gold stood there speechlessly. Did it… work?

"Petyr, you can't be serious…" Darren whispered.

"You stupid cunt! We have a job to do. Set it aflame. Watch the glory of my hellfire burn the Commonwealth into a crisp. Strike the crossguard against the obelisk like flint to steel. Do it!" Pride snarled.

"I don't take orders from a piece of metal. The imperial lords be damned. I deserve this! Very well, Demon Queen. I shall conquer this village called Rudura, and if it isn't at all like you describe, I shall return and incinerate your precious Commonwealth. But know this. You didn't win. Ortesia does not need hellfire to find the crypt of Saint Rue. It's only a matter of time. Come, Darren! The hot spring awaits!" Gold snapped her fingers.

A high elf accompanying them rolled his eyes and sighed. He cast a spell that opened a portal, allowing Gold to step right through. Sighing, Darren followed her through, all the while the devil of pride complained until the portal closed shut and silenced them.

"I can't believe that fucking worked. My ass is puckered tight!" Edina socked Kanae on the shoulder.

"I'm glad, Amethyst. Truly. You averted a catastrophic crisis. But by allowing Gold to leave, we've lost the chance to steal the tool of resurrection," Lani said.

"No, we didn't lose it. We know exactly where Gold is going, remember?" Kanae grinned.

The collapse left behind some wounded Ortesian knights and Rotandrix dragoons that had accompanied Gold. She and Esta's brother, Darren, didn't seem particularly concerned about their safety. Edina went around pulling the unconscious out of the rubble. They were going to serve as good drain fodder later.

"Damn! These uppity high elves wear real gold on their armor. Who does that? Kanae, look! I can smelt 'em down to make ingots… Hehe… I'm going to piece a nice seat out of them." Edina cradled a helmet and summoned undeads to strip the empire's infantry of their armor.

"Elizabeth's report left out the part where your friend has a habit of taking things…" Lani said, joining Kanae by the obelisk.

"Don't worry. She won't steal from you as long as you aren't dead or haven't crossed her. But I think we have more important things to worry about. Like this altar belonging to the devil, Varren the Prideful. It was underneath this Necro Lord's tomb the entire time. We came once before but had no idea it was down here," Kanae explained.

Someone's muffled cries reached their ears. It was coming from a pile of stone and debris next to Edina. She snapped her fingers and ordered a few undead over to dig them up. When they finally moved all the rubble away, Edina picked up the head of Necro Lord Cantu.

"Oh, thank goodness! All that stone was putting pressure on my skull. I thought I was going to be squished like a grape between an ogre's fingers!" Cantu cried.

"Hold on, you're looking a little bodiless. Lemme help you with that." Edina popped the skull off one of her skeletons and screwed the mummified, bandage-wrapped head of Cantu onto the body.

"I was wrong about you, necromancer. Time around these corpses must have rotted your brain! How is this supposed to help me? I still don't have control of the body, you fool!" he complained as the body felt about Cantu's head.

The squirreling rubbed her chin for a few seconds. Kanae, Lani, and Chappy watched in befuddlement as Edina swapped Cantu onto the body of a death knight instead.

"And for the finishing touches…" Edina plunked the gilded helmet of an Ortesian knight onto him.

"Edina, that doesn't change the fact that Cantu's still in a body he can't control," Kanae tried to explain.

"Oh! Oh, ho, ho! Now I feel powerful! This body is much more suitable to me even though I can't control it!" Cantu bellowed happily.

"That's what you were more concerned about?!" She put a hand to her face.

The hulking death knight approached the altar.

"It's true," Cantu began as he kneeled down next to it. "My duty was not only to oversee the inhabitants' long punishment. It was also to ensure no one discovers this altar. Lord Charron originally built this tomb for me to keep would-be madmen like that elf earlier from coming."

"Can't it be destroyed?" Kanae asked.

"If that were possible, we would have done it years ago. The altar is indestructible. We've tried everything. It's imperative that you keep that relic out of the elf bitch's hands. Lest you wish to see your Commonwealth consumed in hellfire," he explained.

"Chappy, is there anything in your pages with knowledge on destroying this?" Lani yanked the living grimoire out of her robes.

"Nope." Chappy made an X with two tentacles. "These things are beyond your mortal comprehension. Forget about using that sex bot with meisterium in her chest, too. This ain't magic that you can just anti-magic. The thing is made of pure brimstone from the three hells. That One-Eyed Cross in the Knight of Gold's hand? It contains traces of steel from the three hells, too. When struck together, they generate an extreme enough heat to create hellfire."

There was also the problem of who the empire was trying to resurrect. Why Saint Rue? In the end, the only way to ensure Gold wouldn't come back was by taking the One-Eyed Cross. They needed to steal it while her guard was down in Rudura. Hopefully…

"We don't have time to go back to Ehmvier. Let's regroup with Minestra— if she's alive— and head straight to Rudura Village. We'll ambush them and take the crossguard and resurrection tool," Kanae said.

"All aboard the undead dragon express!" Edina summoned the mighty skeletal beast to bring them back to the surface.

Those undead carrying an empire soldier hitched a ride inside the ribcage. The rest disappeared one by one.

"Hey, wait a minute. What's going to happen to—" Cantu vanished along with the other undead before finishing his sentence.

They stared at the empty space where the death knight was just standing. His head was gone, too.

"Edina, I don't think I've ever asked… But where exactly do your undead go?" Kanae asked.

"Hm? Oh, there's a place between the Realm of Eternal Rest and the afterlife where undeads roam called Ghostlands. I'm sure Cantu's going to be fine there! I think…" Edina muttered unconvincingly.

As they climbed onto the undead dragon, Lani blew up support pillars all around the chamber. Everywhere around them started rumbling like it was hit by an earthquake.

"What was that for?!" Kanae panicked as the floor above them crumbled.

"To buy us some time if they ever come back. They will have to spend weeks digging all this up. Now hurry and take us out before we're buried along with it!" Lani shouted.

Edina compelled the dragon to fly them out of the tomb. Emerging into daylight, they found Minestra barely standing and the horde of succubi going to town on the captives. Most of the Ortesian forces were gone. Those that didn't or weren't able to escape with them had been thrown to the wolves.

Lilith's Sisters in Black and Claudia's dominatrixes toyed with those left behind. Two succubi were sucking the dick of an unconscious but fully erect high elf. Another used her tail to whip the ass of a drakeling. A female elf was pinned to the ground as a succubus ate her pussy and a second rode her face.

"Th-Th-This is s-s-so despicable! How could you do that to them?" Lani stammered, but her squirming showed how she really felt.

"You wouldn't starve a lion to save a deer, would you? Besides, they won't kill them. At least I don't think so… Feeding time is over! We're going straight to Rudura!" Kanae ordered.

The succubi groaned in unison, but they ultimately obeyed.

"Don't mind me… The dragoons did a number on me, but I'll recover eventually as a non-succubus would." Minestra gasped wearily, so tired that she couldn't so much as lift any of her arms.

"I'll help you up as long as you don't grope me the entire time." Kanae went over to give the herzulith a shoulder to lean on.

"Are you a cleric? Because your healing touch has me seeing the light… Huh? I notice the drakeling isn't with you. I can't imagine the Knight of Silver perishing so easily," she said.

"I sent her back. Esta's pregnant, and I didn't want her pushing herself against someone like Gold."

Especially for the inevitable battle ahead.


Chapter 16

They traveled to Rudura in haste. The languisteeds have never galloped faster. Edina's undead dragon cut through the skies like a bullet. Kanae sucked in a deep breath, watching the passing emerald landscape before them. They had been moments away from being consumed in hellfire.

"Amethyst!" Lani hollered from the shoulder of the dragon.

Kanae soared down to the Saint Priest's level and saw that she had Chappy opened. Upon closer inspection, it was on the page which revealed the location of the resurrection tool she had seen before. The mark was on top of Rudura.

"She's already there?" Kanae gasped.

"They did escape through a Viviren portal. If Ortesian forces can jump from place to place so quickly, we'll never catch them. This might be our only chance to disarm Gold of the One-Eyed Cross and the resurrection tool. We can't afford to fail, so to that end… I'm going to fight with you," Lani promised.

"Am I hearing this right?" Chappy put a tentacle around their shoulders and drew them in. "You two are getting along? I might get to fuck both of you at the same time!"

"Don't do it on my dragon. If I have to clean your guys' bodily fluids, you're gonna have one angry necromancer on your hands!" Edina warned.

The flight to Rudura took the entire day. Minestra and their cavalry of succubi on languisteeds weren't far behind on the ground. It helped that Kanae had birthed them all, and they inherited Titan's best trait, his di— speed. Kanae shook the horny thoughts away and focused on the task at hand.

"We're getting close to Rudura. I can see the long single street of the village leading up to the resort. Take us down so they don't spot us," Kanae urged.

Edina landed behind a rocky outcrop. It didn't appear as though anyone spotted them. It also helped that it was the dead of night.

"Why have we stopped? Can we not use the element of surprise to attack them head on?" Minestra asked.

"I'm with four-arms. We'll drop down on them from my dragon. You and the succs can fly in, too!" Edina flapped her arms to mimic wings she no longer had.

"Sure…" Kanae sighed heavily. "But they also have members of a high elven family with magic to portal them out at the first signs of danger. We need to do this inconspicuously. I'll sneak in and try to steal what we're looking for. If things go wrong, I'll send a signal."

Lani shot a hand up. "I'll go with Amethyst. It will be safer. Chappy, stay with the others and wait to go in with them."

The plan was set. Kanae and Lani would infiltrate Rudura village. In the meantime, the rest waited for an opportunity or a signal to attack. After casting Human Form on herself, they snuck their way inside using the tall foliage as cover. There were few Ortesians patrolling the fields. Most were probably concentrated at the resort inn to protect their most important assets.

They made it behind someone's home and knocked softly on the back door. The resident, an elderly human man who was holed up inside with his wife, opened the eye-level slat on the door. Kanae explained to them what was going on, and the old couple gladly welcomed them inside.

"Queen Kanae! We knew you wouldn't abandon us!" The man flashed a toothless smile.

"We need your help getting inside. Can we borrow some clothes to disguise ourselves?" Kanae asked.

"Of course, dearie! Although, I'm not so sure my garments will accommodate your bust…" The woman frowned after pulling out a frock that looked tight around the chest.

While changing in another room, Kanae felt Lani's gaze burning into her back.

"Your people sound like they really love you. They haven't been charmed?" Lani asked.

"Did they look charmed? I didn't found a country to turn its people into my cattle like the Queen-Mother wants. I'm trying to protect them. It's the only reason I reached out to Lord Charron and Queen-Mother Zariah. The Grand Eye couldn't help, so I had to look elsewhere. Thankfully, that includes you now." Kanae grinned.

"Hrm… It's hard to forgive you after what you did to me." She harshly reminded Kanae, wiping the smile off her face.

After changing, they thanked the old couple and quietly emerged from the humble home. The wide street was empty save for a couple of Ortesian infantry patrolling the immediate area. Stone lanterns with a fire going inside them lit the way through. It didn't look like the village put up a fight at all. Thank goodness. The last thing Kanae wanted was this place getting ruined. It wasn't really a fortified position to begin with.

They tried to act as natural as possible heading down the street and keeping their heads low. Unfortunately, that proved impossible. An Ortesian knight on an ivory horse stopped them.

"Halt! Turn back and return to your home. Any farther, and I'll have to use force to remove you," the knight said, hand on the hilt of his blade.

"What do we do?" Lani whispered in panic.

"Let me handle it," Kanae replied, then turned her attention to the knight. "Sorry, sir! We work at the inn. Our shift is soon, and we'd rather not be late. If you would just move aside and…"

"What's going on here?" A drakeling dragoon, distinguished by their regalia of full plate and lance, joined his high elven colleague.

"These two claim they work at the hot spring Lord-Major Stormcloud is currently residing at. What do we do?" he asked.

They spoke to each other in hushed whispers. Kanae couldn't make out what they were saying. If this turned into a fight, the knights and dragoons she could handle. Losing a chance to take the One-Eyed Cross and resurrection tool, on the other hand…

"We're letting you through," the high elven knight said. "Hurry though. Apparently the place is short on hands. The Lord-Major isn't known for her patience."

Both stepped away for them to pass. Kanae and Lani breathed a sigh of relief.

"That was so thrilling! We were so close to being caught and making an impossible decision! May I attempt to deceive the next run-in?" Lani asked.

"Lani, this isn't a game! We're getting close to Gold, so focus." Kanae pinched the hare's chubby cheek and made her squeak.

They entered the resort without issue. Already Kanae felt the humid embrace of nearby hot spring pools. Although there were more guards around, few paid them any mind. In fact, most of them were bored out of their minds, playing cards on the table, or rummaging through the pantry.

Kanae beckoned Lani down the corridor and ran right into Jareth, the melon farmer-turned village head in charge of managing the hot spring resort town.

"Queen—"

A quick charm shut Jareth right up, but an Ortesian infantryman standing guard took notice.

"Is something wrong?" he asked.

"Oh, no! I'm just utterly relieved that my two best workers are here. Come along, this way to the staff room!" Jareth ushered them away under Kanae's control.

When they were finally out of sight and in the privacy of a separate room, Kanae released the charm on Jareth.

"You almost gave us away!" Kanae complained.

"I'm sorry, my queen! I'm just overjoyed to see you're alright. But what's going on? I knew a war was coming, but these Ortesians showed up out of nowhere earlier in the day. They took over the village in an instant and a big, scary high elven woman demanded we serve her," Jareth explained.

"That sounds like Petyr," Kanae and Lani said at the same time.

Jareth eyed Kanae's companion suspiciously.

"I'm Lanil Hammerthorn, Saint Priest. Kanae and I snuck in here like a pair of spies. Hehe!" Lani was giggling like a schoolgirl.

"We're looking for the Knight of Gold." Kanae pushed Lani aside to get to the point. "More specifically, where her equipment is located. We need what she has."

"You're in luck, my queen. If it's the haughty one you're after, she just entered the pool in your personal suite. I can have Robin take you there, but you will want to put on work clothes to blend in. There is one problem. The changing room is guarded by an even scarier-looking drakeling." Jareth shuddered.

That had to be Darren von Cleisseldor. They hadn't seen him fight yet, but he was supposed to be much stronger than Esta…

Jareth went to find Robin while Kanae and Lani changed again. By the time they were done, the boy had arrived and was ready to escort them.

"It's nice to see you again, Queen Kanae!" Robin beamed.

"Look at you! You're growing up so fast." Kanae ruffled his hair and smiled back.

"Dad says I have to bring you to the high elf woman named Petyr? I can take you there right now if you're ready," he said.

"We're ready. Once we're there, I want you and your dad to go to the farthest part of the inn just in case. Got it?"

The boy nodded.

Kanae and Lani picked up a stack of towels to look the part of employees. Together with Robin in the lead, they passed by the many Ortesian soldiers in the corridor going up to the private pool. Standing in front of the doors like an unmoving mountain was Darren von Cleisseldor.

"What is this? Did Lord-Major Stormcloud asked you to bring this many towels?" Darren asked, his growling voice like a drum in their chest.

"Sh-She said to bring as many as possible, so…" Robin trailed off, too scared to utter another word.

The imposing drakeling's piercing eyes studied Robin for a moment. His gaze shifted to Lani, then to Kanae. Neither of them could tell if he saw through their disguise or not. Only a stack of towels stood between them.

"Darren! I asked that boy for towels twenty minutes ago! Where did he run off to?" Gold could be heard shouting from within.

"Ugh. Why am I here? We have a mission to complete." Darren sighed and moved aside. "Go. Be quick."

Robin bowed, and so did Kanae and Lani as they shuffled in. When the door shut behind them, the air became a lot more stifling.

They were in the lion's den now. The modest antechamber was a small rest room with little cubbies to put belongings into. Beyond another set of doors led straight to the hot spring pool— where Gold was lounging, likely naked and unarmed. Judging by her equipment stuffed into a storage box, this much was true.

Kanae nodded for Robin to go on ahead. He trotted past them and into the pool to deliver the towels. She and Lani started searching for the One-Eyed Cross and resurrection tool, starting with the pile of equipment.

"It's not here? I can't find it!" Lani even frantically searched inside each gauntlet and boot.

"All I see is her armor… Maybe she left it with Darren?" Kanae wondered aloud.

A commotion and splash of water from the pool stole their attention.

"Wait, Miss Stormcloud!" Robyn cried from within.

Robin was in trouble. Kanae and Lani shot each other a look. They flew through the door without hesitation.

"Don't worry, Robin! We're—" The rest of the words caught in Kanae's throat.

Petyr Stormcloud, naked and dripping wet, was pinning Robin to the ground. Her cheeks were flushed red. She had a knee pressed up to his groin, and one hand slipped underneath his work apron. A bottle of wine laid on its side, spilling out its bright red nectar.

"You cute little thing. Call me Petyr instead. Just let me take care of… you?" Gold locked eyes with Kanae and Lani.

"The Knight of Gold is a shotacon!" Kanae pointed accusingly.

"I don't know what that means, but it sounds offensive! Why are you here? How did you make it past the guards?!" She backed away holding Robin hostage against her bare chest, wielding a golden dagger to his throat.

"Kanae!" Lani was fixated on something at Gold's feet.

Lying on a towel were two objects— the One-Eyed Cross and a golden ankh. That was it. The key to Arenade's resurrection.

"Ah! So it's the relics you're after?" Gold asked.

"Give up! You're undressed and there's two of us. We're going to defeat you before your people even knows what happened, and I'll fuck you into submission for your experience!" Kanae exclaimed, staring hard at the high elven knight's luscious body.

"N-No, Amethyst!" Lani protested. "Even if Gold is currently our enemy, she is still a colleague of the order!"

"Seriously? Not even a taste?" She frowned.

Someone as powerful as the Knight of Gold would yield a lot of experience. Maybe give a decent jump in levels, too. But Lani was right. That ankh was the real prize here, not the chance to have sex with Gold.

"Ha! Ahaha! I don't need my equipment. Faith is my armor. Devotion, my sword. Luxury, my ambition! This is my last mission before I can finally become a member of the Lord Council. I'll never have to lift a weapon in my life again! You're not going to keep me from it," Gold said.

"What's so important about resurrecting Saint Rue anyway?" Kanae asked.

It wasn't Gold who squirmed from the question, but Lani. Her posture faltered, shifting uncomfortably from one foot to the next.

"I think this is a question better suited to the Saint Priest." Gold sneered.

"It's… because Saint Rue was no saint," Lani began with a sigh. "Duke Ruedegard Ducante lied, cheated, and stole from the downtrodden to build his cathedrals. He ruled with tyranny and was constantly at odds with others. Only a very select few people know the truth. We can't very well tell the people of Radevic that the city's founder was an autocrat."

"You neglected one more fact. Saint Rue was on the road to deification. He was so close to ascension until blah, blah, blah. What did those aged lords say again? I think the term they used was 'robbed'. Haha! Those decrepit bastards just can't get over it," she mused aloud.

Deification. That was the same path Kanae was on. After defeating Gretchen Redbaron, who was another candidate for deification, she only needed to defeat another two. Did that mean Saint Rue contended against another candidate and lost?

"What do you mean by robbed?" Kanae asked.

"Hm? Oh, I thought you knew. Isn't that why you named the Commonwealth's capital the way you did?" Gold raised a brow.

Ehmvier? It couldn't be…

Gold continued, "Duchess Arenade Ehmvier. Saint Rue had fulfilled the other two conditions and only needed to cultivate more followers. However, Duchess Arenade's failed attempts at charity resonated far and wide. People loved her. Though she failed to make any meaningful change to the lower castes, it was her name that was uttered in prayer and not Rue's. His followers dwindled, and he passed away in grief. To rub salt in the wounds, she wasn't even on the path of deification, and a goddess in Arenade's likeness ascended to the pantheon of The Many around that same time."

Kanae was in disbelief. Arenade had never mentioned this past to her before.

"Then the Empire of Ortesia wants to bring Saint Rue back so he can achieve deification? That's madness!" Lani gasped.

"That's what I said!" Gold exclaimed exhaustedly. "Who cares about some dusty old corpse? They do, I guess. Your misfortune is that I chose to go along with their whims to get what I've been promised— a seat on the council, a castle by the oceanside, and boy serv— I mean countless servants to answer my needs!"

The door burst open. Darren von Cleisseldor rushed in, flanked by Ortesian knights and Rotandrix dragoons with their weapons drawn. Kanae cursed under her breath. They had taken way too long.

"Lord-Major, are you alright?" Darren asked.

"Darren, damn it!" Gold hugged Robin tighter to her chest to avoid being seen. "Get out! All of you! Can't you see I'm naked?"

While the infantry whipped around and left out of fear, Darren remained steadfast.

"Worry not, Lord-Major. I can't possibly be aroused by you. Working with you irritates me too much anyway." Darren waved a dismissive hand.

"I'll reprimand you later for that offense! For now, we have been bamboozled. Queen Kanae tricked us into coming here!" Gold pointed at the two of them accusingly.

"Oh, no. Who could have seen this coming?" He rolled his eyes.

"Lani, the relics!" Kanae seized their distraction to fire a Scorching Ray into the sky, then lunged for the One-Eyed Cross and ankh.

The Knight of Gold was quicker. She shoved Robin into Kanae and shapeshifted the dagger into a maul. Her foot swiped both relics into the pool, sending them sinking into its depths. When Darren charged up behind them with his halberd, the steel point stopped against an invisible force field.

"You've forgotten that I am a Saint Priest!" Lani's staff wreathed itself in black fire. The snaking flames traveled down the shaft and into her palm. Upon pressing it to the barrier, a bolt of dark energy fired out and forced the drakeling back.

"What is— It's hot!" Darren tried to put out the fires by patting his armor which shouldn't have been able to catch alight.

"What are you doing, idiot?" Gold called down a beam of light that seared away the flames, but it returned to eat away at his plate armor.

It almost looked like hellfire.

"I'm a warlock. I have pacted myself with a devil, but I am pledged to protect her grace Grand Eye Analise and his majesty King Turren! You have proven yourself an enemy of Aidenhall, Knight of Gold. I will not overlook that!" Lani drew flames from her staff to lob at Gold.

"Stop that! Those flames will ruin my perfect complexion. My skin is sensitive to dry heat!" Gold ran for her life from the jet of fire.

"Robin, go to your dad and run! Now!" Kanae ushered him away while the two were busy.

Robin nodded. He raced past Darren, who was in the middle of prying off pieces of his burning armor. The fire continued to eat away his leather tunic but stopped upon making contact with his scales. By then, he was down to nothing but his birthday suit.

"What? How! You should have been burned to a crisp!" Lani exclaimed.

"Mother won't like that I lost my dragoon regalia… Well, they always chafed against my hide. Diamond Scales. They nullify any and all flames, magical and non-magical. Makes my scales tougher than plate. A racial skill gifted only to first-born drakelings. It's good being the eldest!" Darren barreled into the barrier, shattering it this time and picking up Lani.

They crashed through the wooden fence and tumbled out of sight. Kanae dashed back as Gold plunged her maul into the ground. Fissures opened. Water poured from the pipes and drained from the pool.

"You're alone now, Kanae! A succubus is no match for me. Be a good sinful demon and accept your end!" Gold demanded.

"How about a deal? You let me have sex with you, and I'll happily die!" Kanae bargained.

"What?!" She recoiled in utter disgust. "How filthy. Me? With a succubus? Preposterous! I am pure and innocent. Therefore, I am bespoken to those who are also pure and innocent!"

"You're the farthest thing from pure and innocent! You were all over Robin, and look at your body! It's just begging for me to—"

Searing divine energies fired past Kanae's head. A perfect hole cut through the entire building. A few pale imperial infantry peered down it, mouths agape from being nearly caught in the blast. Petyr had transformed the hammer into a bow and nocked another arrow.

"First… you etched a scene most foul into my mind during our battle… then you interrupted my lovely bath. Perhaps the Commonwealth is in need of a cleansing after all, but you won't be here to see it. I'm going to SMITE the sin out of you here and now!" Gold was about to fire another shot until Kanae flashed her tits.

The Piercings of Impurity beamed with blinding intensity. Gold shielded her eyes, and Kanae pounced with the hunger of a starved lion. The shapeshifting weapon dropped to the ground. They fell to the warm and wet floor with Kanae atop. She clamped her tail's gaping maw on the high elven knight's pussy.

"You might be immune to succubus magic, but you're not immune to being drained!" Kanae taunted.

"Nngh… How dare you… taint me with your foul being!" Gold's much greater strength would have crushed Kanae, were it not for her being so weak to the intimate touch of another.

The Knight of Gold, Petyr Stormcloud, shuddered as the fleshy walls of Kanae's tail rubbed her clitoris. Her breathing grew hoarse. She heaved with each gasp.

"I'll grant you pleasure like you've never known. Aren't you tired of fighting? Don't resist. Just focus on me, and how my fingers glide across your moist body~" Kanae whispered into Gold's long, pointed ear and nibbled at the tip.

"I…" Gold opened her eyes and stared deeply into Kanae's own. "I NEED ANOTHER BATH!"

She kicked Kanae off and grabbed a bar of soap before diving head-first into the pool. Gold resurfaced, frantically scrubbing herself until she was a bubble monster in the water.

"Damn it. You really are a prude!" Kanae complained.

They were so close. Gold was on the verge of climaxing, and it might have made Kanae stronger.

"Prude? You're a loose, easy whore that will fuck anything. Even a languisteed! I have standards. Standards that a succubus, especially not you, will ever meet!" Gold dunked herself into the water and rinsed off the suds.

"Hey, come back up here! I have a bone to pick with you. I'm not loose! My pussy is perfectly tight!" Kanae yelled into the water.

The entire pool glowed a bright golden. Its waters bubbled more intensely. When Gold emerged for a second time, the air around them felt stifling.

"I didn't want to use this. It costs a lot of mana. But you've left me with no choice." Petyr Stormcloud sprouted angelic wings and flew up until the full moon was at her back, painting the massive celestial body in gold. She wielded her shapeshifting weapon again, but it was now as a spiked mace clenched in her right hand.

"Lord-Major, are you crazy?! You're going to level the whole place!" Darren yelled from afar.

"If it will rid my body of the succubus' stink, THEN SO BE IT! RETRIBUTION'S CROSS!" she bellowed into the night.

Chains shot out from the fissures to anchor Kanae to the ground. They were powerful, reminiscent of the Pacifying Chain. She glanced behind herself, where several Ortesian priests had entered and casted the spell. Kanae couldn't budge an inch. A gargantuan cross-shape seared on the ground with Kanae centered at the intersection. Something was burning. Her skin blistered, then—

Kanae heard Darren shouting even more frantically, which was odd. Why was he concerned for her? She didn't realize why until it was too late. Darren wasn't shouting for her. He was shouting for—

"Esta?" Kanae gasped.

"I made it in time, Master." Esta stepped into the cross, smiling and embracing her before the incandescent light of the sun consumed them.

A high-pitched ringing assailed Kanae's ears. She snapped to consciousness with Esta lying on top of her. They were at the bottom of the hot spring that was without a drop of water left. Esta was smoking from her backside. The Magic-Consuming Dragon Shield which was on her back had absorbed most of the blast, as evidenced by its intense fire gushing from the maws.

"Esta!" Kanae cried tearfully.

"Are you… okay, Master? I came as fast as my legs… could carry me…" Esta whispered, each word uttered with great effort.

"Why are you here? How did you even know where I was going?" she asked.

"Of course, I know… It is a servant's duty to know. How can I… protect you otherwise? My only regret is that, I… I…"

The weight of the drakeling knight fell limp on Kanae. She tapped her shoulder, shook her repeatedly, but there was no response. With every ounce of strength Kanae could muster, she rolled Esta over and pounded on her chestplate.

"No you don't! You're not leaving me, too! Why didn't you just stay home?!" Kanae yelled. She felt her neck for a pulse. Faint, but it was there.

Relief, however, lasted only for a moment. Gold landed on the ground, breathing heavily and transforming her weapon into a pike to lean on. A third of the resort and the entire private hot spring suite had been leveled from her devastating attack. An imprint of a smokey cross was all that remained.

"Silver? Great. Now Avaline is going to give me an earful!" Gold put a hand to her face and groaned.

"Kanae, get up! It ain't over, ya dumb slut!" Edina shouted from within the resort ruins, fighting her way through knights and dragoons alongside Minestra.

Succubi, the undead horde, and even Titan were battling the Ortesian forces. When Gold saw that they were losing, she clicked her tongue.

"Darren! Where are you? We're retreating!" Gold shouted, wrapping herself up with a towel.

As if to answer the order, something flung Darren screaming at her feet. He landed hard on the ground but quickly pushed himself up.

"The Saint Priest is trouble!" Darren warned.

Lani levitated over with a sphere of runes floating between her hands. Her eyes noted Esta unconscious on the ground and snapped.

"How could you do this, Gold? You've gone too far!" Lani spun the sphere and activated another rune.

Tentacles, much like the ones from Chappy, emerged from the warlock's back. They were thicker and meatier. Lani sent them stretching towards Gold and Darren, but the two made quick work of butchering the appendages.

Kanae, however, eyed the One-Eyed Cross and ankh between them instead. She dove and grabbed one in each hand— just as Gold had done the same. They glared at each other, pulling with all their might.

"Viviren, portal now!" Gold demanded.

Two high elves, cloaked in a green and blue robe with the heraldry of a fist within a fiery ring, rushed from the fight inside the inn to channel magic. They formed a portal. On the other side was a wetland of sparse trees and many low shrubs.

Kanae and Gold snapped away with a different relic. Kanae had the One-Eyed Cross, and Gold had the ankh.

"This is a draw, you hear me? I never lose! You better find a nice place to hide that, because we'll come looking sooner rather than later!" Gold tantrumed.

Darren took one look at the unconscious Esta, frowned, and followed the Knight of Gold through. Much of the Ortesian forces hurried in as fast as possible before it shut on the rest. Abandoned and left to fend for themselves without their leaders, the succubi horde descended upon them like locusts.

"Sorry, Kanae! There were so fucking many to fight through." Edina panted.

"Esta was here? I thought you teleported her back to your city?" Minestra asked, gazing down at the drakeling with sheer bafflement.

"Esta ran all the way here… I can't believe it…" Kanae cradled the drakeling close.

"Give her this!" Lani kneeled down and offered a rigid-looking pustule, purple in color, and beating like a heart. "It's a healthstone. Feed it to her. These are really hard to make, and it's the only one I have… but Silver deserves it, so please."

Kanae nodded. She grabbed the healthstone and pressed it into Esta's mouth. As the stone touched her tongue, the entire thing vanished. Soon, Esta started coughing violently, but her wounds were disappearing. Her eyes snapped open.

"Master… Did you just… feed me a… rotten grape?" Esta asked.

Too overcome by emotion, Kanae hugged her drakeling knight and knocked them both to the ground.

Everyone had to set aside their relief to assess the damage done. Rudura as a whole mostly came out unscathed. It was the resort inn at the end of the road that took the brunt of the damage. None of the innocents were injured. Jareth and Robin were also fine, thank goodness. The succubi were recovering by helping themselves to the Ortesians left behind, Claudia's dominatrixes more ravenously than Lilith's Sisters in Black.

"We… We did it… Not only did we take back the One-Eyed Cross, we also forced Gold to retreat!" Lani dropped to her knees, clutching the One-Eyed Cross tightly. "I'm still in shock that this thing contains a devil… It feels wrong holding it."

"An avatar. Our real selves are in the three hells. Looks like ole Varren is quiet now that we separated him from that elf. Ha! Fuck you, Varren! Try setting the place on fire now!" Chappy taunted behind the safety of Lani's back.

"Are you going straight back to Radevic with it?" Kanae asked.

Lani shook her head. "Now that we have it, I'm not so sure. The Rook of Rotandrix stole it from Aidenhall to begin with. Ortesia will most likely have people there waiting for an opportunity to reclaim it. Returning the One-Eyed Cross there might not be feasible anymore… but deep within Ehmvier." She eyed Kanae in particular. "I know the Commonwealth is taking the biggest hit in the war, but will you safeguard the relic here? In return, I'll continue to lend you my help!"

Gold managed to claim the ankh. Having Chappy here would help them locate it again. Well… Kanae glanced at the One-Eyed Cross in Lani's hand. It was better that that was out of Ortesia's hands first. One problem down, a hundred more to go.

"You got it." Kanae grinned. "You and Chappy are welcome to stay. We'll protect the relic. In exchange, I'm going to need your help to flip through some pages again."

"Oh? Well, if… if you insist." Lani fidgeted.

"Whooo! That means a threesome for me!" Chappy cheered and prodded his warlock with tentacles.

Kanae left them to it and searched for Esta. She was sitting inside the undestroyed part of the inn with a rooftop over it. A few towels were draped around her shoulders.

"You're always worrying me." Kanae sighed.

"You worry me just as much," Esta fired back.

"Are you… Did you just talk back to me?" she squinted at her allegedly loyal drakeling.

Esta didn't respond, but the corner of her lips curving into a smile was an answer enough.

"Is the baby okay, too?" Kanae asked.

"Yes. I know because it is like a constant fire inside me. From all these fights, I just know the child will be born strong!" Esta clenched a fist in front of herself.

"I'm begging you… let's leave the fighting for after the kid is born…"

As they were getting ready to leave, the villagers of Rudura brought them food and of course their staple crop, melons, for the journey back. They were hardy folks. Jareth promised that the resort would be up and running again soon.

"This is how it's going to be? We'll be playing cat and mouse the whole time because those Ortesian bitches have portals?" Edina asked.

"Until we find a way to shut them down, we don't have a choice but to deal with it. Buuuut, I did catch a glimpse of where they were going. It looked like a wetlands. The only place in the Commonwealth with a wetland is along the west coast. But why there?" Kanae wondered aloud.

"Because it is difficult to march an army into a wetlands," Minestra chimed in. "I've commanded my forces across the scorching Suvius, the swamps of Bladesong, and wastelands of Hellfire Peninsula. There is no worse ground to traverse than a wetland. They are able to avoid that nuisance by simply using portals. However, that same terrain would deter our own forces from marching upon them. Perfect place to set up a stronghold, if you ask me."

In which case, they needed an army of people who could fly, and Kanae had just the race for that.


Chapter 17

After returning to Ehmvier, Kanae sent a fleet of couriers across the Commonwealth to inform Queen-Mother Zariah and Demon Lord Charron's forces about Ortesia's ultimate goal. The resurrection of Saint Rue, or Duke Ruedegard Ducante, founder of Radevic. Depriving them of the One-Eyed Cross didn't seem to impede their plans. If anything, the Knight of Gold only appeared to be peeved at most.

Repelling Ortesia from the Commonwealth might very well hinge on taking the ankh from them. Although… there was no certainty that they would leave if their plan to resurrect Saint Rue was foiled.

What was so great about a dead duke anyway? Ortesia was winning with just Gold, Avaline, and Darren stirring up fights. Could this just be a pride thing?

"Kanae Toyomi!" Claudia kicked open the door into the bathing chamber.

A few servants tried to stop the Mistress of Pain as she cruised in while Kanae was soaking in the hot waters.

"Do you mind? I'm trying to have a moment of reflection here!" Kanae exclaimed.

"We're sorry, Queen Kanae! She wanted to meet with you and wouldn't stop no matter what!" a servant cried.

Kanae waved them off. They bowed and shut the door on the way out.

"What a swank getaway you have underneath the castle," Claudia said, stripping off pieces of her equipment and descending into the waters. "I was looking all over for you and even asked the servants. It took until I charmed them that they finally fessed up where you were."

"I'm glad you like it. Arenade was very particular about building this place. You should've seen how angry she got when the smallest thing was out of place. Like the statues had to be made of whitestone," Kanae explained.

She scooped a handful of water to pour over herself. "Mmm. This Arenade is smart. Whitestone is beautiful! It also leeches minerals into the water at high enough temperatures. Harmless, by the way! The minerals act like a light abrasive that sands your skin down to a smooth finish. Where we lived deep underground, there were entire caverns of flooded whitestone. They make for some lovely baths!"

Very briefly, Kanae saw Arenade in Claudia's place as she washed off in the water. One blink, the sight was gone.

"Sooo, you're not here to just bathe with me… are you?" Kanae asked.

"I'm fit to fight again. My whip yearns to paint asses purple and paddle aches conduct a chorus of agony. That knight isn't getting through my defenses next time!" Claudia grinned, flexing her arms in every manner possible to show off.

"Er…" She hesitated to break the news. "Next time might not be any time soon…"

The Mistress of Pain grabbed Kanae by the shoulders, eyes snapped open and nails digging into her skin.

"I need my rematch! Being beaten by that cattle… I can't stand it! How would you like it if livestock pummeled you into unconsciousness?" Claudia yelled.

"You mean like dragons, gorags, and languisteeds? Sounds fun to me!" Kanae exclaimed.

"I forget you and Hildy are into that…" She sighed and backed away into the water.

They bathed for a few more minutes before finally leaving, then went up to join the others in the war room. Esta, Minestra, Lani, and Parn surrounded a worn map of the Commonwealth. Small statues represented the major players of the war, and tiny stone markers denoted on-going battles across the country. A lot of information was still unaccounted for, but scouts were hard at work on that.

"Damn it, Estaline!" Minestra slammed two fists onto the table. "Can't you get it through your thick reptilian skull that your mother's blockade will keep us from sending or receiving reinforcements this way? The whole point is to separate us. The Demon Three's Alliance might as well be moot."

"Master believes the key to ending the Ortesian invasion is preventing Saint Rue's resurrection. We have identified the condition for victory. The only thing left to do is to enact it," Esta explained unflinchingly in the face of a bigger, stronger herzulith.

"Ah~ Ah~ Are we fighting? Shouldn't we be allies?" Claudia put an arm around both of them.

"Don't touch me," they said at the same time.

Claudia put her hands up and stepped back.

"Hey," she whispered to Kanae. "Your alliance is falling apart. Isn't this where you step in and beat some sense into them? Want me to do it?"

"I think you're trying to exacerbate the problem… Alright, everyone. Each of you has two sentences max to sum up the most important thing to report to me. Keep it concise," Kanae said.

Minestra started first. "The Rook of Rotandrix set up a blockade on the Imperial Span where the road forks to Talahurah and Highgreen. This has effectively cut off all three of your major cities from each other."

"Lilith's Sisters in Black have liberated villages in the more rural parts of southern Commonwealth, but Ortesian forces are persistent. We'll lose precious farmlands if this continues," Parn explained.

"Silver and I are in agreement that Gold comes first, then we can deal with the rest. It's obvious these attacks and the Rook's blockade are meant to distract us," Lani said with Esta nodding beside her.

When Kanae shot a look to Claudia for any input, she shrugged.

"I feel the same way. The longer we delay, the more we risk them finding the crypt of Saint Rue. I still don't know why they want to bring him back, but it can't be good. Which is why I'm going to lead a strike team consisting of harpies, succubi, Edina, and Lani to Windy Bog," Kanae concluded.

The other three who were left out erupted in protests.

"Let me go with you, Master! I can ride on Edina's dragon!" Esta insisted.

"This has to be left to those who can fly and fight in the air— and before you say anything, Claudia—" Kanae was faster on the uptake before the Mistress of Pain could complain. "Only a succubus can order other succubi around, so Claudia will stay to help and take command of the Sisters of Sin while I'm gone. Figure out a way to break Avaline's blockade and defend the rural country, too."

Numerous footfalls drew everyone's attention to the corridor. Perfect timing. Castle guards had brought an old foe out of retirement per Kanae's orders.

"Where have you been hiding this delicious, broken morsel?" Claudia licked her lips.

"The Black Harpy of Talahurah. Formerly," Kanae introduced.

Talon's tyrannical reign as chieftain of Talahurah damaged a lot of relations with and between beastman factions. Some of that was still felt today after almost six years. In order to remedy those poor relations, Kanae had sent her enslaved harpy thrall across the northern border between the Commonwealth and Artaggon to… mend those alliances. Mainly by forcing her to become a sex slave to beastman leaders for a few years before tossing her into prison.

She was still the same arrogant harpy from back then. However, her appearance had taken a little inspiration. She was mostly naked. The only garments on her were leather bracers, ankle guards, and a collar with a hook to leash on. There were piercings on both nipples, connected by a chain that then wrapped around her waist. Hundreds of tally marks, smudged and fresh, tatted up the length of her thighs.

"Long time no see, Talon. How are you holding up?" Kanae asked, stroking the cheek of her harpy pet.

"I couldn't be happier serving my queen!" Talon panted, leaning into Kanae's touch.

Fresh cum dripped from the harpy's crotch. She was probably in the middle of being fucked when the guards went to fetch her.

"That's a good girl! I think you've been fucked enough for now. I need you for something other than being a glorified pocket pussy. It's time to put your warmongering to use. Are you itching to use those claws again?" Kanae asked.

"Point me in a direction." Talon straightened her back and stretched her massive wingspan. "Tell me if ya want 'em dead, wishing they were dead, or afraid to be dead. I'll tear their throats out all the same."

Where they needed to go was Windy Bog far west in the Commonwealth. The land there was flooded with water due to being so close to the coast and having a low sea elevation. It was actually a very inhospitable place, though a few beastman communities have popped up over the years in an attempt to tame the environment.

The last time Kanae had gone there was three years ago with hopes of establishing a port. Unfortunately, she and Arenade learned the hard way why no one has tried. Locals called it Shard Coast, because the coral beds were like shards of glass that sliced through the underside of ships. It was a graveyard of sunk vessels down there.

However, that proved to be one of the Commonwealth's few advantages over Ortesia. Had it not been for the treacherous shore, Ortesia's invasionary force would have established a port there to receive direct help from the empire.

Everyone went their separate ways after the meeting ended. Kanae headed to Rosaline's atelier to check on how Aisha was doing. She didn't expect to run into Mitty, but there the goblin was with a woven basket of herbs at the front door.

"Mitty? What are you doing here?" Kanae asked.

"Oh, Kanae! Rosaline and Aisha put a quest to the adventurers hall about acquiring some alchemy reagents for them. I accepted it a while back and brought the stuff, but…" Mitty cast an uneasy glance at the door.

Glasses shattered. Something heavy, like a sack of potatoes, thrashed around inside. Rosaline and Aisha could be heard shouting. Suddenly, Kanae wasn't sure she wanted to go in either…

"Here goes nothing." Kanae opened the door and—

"GRAB THAT THING!" two voices shouted.

Kanae barely had time to react. She only saw something flying in a crash course at her face, then it was lights out. Pain. It felt like a professional baseball pitcher headshotted her with a fastball.

"Ow…" Kanae squealed from the ground and saw dicks instead of stars.

"Kanae! Are you okay?" Mitty hovered over her worriedly.

"No, I'm fine. Only lost a couple of brain cells is all. What the hell was that just now?!" She sat up and rubbed her forehead.

The atelier was a mess. Aisha was wrangling what looked like a ball of steel. Meanwhile, Rosaline fetched a burlap bag for the hobgoblin woman to put it inside. Although captured, the creature continued to flail around.

"That, my sex demon friend, was an armoredillo!" Rosaline answered.

"An armor— what?" Kanae thought she heard wrong.

"An armoredillo," Aisha repeated. "Damn things curl up into a nigh-impenetrable steel ball when threatened. An adventurer delivered it to us earlier in a wooden cage! Can you believe that shit? Of course, it wasn't strong enough to contain the thing! Soon as we brought it inside, the fucker broke out and started wrecking the place."

Since Kanae and Mitty were already there, they offered the two a hand with cleaning up the place. The armoredillo did a lot of damage, but Rosaline wasn't as bothered as Aisha. It turned out that the ball of steel was an important alchemical reagent for a new concoction they had come up with. Kanae couldn't imagine how almost destroying the atelier made it any at all worth it.

"Ah, ha! Here it is. A steel skin elixir!" Rosaline held up the small vial of silvery liquid that looked like metal in the form of water.

Mitty humored her with applause.

"So… What's it do?" Kanae asked.

"Why, exactly what the name suggests. It takes the properties of an armoredillo's resilient back plate and transfers it to the imbiber. Behold." She repeatedly dipped her long, serpentine tongue into the vial.

Everyone waited patiently. They waited longer than expected until Aisha realized that Rosaline was frozen solid. Solid like steel.

"You stupid garden snake. You forgot to add an essence of earth, didn't you?" Aisha groaned.

"Maybe… But this is amazing… I cannot move… but… I'm… I'm invincible!" Rosaline exclaimed stiffly.

"Well, Aisha? How's working for Rosaline?" Kanae asked, stifling a laugh as she went around collecting ingredients to brew a fix.

"For? You mean with. I might as well be supervising her with all these amateur mistakes she keeps making! Gods. Every day it's another problem. Oops, she ingested an expensive ingredient. Oops, misplaced those experimental antidotes somewhere in the for-sale section. Oops! Aisha, have you seen my beakers? I'm appalled that this alchemist hasn't perished from her own experiments yet!" She bottled a potion up and fed it directly to Rosaline's mouth.

Soon, the eccentric lamia alchemist was able to move again.

"But we have so much fun and learn so much, Aisha! I try to teach her that the only way to learn from your mistakes is to make them. She isn't a very good student about that." Rosaline wagged the tip of her tail.

"Until one mistake proves deadly!" Aisha retorted.

All Kanae could think was thank GOD Mikki enrolled to Aidenhall, far and away from Rosaline.

"By the way, Kanae! We've been making headway on creating a potion to counteract the effects of the anti-succubus magic potions," Rosaline said.

"You did?!" Kanae gasped.

"No, we haven't. Don't you dare give her hope. It's all experimental just like that steel skin elixir!" Aisha exclaimed.

"I-I still want to hear it. This can be a big game changer. Tell me you have something!" she implored them.

Although Rosaline flashed a smile, Aisha let out an exasperated sigh.

"You must know the saying, the dose makes the poison? This is true of potions and elixirs. We are all essentially imbibing some poison with every health draught we take. It is negligible because the benefits far outweigh the drawbacks. Drink enough healing potions in one sitting, and you can become very sick. So, back to the saying. The dose makes the poison. If every potion and elixir contains an amount of poison, then it reasons that an antidote exists to neutralize the effects. Just like the steel skin potion—"

"Experimental steel skin potion," Aisha corrected her.

"Yes, yes! Experimental. There is an antidote for it as well. We need only concern ourselves with the matter of combining the right ingredients. I have devised a concoction that very briefly nullifies the anti-succubus magic potion. Its effects return a second later. I need another ingredient to extend the effects— something called dragon's tongue, a very rare weed that only grows in a Rift. I would like you to find this for me. Once found, we can use an apparatus to duplicate it and perhaps… mass produce it," Rosaline explained.

"The question is," Kanae began with a click of her tongue, "where will we find a Rift on such short notice? Especially when I'll be leaving for Windy Bog soon…"


Chapter 18

The Commonwealth was an extremely large plot of land. Until the Writ of Divine Lease came along and turned this barren place into a resource rich haven, it was mostly unexplored. Those who had previously lived here then didn't care much for comfort and survived off what little nourishment it had to offer, tolerating each other like Grell and Talon used to, and pillaging when convenient. Talahurah and Highgreen were only able to grow as large as they had become due to their proximity to Artaggon. Orcs, goblins, and trolls to name a few, subsisted on the carcasses left behind by those stronger than them.

Now, years later, many smaller villages and towns had cropped up as a result of the newfound country and the Imperial Span's extension. Yet many frontiers were yet uncharted. That was where adventurers had come in. With Mitty's expertise crowned as a Pathfinder, they braved where Kanae and her Sisters of Sin had little time to go.

Every corner was still rife with danger. One wrong turn off the beaten paths, and an adventurer could easily wander into a forest with level 100 dire beasts.

Today, on Parn's suggestion, Kanae agreed to delay going straight to Windy Bog and spend the day checking in on neighboring villages. Neighboring was relative. Some of them were many kilometers away, though not as bad as a day trip. She went alone, leaving the others behind to prepare.

A ruler must understand the plight of her subjects, was what Parn had said. Kanae was often away from the Commonwealth and skipped out on many of her royal duties. She might as well not be a true queen.

Kanae sighed.

At least Arenade took ruling seriously.

Fortunately, Chappy assured Kanae that the ankh hadn't moved. Well, it did move around just not to anywhere significant. The Knight of Gold stayed in place. Kanae and Lani flipped through his pages in hopes of finding Saint Rue's resting place. They only came away with sore hips and a satisfied living grimoire.

Kanae had been flying straight for an hour east without changing course. At last she found a bunch of mud huts built together on one side of the lake. Something was off. She slowed her approach and hid in the trees. The branches and leaves provided her plenty of cover. Parked within the center of the village were two carriages, high elven in make with their gaudy gold accents.

"I should have fucked a bunch of people to load up on Skill Drain before coming," Kanae grumbled.

Going back to get help was an option. But that would take a whole hour going home and another coming back here. No, she couldn't leave. She had to take care of this herself, as Queen of the Commonwealth.

For now, information. Kanae needed information on what was going on. Two high elven carriages must mean there was an Ortesian camp nearby. If there was an Ortesian camp, they might have a Viviren giving them a portal. But why were they here?

Towards the shore, a high elven knight barked orders at a bunch of ragged goblins. They boarded small dinghies and rowed out into the lake. Other boats on the return hoisted netted fish onto a rickety pier, stuffed their catches into barrels, and carried the barrels onto a wagon connected to an Ortesian carriage.

Four high elves snickered derisively at the goblins. One of them boarded the carriage. A moment later, the languisteeds pulled the fish-laden carriage out of the village. The others stayed behind.

"Guh… I want to help, but I don't know how many Ortesians are still around… I should've brought someone with me. Maybe it's not too late. I can—" Kanae turned her back to the village until a commotion made her tense up.

The knights who didn't leave picked up a goblin and dunked him into the barrel. Water sloshed off the side until another sealed the top with a lid. They were laughing. The blood in Kanae's veins went red hot.

Goblins might be perverts, but they didn't deserve this. If it was Mitty, Moira, or any of her daughters…

"Pick on someone your own size!" Kanae flew from cover and landed in the middle of the village.

"Succubus!" a knight gasped.

"That's not just any succubus. It's the queen of the Commonwealth!" another cried, drawing his sword and causing the others to follow suit.

There were four of them from what Kanae could see. Three wore chainmail and wielded swords, and the fourth was cloaked in a white clerical garb of the One and held a staff. The cleric incanted a spell that bathed his companions in light. Their weapons shimmered with holy magic.

"Steady!" the cleric exclaimed. "We're immune to her succubus magic. If we defeat her and present her to Lord-Major Stormcloud, we'll be celebrated as heroes! The Lord Council may even elevate our houses. Supreme One watch us, for the empire!"

The other three bellowed the same fanatical war cry.

"Tsk, tsk. Getting a little ahead of ourselves, aren't we~" Kanae switched on Sadist and struck out with Lust.

The tip phased through their armor as its special ability, and Sadist's skill of applying Turn Horny landed on each of them. They dropped to their knees, bodies shuddering from nearing climax.

"Do you like that?" Kanae asked, feeling a taunting laughter surface. "I learned during Gretchen's attempted coup that the whip can still affect you even after drinking the potion. I'm not technically casting it on you. I'm merely hurting it on you. Ahaha!"

"This is… nothing!" The first to resist rose to his feet.

"That's right! We've prepared for this by m-masturbating!" a second one exclaimed.

Kanae was so taken aback that Sadist switched off on its own.

"You… what?" Kanae blinked.

"That's right, you filthy succubus." The cleric from the back laughed. "In order to defeat you, the empire introduced strict training. One of them being to masturbate daily! Sinned, we may have, but we shall channel that frustration onto you!"

"Masturbating is natural to begin with! The empire is the one skewing your views on sex, you dumb prudes!" she yelled in exasperation.

Three knights descended upon Kanae while the cleric in the back provided them with support magic. They were able to give her a run for her tail. The Ortesian Empire and its forces were no joke.

But they were prudes. Right. They were prudes!

"How do you like these!" Kanae flashed her tits, firing out an actual flash of blinding light from the Piercings of Impurity.

While they were incapacitated, Kanae flew past the knights and went for the cleric. She embraced him from behind, reaching into his robe to find her prize.

"S-Stop!" the cleric cried.

"Let's see what you have in… huh?" Kanae felt something hard. Not a hard dick, but a metallic-shaped phallus. Like a cage. Was that… "A fucking cock cage?!"

"It's a chastity belt! Stupid succubus. Did you really think we would come unprepared?" he taunted.

"No… This, uh… 100% makes you kinkier, not prepared." She knocked him to the ground and clamped her tail pussy over his face.

By the time the other knights recovered their sights, the cleric had been drained unconscious. All of the spell buffs he was providing them wore off. Judging by the horror on their faces, they realized that. Kanae flashed a smile and cast Sleep, and the three of them collapsed in a heap on the ground.

"Queen Kanae, help!" a goblin shouted from the docks.

They were trying to pry the lid of the barrel off with a crowbar to save their fellow.

"Step back!" Kanae shouted and struck the barrel with her whip.

It shattered. Water spilled out, followed by an unconscious goblin. Kanae rushed over and pressed an ear to his chest. He wasn't breathing. She performed chest compressions, and when that wasn't enough, mustered the courage to do mouth to mouth resuscitation.

The other goblins stared lecherously as Kanae pressed her lips to the unconscious one. Suddenly, he grabbed the back of her head and pushed his tongue into her mouth.

"Mmm!" Kanae pushed the goblin off and glared.

"Whew. Waking up to a make out sesh with the queen is great. How about doing mouth to dick next?" the now conscious goblin asked.

Maybe letting goblins drown was for the best after all…

"We've got more important things to worry about. Strip the knights of their equipment and tie them up!" Kanae ordered.

The goblins went right to work, taking off pieces of armor from the high elves until they were stark naked. Kanae had to kick a couple of horny goblins off one who turned out to be a woman.

"We set 'em on the boat like ya asked, Queen. What next?" a lazy-eyed goblin fisherman asked.

The four elves, bound and gagged, laid unconscious on a small rowboat in the waters. A rope tied it to the pier, but they wouldn't be coming back to shore without some help.

"How about an explanation? What happened here?" Kanae searched the two dozen goblins for answers.

They gave her the short of it. This village was named Barkwen, and the villagers here typically fished for a living. About half of them were made up of goblins previously living in No Man's Land and some were from Mitty's tribe.

The Ortesian forces had come two weeks ago and subjugated the village immediately. At first, they resisted occupation. It wasn't until the high elves kidnapped Barkwen's sole female goblin and held her hostage that the villagers acquiesced.

"I didn't even know there was a fishing village out here," Kanae said.

"Ya didn't? We been sending fish to Ehmvier for years!" the fisherman exclaimed, nodding with his fellow villagers. "But it figures. We're a small village. We're goblins. Ain't no one got time to worry about us."

"We tried asking a neighboring orc tribe for help, but those stupid lugs don't like fighting!" another goblin added.

"There's an orc settlement nearby?" she asked.

They pointed across the lake. If Kanae squinted, she could make out tents and thin smoke stacks from campfires.

Right… Kanae had almost forgotten that orcs were nothing like what she knew of them in her original world's fictions. The orcs living in this world were pacifist. They were adverse to fighting despite being so strong and looking so ferocious.

"Is their village also occupied by high elves?" Kanae pressed for more.

"Nah. The knife-eared are too scared. Heard 'em earlier talking about who's drawing short sticks to raid 'em. Doubt it's gonna happen though," the goblin said.

"In that case, maybe I can convince the orcs to help us fight off the Ortesians. When I do, we might be able to mount an attack," she explained.

The villagers backed away.

"We ain't going near those elves!"

"I don't even know how to fight!"

"There ya have it, Queen." The fisherman goblin grinned. "If ya want us to fight for ya, then maybe something's got to give…"

A little over twenty pairs of salacious eyes molested Kanae's body. She only noticed now that the Matron's Regalia was still undone. Her breasts hung out for all to see. Charming them would be a simple matter, but that would only make her no better than the Queen-Mother. As queen of the Commonwealth, she should inspire her people.

Through sex.

"Fine. Have at your queen." Kanae sighed, relenting to their lust by stripping naked.

Goblins young and old pounced at once. It only took three to knock Kanae down. By the time she hit the ground, there was already a dick in her mouth, one between her breasts, and another prodding— and missing— her pussy. She stopped being their queen and had become the outlet for their pent-up lust.

Finally, the one between her legs plunged his dick in. Kanae shuddered. Pleasure rippled across her body. Surrounded by goblins, their stench filled her nose. They weren't going to leave her alone until every single one had their fill.

"Oooh! Mitty, that lucky bastard. I'm fucking your bitch as much as I want!" the goblin pounding into her pussy howled.

The others grabbed Kanae's hand and forced her to jerk them off. Those waiting their turn masturbated in anticipation. She opened her tail pussy to let one of them use it like a cock sleeve. This was bliss.

Their dicks might not be big, but it was ecstasy to Kanae all the same. Hot cum squirted onto her chest, hair, and face. Everyone blew their loads all over her.

"Drink it all, slut! Nngh!" The one who had been face fucking Kanae grabbed her horns as leverage. His semen spurted into her mouth in waves.

When he rolled away, another took his place. When the goblin came in her pussy, another yanked him off to take his turn.

"Tell me you want this, Queen!" The next goblin brandished his dick against her face.

"I… I want it… I want all your dirty goblin dicks!" Kanae pleaded.

"Good answer!" He shoved the erect piece of meat into her mouth.

Taking them several at a time, all of the goblins eventually had their way with Kanae. Unfortunately, given their lack of being crowned, she obtained next to nothing in experience. Instead, they gave her a creamy white cum bath.

Kanae was lying on her front, ass up while the last standing goblin was going for his sloppy… seconds? Fifths? Whichever number it was, he slapped Kanae's ass and blew his last load inside her.

"That was… a lot more intense than I expected…" Kanae coughed up cum.

There were bite marks on her breasts. A couple of rougher goblins had clawed her back. Semen oozed from every hole on her body. The final goblin's energy left him along with his jizz, healing her of the wounds left behind from the gangbang.

"Sex… with a succubus… kinda hurts…" a goblin grumbled from the ground.

"Hehe… I fucked the queen… and survived… worth it," someone else croaked.

"Oh, no." It was only then that Kanae realized— none of them had the energy to fight anymore. She slapped a hand to her face and sighed. "Damn it. What happened to taking up arms? I got nothing out of that!"

"You got our dicks. What's there to complain about?" the fisherman asked.

Kanae gave the goblin a swift kick into the water. She dove in herself to wash off the spunk and dirt, then fetched him out afterwards.

"I'm going to convince the orcs to help us. When I get back, all of you better be on your feet with a weapon in hand. Got it?" Kanae growled, only to receive a round of groans and 'okays' from the gallery.

The orc settlement wasn't too far of a flight. Kanae arrived to the green giants minding their own business, roasting meat on a spit, and building a barricade around their homes.

"Queen in orc tribe!" one of them bellowed.

All of the orcs, men, women, and children alike gathered around and showered Kanae with due reverence. It was a nice change of pace from being hit on by goblins. One of them even slipped past the crowd to offer her a bouquet of flowers.

"Aww. Thank you! Er, wait! I'm not here to be adored. There are Ortesians in the area that might attack your home. I need your help repelling them. Who's with me?" Kanae asked.

The orcs traded glances.

"Me no want fight," an orc said.

"We try making peace with elves. Offer fresh head of boar. They run screaming." Another shrugged to his companions, who nodded in agreement that it was a good tribute.

"No, you don't understand! You have to fight. They're going to eventually come back and subjugate you if we don't," Kanae explained.

Still, they refused. At this rate, she was going to have to fight without any help.

There had to be… Oh, wait.

"Alright, you don't have to fight. The elves ran away because they didn't want to intrude in your home. That was them being polite," Kanae lied.

"They being polite?" an orc tilted his head.

"Yes! We should do the polite thing and bring the boar head— actually, more pieces of boar and some weapons to them as gifts. That way, we can make friends with the elves. What do you think?" she suggested.

"More boar?"

"Yes, more boar!"

"Weapons, too!"

The orcs brought out three fresh boar corpses and tore them apart limb by limb. By doing so, they unwittingly drenched each other in blood. Kanae marched them around the lake to meet up with the goblins, who had mostly recovered enough to be moving around.

"Holy shit!" a wide-eyed goblin exclaimed. "You actually brought the stupid orcs, and… Why are they covered in blood and carrying boar parts?"

"Never mind them. It's time to take it to the elves. Lead the way," Kanae said.

They stared blankly at her.

"We don't know where they're camped."

Great.

An idea hatched in Kanae's mind. She flew over to the boat containing four sleeping high elves, picked up the woman, and brought her back to the horde. For her only, she dispelled Sleep. The woman's weary gaze snapped open in terror, finding herself surrounded by bloodied orcs and goblins.

"Good morning, sleepy head." Kanae kneeled down and smiled. "These goblins back here are horny for some high elven pussy. And these orcs? I promised to let them eat you afterwards." She thumbed over her shoulder to the orcs waving back, and one waved the leg of a boar at her. "I'm going to give you a head start to run. You don't need me to tell you what happens if they catch up to you, do I?"

The elf scrambled to her feet and took off running in full sprint.

Kanae ordered her goblin and orc force to march forward. Meanwhile, she soared ahead to keep an eye on where the woman was headed— straight into the southeastern forests. Following her lead them right to the Ortesian encampment.

"Help! The Commonwealth's queen is coming!" the high elven woman cried, running into the small campsite of around 30.

They quickly armed themselves and fell into formation. Many were trembling. All of them had their eyes trained on Kanae.

"Well, well. There's not a lot of you," Kanae said.

"We're still more than enough to take down a lone succubus scum!" the one who appeared to be the captain of the modest force shouted.

"Really?" She raised a brow. "I don't need to affect you with my succubus magic, but others…"

The forest shook with her approaching force. Leaves were knocked loose from the branches. Ortesian knights and clerics looked side to side for where it was coming from. The horde of orcs, holding bloodied animal parts, and goblins, still naked and having not put on clothes after the gangbang, emerged from the foliage behind Kanae, stoking fear in the high elves.

Many of them dropped their weapons and ran for the open portal at the back of their camp. Kanae swooped in and caught a high elven mage unawares before she raced into the portal, too.

"Go to Sleep," Kanae urged with an incantation.

The elf did, and the portal sputtered out. Less than a dozen high elves remained, facing the orcs and goblins. They threw themselves to the ground.

"We surrender! Please, don't hurt us!" they cried.

Kanae ordered her forces to take the high elves prisoners. The bluff had worked. The Ortesian forces were none the wiser. Thank god for their ignorant belief that orcs were savage brutes and goblins were… Well, they were probably right about goblins.

"Hey, let me outta this damn cage!" someone from the largest tent yelled.

Kanae went to investigate. Trapped inside a cage was a two and a half foot tall shortstack of a goblin woman. She was naked, covered in red and white body paint over green skin. Amber orange hair was tied into two pigtails that flared out from her head.

"Are you Barkwen village's female goblin?" Kanae crushed the lock with Titan Blow to free her.

Out stumbled the goblin, pudgy and thick in all the right places. While short in stature, she had a fiery demeanor about her.

"That I am. Terra's the name. Where are my useless males? I bet those bastards holed up in the village while I was captured." Terra stormed out just as the other goblins were making a break back to Barkwen.

"Ah, shit. Terra's still alive!"

"Run!"

"Y'ain't getting far! I'm the bearer of your offspring, ya sorry sacks of shit!" She shook a fist at them.

"Full disclosure," Kanae began. "It took letting them gangbang me to even consider coming to your rescue."

Terra whipped around and grinned. "Well, I guess I have the Queen of the Commonwealth to really thank for. Those fucking elves came outta no where asking about some crypts and graveyards in the area. Figured they were talking about the sunken temple up north, but we didn't say nothing, mind ya."

Temple… Crypt of Saint Rue?

"Terra, I want you to tell me about this temple!" Kanae implored.


Chapter 19

Due north, a much larger lake fed into the one Barkwen village was situated at. Trees encircled the length of it, and Kanae spotted collapsed bridges from the south and north end. They stretched for at least ten feet before the drop. Dirt and overgrown grass reclaimed the cobblestone path.

"I didn't even know this was here," Kanae said.

"Neither did we," Terra remarked from her little cart throne pulled by two goblins. "Not 'til a couple of these bozos took a boat out and capsized. Apparently, they saw a whole ass building down there. Castle, maybe, by the way they described it."

This very well could be Saint Rue's resting place. Did the entire place sink into the lake? The Ortesian forces had no idea how close they were to discovering it. Maybe the 'lake' used to be a moat, judging by the bridges.

"How come your people built a village at the smaller lake? Isn't there more fish in this one?" Kanae asked, leaning over to inspect the water.

One of the goblins waved dismissively. "Nah. That's the weird thing. Ain't no damn fish in there. No insects either. Just a jungle of kelp and that castle. Water's fresher than crisp mountain air though."

Kanae started taking off her clothes. Both goblins popped boners, and Terra clocked them over their heads.

"Ya fucked the queen already and did jack shit in return. Put those dicks away before I snap 'em," Terra threatened.

"Y-Yes, Terra!" they cried, looking away in hopes of losing their erections.

After setting the pile of clothes and equipment aside, Kanae flew to the center of the lake. It was a little too murky to make anything out, and the sun's glare reflecting off the surface made it hard to see. She sucked in a deep breath and torpedoed in.

Towers of kelps blocked her way. It really was a jungle down here. She shifted through and pressed on, eventually finding a belltower one would see from church buildings. This must be the top. In that case, the lake was a lot deeper than she expected.

Kanae swam a little deeper and the rooftop came into view. Gargoyles covered in algae stood vigil over the building's watery grave. Gothic architecture, including the many hips and valleys of the rooftop, didn't scream high elven. Someone as important to them as Saint Rue would have been buried in an extraordinarily lavish crypt, but this wasn't.

Thinking had to come later. Kanae winced, and her muscles were beginning to tighten. She was running out of breath. After resurfacing and flying back to Terra, she laid on the grassy ground to let the sun dry her out.

"What are ya waiting for? Don't ya got something for the queen?" Terra urged them.

Both goblins ran up to Kanae and dropped their pants.

"TOWELS! NOT YOUR DICKS!" The fiery female goblin kicked them into the lake and handed Kanae a towel herself.

"If there were more female goblins like you and Moira around, the males might stop being horny," Kanae joked while wiping herself down.

"No way. These green pricks are too horny for their own good. Well, did you find what you were looking for?" she asked.

"Won't know for sure until I actually go inside, but I'll need something like an oxygen tank…"

Anyone trying to go spelunking in that cathedral would drown before entering the doors. Having reached a dead end for now, they returned to Barkwen village. It was starting to get late. If Kanae didn't return to Ehmvier soon, the others were going to get worried and send a search party. As much as she wanted to get to the bottom of this, the underwater temple was going to have to wait.

"Sorry, queen. Wish we had more to help you with. Me and my mates are only fishers here," Terra apologized.

"Don't be! You have no idea how much you've helped by showing me that place exists. For now, just keep an eye on the lake. Let's see… if that stuff in the water is kelp, you can harvest it for food. That way, your people can guard it while not looking suspicious," Kanae explained.

"Eugh. I feel like I eat enough green," she said, side-eyeing the many goblins of her village. "Alrighty. Anything comes up, we'll send word to Ehmvier! One more thing. Whaddya wanna do with the captives?"

Terra and the goblins led Kanae over to a boat shed at the docks. Inside, lying on the ground, were four high elves, stripped naked and bound.

"Uh… Where's the women at?" Kanae asked.

There were seven captives in total between the occupiers at Barkwen and following the end of the battle at the Ortesian encampment. Four were men, who were currently tied up here. The remaining three were women, and they were missing.

When Kanae and Terra turned to the two goblins accompanying them, they avoided eye-contact.

"I thought you said they didn't know how to count!" one goblin whispered frantically.

"Terra doesn't know how to count. The queen does!" the other groaned.

"I can at least count up to 0, and that's how many offsprings you'll get from me if you don't tell us where the females are at!" Terra growled, grabbing a handful of both goblin's gonads.

They relented and brought Kanae and Terra to a tool shed a stone's throw away behind Barkwen. It did seem a little too quiet in the village. This explained everything. One goblin threw open the door to the missing high elven women in the rapturous throes of a gangbang.

There were as many as five goblins to a high elf, each caked in cloudy white seed with more to cum. One of the elf's eyes were rolled back, likely having disassociated to escape the ordeal.

"This is… where we kept them…" the goblin who led them here confessed.

When the others finally saw an angry Terra at the door, one of them screamed, 'run', and they scattered for the exit. Kanae exerted a charm to freeze them all in place.

"I didn't say you had to stop. I'm only here for the Viviren. Terra, do you recognize which one it is?" Kanae asked.

"Meh. All knife-ears look the same…" Terra used her foot to turn the elves side to side. "Them being covered in jizz makes it harder to tell. Oh, wait! I'm pretty sure it's this cunt." She lightly stomped on an elf's stomach, forcing all the spunk from her pussy to shoot out. "Bitch had a mole under her left eye. Didn't see it with all the cum on her. I remember her making fun of me for being a breeding sow. Is that s'posed to be funny? That's like me saying ya use forks to eat food, ya fucking weirdo. How d'ya like being a goblin's breeding sow, too? HUH?"

The Viviren were portal masters, which made them an extremely high value asset to the Empire of Ortesia. Was it a unique skill they had? In which case, Kanae could put them to good use.

"You will… pay for this… succubus…" the Viviren elf muttered.

"I'll be taking this one." Kanae wrapped her tail around the high elf's waist and picked her up.

"W-What about the rest?" a frozen goblin asked stiffly.

"I'll send someone from Ehmvier to pick up the men. You can keep the women. Break them in the name of Sin," she said, releasing the goblins from her control to continue.

"You heard the queen!" Terra flashed a toothy grin. "I'm joining in. Time to see what creampied high elven pussy tastes like."

Kanae flew home and made it back in time as the strike team for Windy Bog was getting ready to leave. Esta was still moping around about not being able to accompany her.

"There, there! I'll make sure Amethyst is just fine. Leave it to me, Silver!" Lani assured the drakeling knight.

"Are we all set?" Kanae asked, descending to meet them in front of the castle.

"My talons are sharpened and ready for tearing." Talon smirked.

"Man…" Edina shuddered from atop her undead dragon. "I know Talon's under your control, but bloodthirsty harpies still scare the shit outta me…"

Five harpies, five succubus Sisters in Black, Talon, Edina, Lani and Chappy, and of course, Kanae herself made up the small force to assault the Knight of Gold at Windy Bog. Going off their past battles, this was suicide without Esta, Minestra, and Claudia. It had to be few. Too many traveling across the Commonwealth would draw attention.

"Uhm… Can we address the dire beast in the room? Who do you have there?" Lani pointed at the elf.

"Oh, right. This is someone from the House Viviren. Claudia! I brought a new toy for you!" Kanae shouted.

The Mistress of Pain, currently dressed from head to toe in a dominatrix outfit, came flying out of the castle in a hurry.

"Kanae, you shouldn't have!" Claudia leered at the elf with ravenous intent.

"Make her talk." Kanae dumped her before Claudia's feet. "She holds the secret to portal magic that might help us. I also want you to send some succubi to fetch the high elves I left behind in Barkwen village, east of here by a small lake."

Kanae decisively held back from informing the others about the sunken temple. For now, at least. Not when an Ortesian was right beside them.

"I can smell the seasoning of goblin cattle spunk on this one. Did she get a good rutting from a few? Ah, well. A little rinse before playtime won't hurt. I can't wait to show you all my toys~" Claudia lifted the elf with one hand and caressed her bare chest with the crop whip.

The shuddering Viviren elf cast a desperate gaze to Kanae and Esta. "It… It really is true… The Commonwealth has really allied itself with the Underqueen… Aren't you and Estaline von Cleisseldor knights of the Order of Colors? And… And that's Lanil Hammerthorn, a Saint Priest! Where's your sense of righteousness against… against evil?"

"You and your people invaded my home," Kanae began, her voice simmering with malicious and sadistic drawl. "My sense of righteousness is the joy of turning enough of you into gibbering, mindless sex slaves enlightened by carnal pleasure that the rest will think twice about attacking ever again."

"No, please—"

The elf's pleas were cut short by Claudia ferrying her away into the castle.

Now to leave.

Kanae paused, staring up at Edina's giant undead dragon.

"Edina, put your dragon away. You can bring it out again when we're fighting," Kanae said.

"You want me to do what? That's like asking a succubus to cut off her wings! I'm not stowing anything away," Edina protested.

"It's a giant target! We're trying to travel inconspicuously, and a dragon is not inconspicuous!"

"No!"

"Damn it, Edina. Put your dragon away!" Kanae placed a powerful charm on her to obey.

"Ahhh! You bitch! Putting a charm on me is cheating! Where are those damn potions when you need one?" Edina complained and did exactly as she was ordered.

Once the dragon vanished, they took flight westward for Windy Bog. Edina pouted and threw a tantrum the whole way there while the harpy squad took turns carrying her. At one point, she struggled so much and ended up plummeting to the ground. A harpy barely caught her in time, and she stopped thrashing ever since.


Chapter 20

Night turned to day, day turned to night. They traveled across the width of the Commonwealth for what felt like ages. For once, it offered Kanae a glimpse of her country's vastness. Gifting Queen-Mother Zariah and Demon Lord Charron a parcel more of land likely wouldn't affect her at all. If anything, she still had plenty of real estate to spare up here.

They passed over small villages and farmsteads along the way. Some were up in flames and others were left as cold ruins in the wake of the Ortesian invasion. Their attempts to scorch farmlands and occupy some were intended to starve the Commonwealth, and they might succeed if this war lasted long enough with Radevic staying neutral.

"What do you think, Lani? Do Ortesians deserve mercy for what they're doing to innocent people?" Kanae asked.

"No," Lani answered promptly, then offered a giggle. "Did you expect me to say yes? I'm a Saint Priest, Amethyst. I have to put on glasses where one lense is white and the other is black. If Grand Eye Analise tells me to fight, I'll fight. But that doesn't mean I can't make my own decisions. Right now, Ortesia is my enemy because of their plans to resurrect Saint Rue. After that, I'm bringing you back to Aidenhall to face judgment."

"At least I can rely on you Saint Priests to be pragmatic." She sighed.

After flying non-stop for five days, everyone was getting tired. Kanae's wings were sorer than her pussy the first time she had sex with Thume. They should be about two-thirds of the way there. Chappy assured them that the ankh was still in Windy Bog, although it had been making odd movements every now and then. It was obvious the tool remained in Petyr's possession, but she would move to and from the waters and the wetlands.

"Kanae!" Edina shouted from the front. "I think the harpies and succubi are getting tired. We should head down and make camp!"

The area around here was dry yet extremely cold. Canyons and valleys as far as the eyes could see. They were in Varu now, a desert that extended for kilometers and the home stretch before reaching Windy Bog. The land was interspersed with clusters of cacti and thousand-foot tall trees spaced far apart from each other. Their roots propagate through the rocky terrain, weaving over deep grooves in the earth once carved by ancient rivers.

"There should be an Eminence of Sin monastery somewhere in Varu. We'll rest there. Keep an eye out!" Kanae signaled for the harpies and succubi to fan out.

It didn't take long before one of them found the temple built into the cliffside. A gigantic root jutting out from the cliff wrapped around the monastery like a protective wall. They regrouped and descended down together.

"Was something like this always here?" Lani gasped.

"We certainly didn't build it." Kanae shrugged. "Back when I was going around conquering No Man's Land, a few of us came across this on our way to Shard Coast. Judging by the statues of the Supreme One, it was a pilgrimage site for followers of the One, but long since abandoned. Arenade had the bright idea of repurposing the monastery for the Eminence of Sin to use for… well… Let's just say there are some succubi I've turned that have a hard time adjusting. I've since named it the Depraved Monastery."

"Great place to throw in some criminals to serve their time! I've sent a couple of fucks who tried to cheat me outta my money in Lograin," Edina added.

When they landed at the front entrance, the large double doors had been left slightly ajar. The wooden make was blackened by fiery scorch marks. Kanae had a bad feeling about this, and the others were quick to catch on, too. Everyone drew their weapons and entered slowly with Talon leading the way.

The farther they crept into the antechamber, the more Kanae was able to make out the subtle sound of… music. Light poured in from the opening of another set of doors on the other side. When Talon pushed it open, they found the source of the music.

Labelle, the Mistress of Debauchery, was sitting on a chair at the dais. She played a merry tune on her lute that echoed across the worship chamber. The music seemingly had more notes filling the air than just the string instrument in her hands could muster. Her audiences were a hundred or so succubus Sisters of Sin fighting for a turn with the high elves, their moans serving as the chorus to Labelle's climactic finale.

"Another Queen-Mother succubus…" Lani eyed the Mistress of Debauchery cautiously.

"An enemy to soak my talons in blood with!" Talon shot in with a burst of speed.

"Talon, wait! That's—" Kanae cried too late.

"Thank you, thank you! But I'm afraid I won't be accepting autographs." Labelle jumped onto her chair and played a rift on her lute. The ensuing vibrations caused Talon to careen to the side, crashing into a few rows of pews.

"An ally…" She finished her sentence groaning into her hand.

Labelle flew on her back like floating in a pool of water while strumming her lute. Upon reaching Kanae and her companions, she landed gingerly and took a deep bow.

"I'm not going to clap if that's what you want." Kanae folded her arms. "What are you doing here and what happened to my monastery?"

"Kanae, man. I'm hurt! You need to praise talents in order to nurture them, ya know?" Labelle wagged a tail at her.

"That's right. I don't get enough credit for being the greatest necromancer in the world." Edina nodded.

Kanae rolled her eyes and ignored the squirreling.

"If you gotta know, Mother sent me. You gave us a chunk of land in the northwest, remember? We caught the sweet scent of some high elves poking their noses where they shouldn't. She wanted me to check it out, offer some an invitation for dinner, and, well… give a concert to welcome them!" Labelle smirked.

"Help… I can't… cum anymore…" One of the high elves being sucked off by a succubus croaked for mercy.

"Come on~ I'm still hungry! Give me more! You can give me more, can't you?" the Sister of Sin panted.

When Kanae pointed at them, Labelle threw her hands up.

"I had nothing to do with them if that's what you're wondering! They were already fucking when I got here. I just thought they needed a little music, is all!" She shrugged.

Something hit the monastery hard, and the entire place shuddered. Kanae and Labelle exchanged glances, wondering if the other had anything to do with it. Another hit. This time, it blew a chunk off the worship chamber's rooftop.

"We're under attack! Quit screwing the high elves and arm yourselves!" Kanae ordered the Sisters of Sin.

"Dragon time?!" Edina asked.

"Dragon time." She nodded.

They escaped out the hole in the ceiling to meet a small army of high elven knights at the edge of the cliff. Spellcasters stood on the front line, preparing to cast another round of artillery magic.

"Don't waver!" an elven officer boomed. "Destroy this sanctum of sin. Our brothers and sisters' sacrifices will not be in vain! For the empire!"

"I fucking hate hecklers, man. It's rude to interrupt someone else's concert!" Labelle plucked a lute string, sending out a high-pitched screech that brought the spellcasters to their knees.

The magic they were about to cast sputtered out. That wasn't all. One by one, the Ortesian mages began to take off their clothes and find a partner to make out with.

"That's better." She smiled, then turned to Kanae. "What are you waiting for, your Majesty? Let's rock their worlds!"

"Sisters! Dinner came to our doorstep. It's time to feast! Talon, Edina, show them what you're made of!" Kanae empowered her companions with Bond and cracked her whip.

Labelle performed a rock concert on her lute while Kanae's forces wreaked havoc on the Ortesian invaders. Succubi with ravenous appetites pounced on immobilized high elves. Talon and Edina, strengthened by Bond, pummeled those strong-willed enough to resist the Mistress of Debauchery's music. Lani was supposed to fight, too, but she gaped in shock at the battle quickly turning into an orgy instead.

When Kanae landed, an Ortesian knight immediately tried to strike her down. He swung wide and missed. His body shivered in a way she recognized as someone nearing climax. Even while not being the prime target, Labelle's Bard magic made her skin tingle.

"This is… nothing! For the empire!" The knight thrusted his sword, but Labelle descended and knocked him to the ground.

The lute was being played by two translucent magic hands that followed close behind her. Using her own free hands, she tore off pieces of the knight's armor until a very erect dick sprung from his trousers. Labelle proved to be a succubus after all, another slave to instincts as a sex demon and depraved hungerer. She sat her pussy down on his dick and bounced with increasing fervor.

"It's alright if you wanna scream, cattle. I need some bass in my chorus! Mmmh!" Labelle sighed in bliss. Contrary to what she wanted, the knight shrieked like a little girl, and having grown tired of his voice, plugged his mouth up with her tail. An inviting gaze fell upon Kanae. "How about joining me? My tongue can make an instrument out of your pussy."

"Tempting, but I prefer to have sex OUTSIDE of combat!" Kanae exclaimed while fending off two more knights.

One of them wielded a warhammer. It sparked with holy energies. Kanae narrowly dodged a smite, and it shattered the boulder behind her. He brought the mighty weapon above his head for another blow until Talon swooped in. Large talons grabbed ahold of his shoulders, lifting him high into the sky.

"I'll eat yer innards when they spill out after the fall!" Talon sneered and let go.

"That's a waste of a perfectly good meal!" Labelle got up, and the quivering knight beneath her shot his load onto the ground instead. She fetched the plummeting elf before he cracked like an egg.

"Hey, that was my kill! Ya owe me one with yer own life!" The black harpy snarled.

"Bloodthirsty fuck!" She growled in return. "You can't milk dead cattles! Kanae, knock some sense into your thrall before I shatter her eardrums."

Both of them came within inches of tearing the other's throat out.

"Sorry, Enthrall doesn't rewrite their personalities. This is how Talon always is. Talon, down! Labelle is an ally!" Kanae shouted.

Talon backed away and returned to the fighting as ordered. The remainder of the battle was a piece of cake thanks to Labelle's incapacitating magic as a Bard. It had made many of the Ortesians sitting ducks, and the succubi were hounds on the hunt. They were down to half their forces before an officer ordered a retreat.

"Aww, leaving the concert early? Party-poopers. You sure about letting 'em run?" Labelle asked.

"I already know where they're going. Even if they tell Gold, we have a living grimoire to check on her location if she decides to leave," Kanae assured her.

"Gold?"

Kanae promised to explain everything inside and ordered the Sisters of Sin to round up the Ortesians as prisoners. They returned to the Depraved Monastery with almost 40 high elven knights and clerics. The previous owners of the temple intended this place to be a pilgrimage site, and to be able to feed hundreds of pilgrims at any given time, had built a series of storage rooms below. The Sisters had renovated those storages into prison cells, replacing wooden doors with iron bars and paintings of clergy with magic-dampening sigils.

Inside each cell was a criminal, their mind broken beyond repair and used as feeding fodder for the succubi who work here. The likes of Bardell and some of his Outriders were somewhere in here, too, but they weren't important anymore. Lani stopped in front of a cell and gasped. A succubus was having herself a threesome with two men, who were clearly not all there in the heads.

"This is… inhumane!" Lani gasped.

"What's wrong, Saint Priesty?" Labelle laughed from behind. "Too much of a prude that a sight like this makes you clutch your pearls?"

"No, uh… Lani is the farthest thing from a prude," Kanae interjected.

"You're depriving people of their freedom, their agency! Will those Ortesian captives face the same fate? Amethyst, how does this make you any different from the Queen-Mother?" the Saint Priest asked.

Maybe Kanae would have felt differently before becoming a succubus. But currently, looking into the cell, this resonated within her as the appropriate thing to do. Especially to prisoners of war.

"If you put it that way, I might not be so different after all. But you won't see me imprisoning innocent civilians of the Commonwealth. The key word here is innocent. I drop that adjective when it comes to anyone who attacks my people and country. That's all there is to it," Kanae explained.

After putting the Ortesian prisoners into their cells, several of the hungrier succubi followed them in for seconds. Unlike the Sisters of Sin based in Ehmvier, Talahurah, Highgreen, Lograin, and Radevic, these had no patience for foreplay. Kanae had practically thrown lions into a cage full of gazelles.

It used to be that Kanae tested someone before transforming them into a succubus. The original slime ritual gauged their willpower. However, casting that aside to grow the Eminence of Sin, as well as raise the necessary follower count for Deification, meant that many were left unvetted. There would obviously be some, unable to withstand the insatiable appetite of being a succubus, that slipped by.

If that wasn't bad enough, Kanae couldn't unmake their half-succubus transformation. So, a solution was needed. The Depraved Monastery wasn't just a prison for criminals, but also for those succubi.

They returned upstairs to the main worship hall where Talon and Edina were waiting at separate ends of a pew.

"What's the plan, bud?" Edina asked.

"They know we're coming and who's with us, so we've lost the element of surprise. That doesn't change the fact that we're able to fly, and they mostly can't. I want everyone to remember that this isn't a battle though. The only thing we're after is the ankh. We'll hit them hard and fast tomorrow," Kanae explained.

"Sounds to me like you're scaaaaared. How tough can a bunch of cattle in armor can be?" Labelle shrugged.

"Well, for one, your sister Claudia was hurt so bad she was bedridden for a few days."

The Mistress of Debauchery stopped strumming her lute. She grabbed hold of Kanae, glare simmering with rage.

"You're lying! Claudia is… Is Claudia alright?" Labelle asked worriedly.

"I'm not lying. Claudia's fine now. She can take a hit. We can't, because we don't have her fortitude. That's why it's important to take this seriously. You're always treating them like cattle to be herded. Even cattle can fight back," Kanae reminded her.

Labelle begrudgingly let go, but she was no longer messing with her lute anymore.

"Back to my original question. The fuck is the plan? Gold isn't going to just let us fly in there and nab the damn thing from her hands!" Edina exclaimed in exasperation.

"I-I'll think of something, okay? First… I think we should turn you into a succubus again. You'll be able to fly. You can keep replenishing your mana by draining people," Kanae said.

"Oh, I wanna see that!" Labelle perked up.

"I just became a squirreling again, and you want to succufy me already? Well, fuck. I guess having Drain and Charm was pretty nifty… Oh, alright. Spit in my mouth, and there better not be a loogie." Without leaving her seat, she stuck a tongue out and tilted her head up.

Kanae swelled with magical energy. All that power gathered to the tip of her tongue. She cupped Edina's cheeks and let a drop of saliva trickle into the open mouth.

When Edina swallowed, her ears twitched as horns sprouted from her head, a pair of wings unfurled from her back, and her complexion took on a darker shade.

"Ugh… Here comes that succubus hunger again… I'll be downstairs, having me a good fuck. Be back later." Edina shuffled to the dungeons with her thighs squeezed together.

"Fucking rad!" Labelle beamed. "Hilde's never done that before. Queen-Mother forbids it because halfies ain't real. I can still smell the cattle on her, but changing someone into a half-succ is metal as fuck. Hey, hey. Change Priesty into one, too."

"M-M-Me? I can't be a succubus! No way!" Lani clutched herself defensively.

"I won't be able to change anyone who doesn't want it. Desiring the transformation is one of the conditions," Kanae said.

Labelle clicked her tongue.

After everyone retired to their rooms in the dormitory quarters, Kanae called in nearly twenty of the succubi who were feeding off their Ortesian prisoners. She posted guards outside the monastery to look out for more possible attacks. Hopefully, there wouldn't be any to interrupt her.

Kanae gazed upon their delectable bare bodies and swallowed hard. She stopped counting a long time ago. She had too many partners and encounters to keep track of. With the Sisters of Sin, it was always a delight to partake in their lust. Especially with how much they wanted her, their queen and high priestess, in return.

A particularly impatient elven succubus with long, brunette hair couldn't wait another second. She climbed onto the bed where Kanae was lying naked. Thankfully, this monastery had been built by high elves, so the furnishings of the abbot's quarter was big enough to accommodate a few of them at a time. As their bodies embraced and fingers intertwined, the door swung open.

"Kanae, I'm hurt! You were about to have a spicy hot succubus orgy without me?" Labelle feigned offense and strummed a sorrowful tune on her lute.

"I have twenty succubi to have sex with in order to draw power from Feed the Queen. It's going to take all night! As if I have time for more." Kanae rolled her eyes.

"Or do you?" The dark elven succubus sauntered in with a seductive smile. "I happen to know Hilde intimately well. If you two are crowned the same, that must mean you have Skill Drain. Don't you want to pound some beats into me?"

Sex with… another Mistress…

One pluck of the lute string and every succubus in the room erupted in a chorus of moans. They shuddered in ecstasy, from the vibrations that teased their bodies. Labelle passed her lute to two phantasmal hands again, letting them play a pleasant tune while she climbed into bed.

"But I wanted the high priestess to shower me with love first!" The succubus on top of Kanae pouted.

"Get in line." Labelle kicked her off and took her place. "How does Skill Drain work again? Don't tell me! Hilde explained it to me before… Oh, yeah! I gotta have used it on or shown it to you. How about… Orchestra?"

Four more Labelles appeared around Kanae. One on each side, another behind, and the last with arms around the neck of the primary Labelle.

"Clones?" Kanae gasped, recalling Renya's signature skill.

"Nope. These ain't real. They can't affect anything, but you don't know that. In battle, they make it easier to fuck with an opponent. Now take it from me. Give me that cock and screw me!" Labelle urged.

Kanae didn't need to be asked twice and switched Futanari on. What Labelle didn't know— and Kanae had forgotten too— was that the Cock Ring of Hardening was still on.

The Mistress of Debauchery's eyes snapped wide open. She arched her back and howled as Kanae's giant cock penetrated her.

"Fuuuuuck! What is… You're bigger than Hilde… nngh… How are you so big?" Labelle winced.

"Crap! I forgot I still had an enchanted cock ring on my dick!" Kanae apologized.

"Heh… It's a challenge then… I can take this!" She began to bounce and grind on the immense dick.

The twenty succubi in the room couldn't stand it any longer. They embraced each other, found a partner, pair, trios, and whatever combination amongst themselves to sate their appetites.

"You're so tight… I'm already about to burst!" Kanae warned, grabbing ahold of Labelle's hips and pumping rhythmically into her.

"Fuck, I'm going to cum, too… I need to… I…" Labelle threw her head back and moaned. She bit down on her finger. Her lute continued to play on its own, rising in beat and pace.

Powerful vibrations in the air were like hands upon Kanae's body. They molested her. Caressed her. Fingered her. She saw stars and ejaculated deep into Labelle, shooting a massive load of spunk into the succubus' womb.

[Congratulations! You are now level 253!]

[Skill Drain has temporarily acquired the skill Orchestra.

Orchestra: You create corporeal illusions only you and your targets can see. They act independently of you, but in a way that you would to fool the affected.]

"You can knock me up, can't you?" Labelle smirked and gyrated her hips to milk Kanae some more. "Hilde warned me about this dick skill once. Can you imagine? What if your baby batter puts an actual baby in me? Wouldn't you like that, rocker? An heir to both the Queen-Mother and your Commonwealth?"

"But I already… have so many kids…" Kanae panted.

"Ah, relax. Ambrosia's already set to inherit the crown. The rest of us? Well, we're still gonna have a place in our new succubus empire, but it's up to us to carve out our own little farm. Now, then… We still have all these lovely groupies to taste, don't we?" She got off, and they separated with a pop!

For the rest of the night, Kanae and Labelle laid with the Sisters of Sin in a debaucherous orgy. Magical instruments played them a symphony of depravity, and they were the chorus to its orchestra.

When morning came, Kanae was lying in bed with twenty succubi strewn over the room and Labelle clinging to her. Their appetites were insatiable, as expected of the Depraved Monastery's clergy.

"Let's see what Feed the Queen gave me…" Kanae checked her updated spell list while the others slumbered.

[Firebolt: Shoot a small blast of fire at an enemy.]

"Don't need…" She removed it from her list.

[Shard of Ice: Shoots a bullet of ice at an enemy. If it misses the target and hits a surface, will instead create a slippery surface of frost.]

"Nope."

[Magic Hands: Create up to two magical hands with a STR rank of C that can be used at will to interact with things.]

"Oh, this might come in handy!" Kanae giggled at her own joke, then went bright red when she noticed Labelle staring.

"Who needs an audience when we can give ourselves encores!" Labelle grinned, joining with a corny follow-up and her own applauding magical hands. "Ah? Ah~ C'mon, Kanae. That was clever."

"God… it would have been better if you just made fun of me instead." She groaned.

The rest were mostly useless and not helpful. Kanae discarded them all except for Magic Hands. She had hoped to gain a few worthwhile spells in the upcoming attack, but that was too much to ask from a bunch of low level, common-crowned succubi.

"Amethyst, are you awake yet? We should hurry before—" Lani opened the door and shrieked, then promptly shut it. "Sorry! I didn't mean to intrude!"


Chapter 21

Not an hour later, and they were ready to assault the Ortesian stronghold. By noon, when the sun was the highest, Kanae and her crack team had crossed the threshold of Varu desert into the wetlands of Windy Bog.

Gold and the Ortesian force had built a palisade around their vast encampment of carriages and tents. It was the largest gathering of high elves and drakelings Kanae had seen yet. The empire had to have been ushering soldiers through portals day and night to accumulate so many.

"Remember, this isn't a fight we can win," Kanae began. "They know we're coming. They most likely prepared for it. We only have the advantage of them not knowing what our plan is. Labelle and Edina will attack from the north and south respectively, forcing them to split their manpower to deal with the sieges. The rest of us, Talon, Lani, and myself, will dive bomb into the center of their camp from above and take the ankh from Gold."

They nodded. The Sisters in Black and the succubi of the Depraved Monastery ached for battle. And sex. Mostly sex.

As everyone went to their places, Labelle put away her lute and brought out what could only be described as a guitar. Yet… clearly looked primitive and magical in make. The strings shimmered with a faint glow. The Mistress of Pain flew out to the south side and was met with dozens of Ortesian knights.

"Are you ready for a concert?" Labelle bellowed, using some sort of magic to amplify her voice that even Kanae could hear it from afar.

The knights didn't humor her. They charged right away, weapons and magic ready to put the succubus down. Labelle's fingers danced across the guitar strings, bringing them all to a grinding halt. Music filled the air. Those on the walls pressed their ears shut. Many more were falling to their knees and clutching their groins.

"What… is… that…RACKET?!" Out came the Knight of Gold, dressed in a full suit of armor but without the helmet to reveal an angry look. "Eyes peeled, knights! Kanae could be—"

"It's time for the main event, fuckers!" Labelle stuck a tongue out and flipped the middle finger.

An explosion rocked the north side of the encampment. Edina's undead dragon, death knights, and hundreds of skeletal warriors from Legion of the Dead, punched in through a hole in the wall. Ortesian knights emerged from the comforts of their carriages and tents to meet them in battle.

"The ankh is still in Gold's tent!" Lani relayed, eyes on Chappy's open pages.

"You heard the Saint Priest. Let's go!" Kanae ordered.

They beelined for the biggest, most lavish carriage that looked like a mansion and obviously belonged to Ortesia's Lord-Major Petyr Stormcloud. But their descent wasn't all rainbows and sunshines. Scores of spellcasters fell into formation. Bright flashes of magical spells fired into the sky. Kanae, Talon, and Lani broke away from each other to avoid being hit all at once. Harpies and succubi that had come with them were being hammered, and not in the way they liked.

While Chappy protected her from the blasts, Lani performed somatic gestures with both hands. Dark wriggly tentacles emerged from the ground beneath the Ortesian spellcasters' feet, entangling them in place. The artillery stopped. Instead, they turned their attention in trying to break free.

Talon, being as fast as she was, landed first and shredded through their numbers. She made quick work of them since they were all stuck in place and unable to defend themselves.

But more were coming by the second. They needed to hurry.

"Talon, you and the squadron guard the entrance!" Kanae ordered.

"It'd be my pleasure. Bring it, ya high elven bastards!" Talon screeched a warcry.

When Kanae and Lani climbed into the carriage, they were surprised to find half a dozen young elven squires in the middle of getting dressed. All boys. Kanae flicked her wrist, casting Sleep to put them all under. They crumpled to the ground snoring.

"Can this even be called a vehicle? It feels like a mansion. Amethyst, look! There are even stairs leading to the upper floor!" Lani pointed to a spiral staircase.

That, and there were walls to suggest other rooms than just the foyer.

"You know, I've pretty much stopped questioning how a high elf can afford things, and began to question why. Anyway, do you sense the ankh?" Kanae asked.

Lani nodded and led them to the second floor. It smelled of sex and wine up here. Like someone was just having a party. The large bed was slightly moist. A scent Kanae was all too familiar with. So, the Knight of Gold was just a pervert after all. She suspected nothing less from a people always preaching about holiness and purity.

The two of them zeroed in on a big, gold-banded trunk at the foot of the bed. A projection of a lock glowed in front of the keyhole. Magic protected it. No surprise there, given how important the ankh was to them.

"Let's see…" Kanae flicked a wand held by her tail and casted Dispel.

Nothing happened. Instead, a golden bolt of magic fired back. It struck Kanae square in the chest and sent her flying across the room.

"Are you okay?!" Lani gasped.

"Uu… I think… I just got smited…" Kanae laid face down on the floor, charred well-done from top to bottom.

Lani helped Kanae up, and they returned to the locked trunk. The fighting was getting fiercer outside. They were running short on time.

"Allow me. I designed a spell that might be able to break open magical locks," Lani said.

"Wait, you designed a spell?" Kanae gaped.

"Hehe. That's top secret! Buuut, I will let you in that Eliza and I are masters at inscribing useful spells onto a scroll." She smiled and pulled out a rolled up parchment.

Kanae watched as the scroll levitated in mid-air. Lani positioned both hands so that the lock's projection was nested between her palms. Complex runes and texts ignited, searing into the parchment. It burned from the bottom up and disintegrated. The lock on the chest had vanished.

"It worked?" Kanae asked.

"Whew!" Lani wiped the sweat from her brows. "It worked! That was an expensive and experimental spell, too. Eliza and I have been working on it for years. We call them spell scrolls! In time, people without affinity for magic may be able to cast spells. Isn't that amazing?"

"Let's save the celebration for later. Time to open the chest," she said, heart beating faster with anticipation.

Together, Kanae and Lani pushed open the trunk. It was filled with many personal effects. Among them, neither could believe and only the former recognized, was a Sexy Slime Goods dildo, nipple clamps, and ball gags. Expensive jewelry were strewn in there, too. They pushed all the stuff aside and found a baton-sized golden ankh, distinguishable by the T-shaped body and a teardrop head. Its gold metal was warm to the touch.

Finally. The magical item that could resurrect the dead. The very key to bringing Arenade back to life… Kanae finally had it in her hands at last.

"Kanae? Kanae! Snap out of it! We have to leave before Gold realizes what's going on," Lani implored.

They hurried back down just as a death knight charged past the carriage.

"I am powerful!" Cantu bellowed from atop the behemoth undead's shoulders.

Kanae was taken aback. She had almost forgotten Edina brought him out of his tomb. It looked like the necromancer let him out to play.

"Come, soft-fleshy mortals! Face the might of undeath—" The rest of his sentence was cut short by a beam of divine energy. "AAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

"First, you took the One-Eyed Cross from me. Now you intend to take the— Wait. If… If you have the ankh, d-does that mean you saw…" Gold, who was holding Labelle by the neck, stammered and went red up to her ears.

"That's right!" Kanae exclaimed. "I saw all your sex toys. Turns out, you're even a fan of Sexy Slime Goods. Did you know, I came up with that franchise? What do you say about a trade? A lifetime supply of sex toys in exchange for the ankh?"

"Bargain, with a succubus? Fine. Let's play, Kanae. Here's my counter: drop the ankh if you want this succubus to live," she said, transforming her longsword into a dagger poised to stab Labelle.

Kanae hesitated to leave. Her feet were rooted to the ground.

"What are you doing, Amethyst? She's a Queen-Mother succubus. We have the ankh. It's in our best interest to escape. Now!" Lani whispered impatiently.

"Kanae can't escape," Gold taunted. "I know of her alliance. This is Labelle, Mistress of Debauchery. She should have called herself Mistress off-Beat instead for how terrible her music is. I swear, my ears were bleeding listening to her play the lute. Honestly, I'd rather not keep her around even as a prisoner. She's much more foul-mouthed than the other succubus. However, if you lose her, I wonder how shaky your alliance becomes with the Queen-Mother? Especially if I fib a little and say… you exchanged her for the ankh?"

More than anything, Kanae understood the burdens of being a mother. How she would do anything to protect her children. And how furious she would be if anything were to happen to them.

"Okay…" Kanae relented.

"You're joking! After we've come this far?" Lani turned to her in shock.

"I'm glad we can come to an agreement. Give it here. I'll let the succubus go once it's in my hands. I'm not a fan of imprisoning succubi. Having them so close in proximity gives me the creeps!" Gold shuddered and stuck a hand out.

Kanae conjured one translucent hand into existence from the Magic Hand skill obtained last night. She placed the ankh into its palm, then compelled it in Gold's direction. The hand stopped half-way between them.

"What's the matter? Second thoughts?" The elven knight asked.

"I just remembered something. In Highgreen, there's a new school of magic being taught at the campus of Moonlit Avenue. It's very creative. So creative that even I, a succubus, couldn't believe they came up with it! That is, applying magic to sex!" Kanae conjured the second Magic Hand and plunged its fingers through the armor, into the Knight of Gold's pussy.

Expectedly, Gold jumped several feet into the air and yelped. Her entire face went red. Her knees buckled.

"What is… nngh… this? You… FOUL BITCH! What did you do?!" Gold shouted.

"And this is a skill courtesy of Labelle!" Kanae cast Orchestra, creating multiple illusions of herself that lunged for Gold at the same time.

She took the dagger off Labelle and swung madly at the illusions. In reality, Gold was striking nothing. Kanae retracted the hand holding the ankh back to them, and Labelle seized Gold's distraction to break free.

"GET THEM! IF THEY ESCAPE, I'M FLOGGING ALL OF YOU MYSELF WITH SHIFTING STEEL!" Gold yelled menacingly.

The magical hand was too slow moving. Kanae spread her wings and shot forth to grab the ankh, but Gold tackled her. They rolled across the camp. The ankh was being kicked around by high elven and drakeling infantry rushing to deal with the undead horde. Both of them scrambled to pick it up, elbowing and grappling each other on the way there.

"I hope you like it up by the butt!" Kanae recast Magic Hand to stick a finger into Gold's ass.

"Kuh! You dare besmirch the holy temple that is my body? I'm going to squash your head like a melon!" Gold snarled.

"Only if you do it between your thighs!" she retorted.

Gold swiped the ankh off the floor first, and a look of triumphant flashed on her face. Kanae bodied the elf and looked up just as they stumbled into a portal. They landed in a smaller camp, on a raised wooden foundation from which she saw murky waters sloshing between the cracks. The salty scent of the ocean breeze snapped her eyes to the horizon. A fleet of ships blanketed the seas far in the distance. Their hulls were plated with gold accents, and all of them flew the colors of Ortesia and Rotandrix. Shard Coast's treacherous coral reef, jutting out of violent waves like giant swords and spears, were all that stood in the way of them making landfall.

There must be hundreds. A few even rivaled the size of Renya's ship, the Songstress, but surpassed in firepower seeing the many gunports on their hulls.

"What is… all this?" Kanae gawked.

"The pride of the empire, our glorious Golden Fleet!" Gold exclaimed, slipping the ankh into her waistband. "I'm not its admiral, but even I can't help but be in awe of the empire's seaborne might. They may not be able to come ashore, but thanks to Viviren portals, our supply lines are secured. Our invasion, in motion. Our conquest, assured. Don't you get it, Kanae? Your Demon Three's Alliance is hopeless. The Commonwealth will crumble, and we will found a brand new high elven country from its ashes!"

"Ortesia had its chance, then they abandoned it. This is my country now! Ours. Demons, succubi, and whoever is willing to give living together a chance. Same goes for you, Gold. Knowing your predilections, I can give you everything you want here and then some."

"I-I don't know what you're talking about! I also refuse to listen to a succubus whose magic hands are PLUNDERING MY PRIVATE PARTS!" She transformed the sword into a bow and fired an arrow infused with Divine Smite.

Kanae was able to easily dodge the shot. Gold was weak from being pleasured. The hands fingered and squirmed inside her with a single purpose— to make her climax.

As they clashed, it became increasingly clear that being sexually teased in the middle of battle was not to Gold's advantage. That didn't mean her attacks were any weaker. If a single strike connected, it would be lights out.

"Orchestra!" Kanae backed away to let the illusions confuse her.

"As if I'm falling for that again!" Gold saw through it and bull-rushed her with a spear.

The point of the steel came inches within Kanae's face— but Gold collapsed on the ground. Both magical hands were pumping faster and faster. They screwed her so hard, her pussy and ass made incredibly wet squelching sounds.

"Awww. Can't get up? Orgasm too strong for you to handle? I thought you trained for this, too. It looks like it feels really good though. I might have to try touching myself with those magic hands later. I'll be taking this in the meantime." Kanae quickly snatched the ankh.

"You… mmm…! Coward!" Gold tried to grab Kanae's ankle, but she jumped back.

Without giving Gold a chance to recover and take the ankh again, Kanae entered the portal. She returned to a losing battle. The only reason they hadn't lost yet was because of Edina's circle of bone brutes and undeads around the portal. Lani, Labelle, Talon, and the others were inside fighting off anyone who slipped by.

"Kanae! What took you?" Edina yelled for her attention. The necromancer had her robes lifted up and was riding a high elf in the missionary position. One of many high elves, because there was a pile of unconscious and groaning bodies next to her. Their limp dicks were hanging out, and their bodies were drained to the point of being husks.

"God damn. How many did you drain? I was gone for like a few minutes!" Kanae gasped.

"Have you any idea how much mana it takes to upkeep this army? The Pillar of the Damned ain't what it used to be, pal! My squirreling poon may be some grade A shit getting them to squirt so fast, but I'm running outta bodies here. We gotta go— ahh, fuck. He's cumming!" She shivered as the elf beneath her squirted his last load before passing out. "Scratch that nut. I'm fresh out!"

The undead dragon landed in the center of the circle, and everyone climbed on to its spine. With one powerful beat of its wings and one last upsurge of mana from Edina, they launched into the sky right before the undead blockade broke. The remainder of her death knights, Cantu included, jumped into her abyssal portals before they were overrun.

"KANAE!" Gold emerged from the Viviren portal to see them leaving. "This. Isn't. OVER!"

Everyone was battered. But the battle was behind them now.

"How in the three hells did you defeat that monster?" Labelle asked in surprise.

"I didn't. They did!" Kanae conjured both magic hands still wet from Gold's juices.

They made it back to the Depraved Monastery just as Edina tapped out of mana. The dragon disappeared, sinking into an abyssal portal, waiting to be summoned again later. She made it as far as the courtyard before falling unconscious, and Kanae had to carry her the rest of the way inside.

"Quite frankly," Lani dropped onto the pew, dead from exhaustion, "I'm surprised at how strong Gold is… I must confess it might take more than a few Saint Priests just to match her sheer physical and magical strength. Yet you defeated her by… f…f-fingering her? Whatever you're learning in Moonlit Avenue, maybe I need some lessons, too."

"If there's a Highgreen left after this war, you're welcome to enroll. Anyway, I'm not so sure we're safe here. Gold might send people here right away. We should leave early in the morning," Kanae insisted.

"Will you be going to Artaggon to resurrect the Queen-regent?" the Saint Priest asked worriedly.

Kanae pulled out the golden ankh and stared at it. That would be for the best, but leaving the Commonwealth during a war? It was all the way in the northern part of Hellfire Badlands, too. It would take months to go there and back. As much as she wanted to see Arenade again…

"What if I go?" Labelle suggested.

They snapped to her with eyes wide.

"I ain't got no one to bring back to life. You point me in a direction, I'll go straight there. Besides, you got a war to worry about here. I was just sent here to check things out," she added.

"I'll think about it… But I'm not letting you go alone. Talon would be going with you," Kanae said.

Labelle shrugged.

"The more the merrier. Be nice to have a little birdie chirp a tune for me on the journey!"

"Y'ask me to chirp one more time, and I'll make mincemeat outta ya." Talon growled.

"Oooh, scary! Tell me, why should a vulture fear a pigeon?" The Mistress of Debauchery rose to meet her threats.

Or… Maybe sending them out together was a bad idea…

"Hey, Priesty. What does your order say about carnal pleasures? Does the idea of a good dicking make you squeamish?" Labelle asked, sitting down next to the warlock and clearly intending to tease.

"You mean as a member of the Saint Priests? There's nothing against us having, ahem, affairs. Grand Eye Analise even encourages us so that we aren't distracted. Obviously, each member has their own thoughts on it. I'm fortunate to have Chappy for my needs!" Lani explained while Chappy stroked her chin with a tentacle.

"Well, then…" The succubus shot Kanae an alluring look. "In succubus culture, it's tradition for victors of the battle to fuck. Whaddya say? Wanna show us the meaning to the saying, 'fucking like rabbits'?"


Chapter 22

Greatness in zealotry. Family above all, but not before the Supreme One. Walk in lockstep with purity, holiness, and righteousness. Glory to the Golden Empire of Ortesia.

What a load of crap.

The only person that mattered was oneself. A teacher provided a student the materials with which to learn, but the onus was on the student to pick up the sword and open the books. Family? Just a group of people who happened to share the same blood, using it as an excuse to claim responsibility and importance. Stronger bonds had been formed by strangers.

Purity? Luxury instead. Holiness? Self-gratification sounded better. Righteousness? Nothing but virtue-signaling.

Petyr Stormcloud whipped a high elven officer's bare back with a flogger. He threw his head back, biting the urge to cry out in pain. Streaks of red trickled down his back alongside sweat. She had been beating her officers all day and yet the frustration of being defeated was yet to subside.

Defeat. By that succubus bitch! Kanae Toyomi, Demon Queen of the Commonwealth and mastermind behind the Demon Three's Alliance.

"Aaaaahhhhh!" Petyr let her overwhelming anger loose and continued whipping. "Damn her! May her private parts rot and fester until she can no longer lay with anyone or anything! I'm Lord-Major Petyr Stormcloud, the Knight of Gold, destined for a seat on the Lord Council! I should be in Ortesia, not out here in this succubus and demon-infested swampland!"

She put her all behind one final strike, causing the officer to howl a different tune than usual. He was shuddering intensely. Her eyes fell to his crotch, where the outline of a very obvious erection formed on the leather pants.

"Disgusting! For showing me such a foul sight, you are hereby demoted from the rank of lieutenant to sergeant. Go shovel horse shit. Get out of my sight!" Petyr ordered.

"Y-Yes, Lord-Major!" He, and fourteen other officers who had received the same beating, hobbled out of the tent with their heads down.

Petyr wiped the sweat from her brows and sighed. Her cheeks were red. Hot from the image of an erect penis, even if it was hidden behind clothing.

"Lord-Major!" A courier made herself known from the entrance of the tent. "Grand Admiral DeSalle has sent us the latest batch of squire-aspirants. Who among our knights shall I send them to?"

"You will send them to no one. Bring them to my personal carriage. I'll brief them personally," Petyr said.

"At once, Lord-Major!" She saluted and hurried off.

A high elf of great status, such as a member of the revered Stormcloud family, must be treated to the highest of luxuries. Having been sent across the sea many leagues away from Ortesia, there was little of it to be found in the Commonwealth. The one silver lining, however, was that she had no shortage of other pleasures.

"Lord-Major… I'm…" The squire's breath grew hoarse and ragged the longer they continued.

"Are you close?" Petyr asked, bouncing on his throbbing member more enthusiastically. "It's okay. Let it all inside me! And don't call me Lord-Major. It's Petyr when we're alone— ahh! Keep swinging your hips! I feel you shaking so much! Your innocence… your purity… shoot it all into me, squire! Don't hold back!"

The squire let out a cute moan and ejaculated into Petyr. She shuddered in pure, unadulterated ecstasy that brought her to a quaking orgasm. Her eyes fell down to the panting squire. His own eyes were glossy. Petyr leaned down to kiss him, one of many firsts that she had taken. From the others, too, as she scanned her four conquests from the past few hours lying asleep in various states of undress.

This was bliss. A joy that belonged to her only. There was no greater satisfaction than the crossing point where boyhood innocence crossed into adulthood. However, even Petyr's usual wasn't able to abate the dirty feeling of that damned succubus' magic. She shuddered just thinking about it. The scent, the flavor of these squires couldn't wash away the bad taste the demon queen left behind.

Petyr guided the squire's shaky hand to her breast and the other to her leaking crotch. Every pang of pleasure reminded her of how the succubus molested her with those Magic Hands. What depraved thoughts must cross someone to come up with that? It was a spell meant to… meant… to…

"Accursed creature. I am pure. I am not to be mishandled, and yet she… mmm!" Petyr climbed to the squire's inexperienced fingering. His penis was hard again, throbbing for release. It made her tongue salivate. If she remembered right, the rabble of this country used their mouths as much as they did their reproductive parts. Did it really feel that good? To put one's mouth on something so… dirty?

"Lord— erm, Petyr… what are you doing?" the squire stammered.

"Lay back and relax," she urged him, shuffling down between his legs until the penis was throbbing in front of her face. "This is… Right, this is important. During our crusade, you may come across succubi who will perform the most profane acts upon you. I'm merely preparing you!"

Petyr opened her mouth intending to envelope it with her lips when someone rapped on the carriage-mansion's front door.

"Lord-Major, urgent message for you!" another courier announced and rudely interrupted her private time with the squire-aspirants.

"Did I ask to be interrupted?" Petyr shouted. "Young squires are impressionable. If I'm unable to drill into them the hallowed lessons of Ortesia and the Supreme One, then they will sooner fall to succubus and demon corruption— of which this land is rife with!"

"I-I apologize, Lord-Major… B-But it's a direct summon from Grand Admiral DeSalle!" the messenger relayed worriedly.

The blood in Petyr's veins went cold. Sighing, she left the squires to rest in bed and got dressed to meet DeSalle. Her armor was still stained from the previous battle, not that the worthless admiral was someone necessary to be presentable in front of. She equipped herself with Shifting Steel on the off chance that… Well, if it came to that, then it came to that.

Petyr followed the messenger to the Viviren portal. It transported her directly to Grand Admiral DeSalle's flagship, Chosen Royale of the Supreme One. A city on the sea manned by 1,000 crewmen, capable of carrying 5,000 infantry, 200 cannons and another 50 magical artillery cannons, and built to withstand the explosive might from even the likes of Elizabeth Bedlam.

The ship flew the DeSalle heraldry of a double-sided fishing hook, a reminder of the family's beginnings and to look like an anchor. Perhaps the most redeeming yet ironic monument on the ship was a statue of the Supreme One, holding a lantern glowing of holy magic to light the way in the open ocean night.

"This way, Lord-Major." A marine bearing the DeSalle crest and gilded seafaring uniform of the Chosen Royale stood at attention.

"I know where your damn admiral is. Don't follow me. I'll throw you overboard myself if you do." Petyr glared him down and pushed past to the captain's quarter.

DeSalle's bright bedchamber was painted white with gold accents. The man himself was dressed in a silken purple robe and hummed to himself from the middle of the room, painting on a canvas. Lying naked on the bed was a platinum-haired, high elven woman of around 30 years of age. Yet the figure in the painting didn't share the same facial features. The woman was probably only a reference.

"Beautiful, isn't she? Not the one on the bed, everyone else just pales in comparison. The painting, I mean! What beauty. Hair, silver like the moon. Her flawless skin, gold like the sun," DeSalle mused in a sing-songy tone.

"Darren briefly fought her at Ehmvier. Your precious betrothed fights for the Commonwealth." Petyr recognized the high elf in the painting now as former Archbishop Gretchen Redbaron.

"Against her will, I'd like to remind you! Oooh… My sweet Gretchen. I'll save you soon enough. Even if the succubus bitch has tainted her, even if the empire's made a pariah of her, I shan't forsake my love!" he exclaimed lamentingly.

Petyr swallowed the urge to gag. It was no secret that House Redbaron, in their desperate attempt to elevate themselves, threw their daughter to the highest bidder. Amusingly, few wanted to wed someone of tarnished high elven blood. The DeSalle's eldest son, this starling admiral of the Chosen Royale, wanted her though. By an unfortunate stroke of luck— to him, not to her— Gretchen climbed onto the path of Deification and was picked by the empire to bring Radevic back into the fold. She failed. Now, her name and status was worth about as much as dirt. Petyr almost pitied Gretchen, if it wasn't for all the teasing she inflicted as a mentor during her training to become Knight of Gold.

"Leave us!" Grand Admiral DeSalle put the paint brush down and shooed the woman away. As soon as she was out the door, he turned around. "I presume you were preoccupied with my gifts? Do you like them? Fished the urchins up from the Imperial Wharfs trying to shave gold off my galleons, can you believe it? The only good thing about orphans is that they have no parents to pay a pouch of gold to. Frankly, I'm glad to be rid of them. Those rodents were stinking up my—"

"What do you want? I have an invasion to lead. Unlike you, I can't afford to languish on a ship like some fat seal." Petyr growled.

DeSalle. Full name, Errenard DeSalle. He was a thin, smooth-speaking high elven man in his 70s with deep black hair, unusual for their race. His thin mustache flared out cartoonishly, but it was extremely befitting for the countenance of a man with boundless arrogance. Errenard came from the great House DeSalle, whose origins began as simple fishermen. Their fishing flotilla expanded over the centuries until a threat of piracy forced them to arm trawlers and crew. The Church of One, having needed a great many ships and protection during the Holy Exodus a thousand years ago, sought help from the DeSalles and elevated the family for their efforts.

They went from fishermen, to privateers, to among the greatest Ortesian houses in the empire as the naval arm and second in line to the imperial crown. Errenard's ego was second only to his family's wealth.

"Come. Partake in this wine with me. Ortesia Vintage 150. Supreme One bless the cutthroat Lemaren family for monopolizing the wine industry." DeSalle offered a crystal glass to Petyr and poured the wine to half.

"Straight from the Lemaren vineyards?" Petyr lifted the glass up to her nose and breathed in the fragrant scent of grapes, a scent of home.

"Nothing but the best for the likes of us." He smiled.

Petyr smiled back, then emptied the wine on the floor rather than to accept another inch of hospitality from DeSalle. They held each other's steely gaze as the stream dwindled to a trickle like the blood on her officers' backs.

"You're a wrinkled, old leather boot left to stew in the mud and dried beyond repair in the sun! I'd have conquered the Commonwealth by now if it wasn't for you. The Lord Council named me commander of this invasion, which means you should be answering to me. But I know what's going on. If I win, another seat at the Lord Council goes to my house. You don't want the Stormclouds to outnumber the DeSalles at the table, so you're sabotaging the operation to prevent that from happening. That's grounds for treason," Petyr warned playfully.

"Careful with your accusations, Lady Petyr. What would everyone think if rumors that the scion of the Stormcloud family— nay, the empire's shining knight, had her sinful predilections come to light?" DeSalle smirked.

"You wouldn't…" Her eyes twitched. "I can sink you and this ship with a single smite and blame it on the coral reefs of Shard Coast. We'll see how much closer you are to the crown from the deepest parts of the ocean," she returned with a menacing glower in promise, not as a threat.

This bastard stood in Petyr's way of true luxury. Stood in the way of her finally putting the sword down. In the way of allowing her to simply lie in bed with her harem all day long! He was a bigger pain in the ass than the succubus.

"Wow! Look at these jitters. The hair on my arms are all standing. I believe you! I expected no less from the Knight of Gold. Bravo!" DeSalle backed off and poured himself a glass to drink.

"If you love Gretchen so much, then give me the manpower to take Ehmvier. I can settle this invasion in a month!" Petyr argued.

"Mm." He sipped leisurely on the wine and sighed. "This 150 is an absolute delight to the palate. I believe in its taste. Trust it, even. You, however, I find difficult to trust when you have lost not only the One-Eyed Cross, but also the key to the whole reason why we're here, the Ankh of Reincarnation!"

"How did you… It's fine! They don't know how it works. I do. Besides, Avaline and Darren are still looking for Saint Rue's resting place. We're close. We've narrowed it down to three places, the beastman city of Talahurah, northwest where another succubus queen has been invited into the Commonwealth resides, and east of Ehmvier," she explained.

Demon Lord Charron and the resurfaced Queen-Mother Zariah complicated everything. No one expected the Demon Three's Alliance. No one. They and Demon Queen Kanae should have been at war with each other.

"Come here for a moment, would you?" DeSalle beckoned from his desk.

"Is it another painting of Gretchen? Or a story of when she was younger? Because I had enough to last a lifetime when we were sailing here." Petyr groaned.

"I'm afraid not. Unfortunately, I had to sully my talents by drawing the faces of two rather foul creatures," he said.

Petyr ultimately humored him and walked up to his desk. Sketched onto an open book were the faces of two extremely young elven girls. Or, they would have been elven girls had it not been the horns. Succubi. One of their complexions was shaded darker, likely to imply dark elven heritage. The other carried a prideful, almost regal look about her. Possibly high elven.

"What am I looking at? You're trying your hand at drawing succubi now?" Petyr asked.

DeSalle tapped the drawings with an uncalloused finger. "Before the last fragments of Gretchen's rebellion went cold— likely captured and imprisoned now, I received a letter from her conspirators. They were attempting to kidnap these two succubi spawn. Why, I'm not sure. The letter simply alluded that they may be of great importance to the demon queen. Daughters is my best guess. Commit their faces to memory. Uncover their whereabouts and capture them. They will make for great bargaining chips. I will even release 10,000 infantry into your command to do as you wish. The rest will continue to remain in Port Kandis and Lograin to deter Radevic's involvement."

"Wha—?!" She went slack-jawed. "You're crazy, right? There's a good chance they are in Ehmvier. Darren attacked the city not too long ago. It is heavily defended. He made a single hole in the wall, and you think that's enough for a full-blown siege? They have alraunes. ALRAUNES! Even the Rotandrix dragoons are hard-pressed to lay siege any farther than the fortifications!"

"You will find a way, because this… eugh, high elven succubus is an affront to the empire and all high elves. The Lord Council may even forgive your failures in losing two relics. Go on now, Petyr. This invasion won't settle itself!" he said, shooing her away like he did the model.

Petyr stared at the drawings for a few moments later, then stormed out of DeSalle's quarters and returned to the upper deck. She sidled up to the edge of the Chosen Royale. Calm waters crashed gently against the hull.

"Lord-Major." A DeSalle marine came up from behind her. "The portal is this way—"

"GAAAAHHHHH!" Petyr grabbed the marine and hurled him overboard.

Two more marines raced up in an attempt to restrain her, but she picked them up with each hand and tossed them over, too. The rest of the sailors and marines backed away, fearful of meeting their fellows in the waters. She cracked her neck, feeling a bit of the frustration leaving after every pop. DeSalle came up onto the deck and watched from the entryway. He had an amused smile on his face.

Petyr pointed at the admiral, drew a thumb across her neck, and then entered the portal. After returning to the encampment, she retired to the carriage-mansion right away and threw herself into bed, hugging the nearest two squires.

"How was your meeting with the admiral?" one bug-eyed squire asked.

"We will be doing more succubus-resistance training?" Another gazed up expectantly.

"I heard," Petyr began as she climbed off the bed and loomed over them, "you were all orphans from the Imperial Wharfs? Squires are reserved for the noble class."

The five of them froze up.

"Th-The admiral said he would keep that a secret! We never meant to deceive you, Lord-Major! We truly wanted to serve you!" a particularly terrified boy cried.

Petyr lifted a hand. "I could already tell as much from your dirty fingernails that you weren't from any noble families." In a quieter voice, she added, "I sort of envy that."

They traded uneasy glances between each other.

"Form a line!" She grabbed a nail filer from her vanity desk. "You will be taught proper hygiene. Lessons in cooking come next. You're going to need to learn to feed yourselves in time. Following that, I'll teach you to wield and swing a sword. If your efforts are satisfactory and time permits, then we may recommence our earlier training."

"Yes, Petyr!" They beamed with the dewy-eyed, innocent joy that she adored so much.


Chapter 23

Being crowned a Trapper had its perks. Not quite Rogue and not quite Hunter, but the class captured the best of what both could do and possessed some unique skills not available to either. Revah glanced into the classroom where Mikki was intently paying attention to the lesson, Pan had fallen asleep behind an open book, and Teana's brows were knitted tightly in struggling to understand. Sitting beside them, arms folded and silently staring forward, was a picture-perfect copy of Revah created from Illusory Bait.

The skill created an illusion of the caster to lure prey while the Trapper themself laid in wait. It copied one's scent and was real to the touch. The only thing it couldn't do was make a sound. However, no one should recognize the difference since Revah was quieter than a cat on the prowl.

Now, free to do as she pleased, Revah stealthily skulked through Aidenhall with Shrouded Hunt as was her favorite pastime. Shrouded Hunt cloaked Revah in magical invisibility for a duration. She had come to know every nook and cranny of the academy like the back of her hand. Who knows? One day, practical knowledge like this would become more useful than lawful usage of magic in a civilian setting 101.

Any other day and Revah would be sneaking into Nelly's or another boy's room for a quickie. Today was different. Call it a Trapper's intuition, but the air around Aidenhall tasted more tense than usual. She had grown suspicious ever since junior knights were asked to stay within the confines of the palace and academy. The real kicker came when they imposed a curfew a week ago.

At the moment, the corridors of Aidenhall were somewhat empty. Most students were in class since school was in session. Knights patrolled the halls in greater numbers. A group straightened their backs and stepped aside as two powerful presences approached.

The Saint Priests, Camilla Rudeux and Vestrid, two of the eight strongest knights of Aidenhall, moved briskly down the corridor. Revah quickly flew aside to avoid them walking into her, then followed after the pair.

"Ahhh~ It's meeting after meeting after meeting… Do you think the Grand Eye would be okay with me calling in sick?" Camilla asked.

"No… Camilla, you skipped out on the last meeting. Bear with it. This one is the most urgent. Grand Eye Analise wants to talk to us about the war in the Commonwealth. Finally, too. I've been restless since Silver and Lani went." Vestrid sighed and clenched her clawed fists.

Revah winced at the mention of war. The same war that Mom decided they shouldn't be a part of. It wouldn't surprise her if she enrolled them to Knights' Academy just to keep them out of the fighting. How silly. They should be with her. Right now, out there in the battlefield. If not Mikki, Teana, and Pan, then at least her, who had a greater sense of battle than any of them.

"By the Supreme One's hairy arse, I hope the meeting isn't to throw us into the fighting… The last thing I want to do is tango with Gold! She's crazy! Even as a Fencer, my specialty of dueling in single combat, wouldn't be enough to match her sheer strength. That Shifting Steel paired with being crowned a Paladin is so unfair!" Camilla lamented aloud.

"You and me both, Camilla. As much as I hate to admit it, facing Gold will demand the strength of several of us. I've grown fond of Amethyst. For Silver, I worry about. She may push herself too hard when it comes to Avaline. I hope she and the others pull through." Vestrid frowned.

They reached the entrance to the Basilica of Saint Rue. Sensing a strange kind of barrier at the door that wasn't there before, Revah didn't follow them in. She cursed under her breath. The meeting must be important to warrant something like a barrier.

Revah refused to be beaten yet. She flew out a corridor window and searched for a way in. There were many, but the barrier blocked every single opening. Even through the rafters.

"You're joking…" Revah pressed a finger against a balcony door. The barrier zapped her with holy energy, and she quickly pulled her hand away.

Fortunately, a certain someone had access to most places in Aidenhall. Revah flew down to the stables where Runald was tending to the many languisteed. He and a couple of stablehands had them trotting about to get their daily exercise.

"Runald." Revah tapped his shoulders.

"Supreme One's ass!" Runald jumped three feet into the air and spun around to find no one.

"Oh, sorry." She ended the effects of Shrouded Hunt, revealing herself to the high elf.

"Revah? Gods above… Shouldn't you be in class?" he asked with a hand pressed to his chest.

Runald Aespir, probably one of the few decent high elves Revah had ever met. This guy partnered with Mom when they first enrolled in the academy. He also happened to be head over heels for Mom but wouldn't ever admit it in a million years.

In physical training classes, he was always pushing himself to be better. In academic lessons, he was about as studious as Mikki. Though no one would have believed Runald to be at the top of the class dressed in a simple leather tunic and sunhat, holding the reins to a languisteed.

"I need to get into the Basilica of Saint Rue. You can get me in," Revah said.

"Uh no, I won't. You need to get back to class, and I have four languisteeds whose hooves need trimming. Now if you don't mind—"

Revah grabbed Runald by the shoulders and tried to place a charm on him. It didn't work, and he just looked at her with disappointment.

"Seriously? I'm a higher level than you. There's no way you're putting a charm on me." Runald rolled his eyes.

"Tch. If you help me, I'll tell Mom that you've been really good to us in school," Revah said.

The high elf froze in place, trapped and baited.

"W-Why would I care about that?" Runald awkwardly cleared his throat.

"Oh, nothing. Just that Mom might really like how nice you are to us. Like a guardian and mentor whenever we need help in classes," Revah added with a slight smirk behind her face cowl.

"Kanae said you were the most dangerous one to watch out for… Fine. But instead of guardian and mentor, fatherly. Like I've been a great parental… adult figure to you girls!" he insisted.

"We're not that far apart in age…"

"That's not important! Just describe me that way to her!"

It was Revah's turn to roll her eyes, and she did. Obviously so. She ultimately accepted and shook hands on it.

Hard to believe Mom had taken a liking to Runald, who was doing his best not to let the excitement show on his face. Nelly was a better mate. Manly, too, yet not without a vulnerable side to him.

"This is an enchanted ring." Runald pulled a silver band off his index finger. "If you need help getting into the Basilica, it's because the Grand Eye's holding an important meeting. Whenever that happens, she activates sigils around the cathedral that creates localized barriers at every opening. The ring was given to people like me and the clergy to enter and keep working. It creates a small field of magic around you, letting you and whoever is by your side to pass the barriers."

"Thanks." Revah was about to take off until he snatched her hand.

"I can't emphasize this enough. Don't lose it and don't get caught!"

"Okay, sheesh. You're starting to sound like Mom," she groaned.

When Runald finally let go, Revah turned to fly but instead came face to face with Daya, the daughter of the Queen-Mother and Mikki's girlfriend. Her canine ears were pulled back, and her big eyes stared down like the burning sun.

"The others might not have noticed, but your silly illusion didn't fool me. What are you up to now, Revah?" Daya asked, landing in front of her.

"Uhh. Nelly taught me never to get between two quarreling succubi, so this is where I take my leave. Come on, Sparky. Let's get your hooves sorted out." Runald led the languisteed into the stable in case things turned ugly.

"It's nothing," Revah said. "I just didn't care to pay attention in class."

Daya moved to intercept Revah when she unfurled her wings. "Nu-uh. You're holding a ring with a weird aura that you didn't have before. You're up to something. Anytime you get into trouble, Mikki gets worried. I want my cute honeybee happy, always. Even if that means making sure you're not doing stupid stuff."

Revah gagged at 'cute honeybee', a pet name Daya had given Mikki. She needed to somehow lose Daya before going to the meeting at the cathedral. Her eyes caught sight of Tiny, the giant devil mutt, resting curled up at one end of the field. A few pigeons had made themselves at home on his head.

"Sorry, about this— Playtime, Tiny!" Revah whistled sharply a series of quick notes that Teana had taught him.

Tiny's ears perked up first. He snapped to his feet and came running to play. The languisteeds and stablehands ran away. Daya spun around too late, and Tiny snatched her in his jaws.

"Revah, you tusked bitch! Tiny, put me down! We're not playing, and I'm not a chew toy!" Daya cried.

"See you." Revah tugged the cowl down and stuck her tongue out before flying off.

The Basilica of Saint Rue had many entrances. It wasn't exactly a fortified position like the Ocular and Royal Stronghold. There were countless windows and verandas to enter from. Revah went in from the clerical quarters. As she made it to the window, a wet and slobbery hand fell atop her shoulder. She shuddered and glanced back.

"Thought you lost me… didn't you?" Daya growled.

They rolled into a nun's bedroom, fighting to grab ahold of the other. Daya had her hands on Revah's horns when the door swung open. A nun stood there, petrified at the sight of them. They charmed her to come in and shut the door before anyone else saw.

"Would you stop following me already?" Revah groaned.

"Sure, once you get back to class! What's so important that you're trying to get in here for anyway?" Daya asked.

"Ugh… I'm trying to find out what's going on in the Commonwealth. We haven't heard anything. No one tells us anything. So, I'll find out for myself. But I can't if you follow me. My Shrouded Hunt only works on myself," she explained, hoping Daya would finally leave.

It had the opposite effect.

"Then I'm coming with." Daya stood her ground.

"You're impossible." Revah sighed.

"You're an icy cunt. My sisters are up there, too. I deserve to know what's happening. You aren't the only one with a few tricks up her wings though." She produced a seemingly empty vial, but upon closer inspection, an almost opaque liquid sloshed within.

A potion of invisibility. Daya tipped the contents into her mouth. After a few seconds, her body and clothing went invisible.

"Where did you even get that?" Revah switched on Skulker Eyes, granting her vision the ability to detect body heat. Daya showed up as an upright blob of orange and yellow.

"Who else? Your sister. Mikki made it for me. We like to get kinky sometimes. Jealous?" Daya smirked.

"Hmph. If you get caught, I'm not saving you." She cast Shrouded Hunt and snuck out into the hallway.

"That goes for you, too." The canine succubus huffed.

They quietly made their way to the back of the cathedral, carefully avoiding knights and clergy. The chamber was closed shut and heavily guarded. If that wasn't a big enough sign that something important was going on behind those doors, then the skin-burning holy aura from Grand Eye Analise was. Revah found a window to fly out of, then reentered through a wooden sunroof directly above the meeting. They hid in the rafters and listened in.

Seven of the eight Saint Priests sat around a half-circle table facing Grand Eye Analise and King Turren. Food and drinks were left untouched. Not Camilla though. She was nursing a glass of wine and smoking from her pipe. Ulric Boradin, the dark elven Ranger dressed as a princess, was resting his head on the table. Despite a few bored looks, their discussion was tense.

"Whatever is happening in the Commonwealth, Ortesia's invading force is finally moving a chunk of its manpower there," Danito read off from a report in his hand.

"Any idea why?" King Turren asked. "For months, they have been moored at Port Kandis. Honestly, I wish they would leave already. Farmers across the continent can't keep sending their harvests. If we tax them anymore, they will start picking up pitchforks!"

"No clue, your Majesty. Could be Ortesia didn't expect the Commonwealth to put up much resistance. The Demon Three's Alliance may very well be giving them a run for their buck," he suggested.

"Kuh. Just thinking about their alliance makes me sick!" Delayn grimaced.

"Sicker than when the Rook of Rotandrix besieged Aidenhall, Delayn? At least Amethyst didn't hurt her own people," Vestrid said, coming in defense of Mom.

Revah heard Daya exhale a breath of strained relief. The only reason many people aren't outright hating succubi was due to Mom's efforts. She proved that succubus weren't just a race of mindless sex fiends. Well, some of them still were, but not as much as every other race had its own villains.

"Honestly, Amethyst is holding back. I'm sure she is capable of so much more," Vestrid added.

"How do you mean?" Bocchiri, the common elf Saint Priest, asked curiously behind a mask of his own.

The drakeling thumbed over her shoulder. "You know all those languisteeds we suddenly got like half a year ago? They didn't come from nowhere. Amethyst birthed almost a hundred of them in less than a week! She single-handedly restored our cavalry unit. Amethyst is a powerful succubus. She holds back on our account as equal allies. Imagine if she started birthing dragons. We would be having a very different discussion."

"Wait… How did Amethyst birth… languisteeds…?" Delayn asked, but the answer came to her after a few seconds of silence. "Oh… by the GODS! Please, excuse me… I need to see myself to the ablution chamber…"

The Saint Priest stormed out of the room while her nails dug trenches into her arms.

Ulric didn't hold back from laughing. He shot a look up to Revah and Daya. A chill ran up their spines when he locked eyes with them. He waved subtly and flashed an amused smile. Was he… able to see through their invisibility?

"Ulric, you were with Amethyst the longest. What do you think? Does her alliance with Demon Lord Charron and Queen-Mother Zariah mean she's turned her back on our alliance?" the Grand Eye asked.

"Nope," Ulric answered with the utmost confidence. "Amethyst loves two things— one is sex. The other is her family, particularly her daughters. Sure, we should scold the hair off her for releasing Hilde and Minestra later. But I know she did it for good reason. The Commonwealth only lasted this long thanks to help from Artaggon and the Queen-Mother's succubi. Can you really blame Kanae for wanting to protect her own?"

A few of the Saint Priests squirmed, seemingly ashamed of themselves. Even now, Revah felt Mom's love. Recalling tender memories of childhood warmed her heart more than a fireplace.

"If it wasn't for Kanae Toyomi and the Commonwealth during Gretchen's rebellion, Ortesia would be controlling Aidenhall about now, and I wouldn't be Grand Eye. What am I doing? I kowtowed to the empire after the rebellion. I rolled over for them again after they stole from the vault. What would my predecessors think?" Grand Eye Analise lamented.

"You're being too hard on yourself, Analise. The entire world is in a very precarious state, and… there are Ortesian spies all over Radevic," King Turren whispered.

"Am I the Grand Eye of Radevic? Or the Empire of Ortesia's lapdog? Danito, how many strong were seen moving towards the Commonwealth?" she asked.

"Hm. We estimate between 9,000 and 10,000 imperial infantry consisting of Ortesian, Rotandrix, and other vassal states sworn to the empire," Danito explained.

Revah gasped. That many? How many more soldiers did the empire have if that number was considered a 'chunk'?

"Centuries-long alliance be damned," Grand Eye began with a furious drawl. "The great golden empire can feed its own troops. Starting today, we won't be sending even a grain of flour. Camilla, you and Danito work together to compile a list of Ortesian spies in Radevic. Sheena and Bocchi, ride to Lograin and stall the advance with bureaucratic nonsense. Vestrid and Ulric, stand by in Aidenhall. Delayn will join you once she is done… seeking forgiveness. I fear we may see retaliation from Ortesia very soon. Dismissed."

Revah and Daya escaped as the Saint Priests were leaving. That was a close call. Eavesdropping also yielded a lot of important information. Radevic was finally going to do something about Ortesia's attacks.

"We're done now, right? You're satisfied? Let's go back to the others," Daya insisted.

"You can go. I'm not staying cooped up in Aidenhall. Mom needs me," Revah said, flying in the direction of the Radevic Branch of the Eminence of Sin.

High Priestesses Meidina and Tabitha should be there. They could help her find safe passage into the Commonwealth. Revah was closing in on the church when Daya caught up.

"You just don't give up!" Revah clicked her tongue.

"I can say the same about you! Kanae wants you to stay here where it's safe. Why throw yourself into war? Trust me, there's nothing glorious about it!" Daya protested.

"I know it isn't. That's not what I want. We lost Auntie Arenade, alright? I don't want to lose any more family. If there's anything I can do to help—"

"The most you can do to help is to stay safe. What do you think is gonna happen if you get hurt? Your mom'll put herself at risk by doing anything she can to save you!"

Revah ignored Daya and descended to the church. She entered expecting to find the parishioners and the high priestesses, but there were high elven knights turning over pews and trashing the place instead.

"Find the succubi! They have to be around somewhere!" one of them shouted.

"Wait. I sense something… Dispel!" A priest flicked her wand in Revah's direction.

Shrouded Hunt's effects ended.

"So, there was a succubus here after all. Get her!"

Four knights rushed in from either side of Revah. She panicked. The words to a skill lodged at the bottom of her throat.

"Curse of Blindness!" Daya's incantation echoed across the church, and the four knights trying to apprehend Revah recoiled.

"I… I can't see!"

"It's so dark!"

"Revah!" She grabbed her hand and pulled her to the exit, but another group of knights blocked their way out. "Curse—"

The next word didn't come out. In fact, everything had fallen silent. A spellcaster had silenced them, and they were quickly getting surrounded. Revah was trembling. She wasn't fighting monsters with her sisters. These knights… they were stronger, faster, their magic more potent… Arms suddenly wrapped around Revah. It was Daya, holding her as the high elven knights approached.

The field of silence vanished.

"Protect Princess Revah!" the familiar voice of Tabitha bellowed.

Hatches were thrown open all around them. Sisters of Sins, High Priestesses Tabitha and Meidina, and parishioners emerged from holes in the ground to overwhelm the high elven knights. Taken by surprise, they overwhelmed the invaders in an instant with sheer numbers. A mass of citizens had also gathered outside of the church with pitchforks and torches.

"Take them downstairs and show them some succubus hospitality, Sisters!" Meidina ordered.

Sisters of Sin, with hunger in their eyes, dragged high elves clawing and bawling down the hatches.

"You were all hiding under the church this entire time?" Daya gasped.

Tabitha came up to them and bowed. "Ortesians have been making regular visits. This is the first time they were so bold as to traipse into the church. We led the parishioners into the cellars for safety, then we heard fighting upstairs. Imagine our surprise to find Princess Revah. What are you doing here?"

"I-I came to find you guys!" Revah stammered.

Tabitha and Meidina exchanged awkward looks, then the latter reached up to start pinching her cheeks.

"Awwh! Were you worried about lil ole us? Hehe. I still remember when you were a baby as small as a basket." Meidina cooed and squeezed both cheeks.

"Shtop… it…" Revah grumbled, pushing away from the elf-turned succubus. "I want you to help me get back to the Commonwealth. I want to help Mom fight."

"Oh, princess… Even if we were able to, which we aren't considering how many Ortesian lookouts there are, Queen Kanae has given us strict orders to keep you in Aidenhall. There's a war going on. It's not some bar scuffle or school fight," Tabitha explained.

The high priestesses called for a Rown carriage to escort them back to Aidenhall. Revah sulked all the way there.

"You get it now, Revah?" Daya reprimanded from across the seat. "This is beyond what you're capable of handling. You're lucky though, having a mother who cares so much for your safety."

"I just wanted to be there for my mom…" Revah muttered.

"I'm not gonna pretend I get it. I don't. You're not stuck here, alright? We got a whole damn school training you to become stronger. One day, maybe not anytime soon soon, you and your sisters'll be strong enough to fight with your mom. So, quit being an ass! It's such a pain to keep my promise to Mikki if you screw around so much!"

Revah glowered out the window. Her cowl was getting stuffy.

Mom always said it was important to thank people who helped you. If it wasn't for Daya following her around all day, she might have gotten seriously hurt before the high priestesses came.

"Thanks… for earlier. But if there's ever a next time— and there won't— don't touch me," Revah said.

"Wow. You can be grateful. Are you going to smile at me next?" Daya teased.

On second thought, Daya didn't need any thanking. Ever.

"Sure." Revah tugged the cowl down and smiled. "Bitch."

"Tusk-faced cunt," Daya fired back.

"Mutt!"

"Brooding pup who'd die of loneliness being away from Mikki for even an hour!"

"Sister-fucker!"

The two of them bruised each other up by the time they got back to Aidenhall.


Chapter 24

When morning light pulled across the horizon, the Depraved Monastery was still standing. It didn't seem like Gold or the Ortesian forces considered attacking. None of the Sisters of Sin who were on lookout last night reported anything suspicious either. That was fine. Kanae was going to take every advantage she could get in this war.

They couldn't afford to stay another minute longer though. Their fortune wouldn't last forever. After a night-long orgy in celebration over triumphing over Gold and stealing the ankh, Kanae was ready to return to Ehmvier.

"I gotta say, Kanae. You're more enthusiastic than a bar fight with that dick of yours! Wheeeew. You can conduct a chorus if you were trying. Hells, my cunt is still aching from last night!" Labelle stretched both arms over her head as they emerged from the dormitory.

"I'm still a little tired because someone had to join," Kanae groaned.

"S-Sorry…" Lani sulked behind them.

It wasn't her fault, not exactly anyway. But the fault did lie in the living grimoire. Chappy, who always wanted to be involved in Lani's sex life, by the simple reason of just participating in the orgy, came between Kanae and getting a nice snack.

"Awww, don't fret. We had fun! Seeing all of your eyes roll back, twitching like crazy, and screaming so loud that you echoed was proof enough that you enjoyed it," Chappy said, who came out as the biggest winner.

"Hm…" Kanae stared at the living grimoire so suspiciously, his pages began to wrinkle. "Where does all that energy even go? You're a devil. You don't seem inherently evil like Hax'gorah, but I doubt you're good either. And Lani, is the Grand Eye really okay with you walking around with Chappy?"

"You're right. I'm not gooooood. I won't open the door for a granny. I could care less about a kid with a scraped knee. All that matters to me is that I get to gorge myself and fuck this breedable, little hare." He caressed Lani's butt with a tentacle, causing her to shiver. "As for the magic I eat? Beats me."

From the corners of Kanae's eyes, Labelle made a disbelieving face.

"Part of the reason I'm a Saint Priest is so the Grand Eye and others can keep an eye on Chappy. Our… arrangement works out most of the time! My colleagues haven't even figured out that Chappy teases me during meetings," Lani explained as though this were something to be proud of.

There's no way they don't know… Kanae thought.

However, letting Chappy into the romp last night wasn't just for sex. Kanae had made a gamble and lost. The living grimoire's pages didn't contain any information pertaining to the ankh. Or maybe they just didn't turn enough pages. All they knew was that Ortesia wanted to use it to resurrect Saint Rue, known to them as Duke Ruedegard Ducante. Going by the logic of their intentions, it should also be able to resurrect Arenade. In the meantime, Kanae could only hope.

Talon and Edina were in the main worship hall. The flock of a hundred succubi who resided in the Depraved Monastery had gathered and awaited orders.

"Everyone, as much as I don't want to give ground to the Ortesian forces, the monastery wasn't exactly built to withstand a siege. We're abandoning it. All succubi, take a prisoner for emergency ration and leave the rest to travel light. You'll be flying to join the Queen-Mother and answer to her until the end of the war." Kanae's news drew mixed responses from the succubi, but they inevitably agreed and descended to the dungeons.

"Big Bird and I are headed to the Hellfire Badlands, yeah?" Labelle propped an elbow on Talon's shoulder only to be shaken off.

"Meet up with Lord Charron or Lady first. They can get you into Artaggon. Last I remember, they're in Highgreen. Arenade's body is in Capillis City, guarded by high elves called the Lights of Capillis. Ask for Andora first. She's the most reasonable. If you mention Arenade's sacrifice to save Wendy Ironspear and the city, they should understand what it means. Please. Please. I'm trusting you with this. Arenade's the love of my life," Kanae said, struggling to hand over the ankh.

"If the bitch gets outta line, I'll fuck her up and bring it the rest of the way," Talon assured her.

"I got it already!" She dropped a hand atop Kanae's own and grinned. "We'll get your prized cattle home. I better get something nice out of all this trouble though."

The two of them walked out of the monastery bickering back and forth before flying off. Kanae fought the urge to go with them. Her wings and legs were restless. But Arenade would never forgive her if the Commonwealth fell to the empire. She had to stay and protect it, which meant leaving the one thing that could resurrect Arenade in the hands of others.

"Alright, then. Is it time to blow this joint?" Edina asked.

Kanae nodded, and her friend the necromancer summoned a horde of undead all over the monastery. A surprise for when the Ortesian forces inevitably come this way. The rest of them began their long journey back to Ehmvier. Though fortunately, it wouldn't be as long as the one Labelle and Talon had to make.

It was an early afternoon when they finally returned to the capital of the Commonwealth. The climate had gotten cold enough that a thin blanket of snow peeled across the country's landscape. There were patches of white outside the city, and it occurred to Kanae that this might be the first year her kids couldn't freely play outside. Guards stood on watch rather than children frolicking in the snow.

"Nothing beats being home!" Edina exclaimed. "If you need me, I'll be fine-tuning Cantu. I learned a new skill called Corpsestitch Manipulation after that last battle. It lets me retrofit body parts on my undead to grant them strength and skills from the original creature."

Kanae and Lani shuddered.

"Is that sort of profane necromancy… legal here?" Lani grimaced.

"I'm the high-fucking-priestess of the Eminence of Sin and a founder of the Commonwealth. It's legal now!" Edina called forth the undead dragon to ferry her home.

When Lani shot Kanae a worried look, she simply shrugged.

"I'd rather not come between a necromancer and her necromancy the same way you wouldn't between an archwizard and her explosions," Kanae said.

"I suppose this isn't Radevic. I shouldn't expect the same laws. What now, Amethyst? Are you going to tell your children the good news?" Lani asked.

She shook her head. "If Labelle and Talon fail or the ankh doesn't work, I don't want to accidentally give them hope…"

Lani grabbed both of Kanae's hands and looked her in the eyes. The Saint Priest wore a smile as one befitting a kind member of a clerical order of knights.

"You've been fighting for so long. It's okay to let yourself hope again! Queen-regent Arenade will return, and we'll repel Ortesia together!" Lani asserted with conviction.

Feeling invigorated again, Kanae squeezed Lani's hands in return and thanked her. She was right. Now was the time to ride the momentum towards victory. They went their separate ways with the warlock needing privacy to discover more about the One-Eyed Cross from Chappy. Upon returning to the castle, a guard informed Kanae that her kids were around back with Gretchen and Esta.

In a little clearing, Suvee and Kanade were training with practice swords on wooden dummies. Esta coached the two, but not with the same sternness shown to infantry. Gretchen observed from the side but mainly kept a protective eye on them. They saw Kanae coming and waved, but neither of the kids ran to her like usual. Instead, their energy was focused entirely on beating the crap out of the dummies.

"Mom, look." Kanade beckoned for her to pay attention. The wooden sword glowed with golden energies that she recognized right away as a Smite. Her daughter thrusted the point into the dummy's chest, blasting it with divine magic and breaking the entire thing off the post.

"Wow, Kanade! Looks like training with Aunt Esta is paying off." Kanae applauded.

"Both of them have been very eager to learn. Suvee especially pushes herself extra hard. I await the day our children fight beside each other with great impatience," Esta said.

"I'll catch up to Kanade yet, Mom!" Suvee pumped her fists.

"I know you will. You two are strongest when you're together." She patted both of them on the heads.

Although Kanade and Suvee would be overjoyed to hear about Arenade's potential resurrection, Kanae ultimately decided against telling them. For now, at least. She asked to speak with Gretchen inside. Telling Esta would have to come later, because taking her away too would make her kids suspicious.

"We managed to steal the ankh from Gold," Kanae said.

"That's good!" Gretchen's eyes snapped open.

"I've sent Labelle and Talon to bring it to Arenade in the Hellfire Badlands."

"That's… troubling," she added uneasily.

Kanae had considered sending Edina, but her strength was better served here where the war raged on. Her possessing the Pillar of the Damned, though Hax'gorah was silent now, wouldn't sit well with the Lights of Capillis either.

"We're just going to have to hope they pull through. There's something else I want to ask you though. Figured you're the best person to ask as a high elf. When we attacked Gold at Windy Bog, I caught a glimpse of a massive— I mean, GIGANTIC fleet of ships. Do you know anything about them?" Kanae inquired.

"Fleet…" Gretchen's eyes twitched with recognition, and recalling it seemed to bother her. "Did they bear the symbol of two thin hooks facing away from each other?"

"Yeah, like an anchor!"

Gretchen searched the kitchen and signaled to one of the cooks. She snatched a notepad and pencil from his person, then sketched out the exact symbol Kanae remembered.

"This is the crest of House DeSalle. They are Ortesia's imperial navy, and one of four families informally regarded as the High Houses. Stormcloud being among them. I happen to be… betrothed to their eldest son Errenard DeSalle…" Gretchen almost gagged saying the name.

"You had a fiance?" Kanae exclaimed in genuine surprise.

"Is it so shocking that one of my stature is bespoken to a man of equal or higher station? Well, it matters not. I lost everything when Ortesia exiled me. My betrothal to Errenard was only a political one anyway. I faithfully serve you now."

"Is that Enthrall speaking or are you saying that?" she asked.

"Well." The former archbishop cracked a smile. "There's only one way to find out."

High elves were the living incarnations of pride and arrogance. Kanae could only count on less than one hand how many had changed for the better on their own, and they were Arenade and Runald. Sure, not all high elves were the same. A few loyally served as knights in Aidenhall. The problem was that the vast majority were self-serving and only held themselves in high regard. Even Ambrosia and Kanade, born with mixed high elven and succubus blood, were unable to escape their haughty natures either.

Kanae led Gretchen upstairs to the war room, where the map of the Commonwealth had been left to collect dust. Some pieces were missing and others moved since she left for Windy Bog.

"Maybe we can jog some more memories." Kanae pointed to the area northeast of Ehmvier, where the sunken temple rested in its watery grave. "We found out that Gold's goal is to resurrect a man named Ruedegard Ducante. I'd been wondering why their movements in the Commonwealth were so strange and spread out. It's not to whittle us down. It's to search for Saint Rue's tomb and bring him back to life. I've taken enough spunk into my gut to know when something's fishy, and my gut is telling me that's what Ortesia is really after. I'm hoping you can fill in some blanks for me."

"I'm sorry, I wish I knew anything. I don't. That Saint Rue is actually a man named Ruedegard Ducante is new to me, but I'm not surprised. There are secrets only the High Houses are privy to. The empire originally sent me to Radevic to vie for the mantle of Grand Eye. That was the extent of my purpose," Gretchen said.

"We're still at a loss, huh…"

"Hmmm. Before I left for Radevic, Errenard mentioned something that I merely passed off as blowing hot air. The usual high elven musings. That my duty was the first block to building the 'Great Holy Empire of Ortesia' or something to that effect," she explained.

Yep. That sounded like an Ortesian lord alright.

"Okay. How about a more pressing threat? By a stroke of luck, Shard Coast is keeping Ortesia from bearing down on us with the full might of their navy. If they manage to move on us, how screwed is the Commonwealth?" Kanae asked.

"How screwed are you whenever you're in Titan's stable?" Gretchen quipped back.

She shivered in a mixture of confused fear and pleasure. "Th… Thoroughly… Alright, I get your point. Two members of the High Houses are out for us, including the Rook of Rotandrix and her son, Darren. I thought the Demon Three's Alliance would help unite us against them. It feels like we're eggs, and all I did was gather us into one basket for Ortesia… I still need to get Rosaline those dragon's tongues…"

Time to pay Rosaline and Aisha a visit.

While Gretchen returned to supervising the children, Kanae went to the lamia alchemist's atelier. Fortunately, there were no explosions, no one was coughing their lungs out, and a certain serpent wasn't tasting random alchemical reagents. In fact, she almost wished they were doing just that.

When Kanae arrived, both Rosaline and Aisha were slumped against the counter, passing a hookah. Fragrant fumes filled the entire atelier and made it hard to see.

"What are you two doing…" Kanae groaned.

"Oh. Hey, Kanae…" Aisha was extremely, uncharacteristically smiley. "We discovered that a flower called bamboweed releases soothing chemicals when burned. You want to try it?"

"If only Arenade was here to Detoxify you two… Weren't you supposed to be researching the anti-anti-succubus magic potions?" she asked.

"Relax, Kanae! That's what this smoke is for. Breathe it in. Take a load off. We can't make progress without the final ingredient. I put up a bounty notice at the adventurers hall. Ten-thousand gold and a lifetime discount to my atelier to the first person that finds a Rift. Until then, come here and help my apprentice count how many scales are on my body… we lost count a few times already," Rosaline said as she teetered from side to side, high out of her mind.

Kanae didn't have time for this. If there were people searching for Rifts, then fine. She would put her efforts elsewhere in the meantime. That sunken temple still needed investigating. After snatching a few water breathing potions, she flew to Edina's house.

"Put your shoes back on, Edina. We're going on an adventure!" Kanae threw open the door and froze. "What in Frankenstein are you doing?!"

"Ooh… Oh! I can feel your hands… You're a genius!" Cantu moaned as Edina fixed a throbbing dick that Kanae recognized belonging to a gorag onto his death knight body.

"Yo, Kanae. I'm about to try this dick I sewed on with Corpsestitch. Cantu says he has feeling in it! If this thing stays hard, my undead army can actually fuck those elves. That'll show 'em! Muwahahahahaha!" Edina cackled.

Kanae put a hand to her face. She couldn't tell anymore if Edina becoming a succubus again was a good idea or not.


Chapter 25

The first order of business was flying to Barkwen village. Kanae had recruited Edina, Claudia, and several hands from Ehmvier's adventurers hall for the sunken temple expedition. The elves Shatiel and Jannie, Spellbreaker and Sage respectively, whom Kanae had met years back in Lograin rose to the occasion. Mitty joined as well since a Pathfinder made searching ruins easier than walking around blind.

Kanae had wanted to invite Aisha since a Witch Doctor, whose spell mimicry and potion-making was a powerful tool on the go, but she was too high to even stand. Their party of six, however, should be more than sufficient.

Winter chill from the north had finally reached the southern half of the Commonwealth. Although the sun continued to shine down on them, the climate has grown cold enough to warrant woolen scarves and heavy coats. Kanae forced out the shivers and glanced at the undead dragon she, Claudia, and Edina flew beside. Sitting upon its spine were Shatiel and Jannie. Mitty was closer to the head of the skeletal beast.

Kanae flew level to the elven pair, who were huddled together. "Seriously, thanks for coming with us. I'm surprised you girls aren't with Talis though. What happened?"

"Right before the war broke out," Jannie began begrudgingly, "Lord Talis received a letter from his family in Radevic to return home. The Peck family are big wigs, so he couldn't exactly tell them no. Shatiel was down with a fever at the time and couldn't go. I stayed behind, and Clara went with him. We were supposed to head over when Shatiel was better, but…"

"There's an Ortesian blockade just north of Lograin, so we couldn't get past them. I hope those two are okay… I feel bad. If only I didn't get sick, we would all still be together…" Shatiel frowned.

"Like I said, it's not your fault. Sheesh." She lightly clocked the smaller elven girl on the head.

Shatiel put a hand to her head and looked all teary-eyed at Jannie.

Their party had become among the more well-known adventurers in Ehmvier lately. Shatiel was level 99, and Jannie was level 105. Clara and Talis were around the same ballpark. They also came into some new equipment, too. The Spellbreaker wielded a magical spear that doubled as a focusing element, allowing her to fight in melee and disrupt spells at the same time. The Sage, Jannie, wore a circlet that increased her mana capacity and a bracelet that sapped mana from defeated foes.

"Hey, are we really going to be okay with that succubus around? That's the daughter of the Queen-Mother, right? An enemy of the Commonwealth?" Jannie whispered, shooting a cautious glance at the Mistress of Pain.

"It's fine! Despite how Claudia looks and what her title implies, she's actually really sweet— at… at least when not fighting," Kanae said.

"Barkwen ahead!" Mitty signaled from the head of the dragon.

They descended to the village of goblins, whose inhabitants dropped everything and ran away screaming at the sight of an undead dragon.

"It's the end of the world!"

"I haven't even produced an offspring yet!"

Terra, the sole female goblin of Barkwen and mate to all of the males here, emerged from the largest cabin with a hand to her head. She stuck a foot out and tripped a goblin running past her.

"That's High Priestess Edina's fucking dragon, ya dolts. Don't run away from Queen Kanae either." Terra groaned. She was helped by a goblin to her side and walked with a cane on her other hand. She had a noticeable bump on her belly.

"This really is a village of goblin cattle! Hilde used to have a pen of these green monkeys. She got rid of them because they were too chatty in a bad way," Claudia said.

"Lucky that Hilde. I can't get rid of these blockheads, but you know what? I love 'em all the same, and I love the kids even more." She patted her stomach.

"Really? Congratulations! How far along are you?" Kanae asked.

Terra furrowed her brow in thought for a moment and couldn't seem to remember. Kanae for sure recalled the goblin woman not appearing pregnant the last time she was here.

"It's gotta be at least a month or two. Elder said I got three or five coming. Pretty sure he put one of 'em in me during a check-up though," Terra said thoughtfully.

Kanae only learned recently that female goblins often underwent a biological phenomenon known as superfetation. While extremely uncommon in other races, it was normal for goblin women to essentially become pregnant while pregnant. Their wombs were designed to carry multiple offspring at varying stages of gestation, lending to their broodmother status and why the goblin race was so populous.

"Why are all goblins, male and female, so crude…?" Jannie grumbled.

"Heya, goldilocks." A shifty goblin sidled up to her. "Terra's lookin' crowded. Maybe you can spare some room in that spacious womb of yours— yeeeooowch!"

"Ya checkin' out elves now, are ya?" Barkwen's broodmother pinched his ear and yanked him away, then noticed Mitty dismounting from the undead dragon. "Who is this delicious hunk of gobmeat? You reek of quality spunk." She nibbled on her lower lip. "Speaking of an open womb, I might have space for one more from you! Betcha can put a daughter in me, unlike these bozos."

"Huh? I, uh…" Mitty stammered and sweated profusely despite the cold.

"That goblin is Mitty, and I'm his mate." Kanae held him possessively.

"No, shit? Not to worry, I don't creep on another female's territory. Doubt I can come close to what the succubus queen has to offer anyway! So, whatcha doing here? You needing those prissy elven slaves?" she asked.

Kanae gave Terra a quick explanation that they planned to investigate the sunken temple. But before that, she wanted to check on the enslaved high elves left behind in Barkwen. Terra and a few goblins led them to a barn. Black-clad Sisters of Sin, who had been sent here to safeguard the village, supervised the goblins running train on twelve pregnant high elven women in pillories.

"Aha… haha… I'm pregnant… pregnant with a goblin…"

"More! Ahhh! Fuck me harder with your disgusting dick— ahhh!"

With the anti-succubus magic potions long worn out, they were subjected to the whims of their most hated enemies. Each and every one of them were charmed.

"See, even goblins know the value of high elves! Their taste and succor is second to none!" Claudia guffawed.

Satisfied by their continued suffering, Kanae asked Terra to lead them to the lake again. Lucky for them, the waters were calm today. Three goblin boats were in the middle of harvesting kelp like she suggested they do when the party arrived.

"Maaaan… my fur doesn't agree with cold water…" Edina shivered as she gazed into the lake.

"What are we expecting down there again?" Jannie asked.

"That's what we're here to find out," Kanae said.

Shatiel owned a void bag that they stuffed their extra belongings into without weighing her down.

After stripping to the bare minimum of clothing to swim in, they chugged their potions of water breathing and dove into the bone-chilling lake. The six of them descended until the sunlight began to diminish, at which point Shatiel's spear lit up with a magical glow to illuminate the way. Being able to swim underwater without the eventual burning sensation of suffocation was strange. It felt like a perpetual state of the first second in holding one's breath.

They reached the bottom of the lake, yet the cathedral walls and stained glass windows were still deeply buried in the ground. This thing was sunken alright. Finding a way in was going to be tough, but…

Mitty tapped Kanae on the shoulder and directed their attention to one of the gothic spires. They followed him there to find a hatch on the tower's roof.

That was why Kanae had brought the Pathfinder.

Claudia pushed them out of the way and grabbed the handle. She braced her feet against the floor, then pulled. The handle broke off. Everyone stared at her in exasperation while she shrugged apologetically.

When Edina peered into the hole left behind from the broken handle, she recoiled and frantically pointed to it. No one knew what they were seeing. She summoned death knight Cantu, who floated for a moment before sinking like a rock to the bottom of the lake due to his weight. The necromancer herself panicked and swam after him.

Kanae put a hand to her face and sighed bubbles out. It didn't matter how many years had gone by and who joined the party, they always had trouble. If they were going to be defeated by a door and Arenade actually returned to life, they would never hear the end of it from her…

Jannie eventually took initiative and pushed Shatiel to the front. The Spellbreaker waved her spear over it, and an outward pulse of energy and water rippled past them. Something just got dispelled. They finessed the door by jamming the spear blade into the side and prying it open.

They entered the hatch one by one, but as soon as Kanae crossed the threshold, she went into free fall and crashed onto the dry floor of a circular office. Strangely, it wasn't filled with water here.

"Ahhh!" Jannie screamed as she plummeted, followed by Shatiel, Claudia, and Mitty.

Kanae rolled away before being bludgeoned by falling bodies.

"What the… Where did all the water go?" Claudia asked, wringing the water from her hair.

"Ngh…" Shatiel picked herself up and spat out a mouthful of water. "I wasn't able to tell you guys earlier, but this entire cathedral has been etched with magic. The hatch we came through just now had a magical lock on it. There are powerful enchantments on the walls that's keeping the water from penetrating this place."

They glanced up to the hatch where water should be flooding down like a waterfall.

"Whoever built this place wanted to keep the cathedral as pristine as possible. They have to be hiding something important down here." Kanae drew a finger across the desk, disturbing a thin layer of dust.

Edina poked her head through the hatch and fell.

"Shit! AHHHHHHH!" Edina resummoned Cantu and landed on his back.

"Oh, joy. Another ruin for you to plunder." Cantu sighed.

"What about you, Cantu? You've been in No Man's Land for a long time. Do you know anything about this cathedral containing a high elf duke?" Kanae asked, rapping her knuckles on his blackened chestplate.

"No? Not to my knowledge." The death knight tilted his head. "I would have known if such a massive undertaking to build this profane place was going on. Either it was teleported here, or it existed long before I was made necro lord of Necro Lord's Tomb #5."

Everyone started with the office they were in. Notes on the desk were ramblings about a list of materials best used for the building's construction. Another note mentioned acquiring 'eternal slaves' to power 'dwarven engines'.

That was all the information they were going to get, but it did yield some clues as to the cathedral's origins. Something of dwarven make was down here.

This was only just one of many towers, and they still had the rest of the cathedral to investigate. Instead of splitting up, they decided the best way to tackle this unknown and potentially dangerous ruin was to stick together. A spiral staircase led them down multiple floors to a long and wide corridor. Candles with flickering blue flames, likely powered by magic, rested on sconces.

Shatiel and Jannie gasped. Recesses all along the hallway contained unusual statues in vulgar poses. The one the elven pair were staring at was of a beefy monster holding a woman in the Full Nelson position, its dick fastened firmly in her cunt. Another statue had a woman on her knees giving a blowjob. There were countless others like them.

"Hmm. This would look good in my room." Claudia nodded to herself in front of a statue, depicting a woman being fucked against the wall.

"Magic is radiating from the statues, too! I wonder why?" Shatiel got on her toes to peer into the eyes of one.

The deeper they investigated the cathedral, the stranger it became. Motifs of horns above doorways and winged prints on furniture were common. Every single statue and painting they came across were of the erotic variety. Braziers and torches without kindling that should have gone out ages ago crackled gently from their iron nests.

At last, they reached a large set of doors with the image of a familiar woman on it. Strange symbols wreathed the figure.

"What do you think it means?" Shatiel asked in awe of the craftsmanship.

"You can't read it?" Kanae returned the question in surprise.

In fact, both she and Claudia were drawn to it.

"Praise Her," Kanae and Claudia began in unison from left to right, "She whose kiss shall ignite the world in Hellfire. She whose moans bring all beings trembling to their knees. She whose touch is a sweet lover's embrace. Speak Her name and enter."

The woman… Kanae finally remembered.

"I've seen her before! In Hellfire Badlands at Seer Yesenia's keep. I'm pretty sure this is the devil of lust. Ahh… What did Chappy say her name was again? I think it was Satine the Lustful," Kanae said.

Metal hinges screeched. Iron scraped against stone. A burst of air blew past them as the doors opened.

"Wait, Kanae… If this is supposed to be the crypt of Saint whatshisface… What's it doing inside a cathedral obviously dedicated to the devil of lust?" Edina asked.

"I-I wish I knew. The high elves would freak out if this is really Saint Rue's resting place. Maybe it's not?" Kanae wondered aloud.

"No." Claudia took a deep whiff. "I know the prime steak scent of a high elf anywhere, just like back at that goblin village's barn. There's a sanctified body of one in here. Stale, but it's here."

Once the doors had stopped opening, blue fire lit up the massive worship chamber. Columns and pillars reaching to the ceiling were carved in the likeness of naked, beautiful women. Hundreds of wooden seats of ornate make had phalluses protruding from them. They were arranged in four quadrants to form a circle, facing the center where a sarcophagus laid under a column of light.

Shimmering at the foot of the stone coffin was a portal— no, not just any portal. It was the unmistakable entrance of a Rift.

"K-Kanae, something's wrong!" Mitty warned.

"What? I don't sense anything," Kanae said.

"Mitty's right!" Shatiel exclaimed, her eyes flicking to the statues around them. "My Magic Hunter senses are telling me mana is flowing into the sculptures!"

Dozens of statues cracked as they broke free from their pedestals and columns. Their movements were giving Kanae flashbacks to the sex bots from the dwarven forge and foundry.

"Ah, we'll make quick work of them. What's a few blocks of stone?" Claudia flexed her spanking arm until a colossal statue of a busty demon landed before them, crushing scores of seats under its massive feet.

"Intruders detected in Her sanctum. Commencing subjugation through sexual domination before assimilation into dwarven engines," a staticky, feminine voice rumbled.

"You just had to go and open your big mouth!" Edina groaned.

"Okay, that I may have a little trouble with," the Mistress of Pain added nervously.

A giant fist came right for them. Claudia took the impact, arms stretched out instead of blocking. Everyone doubled over from pleasure pulsing at their groins.

"Ugh… Why am I… feeling like this?" Shatiel winced.

"Claudia, turn off your Project Agony! It's working on us but clearly not against statues!" Kanae yelled.

"Oops, sowwie! I have it switched on by default— whoa!"

The statue picked Claudia up and smashed her repeatedly into the ground like a ragdoll. They braced for the feedback of pain and pleasure, but it didn't come, and they weren't on the verge of climaxing. It seemed Claudia switched off Project Agony in time. Everyone dashed into different directions as the other smaller statues chased after them.

"Death knights, bone brutes, attack!" Edina summoned an army of undead to clash against the statues. Necro Lord Cantu, who had since been turned into a death knight with a penis flopping between his legs, pummeled the attackers with an iron maul.

"Haha! I feel alive again! I'm not weak. My strength is indomitable!" Cantu's laughter filled the worship hall up until a dozen statues dogpiled onto him. "Help! HELP!"

Running beside Kanae was Shatiel, whose pupils were outlined with a faint red glow.

"Kanae, these are earthen constructs! I'm pretty sure they're made of the same material and magic that built this place!" Shatiel explained.

If these were made by the dwarves, too, Kanae believed it. They were reminiscent of the constructs they encountered in Ha'Vavish, and the letter about a dwarven engine in this temple lent credence to that. Those horny stout bastards… did they align themselves with the devil of lust?

"What can we do to defeat them? Can you dispel the magic controlling them?" Kanae asked.

"It's… complicated. Dispelling something with such complex magical engineering takes time. I know Mass Dispel, but we don't want to risk nullifying the magic keeping this temple dry," she said, shaking her head.

"Ah, great! I'm so done with dwarf stuff!"

Undead soldiers crawled out of portals in the ground like rising from their graves. They formed a defensive line around Kanae and Shatiel. Across the chamber, Edina battled the smaller statues and Claudia fought the large one. Where did Jannie and Mitty go?

Shatiel pointed to the crypt in the middle of the room. The two of them were hiding behind it, their heads poking half and out watching the battle unfold. Beside them was the Rift, or so they assumed it was one. As a Sage and Pathfinder, those two weren't exactly combatants. Better they entered the Rift and stay there where it was safe.

So, Kanae signaled to Jannie and Mitty to get their attention. When their eyes were on her, she made a circle with one hand and stuck a finger through with the other. Mitty made an odd look. He dropped his pants, pointed at his dick, and pointed at Kanae. Jannie recoiled in disgust at them.

"NO, I don't need your dick right now!" Kanae slapped a hand to her face. "Get in the portal. The portal!" she yelled over the commotion.

It wasn't until Shatiel performed the same gesture, but instead of sticking a finger through the hole, she made a running motion into it with two fingers. Jannie caught on. She grabbed Mitty by the scruff of his tunic and ran into the Rift before statues descended on them.

"Fuck this!" Edina shouted, and in the next moment, her hulking undead dragon emerged to swipe its tail across the chamber.

It destroyed a swathe of statues. The colossal one, however, continued to fight both Edina and Claudia on equal footing. Whenever the Mistress of Pain laid into the thing with her paddle, it shrugged off each attack without so much as sustaining a crack. Determined, Claudia went in for another strike to get backhanded into a wall. The statue lifted a foot, carved with surprisingly fine detail, over her.

"Yes, yes! Step on me! I've always fantasized about a bigger woman giving me the—" The rest of Claudia's sentence was cut short as the stone foot planted down on her.

"Kanae, this broad is useless!" Edina complained while trying to shake off statues climbing onto her dragon.

"Why couldn't the Queen-Mother have sent me Hilde? Or Ambrosia!" Kanae threw her hands up and groaned, then turned to Shatiel. "Leave the smaller ones to us. Start working on dispelling the big statue!"

"I can do that!" Shatiel nodded.

Kanae shattered statue after statue with Lust. The tip of her whip punched through their heads with ease, but there were so many. After destroying one, the walls seemed to birth and give shape to new ones.

Meanwhile, the Spellbreaker pulled out chalk. She hastily drew a circle on the floor and runic symbols within it. When pieces of stone from the battle clattered inside, Shatiel furrowed her brows and pouted a little before brushing them off. Eventually, it was complete. The whole circle glowed with energy.

"I'm done. Now we just need to get the big statue inside!" Shatiel explained.

"How do I…" Kanae saw that Claudia was still being stomped on, and a bulb lit up in her head. "Edina, protect Shatiel while I get the Mistress of Underfoot!"

The necromancer cast Legion of the Dead, summoning an army that fell into formation to guard Shatiel and the magic circle. She leaped off her dragon and landed on the shoulder of a death knight.

"Leave it to me!" Edina grinned.

Kanae flew up to the colossal statue and buzzed around the head. It tried to swat her away, but she was too quick. Casting Heightened Haste allowed her to deftly dodge every strike. She managed to lead the statue away from stomping on Claudia, who was lying in a foot-shaped hole with a blissful smile on her face.

"Come on, you masochist!" Kanae picked up the succubus and made a beeline towards the circle.

"Excuse me, but it's rude to interrupt a succubus' fun. I was on the verge of feeling pain!" Claudia's expression was awash with disappointment.

"Oh, don't worry. I'm just moving you is all." She dropped her onto the magic circle.

Shatiel and Edina booked it as the giant statue's foot cast a shadow over Claudia.

"Yes, yes, yes! Sweet agony comes! Smash me under the sole of your weight! I welcome your painful em—"

A crushing stomp buried the Mistress of Pain underneath the statue's foot. The magic circle activated. Bluish energy ran up the stonework leg. Cracks fissured all the way up to the head, then it went still. For whatever reason, the other statues stopped their assault and became inert like their larger counterpart. Kanae, Edina, and Shatiel walked right up to the statue's foot, where Claudia was buried underneath. They weren't exactly sure how to get her out.

"Are… Are all succubi like her?" Shatiel asked.

"Definitely not," Kanae replied promptly.

The gargantuan statue fell backwards onto the sarcophagus and shattered at the neck. Its impact didn't so much as dent or chip the coffin's stonework. A shimmer of energy rippled across the surface, revealing a magical dome barrier. At least they knew now there was magic protecting it.

"I give that a B for effort. I was beginning to feel a bit of pain." Claudia brushed pieces of rock off her shoulders and stretched her arms.

They investigated the Rift portal Jannie and Mitty had entered earlier.

"Is this really a Rift? Something about it feels different, and we've been into plenty of Rifts before," Edina said.

"Jannie and Mitty already went in. Only one way to find out." Kanae entered the portal first.

Traveling into a Rift was usually very disorienting. This time, Kanae didn't experience the same weightlessness or nausea going through. Her eyes adjusted to the light of an enormous and extravagant bedchamber. Instead of a demigod, a statue of a succubus was the first thing to greet them. Water cascaded down from wall fountains on the sides of the room. Paintings of beautiful women hung on the walls, and sconces were shaped like dick and balls with a torch on the tips. Ahead was a large bed of red silken sheets and cushions.

"Kanae, you're okay!" Mitty ran up to her.

"Shatiel! Are you hurt?" Jannie grabbed her friend and looked her all over for injuries.

"I'm fine! More importantly, what is this place?" Shatiel asked.

Both Jannie and Mitty shook their heads.

"There's no demigod to talk to us and no trial here either. It's just this room. This isn't a Rift," Mitty explained.

"Well, that and… There's someone on the bed." Jannie motioned uneasily to the fanciest piece of furniture here.

Lying still on top of the bed, hands clasped together over his chest, was a high elven man of middle-age judging by the wrinkles. He was dressed in a red and gold clerical robe. Very modest, though it parts slightly around the chest. Short hair like the streaks of sunlight was combed neatly to one side. His expression was stern, even while resting. Jeweled rings glinted from each finger. An almost regal aura cloaked him.

"Is he asleep?" Edina asked.

"There's a barrier around him," Mitty began. "We tried yelling, tapping the barrier, and making a mess of the room, but he just won't wake up."

"My guess is he's dead. His chest doesn't rise and fall like ours would when we breathe," Jannie suggested.

A sinking suspicion creeped up on Kanae that this was Saint Rue, Ruedegard Ducante. Assuming so, then his body had been sanctified in order to preserve it. If she remembered right, sanctification was part of a process done to consecrate a place into holy grounds. But Edina's undead were perfectly fine. In other words, the sunken temple was never consecrated. Had they been interrupted, or was Saint Rue never intended to be…

"Mitty, are you able to detect any other rooms? Is this it?" Kanae asked.

"Yeah. This room is all I can sense. That and the portal behind us," Mitty said.

Kanae approached the bed and flicked Dispel at it using her wand. The spell didn't connect. She asked Shatiel to try as a Spellbreaker. That also failed.

"We haven't tried brute force yet!" Claudia gripped her paddle with both hands and brought it down on the barrier.

The force reflected, sending the Mistress of Pain skidding across the room.

"What made you think brute force would work when magic didn't?" Kanae rolled her eyes, but staggered upon seeing the succubus statue moving.

Everyone except Claudia, who didn't yet see the statue, were gaping. It turned on the round pedestal. The succubus followed their eyes and grinned.

"If we hit the most suspicious thing in the room, something should happen!" Claudia dashed over to the statue with every intention to hit it when a voice rang out.

"Power Word: Climax."

Like someone had snipped the strings to her wings, Claudia collapsed to the ground quivering like crazy. Drool slipped from the corners of her mouth. Kanae raced up to Claudia to help her up, but as soon as she grabbed her—

"Aaahhhh! Stop… I'm sensitive… I see stars… My body… won't stop… cumming…" Claudia mumbled.

The Mistress of Pain, whose strength came from her incredible resilience, was brought to the ground by a mere spell? It… It looked like fun…

"Kanae, don't even think about it. Step away from the orgasm-inducing statue, you dumb slut!" Edina yelled.

"Guh… You're not the boss of me, Edina!" Kanae stampeded for the statue with every intention to hurt it.

"You fucking dumbass—"

"Power Word: Climax."

Something inside Kanae bent. It bent hard. Pleasure tormented her like thousands of prickling needles upon every inch of her skin. Instead of pain, they set fire to her senses and seared into her the meaning of ecstasy. Kanae hit the ground, orgasming repeatedly and unable to stop. Pleasure unlike anything she had ever experienced before, not even with her partners and magic combined, came down like the blow of a hammer. The mere act of twitching on the ground was like being fucked by countless dicks at the same time.

When Kanae returned to consciousness, she was sitting upright against the wall next to Claudia. The spell had worn off, but they were still feeling weak from climaxing so intensely.

"You got zapped, too? I can barely feel my legs." Claudia gave her thigh a light punch.

"Where did the others go?" Kanae asked.

"Not sure." She shrugged. "They were gone when I came to."

That spell though… Power Word: Climax. It was familiar to her. Where did Kanae hear it before?

Kanae tried to move and a letter slipped off her person. It had Edina's messy, almost illegible handwriting scrawled all over. Apparently, since Kanae and Claudia were passed out 'like idiots' at the time, the others decided to investigate other parts of the cathedral.

Together, they helped each other up and exited through the portal. A pew that survived that battle offered them a place to sit.

"Hey, I hope this doesn't come off as insensitive considering all that's going on, but… I've been having a lot of fun," Claudia said suddenly.

"Oh, I can tell. Especially when you were getting stepped on by a building-sized statue." Kanae teased.

"Hehe! That was good for me, maybe not so much for the statue! What I meant was, I used to venture out with Alicia all the time. These moments remind me of her. I didn't exactly find closure on her death, but you helped me more than my own family did after her passing. Until this war is over, you have my paddle and whip. Your battles are mine, and we'll find and deal the most exquisite agony to our enemies!"

"And… what about after the war?" she asked coquettishly.

The two held the other's gaze for a moment. Maybe it was the lingering effects of the statue's Power Word: Climax spell, but a burning desire raged between the both of them. Their lips drew nearer until the echo of approaching footfalls cut in.

"Look who's awake!" Edina exclaimed. "Surprised you two didn't hit the statue again."

"I got your note you left on me. Did you guys find anything?" Kanae cleared her throat.

"Nope. Shatiel found this book though. Said it seemed important." She tossed Kanae a leather-bound journal with gold accents on the edges.

"The book was protected by magic. I easily broke it, but we couldn't read it. Maybe you two can just like the door?" Shatiel urged her to open its pages.

Kanae did so and was in fact able to read the journal. Claudia leaned in, too. A date was written at the top. The 'words' were written in symbols much like the ones in front of the door into this worship chamber. Its first few pages were mostly ramblings about building the temple without being noticed. A common name… or title was mentioned multiple times with reverence and polite speech uncharacteristic of the remaining texts.

The Cult of Lust and Depravity.


Chapter 26

Research into the Cult of Lust and Depravity yielded nothing. After returning from the sunken temple, Kanae asked Lani for help in flipping through Chappy's pages in exchange for getting railed by his tentacles. They spent an entire day and found little regarding the cult or its worshippers.

"I… I can't," Lani mumbled face down in a pile of books. "Another minute… nngh… and I won't be able to… think straight anymore…"

Chappy retracted all of his tentacles at last. Kanae slumped down into her seat and sighed. Her body was sore from being so roughly handled all night. To make it worse, Drain was useless during sex with Chappy and Lani on account of living grimoires' mana-sapping nature.

"Sorry, ladies. It was good for me though! This cult you're looking for, I've never heard of it. Not once in my millenniums of life. But since their idol of worship is Satine the Lustful, they can't be anything but baaaaaad," Chappy emphasized.

Kanae picked herself up to start getting dressed. "A cult dedicated to a devil can't be good. The devils we dealt with up until now didn't really have any followers. Ortesia, though… If Saint Rue was actually a member of this cult, I'm having a hard time figuring out why the Empire of Prudes wants to resurrect him."

"It's possible they don't know. I would have loved to access the Illuminant Repository. I'm sure we could find something in there," Lani moped.

Unfortunately, Aidenhall wanted nothing to do with this war.

Kanae left in search of Lapis. It had been a while since they last talked. She asked a passing Sister of Sin, who explained that the dwarven automaton could be found at the Eminence church. As it turned out, Lapis was there and in the middle of helping to feed refugees displaced from their villages with the other Sisters.

"For an automaton, you sure have a lot of heart." Kanae smiled.

"Hehe. You think so? Maybe it's actually selfish, but I have this warm feeling in my chest whenever I help people. I keep chasing that sensation since it feels nice," Lapis said while handing out bowls of gruel to the downtrodden.

"If you're feeling it in your chest and not your groin, I'd say that's an improvement for someone who was designed to be a sex bot. Anyway, do you have a moment? I want to talk to you about something." She gestured off to the side and signaled for a Sister to take over for Lapis.

They walked out of earshot from the Eminence clergy and refugees. Lapis moved with a lot more confidence and joy lately. Before, she used to sulk over having been 'created'. For Lapis to be able to find purpose in life beyond her original design was a testament to her own strength.

"You know, when Lilith explained to me what a war was, it never really made sense to me. Why would people hurt each other? It's causing so much needless suffering. These people lost their homes! Earlier today, a little girl cried when I gave her some food. Apparently, she and her family hadn't eaten for days during their journey to Ehmvier. Kanae, if there's anything I can do to help speed up the end of this war, don't hesitate to use me!" Lapis insisted passionately.

"I'll keep that in mind. For now, just keep doing what you're doing. These refugees need someone with a big smile like yours to remind them everything is going to be okay," Kanae said.

"Right! Leave it to me! So, what was it that you wanted to ask me about?"

Kanae gave Lapis the shortened explanation about the sunken temple and its relation to the dwarves, Ortesia, and the devil Satine. She listened intently, eager to help in any way after her proclamation. However, Lapis began to understand less with every word.

"It… doesn't look like you're following." Kanae frowned.

"I understand that my creators were a horny bunch, but nothing in my memories recall any allegiances to a devil. Remember, I only became conscious when you activated me in Ha'Vavish. If you really want my opinion though, I think it's entirely possible that dwarves had aligned themselves with the devil of lust. They made me after all!" Lapis pointed to herself in an amused manner.

Damn dwarves… What were they thinking? There was still the mystery of the 'dwarven engine' under the sunken temple. Kanae and her companions weren't able to locate it, but the machine must be down there somewhere. Letters from that room suggested they were powered by sexual energy, almost as if the entire thing was a living succubus.

The coffin, too. If the body of Saint Rue was inside that portal or artificial Rift, what use was there for a coffin? Kanae had half a mind to go back with Lapis to render the barriers obsolete with her anti-magic meisterium core, but something… something like an itch at the back of her mind told her that was a bad idea.

Right then, Lilith and a couple of succubi entered the church. They looked out of breath. The First Sister locked eyes with Kanae and pushed past refugees to meet with her.

"Mistress, we've located a Rift!" Lilith exclaimed.

"Really? Where?!" Kanae grabbed her by the shoulders.

"It appeared in Tuchak, an abandoned village currently occupied by high elves. My Sisters in Black and I tried to secure the Rift, but the Ortesian forces were too strong," she said.

Tuchak was a potato farm not too far from Ehmvier, but Kanae cursed her luck. Esta had gone north to scout suspicious movements made by Rotandrix dragoons, and Minestra and Manabe went south to meet with Zadris to assess defenses along the border. That left Lani, Edina, and Gretchen behind as the only heavy hitters in the city, and she didn't want to pull too many people away in case of a siege.

"Good work, Lilith. Leave the rest to me." Kanae went for the door when Lilith and Lapis intercepted her.

"I want to help!" they implored at the same time.

"No, stay!" She barked them down. "Each of you has an important role in the city, and these people need you."

Both of them relented. Kanae gathered Lani and Edina to the foot of the castle and gave them a run down on what was going on.

"Perfect timing. I Corpsestitched a couple of working cocks to my death knights. Time to fuck the lights outta these elves!" Edina smashed a fist into her palm and grinned.

"I feel like I'm on the wrong side of the war…" Lani groaned into her hand.

"Kanae!" Mitty came running up to them with Aisha following close behind. "We're coming with you."

"How did you even find out? I only learned about this 20 minutes ago!" Kanae exclaimed.

"Heard through the grapevine, that being Lilith. Besides, you need us. You don't know what a dragon's tongue looks like, and Mitty's got the magic hands to grab the herb without killing it," Aisha explained.

They had a fair point… but Rifts were dangerous, and neither of them would be able to hold their own if they ran into high elves during the trials. A chance like this didn't come often though, everyone was just going to have to be extra careful.

"Alright, fine. But stay out of the fighting as much as possible. If you two bite the dust, it won't matter if I win this war, Moira will strangle me in my sleep!" Kanae complained, and that probably wasn't an exaggeration.

The five of them traveled to the stables to get Mitty and Aisha a mount. Kanae threw open the door to Titan's stall. The massive languisteed sprung an erection and nuzzled into her chest.

"Not now, Titan! Put that away!" Kanae scolded. She whistled for stablehands to saddle the languisteed, then helped Mitty and Aisha onto him.

They stormed out of the city for Tuchak. It was the middle of the day, so the high elves were going to see them coming. An hour into the journey, they were beginning to see abandoned and destroyed wagons along the road. Rotting fruits and vegetables were strewn around them. Like countless other villages in the Commonwealth, Kanae regretted not being able to help them all.

A signpost at a fork showed Tuchak due northwest. A patrolling high elven pair was munching on apples when they saw them coming.

"It's the demon queen!" One of them shot a fiery spell into the sky.

"So much for taking them by surprise!" Edina dropped Legion of the Dead on top of the two before they had a chance to defend themselves.

"No use complaining now. Get to the village!" Kanae shouted.

Upon reaching Tuchak, they were confronted by a small army of Ortesian infantry falling into formation. Rotandrix dragoons stood in the front, and clerics and mages readied spells from the back.

"Heed my call, death knights! Arise and come to your master's aid!" Edina bellowed, letting an eerie fog pour from her Pillar of the Damned to creep across the village.

Four hulking death knights and Cantu emerged from their abyssal portals. They had two pairs of thick, beefy arms attached to their skeletal frames, but most surprising of all… Throbbing between their legs were fully erect penises that made the Ortesian forces take a step back.

"D-Don't waver! Stand your ground!" an officer boomed.

"You attached a lot more than gorag dicks to them!" Kanae gasped.

"Good eye, Kanae. I expected nothing from a slut like you. That's right. I figured why stop at cocks? Gorags got extra arms to put to use, too. Heh… Hehehe! Corpsestitched Manipulation is the best fucking thing ever! Forward! Fuck these high elves into submission!" Edina ordered.

"Uoooooggghh! High elven pussy!" Cantu charged ahead first.

Thrown into disarray, the Ortesian formation shattered in an instant. Edina's death knights pummeled enemy soldiers away, and picked up and fucked the ones who were barely conscious.

"No, no!" a female knight cried. "I'm saving my virginity for my husba— aaaaahhh!"

"It's so big… I-I'm… losing my mind… guuh…!" Another, who was pinned to the ground, was being mating pressed by a death knight.

"Wha-wha-what are you doing?! These are war crimes!" Lani panicked.

"The empire wants to indiscriminately murderize us, but boning them is a no-go for you? Get a grip, warlock! I haven't shown you my greatest monstrosity yet. Come, Patches!" Edina slammed the base of her staff into the ground, causing the ground to shake and fissure.

A portal ripped open behind the Ortesian clerics and mages, and out came a giant, shambling flesh creature made entirely of body parts, some recognizable but mostly indiscernible. Four gorag arms wielded a sword each, and a fifth coming out from its neck wielded a warhammer. It stood on two muscular legs that must have belonged to minotaurs. However, the most appalling of all… swinging between its thighs were three dicks, belonging to a languisteed, a minotaur, and… something full of warts and meaty spikes Kanae hadn't had the pleasure of being fucked by yet.

The undead chimera ripped through what remained of the Ortesian defensive line. Many of the knights ran away in terror, leaving the brave Rotandrix dragoons to face it alone.

"WHAT IS THAT?!" Kanae and Lani screamed.

"Oh, that's the penis of a pentosceros," Edina explained as a matter of factly.

"I meant the monstrosity!" Lani exclaimed.

"You meant the monstrosity, I know Kanae wanted to know about the dick," she said.

"I-I most certainly did mean the monstrosity…" Kanae interjected as drool slipped from the corners of her lips.

They spotted the Rift portal inside an open barn. A few of the more well-equipped Ortesian knights defended it from advancing undead.

"Tch. Rally on the portal! We must defend it until Lady and Lord Alton completes the trials!" one of the knights shouted.

Alton? The name tickled Kanae's mind. Where had she heard that name before? Alton… Alton… Lynn Alton, the witch from Turic's Rift that Kanae had encountered years ago!

"Edina, stay here and secure the Rift in case of reinforcements. Lani, with me! Titan, run them down!" Kanae yelled.

"You guys get all the fun? Fine, okay! I'll have my own fun and crack some nuts then." Edina licked her lips while straddling the hips of a pantsless, elven man on the ground.

The rushing Ortesians were too slow to back up their fellows at the barn. Titan bodied through them and entered the portal along with Mitty and Aisha. Lani jumped in, followed by Kanae right after. 


Chapter 27

Kanae landed in such a long corridor that it stretched out of sight. Countless doors spaced a few meters from the next lined the wall to either side of her.

"Welcome, ye brave champion! I am Marrowyn, and… What's this? A succubus, in my Rift! Now ain't ye a feast for the eyes, lassie. You might just complete my trial. If not, well… another treat added to my collection, ho-ho!" The sing-songy voice echoed from down the hall yet also from everywhere at once.

"I recognize you. You're the dwarven demigod! I have a lot of questions for you," Kanae said.

"Too bad yer questions'll hafta wait. I'm in need of entertainment. Haven't seen a succubus 'round here for centuries. I figured if I plop one down close to yer people, one of ye will come sniffing. My trials await! Behind each door is someone or something in need of some… shall we say relief? Satisfy them, and ye will be awarded a stone token. Acquire five tokens in order to open the way to the second trial. Take yer pick, succubus, and enjoy!"

Sex. Of course, a dwarven demigod's trial involved sex. Well, if Kanae was in his position as a succubus demigoddess, she would probably have created a similar trial.

"I just needed to get it on with five things. How hard can that be?" Kanae opened the closest door and was greeted by a giant, roaring blue dragon on a mountain nest. Her pussy pulsed with pleasure, recalling the last time she had sex with a beast like that. She regrettably shut the door.

Without a potion to increase her size, there was no way taking a dick like that would work. Unless…

Kanae opened the door again and entered. She emerged onto a mountain crater matted with twigs and bones. When she glanced back, the door simply existed without being attached to any castle or wall. Just the door. The dragon cautiously watched her approach, its two dicks throbbing as she drew closer.

"Easy… I can't let you fuck me, but I can certainly lick you. Or use my boobs. They aren't as big as Arenade's, but I'm sure I can pleasure you with them." Kanae made sure to switch off Flashbang before undressing.

The dragon flopped over onto its side, seemingly eager to find sexual relief. Kanae squeezed one dick between her breasts and sucked on the tip of the second. This wasn't anything new. She had done this to the dragon that attacked Orturic and earned her the infamous title, Streaking Dragonslayer. The combined strength of Blowjob Proficiency and Boobjob Proficiency brought the dragon to a never before experienced ecstasy. He let out a deep roar into the sky as thick seed shot up like geysers.

"There you go," Kanae cooed. "You like that? You like how soft my boobs are when they massage your big, strong dicks?"

Lubricated by jizz, she was able to speed up rubbing her tits up and down the length of the dragon's cock. The other looked a little lonely, and her tongue wasn't enough anymore. Unlike with the other dragon, however, she had a tail that could form a pussy now. Dragon dick was still too big, but Kanae was able to envelop the tip and suckle on it. Soon, high-pressure spunk spurted out and filled her tail in a fraction of a second.

The dragon reared its head back and roared aloud before falling into a deep slumber. Something shined and took shape in front of her. A square token fell into the palm of her hand. This must be the token Marrowyn was talking about. Kanae pressed a free hand to her stomach. Since the tail was connected to her womb, she was feeling rather full down there.

"I might not get another chance like this again. Dragons aren't exactly common either…" Kanae swallowed her hesitation and switched on Versatile Womb.

Minutes went by, and her belly swelled in size. Her breasts did, too, in anticipation of the inevitable. Pressure built from all sides. Although Kanae should be experiencing the pains of childrearing, the magic of her succubus body brought her pleasure akin to an orgasm. She laid on the ground and spread her legs.

Something began to crown. It wasn't a dragon. Not yet anyway. The rigged shell of a dragon egg poked out. Kanae pushed until the egg popped out onto the cum-soaked ground, where it continued to grow in size. A vertical crack ran down the middle, and the snout punched a hole through the shell first.

"Come on, baby! You can do it!" Kanae encouraged the dragon whelp.

Piece by piece, the shell crumbled to the ground until a blue dragon the size of a dog squawked instead of roared. Kanae was about to hug the dragon until another pressure built inside her womb. Shit. She had forgotten to turn off Versatile Womb after the first birth, now another was coming. The baby dragon waddled around her as she birthed its sibling in the form of a second egg.

Kanae made sure to switch off Versatile Womb this time, but now she had two baby blue dragons.

"Well… It wasn't my intention to birth dragons, but here we are…" Kanae muttered, wiping the sweat from her face.

Both dragons were already nipping playfully at each other. Their apex predator tendencies appeared to be at full maturity despite their young age. When Kanae whistled, they quickly hobbled over to her, cocked their heads sideways, and chirped adorably like little chickens. She reached down to inspect them.
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It didn't look like Versatile Womb was going to age them any bigger. Their current size would have to do. Kanae returned through the doorway with her dragon whelps following close behind. By the time they got back to the long corridor, the webbing on their wings had finished growing, and they were flying circles around her.

"I came in with a goblin man, a hobgoblin woman, a languisteed, and a bunny girl with a levitating book. Fly down the hall and search for them," Kanae ordered the dragons.

They stayed there and continued chirping.

Kanae slapped a hand to her face. Right. They were just born. As if they knew what any of them looked like.

"Wait… The others must have opened doors, too. Alright, dragons. Find any doors that have been touched or opened, then report back to me," Kanae said.

That they seemed to understand and took off flying. Come to think of it, if the first trial involved sexually satisfying the respective doors' occupants, then were the others facing the same thing? Lani and Chappy were probably having the time of their lives, but Kanae couldn't imagine Mitty, Aisha, or Titan actively getting it on.

Well, no point in dwelling on what might be. Lynn Alton and the Ortesian forces were in here somewhere, too. Zero chance that the high elves would debase themselves to complete the trial… right?

Kanae pushed the thoughts aside and picked another door at random. She pushed it open into a dark forest. Stars blinking between gaps in the canopy suggested it was night out. Did these doors connect to different parts of the world? Or were they invited to the Rift by Marrowyn?

At any rate, she needed to find the occupant here and satisfy… their…

A group of four ogres sat around a campfire, warming themselves up and gorging on beer. Their fat bellies bounced from jovial laughter until one of them noticed her.

"Who there? Show self!"

They picked up clubs and growled.

One corner of Kanae's lips cracked a smile. Her pussy was throbbing. All she needed to do was sate their lust? That went both ways. She switched on Masochist and walked into the firelight while stripping off pieces of her clothes.

"Heh… hehe… I'm a living cocksleeve at your service," Kanae said, panting heavily beneath their molesting gazes.

The lead ogre, who was a bit larger than the other three, grabbed Kanae by her waist, lifted her over his head, and sniffed her gushing snatch. She shuddered intensely as he licked it. The rough tongue with all its coarse taste buds carved the meaning of pleasure into her body.

"Female in heat. Me happy to breed!" He ripped away his pants and slotted her down onto his giant cock.

"Oh, fuck… meeeeeee!" Kanae threw her head back and screamed in ecstasy.

Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap!

Ogre dick was on another level. It was practically splitting her open. His one hand was big enough to wrap around her waist, and he mercilessly pumped her up and down the shaft like a sex toy.

Kanae's tongue lolled out. The other ogres jerked off, impatiently waiting their turn to use her.

"You small… so tight… feels good!" the ogre exclaimed.

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

"My pussy loves your dick! It feels good for me, too! Aaahhh! I can't think straight anymore… I'm going to cum… Please, shoot your ogre seed into my hungry pussy!" Kanae cried.

The ogre obliged and forced her down to the base of his dick, knocking the wind from her lungs. In exchange, he filled her pussy full of piping hot spunk. Kanae was so full of cum that her stomach visibly inflated. When the ogre slowly wrenched her off, a wave of gooey white flooded out. He passed her off to the next ogre, who proceeded to lay her down on the ground and climb on top.

Kanae stared deliriously up at the ogre looming over her. He plunged his dick straight in, and lubricated by his fellow ogre's slippery spunk, it slid effortlessly all the way down to the entrance of her womb.

"Yes, yes, yes! I love your big ogre co— mmmphh!" Kanae couldn't finish her sentence on account of the big creature kissing her. She reciprocated like the slut she was, exhilarated by being a mere tool for another's pleasure.

PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP!

Each time the ogre thrusted, the impact punched Kanae's cervix. It was supposed to hurt, but Masochist converted all that pain into rapturous euphoria. Squished underneath his weight, her breasts flattened into pancakes against his chest muscles, she experienced a quaking orgasm much like her first time with Thume.

"I'm cumming! It's so good, I can't get enough— aaahhh!" Kanae winced in pain as the ogre rolled over with her. Now she was on top. Their lips parted, and he went for her breasts instead. He squeezed them both, forcing breast milk to squirt from her nipples. "No… wait… guuh! They're sensitive right now… I recently gave birth… mmmh!"

He sucked greedily on both nipples. Suddenly, a thick load gushed into Kanae in several powerful spurts, like someone fired high-pressure bolts of water inside her. Once the ogre had enough and pulled out, all of it came rushing from her pussy.

"Ahh… hahh… I'm… nngh… still climaxing… my body… won't stop…" Kanae mumbled half-consciously.

The next two ogres fucking her was a blur. Kanae recalled being by the fire, riding one of them to an orgasm. She had sucked another off, while being railed in her pussy, ass, and tail. They had passed her around some more after that, but the memories were fragmented. Her body, still pulsing from being so roughly handled, writhed and twitched in a pool of jizz.

By the time Kanae came to consciousness, the four ogres were snoozing. She was lying on their leader's chest. His hand was planted gently on her back. A limp dick, though still large in its soft state, rested firmly between her cheeks.

"Whew… I think I'm going to need to get myself a harem of ogres after this war is over. They were relentless." Kanae wiped her face and brushed off a mask of jizz.

The second token appeared in her hand. Three more to go. Kanae made the mistake of switching off Masochist. Her knees buckled. All that soreness came biting in full force. Although Kanae couldn't feel her hips, she was able to crawl to grab her clothes and belongings before leaving through the door.

When Kanae glanced down the corridor, the dragons were nowhere to be seen. Either they ran off or were still searching. Regardless…

"I still have three more tokens to get… Please, let the next one have a bath." Kanae didn't bother to put her clothes back on. Whoever was next might tear them off anyway. She walked with her shoulder against the left wall to steady herself.

Upon opening the next door and falling through, Kanae splashed into a pool of hot water. She resurfaced and spat out a mouthful. The landscape was covered in snow, yet the water she was in enveloped her in warmth. A frigid chill made her want to stay submerged.

"It's… It's you!" Someone gasped.

Kanae spun around to the sight of a high elven woman clad in purple robes. Glittering jewels and golden threads were woven into the seamwork. Straight black hair draped down the wide-brimmed witch's hat.

"I know you… You're Lynn, the witch! We fought in the Rift a long time ago!" Kanae exclaimed in recognition.

Many years had passed since then. Lynn must have drunk an anti-succubus magic potion, too. However, Kanae had battled and won against her before at the time. This shouldn't be difficult—

"I'm at your beck and call, Queen Kanae!" Lynn sat her wand flat on the snow and kneeled.

"Huh? Wait… Are you still charmed?" Kanae asked aloud.

"Trivial magic has allowed me to deceive my underlings and superiors. I wouldn't be an Alton, tenth— er… now twelfth in line to the Ortesian crown, if I cannot achieve something so simple," she said pridefully.

There it was, the usual high elven haughtiness and arrogance.

"What happened? Your family got demoted in the pecking order, so you're forced to come fight the Commonwealth?" Kanae teased.

"My elder brother…" Lynn cursed under her breath. "Lord Alton foolishly challenged the son of a High House and lost the duel. Our vassals left us in droves. In an even more foolish attempt to reestablish our house's honor, he chose to sail our forces across the sea and fight for Lord-Major Stormcloud. Though that matters to me no more, for these serendipitous coincidences have brought me to you!"

"But do you actually want to serve me?" She snapped a finger and ended the charm's effect on Lynn at long last.

The witch staggered back, clutching her head with both hands.

"I'm… I'm free? After six years when all I could think about was you… you took that away from me with a snap of your finger? Do I… love you or hate you? I… I…" Lynn looked like she was on the verge of a mental breakdown.

Pitying the high elf, Kanae climbed out of the water. She grabbed the back of Lynn's head and kissed her. The witch struggled, but her resistance slowly waned. As they swapped spit and lashed their tongues in battle, she cast Bond on her. Lynn drew a sharp, airy breath. Next came Cursemark of Horniness. Lynn moaned with delight as the magic seared the depraved symbol onto her flesh.

Kanae gathered as much magic as possible onto the tip of her tongue, and let slip the drop of potent succubus spittle down Lynn's throat. She shuddered intensely as the changes began to take hold. Horns pushed off the hat. The wings and tail cut through her robes. While the color of her skin hadn't changed like others, her blue eyes glowed with power. And subservience.

"W-What did you do to me?" Lynn stammered.

"Before you had a chance to resist me, I changed you into a succubus. Permanently. No need to complain or sulk. You're mine now, and I'm yours if you work for it. So, will you serve me?" Kanae picked up the hat, then punctured two holes with her tail before placing it back onto Lynn's head.

"Yes… Faithfully! I'll endeavor to earn your love, Queen Kanae!" she declared.

As it turned out, Lynn had claimed herself one token before Kanae even got here. She must have had sex with something earlier. That put them at three. They crossed the door back into the corridor just as the pair of baby dragons were returning.

"Dragons? Tamed, to boot. How?" Lynn inspected one of them, who tilted its head in her direction.

"I birthed them," Kanae answered as a matter of factly.

"Oh. I might have been better off not asking," she simply said.

The dragons sounded panicked, squawking instead of chirping. They flew down the corridor and occasionally glanced back as though urging them to follow. Kanae and Lynn hurried after the two. They eventually reached a door that was left slightly ajar. Someone had entered it.

Kanae pushed the door open slightly. Inside was a cave. Crazed moans echoed down and back. The voice belonged to Lani, who was being taken to pound town by a minotaur three times her size. All the while, Chappy had her body bound with his tentacles like bondage ropes. The beastman woman's eyes had rolled back. Her pussy leaked with cum as the minotaur fucked her.

"Not one of mine. A friend of yours, I presume?" Lynn asked.

"Yep. That's one of the Saint Priests, Lanil Hammerthorn." Kanae nodded.

"The warlock, Lanil Hammerthorn?!"

Kanae considered giving Lani a few minutes since she was enjoying herself so much. After the minotaur blew his load into her a third time, they figured enough was enough and finally showed themselves. The beast huffed a breath of hot air from his nostrils at their approach. He wrenched Lani off his dick and left her on the ground. A token appeared in front of the Saint Priest's face.

"Lani, it's time to wake up! Did you have your fill?" Kanae patted her cheek.

"I… I helped… I got one, Amethyst…" Lani lifted the token and dropped it into Kanae's palm, then promptly fainted.

"Are you sure that's the feared warlock, Lanil Hammerthorn?" Lynn looked down at her dubiously.

"Believe it or not, in the flesh." She hoisted Lanil onto her back, tucked the now napping Chappy into a bag, and returned to the corridor.

All there was left to do was find Aisha, Mitty, and Titan, and to acquire a fifth token. Fortunately, the dragons were still energetic. They led them much farther down this time to a door that had been left wide open. Beyond it was a field of red and orange grass.

Titan and the sibling pair were surrounded by high elven knights, their spears pointed right at them. Another knight, his armor more decorated and demeanor oozing with arrogance, watched from afar with a grin on his face. He had a chair and table laid out, likely taken from other rooms, while leisurely sipping tea.

"Do not be gentle with goblins and hobgoblins. I hear goblins have quite the perverted streak about them, and hobgoblins are rather rambunctious when it comes to sexual appetite. We still need tokens. Force them to copulate if you must," the elven man said.

"I'm going to skin you alive, elf!" Aisha growled.

"Oh, I'm so scared." He pretended to shudder.

"Go on, Lynn. Show them what you can do as a succubus witch," Kanae insisted.

"A chance to humiliate my brother? With pleasure!" Lynn tested moving her wings.

Once she was satisfied, the brand new succubus flew out and whispered an incantation. Every knight started panicking as a cloud of darkness shrouded their eyes, effectively obscuring their vision. Many of them dropped their spears and clawed at their faces. Her brother, whom she had left unaffected, stopped short of drinking tea and jumped from his seat.

"What is… Lynn? Is this your spell? Very funny. If you're here, then hand over the token already!" he shouted.

"I'm right here, Patrick, my dear brother." Lynn made herself known and descended to him with both arms perched on her waist. "I would offer you a hug, but all those years of you picking on me would make me hurl."

Patrick reached for his rapier and gasped. "What? Why do you look like a…"

"Succubus? Because I am one, thanks to my queen. Change of plans, Brother. I'm going to be taking over as the family head." The witch wreathed herself in magic, hiding her succubus features and appearing as a normal high elf again.

With a flick of the wand, Lynn created a gust that picked the high elves off their feet and blew them away. Aisha and Mitty, still riding atop Titan, were unaffected. The languisteed galloped away to safety by Kanae's side. Mitty waved a satchel in one hand, and held in the other was a strange-looking flower with the appearance of a giant red tongue.

"We got it, Kanae! We got some dragon's tongue!" Mitty shouted.

"Who in the three hells is the broad with a chip on her shoulder?" Aisha asked as Lynn laid magical bombardment upon her former comrades, and the dragons rummaged through their rations.

"A new succubus, an old foe. Take your pick." Kanae shrugged. "Buuut, I think I have great plans for her as the new Lady of House Alton."

With the Ortesian force incapacitated, they reentered the corridor and shut the door. Lynn casted something called Arcanist's Lock, reminiscent of the spell on the cabinets in Marwin Fransk's bedchamber.

"There. They won't be able to open it for a while. One of the knights had this in her pocket, too. I guess my brother ordered others to do the trial for him." Lynn handed over the fifth and final token.

Kanae gathered all five tokens into the palm of her hand. They began to levitate on their own. One by one, the stone tokens slammed into a random door in a pentagonal formation. The knob turned and opened. A blinding doorway awaited them. Together, they stepped through.


Chapter 28

"Well done in completing the first trial! Lust and love are two sides of the same coin. For the second part of the trial, ye will learn just that. Be careful, for many have failed. Though, worry not. Should ye fail, I shall allow ye to stay until the end of yer days. Make yer choice. Do not look back!" Marrowyn explained.

As the light subsided, Kanae found herself lying in bed. She shielded her eyes from the sun's rays beaming through the window. It was bright. Blindingly so. Kanae turned around, only to find Arenade lying beside her, sleeping soundly, lips parted slightly, and just as beautiful as she last remembered.

"Arenade…?" Kanae gasped, eyes welling with tears.

"Nnh. Another hour, please… I need my beauty sleep if I want to keep my divine self in peak form," Arenade muttered and pulled the covers over her head.

Kanae couldn't believe what she was seeing— wait. Why couldn't she? Arenade was here. Had something happened to her? A profound sadness chewed at the back of Kanae's mind.

"Alright, I'm up." Arenade sighed and peeled the covers away, having noticed Kanae staring hard. "What? Might you be admiring my extreme beauty? In awe of the divinity that wreaths my immaculate form? Heh. Very well, Kanae. I'll allow it, if not just but a moment to bless your dewy morning eyes!"

Dewy was right. A tear ran down Kanae's cheek. Overcome with these confusing emotions, she threw her arms over Arenade and squeezed. The warmth, scent, and touch was all so nostalgic.

"Whoa! What's gotten into you this morning?" she asked.

"I'm not sure. I felt like I was in the worst nightmare. You left me… or something. I had to handle everything on my own. Do you know how many times I just wanted to lay down and give up without you with me? I'm so tired! I just—"

Two gentle hands clasped Kanae's cheeks. Arenade leaned in and kissed her. Love tasted like honey. Like cool silken sheets against her skin. Kanae reciprocated, kissing back more deeply and vigorously. They rolled around in bed like old times, wrapped in each others' arms and lips pressed tightly together.

"I'm right here," Arenade said reassuringly. "I'm not going to leave you. Well… not unless you decide to leave me, but then I'll be leaving you first because no one breaks up with me! Who would? I'm a demigoddess. You'd have to be crazy."

"God, I missed you." Kanae snuggled into Arenade's neck and kissed the sensitive skin around there to make her squirm.

"Psh. I bet you missed this body more than me. Anyway, I can't believe you were heartbroken having to do house chores all by yourself while I was away. Well, this is you we're talking about," she said condescendingly.

"Er… House chores?"

Arenade expelled an exasperated groan and jumped out of bed. Kanae followed her out. She rummaged through the closet for the Matron's Regalia, but it was nowhere to be found. Instead, Arenade picked and shoved a work tunic into Kanae's hands. The fabric was coarse to touch, tattered and marked with dried dirt.

They emerged from the bedroom, and it was then that Kanae realized the place was a cabin and not a castle. Upon leaving the cabin, she couldn't be more shocked that it was a quaint farm and not a city. Where was Ehmvier? The cabin was surrounded by tomato plants propped up by wooden trellises, a small orchard of peach trees, and a few farm animals freely roaming about.

"Where are we? Don't we have a kingdom to rule?" Kanae asked as she stepped out into the farm.

"We left that behind us, remember? The Commonwealth is ruled by an ecclesiarchy now. The Church of the Eminence of Sin and elected city mayors jointly govern the country." Arenade beckoned Kanae over to the toolshed where she pulled out tools.

Did they really relinquish the crown to representatives instead? Kanae couldn't remember for the life of her. She snapped out of it when Arenade shoved a hoe into her hands.

"What's this?" Kanae held the farming tool for what must have been the first time in years.

"It's a hoe. You know, like yourself." Arenade smirked.

"Ha-ha. Very funny. I mean, what are we doing with this?" she asked.

Arenade answered Kanae by leading her to a greenhouse. Inside were many one foot-tall tomato plants in pots. Although Kanae didn't have much of a green thumb, even she knew their growth would be stunted if they weren't planted soon.

"We're going to transplant these before the end of the day. I'm here now. You won't be doing everything by yourself, so no need to go crying about me not being around." Arenade teased.

Kanae rolled her eyes. She helped nonetheless. The two worked tirelessly under the beating hot sun without any protection other than straw hats and long sleeves. Kanae wielded a hoe in both hands and a second with her tail. After digging up the earth, Arenade transplanted a young tomato plant by hand. It took hours of back-breaking labor before they finally planted them all.

Next, they splashed each plant with a full pail of fingercrab juices to fertilize them. The stupid monsters needed to be milked, so the task fell to Kanae. She entered the pen and allowed them to fuck her until they had several troughs' worth of their liquid spunk.

"I don't get it. Why aren't we using your Plant Growth to grow the tomatoes instead?" Kanae asked after emptying the final pail onto a plant.

"What kind of lazy talk is that? Tomatoes taste a lot better when they grow naturally. Well, it's fine to speed them up a little…" Arenade caved and cast Plant Growth upon their freshly-transplanted tomatoes.

Many of them went from a single foot to almost a yard tall. Arenade stopped there and didn't grow them any more beyond that. Kanae laid down on the soft, warm dirt to rest and gazed up at the blue sky. Two tomatoes suddenly appeared in her vision.

"Try this one." Arenade handed her a tomato that was as firm as an apple.

Kanae bit into it. The flesh was tough. Not really tart and barely juicy.

"Gross." Kanae frowned.

"That was grown by Plant Growth. Try this. We grew it normally," she said, handing her the other one.

When Kanae sunk her teeth into the second tomato, a burst of flavor filled her taste buds. It had a slight sweet taste but was undeniably tart.

"It does taste good! I could see us making a nice salad with this. Or just eating it as is!" Kanae went for another bite, but Arenade snatched it away to munch on herself.

"Slow down there, buster. This isn't just for us to eat. We're shipping most of them to schools all over the Commonwealth. There's a lot of hungry kids to feed, let me tell you!" Arenade sat down beside Kanae.

Kids… Right, they had kids.

"Come to think of it, where's our kids? Suvee and Kanade. Mine and Mitty's. Nelly, too. Are they here?" Kanae asked.

"Here? Did it slip your mind or what? My Nelly and your gob kiddies have been full-fledged Aidenhall knights for years now. Suvee and Kanade are attending school there, too. They grew up so fast, just like most of these tomato plants will. It's just you and me now. Been that way for… Gods, I don't even remember how many years." Arenade heaved a content sigh and smiled.

"Wow. Good. I'm glad we did good by them, then. Hold on… What about mine and Esta's kid?" she pressed for more.

Arenade turned to Kanae in surprise. Genuine surprise.

"WHAT?" Arenade gasped. "You and Esta went and had one, too?"

They stared at each other in confusion. How did Arenade not know? Unless she… she what? Something important was missing, and Kanae couldn't quite put her finger on what.

Arenade continued, "I guess it isn't really a surprise coming from a hornbat like you. But by the Supreme One's hairy ass, Estaline von Cleisseldor, the Knight of Silver? Huh. Yeah. I think you're going to be alright with her. The kids, too."

"What do you mean by that?" Kanae asked, but Arenade jumped up and extended a hand down to her. She took it. Hand in hand, the two wandered past their tomato farm and into the peach tree orchard. Just like their children, they raised all of this with hard work, love, and patience.

Arenade looked so beautiful as streaks of sunlight hit her skin. Even if she was wearing a leather work tunic, or even if her hair was tied up in a bun and not flowing freely like usual. She didn't need the Halo of Holy Radiance to appear so dazzling and bright either.

Following after Arenade from behind… this was everything that Kanae wanted. Right here. With the woman she dearly cared for and who cared for her back.

Kanae stopped walking, and their hands separated. Arenade walked a few more paces ahead before coming to a halt, too. As though to fill the void, her hands clasped together behind her back.

"This isn't real, is it? The farm, the tomatoes… you," Kanae said.

"What's gotten into you?" Arenade asked without so much as turning around. "Of course, it's real! You were practically tongue-fucking me earlier, weren't you? You ate the tomato. You're tired from hoeing the earth all morning like how you hoe yourself out so often."

"That snappiness makes it very convincing that I'm doubting myself. Maybe I am crazy, but…"

Arenade whipped around, stormed up to Kanae, and kissed her. They stayed that way for what felt like ages, lips and fingers locked in an embrace.

"What if I told you that I am real?" Arenade asked.

"That's the thing… I don't know. I don't know! You didn't know Esta was pregnant, and your surprise was so real. I think I remember a war, a Rift, something I had to do… you being dead… Marrowyn! This is a Rift! So why wouldn't he make you know about Esta being pregnant? Ugh. My head hurts just thinking about it!" Kanae sulked in the former demigoddess' chest.

"Sheesh. What a crybaby. You need to get your aching head back in the game. There's work to do. The longer you wait here, the worse it gets out there. But… if you want to cuddle up in my arms like a baby, I'm not going to tell you to screw off." She hugged tightly.

"But I have to go, right? Even if I might not see you again, I have to go?"

Arenade nodded in response.

How great would it be to stay here and farm for the rest of their lives together? Wake up in the morning for another romp and cuddles. Farm tomatoes and peaches all day. They would go to bed after having steamy hot sex. Start over the next day. Things were so much easier when they were picking up quests to earn pocket change.

"I got a question for you. Remember way back when in Orturic? I was sitting on the side of the road covered in fleas. Your first fucking word to me was 'geh'. You remember that, you horny shit?" Arenade asked.

"Pfft. Yeah, I remember. You smelled so bad." Kanae laughed under her breath.

"Laugh it up. This question is your trial: am I still just a sex slave to you?" She looked deeply into Kanae's eyes in search of the answer.

"You forcibly yanked me into this world and got me turned into a girl. A succubus! You're also the mother of my daughter. You're somehow the most charitable yet self-centered, luxury-seeking bitch I've ever met. So… Yeah. You're still my sex slave. We made a vow on that. But… you're also the love of my life."

A single tear streaked down Arenade's grinning face. She blinked away the rest, then dove in for another kiss. They continued to do so even as the cabin, farm, and plants faded away like paint washing off a canvas until only an open sky remained. When their lips parted, Kanae did the unthinkable— she groped Arenade's tits.

"Seriously?" Arenade put both hands on her hips.

"If this ends up being the last time I ever see you again, I'm not wasting this chance. Your boobs really are the best. I can't get over how big and plush they are! I mean, it's all a part of you who I love so much." Kanae flashed a mischievous smile.

"A perv through and through, always wanting to defile the temple that is my body. I love you, too." She threw herself in for one final hug, the tightest one yet that neither of them wanted to let go of.

When Kanae opened her eyes, Arenade was gone. Her arms held air instead, but her hands clenched together with a sense of closure and resolve. It occurred to Kanae that she forgot to tell Arenade the single-most important thing.

"We found a way to resurrect you. Boy, are you going to be surprised when you come back to life. So much has happened, I wouldn't even begin to know where to start. One thing's for sure… You better bet I'm going to grope the crap out of your boobs again, too!" Kanae shouted into the vast skies.

"Haha! Lust and love are oftentimes confused with each other. When the scales are tipped in either direction, they deceive yer heart's deepest desires. Only in balance might ye find what it is ye truly yearn for. If my people possessed even an iota of yer wisdom, young succubus, perhaps they would not have tipped the scales into oblivion instead," Marrowyn explained cryptically.

"I know Rifts are the gods' playgrounds. You can affect us and many things not possible in the real world. Was that just now… Was that the real Arenade?" she asked.

"Who am I to say? Ye have found balance. Yer heart knows the answer. However, that is not important here. Go, with my blessing. Press on to the third and final trial."

Everything went black. When Kanae opened her eyes, she was lying on a bed in a dormitory room. Her companions were fast asleep in beds, too. Well, Titan was lying on the ground.

Kanae eased up and closed her eyes, trying to picture Arenade's touch, warmth, and voice again. Marrowyn might not have answered the question, but she was almost certain…

"Maybe I should've let the second trial go a little while longer." Kanae sighed.


Chapter 29

Half an hour went by, and the others hadn't awakened yet. How long was the trial supposed to take? If it was anything like the one Kanae faced, then they must be just as difficult. Tackling one's greatest inner desires was almost cheating.

A war still raged on outside the Rift. They couldn't afford to stay here.

"Guys, wake up! I've completed the second trial. Hello? Helloooo!" Kanae repeatedly patted Mitty on the cheek, but he wouldn't wake up. She went to do the same to Aisha. No response.

There was no way she was supposed to wait for them to complete or fail their trial, right? Wait… but did failing mean they would stay dreaming forever? Kanae searched the room for clues, and it didn't take long to find a common theme. A glowing, diamond-shaped crystal rested beneath their pillows. The crystal in the bed she was lying on earlier had gone inert and stopped glowing.

"Hmm…" Kanae grabbed the crystal tucked under Mitty's pillow, and a magical force sucked her inside.

A swarm of young goblins darted past her feet.

"Aahhhhh!"

"Can't catch meee!"

"I'm better than you. Nyeeeh!"

Kanae panicked at forty goblin and hobgoblin children frolicking in the field. They were all play-fighting. Some of them, the girls at least, had succubus features. The boys didn't.

"Kanae? Oh, thank the Supreme One!" Mitty sighed heavily. He carried a succubus goblin baby in each arm, and they were wailing at the top of their lungs. "Can you feed Tanya and Koppi? I think they're hungry."

"Wait, is your dream about us having all these kids? How many did we have?!" Kanae cried.

"We're up to 39 now. The 40th and 41st on their way!" He pointed to her stomach.

Kanae glanced down. Her belly had swelled up significantly to accommodate twins.

"I'm not sure I wanted THIS many kids! Mitty, snap out of it. This is a Rift trial. You have to find… what did Marrowyn say? Something about balancing lust and love. This must be love. You love me a lot to want to have all these children. I love you, too. You're my first boyfriend. You make my heart sing and pussy throb like crazy. BUT we need to be realistic," Kanae explained.

The children began to disappear one by one. The pair in Mitty's arms were the last to vanish. In their place, their four original kids appeared behind him, all smiling and placing a hand on his shoulders.

"Sorry… My father used to yell at me all the time that I was useless… That I wouldn't find a mate to have children with. When we got together and had Teana, Pan, Revah, and Mikki, it just made me so happy. You're right. The four of them are honestly enough for me, but I'm always open for more! At least a few more!" Mitty grabbed Kanae's hands.

"I won't say no to that." Kanae returned the smile.

When the world faded away, Kanae and Mitty awoke next to each other.

"What… happened?" Mitty asked, rubbing his eyes.

"No time to explain!" Kanae grabbed Aisha's dream crystal and was teleported into a similar field filled with numerous children.

However, instead of Kanae and Mitty's kids, Aisha had a harem of men whom she had bore an army of offspring with. Amusingly, William Bellevue was the only man worthy enough to stand by her side. The others were her breeding fodder, much like how a succubus treated sex slaves.

"Aisha!" Kanae shouted.

"Ah, fuck. You're here. Look, I already know this is a trial. I just wanted to have a little fun first." Aisha groaned.

The two of them emerged from the dream right away, much to Kanae's surprise. Aisha was a lot more formidable than she had given her credit for. Next was Lani and Chappy. They were in the same bed together that only had a single dream crystal.

As soon as Kanae grabbed it, she entered a place of pitch darkness. The sounds of squelching and moans came first. Echoes of Chappy talking dirty to her rang across the void. Images of Lani being fucked by tentacles appeared all around. The living grimoire held a leash attached to Lani's collar and walked her naked through town. He withheld sex from her until she availed herself to being gangbanged by ruffians and beasts. Through it all, Lani had the most depraved smile on her face that would make a succubus blush.

"Of course, their lust was extremely imbalanced." Kanae sighed into her hand.

Maybe there was a way to trick them. Marrowyn used those dream crystals to create a world for them to live in that felt real. Much like lucid dreaming, Kanae attempted the same by imposing her will upon this world. She forged from thought a wedding ceremony, church, decorations, and all. Lani, dressed in a skimpy wedding gown, and Chappy, wearing only a bowtie on his leather cover, physically manifested in front of Kanae.

"Am… Amethyst?" Lani gasped.

"What's going on? A second ago, I was about to shove some anal beads into my sweet Lani!" Chappy complained.

"We're gathered here today to wed these two lovely… er… sex-crazed lunatics in holy matrimony. Do you, Chappy, take this horny beastman hare as your lawfully-wedded wife, in sickness and in health?" Kanae asked.

The confusion washed away immediately as they were caught up in the pace of the ceremony.

"Hells yeah, I do!" Chappy exclaimed and slapped Lani's ass with a tentacle.

"And you, Lani, do you take this… horny book as your lawfully-wedded husband, in… wrinkly bindings and in healthy pages?" Kanae turned to the Saint Priest.

"I-I do!" Lani answered passionately.

"Then with the powers vested in me as a High Priestess of the Eminence of Sin, I pronounce you husband and wife! Chappy, you may now fuck the bride." She stepped away as a tangle of tentacles sprouted from the pages.

Lani gazed up at the many appendages that awaited her, hands pressed together and legs trembling. Drool slipped down from the corners of her lips. Misty eyes in which the pupils were fully dilated, welcomed what was to come. However, instead of fucking her, Chappy gently wrapped his tentacles around the warlock in an embrace.

"I used to be the hungriest darn living grimoire to ever roam the world, then you came along with your unquenchable libido. I'm glad you found me, Lani. I'll be with you until the day my pages fall apart!" Chappy cried.

"Hehe. I feel the same way. When we're together, all I know is happiness. You may be a devil, but you're my devil!" Lani embraced the living grimoire in return as tentacles began to poke, prod, and molest every hole on her body.

Kanae wiped the tears from her eyes. That was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen, and she was happy for them.

"Hrm… This doesn't feel right, but they DO seem to care about each other. In their own twisted way. I'll hand it to ye and them," Marrowyn said.

The three of them were kicked out of the dream. Kanae came to consciousness and shook off the daze.

"Chappy, wait! Not while people are watching— aahhh!" Lani moaned at the top of her lungs.

It looked like they were continuing where the dream had left off. Only two more. Kanae saved Titan for last, because she was curious about Lynn Alton's dream. After touching the crystal, she landed in a massive throne room with columns of white and gold surrounding it. Banners, familiar and unknown, draped down from the ceiling. Lynn sat atop the throne overlooking kneeling high elves.

"Ahaha! Who's empress now, you conniving bastards? Me! I'm the—" Lynn locked eyes with Kanae and squeaked. "Kanae Toyomi is my queen! My queen until the end of my days!"

The world melted away. Kanae returned to reality with Lynn prostrating before her in apology.

"I suppose some desires don't change. You high elves really have it locked down for one thing only," Kanae said mockingly.

"Even so, my loyalty is to you! Please, forgive my subconscious transgressions!" Lynn pleaded.

Lust for power was a thing, too, it seemed.

One more to go. Kanae walked up to the slumbering Titan and could only fathom what he was dreaming about. It must be an imbalance of lust, right? Languisteeds were intelligent, but were they also deeply emotional creatures? She touched the dream crystal and entered his dream expecting to be railed by his enormous cock. Instead, a cool breeze was coursing through her hair. Crisp mountain air filled her lungs.

Kanae was riding on top of Titan while he galloped across the countryside of the Commonwealth. The sun cast a warm glow upon them.

"Awww, Titan! This is all you really want with me? Maybe I'm the one with an imbalance of lust," Kanae said.

Hmm? So did Titan have an imbalance of love, or was it balanced and this was an Aisha moment?

The languisteed gradually came to a halt on a hill. They had a nice view of the setting sun that was now pulling a blanket of orange and red across the sky. She dismounted from Titan, only for him to nuzzle against her chest. That was when she saw it— his cock fully erect and throbbing for release.

"It wouldn't hurt to fool around for a bit. Lani and Chappy had their fun. Why don't we?" Kanae asked as went down on him.

Titan's cock felt as hard as it looked. Once Kanae got her hands on the hot and meaty thing, it throbbed in response. He whinnied when she licked the flared-out tip and used her tail pussy to nurse his massive ball sack. Using her breasts to sandwich the shaft must have made him feel really good, because his forelegs stomped and drew trenches in the dirt.

Soon, the thick member shuddered. His gonads clenched and unclenched, and spurts of steaming spunk jetted all over Kanae. She tried to swallow as much as possible, but there was just so much. Even her tail couldn't withstand the sheer volume. Waves of cum painted her body white and left her trembling in pleasure. It took every ounce of sanity and willpower not to switch on Versatile Womb, to be impregnated again by a male stud of superior seed.

The sweet taste of cum revitalized Kanae, as if she had a full eight hours of restful sleep and then some. Come to think of it, there was still a third part of the trial. This snack served as a nice little pick-me-up in case Marrowyn had a fight for them ahead.

"Okay, Titan." Kanae stood up and window-wiped the cum from her eyes. "We should get back to the others and… Hm? Why aren't we out of your dream yet? We spilled right out of the others."

Titan shook his mane and whinnied unsurely. He clopped up to Kanae, lowering his head between her thighs.

"Wait, we really should— aahh!" Kanae let out a breathy moan when the languisteed licked her quivering pussy. "Titan… you're going to make me not want to leave… If you keep this up, I might want to…" She grabbed his tusks and tried to push away, but he wouldn't stop lapping like a dehydrated dog over a bowl of water. The long slab of flesh that was his tongue brushed across her clit and entrance, bringing her closer to climax. "I might want to stay here with you forever— mmmhh!"

The ensuing orgasm was so powerful, Kanae ended up squirting. Titan, satisfied with his work, backed away a few steps to let her finish watering the grass. Her legs were weak. She gradually came to her senses, but they were both still in the dream.

Why?

Did Kanae have it wrong to begin with? Maybe Titan actually had an imbalance of lust. She needed to figure something out and return to the living world soon. Otherwise, Marrowyn and the Rift might regard her as having failed the trial. Kanae recalled what she did for Lani and Chappy, who had to reconcile their overwhelming lust with a wedding to remind them of their love.

Suddenly, Kanae was wearing a slutty wedding dress. Thistle, the Matron's Regalia, was gone and replaced by an erotic gown.

"What the? That's not what I wanted!" Kanae complained.

The dress came with a veil on her head and corset around her waist. Nothing covered her breasts. Lace leggings pulled up to her thighs and lace sleeves up to her elbows. The 'underwear' she wore had openings for her pussy and ass.

Surrounding trees merged into solid walls. The soft, grassy ground turned dry and hard. Stacks of hay sprung up. Kanae blinked once and was fastened face-up to a wooden breeding mount.

"How did I… Titan? Where are you? I need you to break me out!" Kanae struggled to no avail.

Titan, having heard her call, entered the stables in a hurry. However, her relief was short-lived. The languisteed trotted over with his dick still erect, and it finally hit her.

"Titan… down! This can wait until we get back to the city. We have a Rift to deal with!" Kanae exclaimed as Titan's forelegs planted down on the rungs to the side of her head.

The languisteed neighed in what sounded like refusal. His dick prodded at Kanae's entrance. Every thrust missed, and he grunted disapprovingly. But it only took one to hit its mark. His giant cock plunged deep into her waiting pussy.

Kanae cried out in a mixture of ecstasy and pain. Each time Titan pistoned into her, his ball sack slapped her ass. At the height of their gratuitous rutting, she switched on Masochist.

"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck my pussy up! I'll be your mare, so pump me full of your seed!" Kanae pleaded passionately.

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

Titan pounded so hard that the wooden mount Kanae was on creaked and cracked. She threw her legs around his muscular thighs. She grabbed the tusks that jutted from his jaw. When the mount broke, she was held aloft by both the beast's dick and tusks.

"I feel your hot cum, Titan… It's so thick…" Kanae muttered in the throes of climax, then eventually lost the strength to hang on. Her hands slipped, and she promptly fell off his cock.

Everything began to melt away.

Kanae thought they had failed the trial until she snapped awake, no longer covered in jizz and surrounded by her companions. They gazed down at her worriedly.

"Are you alright? You were tossing and turning," Lani said.

"Uhh… I think so." Kanae felt the distinct wetness at her crotch.

Titan turned his mighty head and nudged her. It was then that Kanae realized she was actually lying on the ground with him against his chest.

"Kanae, your nipples." Mitty pointed.

They were stiffer than diamonds and leaking milk.

"I can explain—"

Before Kanae could finish, the ground started rumbling. The walls and ceiling crumbled like they were being pummeled by catapults. When the floor gave way, everyone fell into the abyss— and came out the other end, sitting on impossibly tall seats in the sky from which they couldn't see the bottom. Clouds obscured their vision.

The two baby dragons were perched on the armrests of Kanae's seat. Titan was the only one granted a platform. Just a stone's throw away, a group of high elves were also sitting on chairs on their own. Lynn's brother, Patrick Alton, was among them.

"Lynn, you accursed disgrace to the family!" Patrick tried to stand up and was immediately pushed back down by an invisible force.

"We'll see who the disgrace truly is at the end of the trial." Lynn sneered.

"Champions!" Marrowyn's voice bellowed like a chorus from every direction. "Yer final trial in the Rift is a test of knowledge and mental fortitude. Welcome to Kingdom Feud! On the left side we have members from the Commonwealth of Sin and Radevic, including the Demon Queen herself! There also appears to be a recent turncoat. I'll allow it! On the right side, representing the Empire of Ortesia, Head of House Alton, Patrick Alton and his retainers! Contestants… Are. Ye. READY?"

"Get on with it already!" everyone yelled.

"Sheesh. Tough crowd. Will the first contestants come forward!" The dwarf demigod himself took form at the podium. Dressed in a tuxedo, he was a short and stout man with a face full of salt and peppered beard, as one would expect from his race. A bulbous pink nose and golden-monocled right eye was all that stood out from the forest of hair.

A seat from each side shifted up to Marrowyn. From Kanae's side, Mitty was up first. From Patrick's side, a female elven knight currently staring daggers at the goblin. A floating button appeared before them.

"First question: What nations banded together in a concerted effort against the four succubus queens during the Succubus Wars?" Marrowyn asked.

The lady knight slammed a fist on the button before Mitty could.

"Radevic, Artaggon, and the Empire of Ortesia," she answered confidently.

Bzzzzt!

A buzzer blared from every direction.

"Incorrect!"

"What?!" She turned to her group, who looked just as confused. In fact, they all appeared a little too surprised by that.

"I know!" Mitty hit the button next. "It was Radevic and Artaggon. The Empire of Ortesia had long sailed across the sea by then and wanted nothing to do with the war."

"Correct! One point to Team Commonwealth!" Marrowyn shouted.

Both contestants returned to their respective teams.

"Doesn't sound like you guys are up to par in history, does it?" Kanae asked Patrick. "Your knight was so sure of herself. Maybe the empire's education system is peddling propaganda to make themselves look better."

"It won't happen again. We'll see who triumphs over who next!" Patrick growled.

The next to go up was Kanae and a high elven man. A button appeared between them.

"Second question: Something crippled the high elves when they attempted to establish an empire on this continent. What was it?" Marrowyn asked.

Crippled? Didn't they leave on their own accord after learning about demons in the north? Kanae tried to recall, but nothing was coming to mind. While distracted in thought, the elf hit the button.

"Traitors in the imperial ranks aligning themselves with devils!" the other answered.

"Correct!"

Kanae was hit with whiplash as the answer punched her in the gut— the Cult of Lust and Depravity?

"Tch. If only I had been chosen to answer," Lynn cursed under her breath as Kanae returned to their side.

"I thought high elves went west because of demons and succubi?" Kanae asked.

"Partially true. However, every high elf in the upper echelons of our society are aware of the Traitor Houses. They are a lesson and warning bell against any who would dabble in the sin-touched influence of devils. The Lord Council at the time launched a quiet but merciless holy inquisition, plunging the then empire into a civil war in a crusade to purge them. Their houses have long been struck from historical records, and their names are akin to profanity," she explained.

"For fucks sake… Have you guys ever stopped to consider being so uppity is a bad thing?" Chappy laughed.

Lynn gawked for a few seconds.

"Is that grimoire speaking?" She squinted.

Fortunately, Lani and Chappy were saved by the bell. They were next. Their counterpart, however, was Patrick.

"Third and final question, and ye may receive help from yer team: What race… does this penis belong to?" Marrowyn asked.

An illusory image of two reptilian dicks, one on top of the other, appeared above the demigod's head for all to see.

"What? How am I supposed to know that?" Patrick beat a fist into his chair, and when he turned to his team for help, they only returned shrugs.

"I believe I know who might!" Lani hit the buzzer and shot Kanae a look.

"It belongs to a dragon!" Kanae answered with the utmost certainty.

"Correct!"

While Patrick protested, the chairs vanished from under him. He and his cadre of knights plummeted past the clouds. On the other side, Kanae and her team fell slowly onto a golden platform with a giant chest in the center. Everyone except her ran to rummage through the loot.

"That was really the final trial? I feel like you rigged it in my favor," Kanae said.

"Hah. These trials are designed beforehand. It only so happens that ye were suited to this the most. Besides, had Patrick Alton or any of his people chanced into the same door ye did in the first trial, they would have most certainly learned the answer. Congratulations, Kanae Toyomi, ye have conquered my trial! Go and reap yer rewards," Marrowyn urged her.

"I want answers instead, like you promised. What did the dwarves have to do with the Cult of Lust and Depravity? Saint Rue is part of it, too, isn't he? That would mean a non-insignificant number of high elves are also. And going off of the second trivia question, it wasn't just some meager organization. Just what are they?" she asked.

"I'm afraid I have to be tight-lipped over the matter. It isn't information I may divulge. I passed away and ascended ages before they were wiped out anyway. As for the rest of yer questions, I believe ye already know the answers. I can tell ye that their influence… runs deep."

Kanae heaved a sigh. First the devil of pride, and now the devil of lust. What was the Empire of Ortesia thinking?

"Kanae!" Mitty ran up to her with something in his hands. "We all grabbed something for ourselves. This is all that's left that seems to suit you."

"A bottle of… ink?" Kanae picked it up and swished the liquid around.

"Not just any ink, Amethyst. Enchanted ink that can inscribe a permanent spell buff or passive effect when tattooed onto you," Lani explained.

That did sound useful, if only Kanae had an idea of what spells to ink onto herself.

Titan galloped over to the ethereal manifestation of Marrowyn and whinnied in protest. The demigod threw his hands up.

"Ye want something, too? How am I supposed to know what ye want! We've never had a beast enter a Rift as a participant before!" Marrowyn complained and proceeded to grumble to himself. After a few seconds of contemplation, he snapped his fingers.

Everyone gasped as Titan grew a little in size. His muscles pulled taut. Large, feathered wings unfurled from his back. His hooves lit up in blue flames. A gnarled horn sprouted from his forehead, and the tusks on his jaws stretched farther.

"What did you do to my languisteed?!" Kanae cried.

"A face-lift! Languisteeds are descended from demonic horses, extinct in present day, called dreadmourns. Thousands of years of crossbreeding with regular horses and marsteeds resulted in languis. I simply… reintroduced his race to the world. I'm sure the Supreme One won't mind," Marrowyn said, nodding positively at his handiwork.

Kanae kneeled down. Titan got bigger down there, too. This turned out better than she expected.

The Rift began to collapse. Marrowyn wished them luck before vanishing. The ghostly image of a high elven woman took form briefly next to him and waved. Kanae did a double take, but the figure was already gone.

Everyone who entered the Rift spilled back out onto the village. Edina had decimated the Ortesian force and her Corpsestitched undead were holding the high elves prisoner. The necromancer herself sat atop a naked knight while munching on an apple.

"Damn. I missed out. You go in and return with Titan getting a makeover and two dragons? Shit, I should've joined!" Edina clicked her tongue.

"I… I lost…" Patrick muttered dejectedly, clenching handfuls of dirt.

"You didn't just lose the Rift, brother. You lost everything." Lynn sneered.

Thanks to the massive undead army, they rounded up the prisoners and marched them back to Ehmvier. Kanae's true objective was the dragon's tongue flowers. Everything else was a bonus. Aisha and Mitty were carefully going over how many they had collected within the Rift.

"Rosaline and I should have enough to work with. We'll come up with a few prototype elixirs soon," Aisha assured Kanae, then jumped off the wagon as soon as they reached the city gates and booked it to the atelier.

Kanae was about to go see her children until Esta, Lilith, and Claudia came running.

"Master! We have bad news… Highgreen has come under siege, and Talahurah has fallen to Ortesian occupation. My mother, no doubt." Esta growled.

"We also received word from the Lograin Branch," Lilith began nervously. "Our cloister there is safe. Rown Company has lent a hand in hiding the Sisters of Sin. The last letter we received from High Priestess Eldora reported a gargantuan Ortesian force, possibly in the high thousands, had made camp outside the city. They looked poised to invade the Commonwealth, but two Saint Priests are apparently impeding their advance. Minestra is still at the southern border, strengthening outpost defenses. She sent a messenger requesting reinforcements."

"Oh, let Minestra take a beating. She can handle it." Claudia brushed off the concerns.

"But my people can't! And high thousands… We barely repelled a siege of a few thousand." Kanae glanced around her close companions, noting the worried expressions on their faces.

This multi-pronged attack by the empire was the worst case scenario, and it happened while Kanae was in a Rift. With a massive force on its way from the south, the Rook of Rotandrix made sure that Ehmvier couldn't rely on reinforcements from the north. They were going to be choked out and pincered in this way.

In order to regain the advantage, Kanae needed to strike first.

"We're going to Talahurah to liberate the city," Kanae said to many gasps.

"Sending a force there will weaken Ehmvier if that army in Lograin attacks. They may have Vivirens opening portals to cut their journey short. Are you sure?" Claudia asked.

"Avaline left us with no choice. We also have two Vivirens of our own. One from Barkwen, and another among the group we brought back. Once we get to Talahurah, we should be able to connect a portal," she explained.

"I would like to be a part of the force that goes to Talahurah. Allow me to confront my mother," Esta implored with a look that wasn't going to take no for an answer.

The Knight of Silver had already made it clear a while ago that being pregnant wasn't going to stop her from fighting. Kanae had already stopped trying to convince her otherwise. Sure, it was still dangerous. But having Esta around always made seemingly insurmountable battles surmountable.

Kanae looked north and frowned. Labelle and Talon couldn't come back with Arenade any faster. She was anxious, but their last few victories was proof that Ortesia wasn't some indestructible monolith.

"One week," Kanae said.

"For what?" Claudia raised a brow.

"Before we leave for Talahurah. Until then, bring me a gorag, mana-vamp starfish, capture some dire beasts, and leave me alone in the dungeons with them. Titan, you're coming, too! Lilith, find me sisters to serve as the midwives! I'm going to breed an army of monsters that will make Hilde proud."


Chapter 30

Over the next few days, Kanae threw herself to the mercy of numerous creatures regarded as dangerous to the average adventurer. The Ehmvier stables served as the breeding nest. It was currently closed to the public so that she could mate with her beastly harem undisturbed. The sounds of Kanae's moans, as well as her cheeks getting repeatedly clapped, were heard day and night.

Tess, her fellow gaur warriors, and several Sisters of Sin helped as midwives, delivering anything that popped out of Kanae's womb. Tearal and the alraunes nursed infantile creatures until Versatile Womb's expedited aging brought them to adulthood.

Two gorags were in the middle of double-teaming a very pregnant Kanae when she felt the next baby kicking. Eyes rolled back and the soles of her feet arched, she howled in ecstasy from being fucked in her ass and pussy. They sandwiched her between thick muscles pulled taut underneath bristly red fur. The one behind Kanae held her in the full-Nelson position while pummeling her ass, and the other in front threatened to tear her horns off while pounding her pussy.

Masochist and Versatile Womb were switched on. Both skills had been active since Kanae started, and she couldn't experience greater ecstasy even if she tried.

"I'm going to cum!" Kanae cried at the height of pleasure. "I'm cumming while giving birth— aahhhh!"

Hot, fertile sperm flooded into her womb and then some. Their spunk inflated her already pregnant belly, but the next one was coming. She didn't need to squeeze. As soon as the gorag pulled his dick out of her pussy, a newborn was born. The infant gorag, still attached to the umbilical cord, wailed aloud to be fed.

A gaur shooed the adult gorags out of the stables. She returned a second later to the infant and severed the cord, which disintegrated rather quickly when no longer attached. Another gaur picked up and delivered the new gorag to an alraune, who swaddled the young beast in large leaves, and plugged a flower pod filled with nutritious nectar into its mouth. Finally, the stablemaster, Ichi, carted the infant outside to the ranch where it would rest until adulthood.

This factory line began with Kanae. She laid flat on the ground covered in cum, her pussy and asshole throbbing, and shivering from the intense orgasms. The next infant gorag was coming from the latest batch of cum she had taken. Her stomach ballooned. Her breasts continued to swell.

Titan, the newly evolved dreadmourn, pushed open the door of his stall and trotted over. He licked Kanae's pussy that was still gushing cum.

"Mmm! Oh, Titan~ Aren't you sweet, cleaning me up after a hard day of work?" Kanae said only to suddenly come face to face with his hung cock. "I guess I'm not done yet. I'll take care of you, too… chuuu!"

It throbbed with the intensity of an earthquake. Kanae licked the tip and stroked the shaft with affection. Due to the transformation, he had grown larger. She couldn't get both hands around the girth anymore.

"Alright, Kanae. Do you want another gorag or a mana-vamp next?" Ichi poked his head in to ask. "Oh, I think I got my answer."

"Hang on, Ichi. I'm—?!"

Right then, Titan climaxed. A waterfall of dreadmourn seed waterboarded Kanae and drenched her in steaming cum. Satisfied, he unfurled his wings to stretch for a moment before returning to the stall for a nap.

"Peh… I was hoping he'd want to put it in me next." Kanae fingered herself and imagined being fucked by Titan while the spunk was still hot on her body.

"Kanae!" The sound of Ichi's hooves clonked up to her. He undid his pants, revealing an erect minotaur dick ready to take her next. "I can't hold it in anymore… I need to fuck you now. I've been watching you getting railed for four days straight!"

A seductive smile flashed across Kanae's face. She opened her legs and spread her swollen pussy lips with two fingers. Fresh gorag and dreadmourn seed spilled out as though to make room.

"You want to fuck my sweet, succubus snatch? Versatile Womb is on. Do you want to play roulette on impregnating me next?" Kanae licked her lips.

Ichi lunged at Kanae, but she flipped their positions just as quickly. Her thighs straddled the minotaur dick which, while not as big as Titan's, was pretty sizable. Slowly, inch by inch, Kanae lowered her soaking pussy down onto him until they were firmly connected.

"Oh, man… Nothing beats your pussy. Not even the gaurs! You're so tight even after taking Titan and all those gorags…" Ichi trembled and tensed up with delight.

"That's quite the compliment. Maybe I'll even start letting you come to my bedchamber whenever you want," Kanae teased as she bounced gently on his dick.

"Were you… always like this?" he asked, reaching up to grope her breasts. "You have the body of a succubus MILF, but when I look at you, I see your face from when we were still going to school."

"Does that turn you on? Did you like my face? Did you want to fuck me?" She leaned down until her chest was pressed to Ichi's and their faces inches apart.

"Well… I-I thought you were kinda cute— mmrph!"

Kanae shut Ichi up with a kiss. His much thicker tongue wormed its way into her mouth, and she suckled on it in return. Their mating gradually grew more intense with Kanae slamming her hips faster and faster. Strong, minotaur hands found purchase on her ass, each one squeezing a cheek. His fingers sank into the fat and sent pleasure screeching up her spine.

"Kanae, I'm about to cum!" Ichi warned.

"Not before I do! Keep fucking me!" Kanae used her tail to wrap around the base of his dick, sealing the sperm bank from pumping its payload.

Ichi sat up and took his hands off Kanae's butt. He grabbed her engorged breasts instead, forcing milk to squirt from them. His teeth lightly grinded on both nipples to coax more out. Soon, even her tail couldn't keep the pressure at bay. She climaxed from Ichi shooting his load straight into her womb. Wobbly and lightheaded, Ichi fell backwards and Kanae fell on top of his broad chest.

"That was ama— Wait. Oh, no! Are you pregnant?" Ichi panicked as the post-nut clarity hit him like a truck.

"Hmm. I don't think so. The baby gorag is still taking up all of the room. That just means we can go again." Kanae grinned.

"Again? B-But, I'm getting woozy. Can we get a rain check?" he asked.

"Minotaur dick happens to be in my top ten favorites ever since I first saw one coming to this world, so no. You're staying here until I'm satisfied~"

"No, please! Mercy—"

Kanae continued to fuck Ichi with mindless abandon even long after she had given birth to a gorag. To her, he was a cow that needed to be milked. Fortunately, she was still there enough in the head to turn off Versatile Womb. This went on for almost an hour until someone entered the stables.

"Kanae, are you still rearing gorags?" Mitty asked on the way in.

"Help… me… She's a goddamn semen demon…" Ichi pleaded from the ground, looking like a husk of his former self with sunken cheeks and eyes.

The goblin sighed. He dropped his pants, and like fish to a baited lure, Kanae turned in his direction. She climbed off Ichi's dick and crawled over to the hobgoblin stud meat attached to Mitty.

"Mmm… For me? You… shlluurp… shouldn't have," Kanae said while sucking greedily on the hobgoblin dick.

"Okay, Ichi. Now you can take this chance to leave or throw a bucket of water on her while she's distracted," Mitty said.

Kanae, too engrossed in polishing this erect cock, didn't realize until it was too late. Ichi splashed her with cold water. She snapped back to her senses, shivering and freezing.

"Oops. Did I lose myself again?" Kanae asked.

"Yeah, you got cock hungry again." Mitty nodded as a matter of factly.

"Is that like a real condition?" Ichi eyed her with another bucket of water ready.

"No, but it's a Kanae condition. Usually happens if she's been having sex back to back for over a day. A splash of water, a sleep spell, something to break the trance usually solves it," the goblin added.

For the time being, they went around cleaning the stables before Kanae continued the fuck-a-thon. The ground was covered in more jizz than hay and straw.

"Hrm… Maybe I'll go with Titan again next," Kanae said while standing in front of the dreadmourn's stall.

"Want me to go bring the harness and mounting post?" Mitty asked.

"I've been wondering for a while now…" Ichi stopped sweeping and stared at the two of them. "Mitty, are you really okay with Kanae getting it on with other people and beasts? You're in a relationship, aren't you? And, Kanae's married to Noah from Highgreen. Isn't it a little weird?"

Kanae and Mitty exchanged glances and laughed.

"If you're implying what I think you mean, it doesn't bother me! Male goblins and hobgoblins typically form tribes around one female anyway. Besides, didn't you impregnate the gaur nomads? Why are you so worried about who gets it on with who?" Mitty flipped the question back to Ichi.

"That's what I'm saying!" Kanae exclaimed.

"Er, well… Am I the weird one? Kanae with gorags and languisteeds… isn't exactly the same as me with gaurs," Ichi muttered to himself.

"Enough about my sex life. What are we up to now?" she asked.

"Right!" The minotaur pulled a piece of paper out from his back pocket. "So far, you've given birth to seven dreadmourns, 28— 29 gorags counting the one born while we were having sex, and 121 mana-vamp starfishes. You're planning to sic these on the Ortesians like that time in Orturic against the demons?"

That was the plan, and without mercy either. Just like that, Kanae had a small army of monsters at her beck and call. She even returned demonic stallions back to this world, thanks in large part to Marrowyn. Credit where credit was due though. Kanae had only been doing this for a few days, but Hilde had done this for years and stayed sane.

"This is going to have to be enough. Mitty, since you're here, I want you and Ichi to check on Lina and Rog's smithy. See how their barding for the languisteeds, dreadmourns, and gorags are coming along," Kanae said.

"You got it!" Ichi and Mitty jumped onto a languisteed to ride out of the stables.

Kanae was getting dressed to leave when the two dragon whelps flew in from a window vent in the ceiling. She had yet to name either of them. Their current size was ineffective for battle, but the speed at which they could fly did make for good letter pigeons.

She whistled for them to come down, and they obeyed their mother without protest. Each had a scroll attached to their legs. One came from Rosaline, and the other came from Lani. Both were asking an audience from her. For Rosaline, it must have something to do with the anti-anti-succubus magic potion. Lani spent the past few days compiling a list of spell buffs Kanae could tattoo herself with the Enchanted Ink.

Even before coming to this world, the allure of 'new shiny' was always too great to resist. Like coming across brand new gear in an RPG. The Enchanted Ink might prove to be incredibly useful and powerful, so Kanae couldn't help but fly in haste to the castle's library.

Seated around a large, round table were Lanil Hammerthorn, Lynn Alton, and a face Kanae didn't expect, Jannie, the elven Sage. Books and tomes were stacked up on the table like towers, looming over them.

"Not with Shatiel today?" Kanae greeted the crowned Sage.

"We're not sisters, you know? Shatiel has her own things to do. I'm here because I heard through the grapevine that you have Enchanted Ink. Who better to provide you spell buffs than a Sage? This isn't out of charity either. You better end this war quickly. I'm worried about Talis. Damn, Clara… getting to spend all this alone time with him," Jannie complained.

"Believe me, I want this war to be over as much as you do." She sighed.

They beckoned Kanae over to the table. Each of them had papers scribbled from top to bottom, and likely the other sides, scrawled in texts that resonated with power.

"We came up with a list of spell buffs that may help you. It is up to you to choose," Lynn said.

"You should know," Lani began with the ink pot between two fingers, "there is enough in here for three spells. Once inscribed onto your flesh, they will be permanently active and cannot be removed. Not by anti-magic, dispels, or even meisterium— unless say, we inked it onto your arm and your arm is chopped off, then you won't be affected anymore. This is also the same ink on Marwin's body that allowed him to menace the succubus race. Go over these spells carefully and make your choices. We're here to advise you if you need it."

Kanae glanced down at the three pages' worth of spells. There were just… so… many. Greater Fire Resistance, Increased Mana, her own spell Heightened Haste was in there, Reflect Minor Spell, Twin Casting, Holy Aura, Necrotic Aura, Superior Darkvision, and more. She was getting dizzy half-way down the first page.

"Ugh. Can't you guys choose for me? What if I just use the Enchanted Ink to put Turn Horny on myself?" Kanae asked.

"NO!" they yelled into her face.

"This is a near artifact-level item granted to you by a demigod, and you want to use it to make yourself horny by default? Horny? You're already horny by default! Ugh. The Commonwealth is doomed." Jannie groaned.

"As the queen, I feel like I'm being disrespected here!" She pouted.

"Then act like one, Amethyst! The fate of Radevic also hinges on the war's outcome!" Lani fired back.

Kanae shrunk under their shaming gazes.

"Hang on. Our biggest problem is Gold. She's a crowned Paladin that does massive physical and holy damage. Can I get something to counter that?" Kanae asked.

"So, like Greater Holy Resistance? That can be done." Lynn circled the spell on one of the pages, and then was about to also circle a physical resistance buff until Kanae stopped her.

"On second thought, let's leave physical damage off the table. That might screw over how dicks feel inside me. I'd rather not turn into Claudia seeking pain for pleasure for the rest of my life," she said.

They let out an exasperated sigh.

"The fate of two nations falls to a horny succubus." Jannie shook her head.

Horny succubus…

A thought came to mind.

"Is there a spell buff that allows me to resist mind-altering effects?" Kanae asked.

"What, like Charm and other mind-control effects?" Lynn raised a brow.

"More like… hypnosis. If I remember correctly, Ambrosia, the Mistress of Desire, is a crowned Hypnotist. It's not that I don't trust her… but better to have some assurances against a powerful class like that, right?"

"You're going to want Steel Mind," Jannie chimed back in. "It's actually a Sage-specific spell buff. I'll write it down now."

That left one more, but Kanae wasn't sure what spell to inscribe.

"If you're uncertain, we can always save the remaining ink for later," Lani said.

"Let's do that then. I don't want to make half-baked choices. Greater Holy Resistance and Steel Mind it is. How does this work?" Kanae searched her peers for answers.

"Strip, Queen Kanae." Lynn drew a wand from within her sleeves and willed the Enchanted Ink bottle's cork off.

Kanae did as asked. Two-thirds of the ink rose from the bottle like a living stream of water. It seemed alive and fought against Lynn's control. Lani and Jannie had to lend their powers, whispering an incantation, to force the ink to obey.

"Are… Are there needles involved? Because I don't like getting poked with pointy objects." Kanae backed away a step.

"Would it change your mind if they were dick-shaped? Worry not. Enchanted Ink is not applied normally. First… Greater Holy Resistance!" Lynn zapped the black blob with magic.

The ink formed an icicle that plunged into Kanae's chest. She gasped, feeling a tightness through her body. A tickling sensation spread across the surface of her skin. Three thick horizontal lines circled her upper right arm like bracelets and burned intensely.

[Enchanted Ink has granted you the permanent spell buff, Greater Holy Resistance.

Greater Holy Resistance: Holy magic and holy physical attacks deal significantly less damage to you.]

"Next, Steel Mind." Jannie was the one to fire magic from her staff this time.

The same itching and burning sensation followed suit. However, instead of a similar marking on her upper arm, it went to her inner left thigh. Fresh ink formed an arrow and… words? The arrow pointed to her crotch and the words read, FREE USE PUSSY.

"JANNIE!" Kanae shouted angrily.

"That's not me! I don't control how the ink takes form. The ink does!" Jannie yelled back.

[Enchanted Ink has granted you the permanent spell buff, Steel Mind.

Steel Mind: You are immune to spells that affect the mind and will always be in control of yourself.]

Kanae got the spell, but she covered the new ink out of embarrassment with her hand amidst Lynn and Lani's laughter.

"Damn it, Marrowyn! Was it you? Did you do this?!" Kanae clenched a fist and growled.

The arrow and words shifted. As though the dwarven demigod had heard her, the ink reformed into an image of six orderly rectangles, three in two columns. Kanae breathed a sigh of relief… although the previous design did get her a little excited.

Lynn slowly brought the Enchanted Ink back down onto the table. Only a third of the contents remained for one more spell. Now that this was done with, time to pay Rosaline and Aisha a visit—

"Kanae!" Rosaline barged in with Aisha coming up from behind.

Speak of the devil!

The lamia continued, "You kept us waiting, so we came to you instead. We didn't find you rutting with the languisteed. One of the gaurs told us you left in the direction of the castle. We've come to inform you that development of the anti-anti-succubus magic potion is a success!"

"I knew you guys could do it! Also give that name a rest already! Just call it a reversal potion or something." Kanae put a hand to her face and sighed. "Well? Have you tested it?"

"Not yet. We need the help of a succubus to be sure. Bring in the prisoner!" Aisha roared to the door.

Two Sisters of Sin dragged in a disheveled high elven prisoner of war, kicking and screaming. They tossed him to the ground at Kanae's feet. His eyes were filled with fear rather than defiance.

"Here you are. Your best chances of resisting the succubus. Best drink it before we take it away." Rosaline offered an anti-succubus magic potion to him first.

He snatched it and downed the liquid in a second. When Kanae cast Charm, the spell feedbacked as expected. She nodded to Rosaline, who gave him the experimental potion.

"What is that?" the elf asked suspiciously.

"I assure you, it is not poison. I've already tried it!" Rosaline smiled.

"Drink it, and I won't throw you to hungry succubi again. Otherwise, we'll force it down your throat anyway," Kanae bargained.

The high elf begrudgingly drank the second potion. Again, but with bated breath, Kanae attempted to wrest control of him with Charm. No feedback. It connected. His eyes glossed over with a look of subservience.

"How may I serve you, my queen?" he asked.

Rosaline and Aisha let out ragged sighs of relief. They clasped hands and congratulated each other. Jannie, Lani, and Lynn were cautiously optimistic. As for Kanae, her heart was racing for a chance to finally defeat the Empire of Ortesia.


Chapter 31

"Damn… you…!"

The last of the twenty high elven prisoners of war lay defeated at Kanae's feet, all of them out of mana and gasping for breath. She kneeled down next to a woman. Her demeanor showed defiance and spite, a familiar look that Kanae was all too used to from high elves hailing from Ortesia.

"Don't look so smug… the might of the Empire of Ortesia will fall upon the Commonwealth like a hammer to a nail…" the lady knight snarled.

"Maybe. But you're going to be fighting on my side if or when that happens. Turn Horny!" Kanae tapped the elf's outer thighs, causing her to shiver in ecstasy.

"Ahhh— Mercy! I'm climaxing… guuhhh!" She threw her head back and foamed at the mouth from an intense orgasm.

Kanae stood up and clapped her hands for a job well done. The high elves were powerful and disciplined. Many of them were probably worth two Aidenhall knights in strength and magical prowess alone. Even those not crowned were adept in martial proficiencies. However, none of that meant anything without the anti-succubus magic potion to protect them.

Sisters of Sin flew in to carry the unconscious or incapacitated Ortesians back to the dungeons. They made for a great snack and sparring partners, but Kanae hadn't been able to fully test the upper limits of her two new passive spell buffs, Greater Holy Resistance and Steel Mind.

"Mooooom!" Suvee bellowed from afar. She was just now riding around the corner on Avon. Kanade was on the horse, too, mounted behind and holding onto Suvee's waist.

They were accompanied by Gretchen Redbaron, who had become like a second… third? Like a third mother to them.

"Is school out already?" Kanae asked.

"It was out an hour ago," Gretchen answered. "We returned a while ago when they saw you facing the Ortesians and wanted to watch."

An idea lit up Kanae's mind.

"Gretchen, you're a priest! A high elven priest, too. I need your help blasting me with holy magic. Those high elves just now didn't cut it. The priests and paladins among them came nowhere near Gold, yours, or Arenade's level," Kanae said.

"To test your new inked advantages, I presume? Very well. I may be enthralled by you, but should you ask me of it, I'll not hold back. Consider this payback for humiliating and defeating me." Gretchen unhooked the magic staff attached to her back to wield like an old friend.

"Oooh. Mom and Gretchen are going to fight? I'm betting my tail on Gretchen!" Suvee exclaimed, and Kanade nodded in agreement.

Did they just…

"You don't think your own mom is strong enough?" Kanae turned to her daughters with a frown.

"We've seen Gretchen fight. We never really see you fight," Kanade said.

Well… fair. If there was ever a time Suvee and Kanade witnessed Kanae fighting, she would be a bad mother for letting them be so close to a battle.

A servant came to grab Avon's lead and pulled him away from the courtyard. Once Kanae's daughters were far enough away, she and Gretchen got into place. They were about ten meters from each other, a short run and an even shorter spell fire away.

"I'm ready whenever you are, Gretchen! Hit me with your best shot!" Kanae yelled and stood her ground.

Two passive spell buffs worked in tandem with each other. Greater Holy Resistance, which raised her defenses against holy magic, and Lion's Pride, which granted durability against physical and magical attacks. Fighting Gold before with only just the latter still left Kanae with a bad beating. Now to see if the inked enhancement was worth its salt.

"Empowered Holy Fire!" Gretchen lifted her staff, and the sun appeared to lend its radiance.

Kanae shielded her eyes at two snaking flames swirling faster and faster above— then Gretchen swung the staff in a downward arc. Gold and red light engulfed her in holy magic. It seared her skin and… tickled.

"Oh, wow! It works!" Kanae cheered.

"Empowered Divine Strike!" Gretchen casted a second spell that Kanae wasn't ready for.

"Er…" She looked up to find giant golden swords poised to rain down on her. "Gretchen, wait—"

They showered the ground, leaving Kanae nowhere to run and trapped within a ring. There was but a single opening. Gretchen sprinted in and, before Kanae could react, struck her on the side of the head. When the spell had ended, she was lying flat with a bruise on her cheek and groaning in pain. One sword had plunged into the dirt between her thighs and another next to her head.

"Whoooo! Gretchen won! Does this mean we get more allowance, Mom?" Suvee had the gall to ask.

As soon as Kanae sat up, healing energies bathed her and restored every visible wound. She was back to having pristine skin again.

"Wait, what happened to me? Greater Holy Resistance states…" Kanae opened up her skill sheet.

[Greater Holy Resistance: Holy magic and holy physical attacks deal significantly less damage to you.]

"Holy Fire is purely holy magic. Divine Strike is a holy physical attack. The blunt side of my staff is neither. It is merely a physical attack," Gretchen explained and extended a hand to help Kanae to her feet.

"So, what you're saying is… I'm still weak." Kanae sighed.

"What I'm saying is, Gold can very well bludgeon you with the head of her warhammer, skewer you with the tip of her sword, or pierce you with an arrow. Be on your toes when you face her again. She isn't merely the inheritor of the mantle of Gold. We Ortesians regard her as the empire's shining knight. On that note, the Rook of Rotandrix is no less formidable on that front. Are you prepared?"

"No…"

"At least you're honest." The former archbishop chuckled.

A commotion erupted behind them. From around the corner, two guards fell backwards into view.

"Where's your queen? Kanae! I have a bone to pick with you!" Claudia stormed in and picked a fallen guard up by his cuirass.

"Oh, shit." Kanae tried to tiptoe away, but—

"There you are! You're planning on leaving me behind AGAIN! Is it me? Do you hate me? I thought we had a good thing going!" she yelled angrily after singling her out.

Kanae tensed up. Claudia, the Mistress of Pain and daughter of Queen-Mother Zariah, was furious that she hadn't picked her to be a part of the operation in liberating Talahurah.

"Is Mom having a lover's spat with someone else again?" Suvee whispered.

"Yes," Kanade answered promptly.

"It's not what you think, Claudia! I… I'm, uh… just saving the best fights to come for last!" Kanae tried to explain.

"Sounds to me like you're denying me the chance to fight this Rook of Rotandrix, or whatever you call her. She sounds strong. Strong enough to inflict the sweetest of pain on me. You even ran into Labelly the last time you left! Why do you get all the fun while I stay put?" Claudia complained.

"Talahurah won't exactly be happy about seeing another Mistress at their doorstep after the last one burned the city! I'm also not about to pull all of our muscles out of Ehmvier, which I should remind you, is very close to the border of Lograin! You know? Where almost ten-thousand Ortesians are gathered right now?" she reminded her.

The Mistress of Pain let out an exasperated sigh. Her shoulders slackened. Kanae, Claudia, and Gretchen noticed Suvee trotting up to her.

"Hi! I remember you from the meeting in Talahurah. You're very tall!" Suvee exclaimed.

"You think so?" Claudia playfully lifted the giggling Suvee into the air. "The more you fight, the taller and stronger you become!"

"Put the child down, fiend." Gretchen glowered, staff still in hand and wielding it more threateningly.

"Cattle with a bite. Luckily, you're enthralled. I can't charm you even if I wanted to. I'd crush you under my foot otherwise." She sneered in return.

Kanade hopped off Avon and jabbed Claudia with the tip of her wooden sword. Whatever she did, holy energy sparked on impact. The Mistress of Pain yelped in surprise.

"Kanade!" Kanae yanked her daughter back.

"Did she do that?" Claudia asked in genuine bafflement. "A poke from your daughter somehow passed through my defenses!"

"That's because Kanade is super strong. But I'm going to be strong, too!" Suvee pumped her fists.

Claudia smiled. She put Suvee down and nodded in encouragement.

"I get it now. I see why you'd rather I stay, Kanae. Fine, fine!" Claudia put her hands up in resignation.

"Can't we go and fight with you?" Suvee glanced up at Kanae with a pout.

"Maybe when you're older. Until then, stay here with Gretchen and Claudia where it's safe. Promise me you won't go around finding trouble." Kanae grabbed each of them by the horn.

"We promise," they answered together.

Kanae pulled the two in to scrape their horns together. Unfortunately, their familial moment was short-lived. It seemed everyone wanted to meet with Kanae today. Lani and Lynn hollered to her from a walkway above in the castle. She patted her daughters on the head, then flew up to meet with them.

"The two Vivirens you captured have completed drawing the magic circle, but… we won't be able to use it so soon," Lani explained.

They led Kanae into the library where two high elven Ortesian captives, Ralph Viviren and Jennibelle Viviren, cousins from House Viviren, were in the middle of channeling their magic into a chalk-drawn circle in the ground. Both were under firm control of Kanae's charm.

"Behold, my queen. Viviren portal magic." Lynn walked around the magic circle in awe. "It is a complex spell and talent taught to each successive generations of mages within their house. Traveling via their portals will consume vast amounts of mana. Not scalable in use for moving an army. Few at a time, however, has led to it being something of a luxury in Ortesia."

"How does it work exactly?" Kanae asked.

The witch continued, "They create two runic circles that connect long distances through shared enchantments. Both must be maintained by a member of the Viviren family. These circles are powered by the respective mage at each location. At any point that one of them runs out of mana, the circle collapses and must be remade. In other words, we have to create the second portal in Talahurah before it can be used. Even then, sparingly."

Something as complicated as this made Kanae appreciate Elizabeth Bedlam's arcane engine a lot more, even if it did consume a small fortune with every use. Too bad she didn't have the luxury of that tower at her disposal right now…

"Lynn, you stay here to monitor this portal with one of the Vivirens. Lani, I need your firepower to face Avaline. We can set up the second portal with the other Viviren together after defeating her," Kanae said.

"Uuugh… I feel sick to my stomach thinking about facing Avaline." Lani shuddered in terror.

"Oh, come on. We've faced Gold… how many times now? Avaline can't be that bad," she said.

Lynn wagged a finger. "You don't understand, Queen Kanae. It's her stratagems that will be your greatest challenge. Lord-Major Stormcloud is first and foremost a soldier. A fighter. A warrior of renown. She takes orders rather than gives. People like the Rook of Rotandrix? They are the generals who lead those fighters. My brother, Patrick, served under her for a time. He's witnessed her conquer small countries in the name of the empire without so much as suffering a single casualty!"

This was not what Kanae needed to hear before leaving for Talahurah.

"Alright, well… I'm feeling a lot more confident now," Kanae replied jokingly. "We're leaving first thing in the morning. Get what you need done out of the way before then, Lani."

"You got it, Amethyst!" Lani nodded.

Kanae left the castle in search of Edina. Apparently, she and Esta were hanging out. Those two couldn't be a more odd pair. The squirreling's eerie abode, which was managed and guarded by undead, had long been patched up since the Pillar of the Damned's ritual summoning blew out her roof.

"Is your necromancer inside?" Kanae asked the undead guards.

They shook their heads.

Suddenly, both of them tensed up. Their crooked spines cracked straight. Empty eye sockets glowed deep purple.

"Kanae, that you?" Edina's voice came through them like a staticky intercom.

"Edina? How are you doing that?" Kanae asked, lightly rapping her knuckles on one undead.

"Heh. You wanna know? Speaker of the Dead! It allows me to project my voice through any of my minions and talk to the recently-deceased. Esta and I are at the casino, blowing off steam before tomorrow. If you're hankering for a drink and some high stakes, get your fat ass over!" she exclaimed.

"You two are? Okay, I'll be there in a— WAIT. Don't you dare let Esta drink! She's pregnant… with MY child!"

There was a snortling laughter on the other end.

"You better hurry. Esta's about to chug an entire barrel of whiskey!" Edina warned.

Kanae spread her wings and launched into the sky, then dive bombed in the direction of Edina's casino. It was located in the northwestern stretch of the city, in a burgeoning ward that was quickly developing into an entertainment district much like Lograin's Carnal District. Since the relief huts were located there, brothel and sex work naturally gravitated to where people visited most. Adjacent vices like gambling and drinking followed suit soon after.

Over the years, Edina Hackett and Renya Rown had erected their own little empires there as kingpins of vices. Neon signs powered by magic crystals lit up the streets. Prostitutes paraded themselves out in the open. Alcohol flowed smoother than the clearest river.

Dead Man's Gamble was a franchise that dipped its toes in every avenue imaginable. When Kanae threw open the doors to the casino, it was like she had returned to the excessively lavish Jewel once operated by the Outriders.

"Esta? Edina!" Kanae shouted into the venue, drawing the eyes of patrons and employees alike to her.

"Over here!" Edina waved a giant sloshing stein from the bar, and Esta was next to her… empty-handed.

"Master, good of you to join us. Edina was just telling me about the times Arenade was pregnant by you. Motherhood is new to me, so I must admit… I'm a little scared," Esta said with a hand to her stomach and not at all looking drunk.

Kanae glared at the squirreling, who shrugged and whistled absentmindedly off to the side.

"I thought you were drinking, but I guess someone was only trying to give me a heart attack." Kanae rolled her eyes.

"Please, Master. I may be a first time mother, but even I know drinking isn't healthy for an infant. The child will know, however, the blood drunk fever of battle," Esta said.

"Yeah, yeah! That's the spirit!" Edina chugged her beer, then beckoned over an undead servant in a tux for a refill.

Kanae still couldn't help but worry. She was reminded of what Arenade… or at least what the Arenade in Marrowyn's trial had mentioned about Esta. Having already lost someone she cared deeply about, it was hard to let another put themselves in the way of danger again.

"Say, Esta? Are you sure about coming with us tomorrow? It's not too late to stay behind. No one is going to think the Knight of Silver is a coward. You've already proved yourself time and time again," Kanae reasoned.

"That pinching feeling of worry in your chest, Master? It is how I feel every time you go fight without me by your side. I can only ever be at ease when you're in eyeshot. I want nothing more than to fight alongside you and to confront my mother together. So please, do not worry for mine and the child's safety. Our energy is better spent figuring out a way to defeat the Rook of Rotandrix," Esta explained, her voice so full of resolve that Kanae was hard pressed to find the words to argue back.

Then a hard slap on the back snapped Kanae back to her senses.

"What Esta means is…" Edina shoved a second stein into Kanae's hands. "We'll roll them so hard, they won't even know what hit 'em. But it ain't happening if you keep being a succubus downer. Now, let's down these bad boys and down those baddies tomorrow!"

Kanae gazed into the golden nectar and saw her own worried expression. She thought of a victory instead. When a smile flashed across her face, she knocked back the beer. Edina and Esta were right. No more sulking. They had prepared for so long and taken much needed wins recently, so there was reason to be hopeful.

Once the beer had emptied into Kanae's gut, she slammed the stein down and said, "I'm going to need something stronger than this!"

"That's the spirit!" Edina cheered.

"In that case, I'll also partake— a virgin drink obviously." Esta grinned.


Chapter 32

The last time Kanae had marched an army to Talahurah, it was to subjugate Talon and put that harpy in her place. She was much stronger now, but so were the enemies. At Kanae's back, the Commonwealth force of 2,000 moved as a uniform and somewhat disciplined unit. Compared to the Empire of Ortesia's training, however, they were still infants playing at war.

Seven dreadmourns and Titan soared ahead at the vanguard of the army. Kanae rode upon her great stallion, and their offspring followed close behind. The ancestral race of languisteed were demons at their core. They were even regarded as dire beasts in the past. She stroked Titan's mane to bring up his stats sheet.

	Dreadmourn Lvl. 53
	STR	A	Swift demonic steeds that have high intelligence and are capable of performing skills. Their strength and speed combined with a fearless temperament make them dangerous in a stampeding herd.
	DEX	A
	INT	B
			


Skills? They sounded useful. Unfortunately, Kanae couldn't access Titan's skills. They were his to see alone.

When Kanae glanced over her shoulder, gorags and languisteeds were among the army of mixed races of elves, succubi, demons, humans, goblins, lizardfolk, and more. The mana-vamp starfishes were contained in large crates pulled by oxen. Together, they looked more demon than the Artaggon army.

"Esta!" Kanae guided Titan by the reins over to the drakeling knight, who was riding upon her own flying dreadmourn. "Can you tell me more about Rotandrix dragoons and how they fight?"

It looked like Esta was lost in thought, because when Kanae approached her, she jerked out of her reverie.

"Bad time?" Kanae asked.

Esta shook her head and smiled. "Not at all, Master. I was merely imagining the battles ahead. If it is Rotandrix dragoons you wish to know about, haven't we fought plenty already?"

"And we lost both times, once in Aidenhall and again when they attacked Ehmvier while we weren't there. All I really know about drakelings is from you, and that they're pretty much a martial juggernaut," she said.

"Because they are the shock troopers of the Ortesian Empire." The drakeling nodded. "Dragoon has a meaning other than its synonymity to cavalryman. It may also be used to mean oppress. The role of a Rotandrix dragoon, as led by my mother and brother, is to bear their full weight upon the enemy by taking advantage of their weakness. A castle has its walls, but the dragoon's purpose is to find the cracks. My mother, aptly named the Rook of Rotandrix, excels in finding those cracks and pushing her weight against it."

Just like how Avaline found a weak point in Aidenhall, that being Arum Taum when the Saint Priests were all distracted. Or when Darren attacked Ehmvier after Kanae and her strongest left to intercept the initial Ortesian invasion. Wait… Why did they randomly attack Ehmvier anyway? Surely not in hopes of outright taking the city and ending the war right there…

No, now wasn't the time to be distracted. Facing Avaline and the Rotandrix forces was going to take all her focus.

Esta continued as though falling into a nostalgic trip, "I was to become a dragoon myself, Master. I should have joined my siblings after all of us lost to Darren in combat. However, my mother seemed to expect more from me. Before sending me to Radevic to train for the mantle of Knight of Silver, she told me I had the potential to be the greatest knight. I still hold that memory of my departure dear to my heart."

"It's a little weird, but I think your relationship with your mom is sweet… despite, you know, being on opposite sides of the war." Kanae cleared her throat, realizing how awkward saying that was.

"Thank you." She smiled. "One day, I hope to fight this child with my mother's resolve."

"Huh?"

"What? How else would our progeny grow to be strong? It is the parents' responsibility to toughen them up through battle."

"I don't want to beat my own child! I don't want to see you beat our kid either!" Kanae protested.

"Who said anything about beating? We shall spar with great violence, of course." Esta's eyes were practically glistening.

"You're making it sound worse!" she retorted.

A guttural roar echoed from ahead. Edina, on her dracolich, returned in a gust of wind powerful enough to almost knock them off their dreadmourns. The necromancer had taken a several kilometers' long lead since the start of their journey. The only reason for her to come back was to warn them that they were closing in on Talahurah, or something was off.

"One of Demon Lord Charron's garrison is up ahead, but you ain't gonna like what I have to say next: it's been leveled to three hells and back," Edina explained.

"Did I just hear you right?" Minestra, who was among the muscles Kanae had pulled from the southern border to even the playing field, gasped in terror.

"Minestra, wait!" Kanae couldn't stop the herzulith from descending with her dreadmourn.

They chased after Minestra, leagues ahead of the rest of their army. She was on the ground when Kanae and her companions caught up. Two hands touched the scorched earth of what clearly used to be a massive encampment just outside of the Imperial Span's off-ramp. Another two hands picked up a broken spear and a tattered banner.

"Don't run off like that! What if there was an ambush waiting?" Kanae dismounted from Titan and approached the herzulith.

"This was the outpost Lord Charron directed Lady to fortify. I can't imagine she was defeated easily," Minestra growled.

"Allow me, Minestra. Devilsight will let me glimpse what transpired here." Lani hopped off her dreadmourn and reached for the items.

Minestra deposited the spear and banner into Lani's palms. The warlock shut her eyes, and Chappy flipped open his pages. The pair worked in tandem with Lani incanting a long spell, and the living grimoire turning a page like it was a music sheet during a performance.

"I… I see… a one-sided battle… a sizable force consisting of imps, hobgoblins, and other Artaggon forces led by a hellhound woman. They were taken by surprise… The food stores were targeted first, and constant attacks through the nights left them weary… Avaline's victory here was swift," Lani explained and let both items drop to the ground.

"This makes my blood boil!" Minestra bellowed passionately into the sky. "To think the Empire of Ortesia had such magnificent combatants like the Knight of Gold and Rook of Rotandrix! I want to fight now. I need to!" The herzulith softened up and pressed her index fingers together. "And also to save Lady so that she owes me one. M-Maybe a little kiss."

"I'm pretty sure Lady would sooner bite your arms off." Kanae teased.

From here, they were able to see the canopy of Talahurah's great tree. Kanae had since learned from the archives of Aidenhall's Illuminant Repository that it was a rare fae-touched tree called a Kh'shanti. Little was known about them, other than its species being a rare find in this world, but commonly found in a different domain known as Faerealm.

"No matter how many times I see it, that big fucking tree is pretty damn amazing." Edina stared off into the distance.

And it was there where they would finally have their confrontation with Avaline. Kanae worried for the twins, Erin and Taileen, but Queen's Love was telling her they were alive somewhere in there.

As soon as the allied army arrived, Kanae ordered that they make camp on the ruins. More to demonstrate a show of force that the imperial forces didn't scare them. No doubt Avaline knew they were already here anyway. Once the command tent had been raised, she gathered her officers to go over battle plans.

"Hm? Kanae, I noticed Talahurah still has no walls. No wonder it fell so easily!" Minestra exclaimed.

"It's not my fault the beastmen didn't want to build walls!" Kanae protested. "They said it makes coming and going from the city harder. Regardless, it should work out for us as much as it worked out for Ortesia. We'll enter Talahurah from multiple sides like we did the Ortesian encampment at Windy Bog. Minestra, you lead your troops to the north side of Talahurah. Esta and I will attack from the southwest, and Edina and Lani from the east. It's a big city, and all the trees in there give them an ambushing edge when we enter."

"Can we count on Talahurah's forces to join the fight when the battle begins?" Lani asked the war council.

"Avaline has to have that covered. We should rely on what we have here. That's why I bred all those dreadmourns, gorags, and mana-vamps. Our biggest advantage over them is this." She lifted the reversal potion Aisha and Rosaline had developed.

The plan was to incrementally defeat waves of Rotandrix dragoons and Ortesian knights, feed them the potion to remove their anti-succubus magic effect, and then have the Sisters of Sin charm them. Slowly but surely, they would overwhelm Avaline and corner her.

"In that case…" Lani began to leave the tent, "I'm going to work with the charmed Viviren to create the second magic circle now. Obviously, we're fighting to win! But if the battle turns against our favor, we'll have a position to retreat from."

"Anyone wanna take bets on who comes out the victor? My money's Avaline!" Edina plopped down a fat sack of gold.

"Necromancer, you're betting against us?" Minestra raised a brow and folded both pairs of arms.

"Now hold on there, four-arms. I didn't say we'd get beat. I'm saying, Esta's mama has a victory condition we don't know jack shit about. We're trying to top her hidden hand with a wimpy pair," the gambling squirreling explained.

When Kanae shot Esta a look, she nodded in agreement. Only someone who played high stakes like Edina could have any inkling of what Avaline might be up to. Even then…

Night eventually came and went. To everyone's surprise, Avaline didn't send any attacks or harassed their encampment. A low fog blanketed the surface and frigid winds traveled down from the northern stretch of mountains.

There were much less people in camp when morning came, minutes away from battle. Two-thirds less, in fact. During the cover of night, Minestra had led her Artaggon forces north, taking a wide berth to avoid being seen. Edina and Lani's movements east were less inconspicuous. Kanae wanted Avaline to see, and hopefully respond to it by diverting her units to one side.

"Mornings in Talahurah are so peaceful. What a waste that we must battle." Esta sighed before equipping a barbute helmet that conformed around her horns.

"Let's say hello to your mom. Commonwealth, forward!" Kanae ordered.

Fiery flares screeched into the sky, signaling for the others to begin their advance.

However, nothing impeded Kanae's approach into Talahurah. No magical artillery. No barriers. No massive drakeling army except an intimate force of around a hundred in a tight formation.

"This is not the entirety of the dragoons. Something's off!" Esta warned.

"Sisters, hold off on the mana-vamps!" Kanae shouted.

Two forces clashed in a chaotic battle. The Commonwealth severely outnumbered the Rotandrix dragoons, and despite their fewer numbers, were holding their own on the streets of Talahurah. Ortesian knights hidden in the canopy rained arrows and magic bolts. Dragoons breathed fire from their frogmouth helmets to keep the advance at bay.

Kanae rode Titan towards a trio of drakelings. The dreadmourn picked up speed and slammed into them with devastating force. She dismounted and picked a drakeling up by the horn.

"Where's Avaline?" Kanae asked.

"Master!" Esta bodied another dragoon who was about to slash Kanae from behind. "I don't see my mother anywhere!"

Kanae noticed the drakeling in her grasp was sneering. She ripped off his helmet, pulled out a reversal potion, and forced the liquid down his throat.

"What did you just… feed me?" he growled.

"Tell me where the Rook of Rotandrix is," Kanae demanded after placing a charm on him.

The potion worked. His demeanor shifted to a more obedient look.

"N… North," he answered stiffly.

"Why there? And why are so few of you here?" Esta asked.

"General Avaline suspected you would attack Talahurah from multiple angles. She made a bet, and it paid off. A small platoon of us stayed behind to hold you back. The bulk of our battalion, enough to outnumber your divided forces, went north to take care of the biggest threat first— Minestra. Even if our force of a hundred loses here, we'll only be a small sacrifice compared to how much more you'll lose!"

Kanae and Esta exchanged worried glances. They ended up splitting their forces in Avaline's favor. What now? Regroup with Edina and Lani? Or reinforce Minestra? By the time Kanae reached either of them, the Artaggon forces would be decimated by then.

"I'll give you that, Avaline… but I'm going to take your dragoons in return. Stand and fight for your new queen," Kanae ordered the drakeling.

"Yes, my queen!" He rose and drew his longsword against confused dragoons.

"Master, we'll need to push ahead before Minestra is defeated!" Esta exclaimed.

In spite of being outnumbered, the Commonwealth struggled to break through the dragoon's defensive line. They were just too strong. Fine. In that case—

"Release the gorags and dreadmourns!" Kanae ordered.

Their forces backed away to let raging gorags and stampeding dreadmourns into the road. The dragoons were immediately thrown into disarray against the brutish, bestial strength of dire beasts. Drakelings struggled to withstand the pummeling from gorags, tossing them around. Dreadmourns stomping around their backlines prevented them from regrouping.

"Esta! We're going on ahead. If we can subdue Avaline, maybe we can convince the rest of them to stop fighting!" Kanae helped Esta onto Titan, then climbed atop herself.

They flew ahead of the army. Imperial archers appeared all at once in the trees with arrows nocked. Esta lifted her greatshield to defend Kanae when Titan let loose a bellowing whinny of a roar. The archers loosed their arrows all over the place and missed, then pressed their hands to their ears against the powerful screech. Yet Kanae and Esta were perfectly unaffected.

"Way to go, Titan!" Kanae cheered.

The fighting between the empire and demons took place north, outside of Talahurah. Avaline didn't just prepare for the attack, she took the battle to them. Many imps, hobgoblins, and demons lay defeated on the burning fields. Meanwhile, Minestra was fending off Avaline and dragoons in a losing fight.

Wielding a staff in one hand, the herzulith raised earth golems to bolster her numbers. They were quickly pummeled back into stone. With a wand in another hand, she dispelled scores of magical spells fired at her from mages afar, but it only took a few to slip past her defenses. Longswords in her remaining two hands parried and deflected a flurry of attacks from Avaline's claws.

"What in three hells are you fucking made of?" Minestra panted.

"Where's your spirit, herzulith? Your Lord Charron wished to attack the Empire of Ortesia with such paltry strength? I'm insulted!" Avaline uppercutted Minestra several feet into the air, then roundhouse kicked her away.

"Mother!" Esta drew both her greatsword and the Magic-Consuming Dragon Shield.

"Avaline, wait! We don't have to fight. We might even be on the same side. There are secrets the empire is keeping from you. The Saint Rue they're trying to resurrect is a member of the Cult of Lust and Depravity! He's not the Ortesian hero everyone is making him out to be," Kanae argued.

"Ah! My with child daughter and her master! I'm pleased to see you both in good health. Few survive Lord-Major Stormcloud's smites. Unfortunately, you're mistaken, lord of my daughter. I figured you, as a recipient of Loyalty Fixation, would know. It matters to me not if my loyalty is to a great evil warlord or a charitable monk. I am a drakeling! Loyalty and duty above all else! Now, face me. Let me bear witness to your child's birth, Daughter!"

Avaline didn't hesitate to charge into battle against Kanae and her pregnant daughter, Esta.

"Stay back! I-I've learned some new tricks!" Kanae summoned Magic Hands to grope Avaline's breasts.

"I have given birth in battle many times. You think feeling up my body is enough to stop me?" Avaline threw a punch that she barely dodged in time.

Kanae jumped back and unwound Lust.

"Mother, grant me a battle that my child will take pride in being born into!" Esta swung her greatsword only to have it caught in her mom's talons.

"You're all grown-up now. I expected nothing less from the daughter who inherited the mantle of Silver. Come!" Avaline flashed a battle-fevered smirk.

"This is not the reunion I was expecting…" Kanae felt defeated already but joined Esta nonetheless.

Their attacks did little to the Rook of Rotandrix. Each time Lust landed a strike, Avaline shrugged off the Turn Horny that came with it. She was merciless. Those fists came down on Esta's shield like cracks of thunder. Eventually, Avaline dipped in close to her daughter, grabbed her by the breastplate, and slammed her into the ground.

"Esta, no!" Kanae cried, but Avaline picked Kanae up by the throat. "Nngh… What if you… hurt the baby?"

"If your offspring cannot survive a battle, then perhaps it need not be born. Still, Kanae Toyomi, Knight of Amethyst, and master and lover to my daughter, I should thank you for allowing us to come to blows," Avaline whispered kindly.

"This is a terrible time to be sentimental, isn't it? We should be doing this over some tea! Or dinner!" she fired back.

"Like high elves? Pfft. This is much more fun, don't you think?"

"NO!"

"Nnghhh!" The pained cry of someone dear to Kanae and Avaline gave pause to their battle.

Amidst the fighting all around them, Esta had collapsed to her knees. One hand was braced over her stomach.

"Esta?!"

"Estaline!"

"The child… it's coming!" Esta said through a clenched jaw.

Their baby was? Kanae couldn't believe she was about to have another soon, and it was with Esta. Was it going to be a boy or a girl? If it was a girl, did that also mean she would inherit Succubus Ancestry?

Wait…

Kanae violently shook her head. She had almost forgotten that they were in the middle of a death match.

"Let me go, Avaline! I need to go to her!" Kanae kicked and thrashed, but the Rook of Rotandrix's grip on her throat wasn't budging and neither was it tightening.

"I won't let you interrupt this beautiful moment! Drakeling women must give birth without help in order to demonstrate their strength. Otherwise, the child will be born weak. You're staying right here to witness the birth of your child— my grandchild— with me!" Avaline demanded.

"Why is your culture so weird?!" she groaned.

Esta cast away her weapon and shield. She slipped her fingers into the gaps of her armor, then tore them right off. Pain wracked her demeanor.

"Dragoons, to my daughter! Now!" Avaline roared.

"I thought you said she had to give birth alone?" Kanae gaped in surprise.

"Who said anything about helping?" she asked.

"Wait… WHAT?!"

Nearby Rotandrix dragoons finished their fights and charged at Esta with their weapons drawn. However, Kanae's beloved drakeling knight rose to her feet. She stiff-armed the first attacker, and throat-punched the second. When two more attacked her at the same time, she wrestled away one's weapon and struck the other on the head with the pommel.

Esta dropped to a knee and winced. Even so, the other drakelings hesitated to attack her head on. Instead, they sucked in a deep breath and blew fire from their maws. Esta picked up her Dragon Shield to block the flames, and when their breaths subsided, she engulfed them in her own breath of fire.

"Yes, my daughter! Push! Kanae, with me. Hee, hee, hoo!" Avaline performed an exaggerated, rhythmic breathing exercise.

Unable to do anything else in the Rook's grasp, Kanae had no other choice. "You're doing great, Esta! Hee, hee, hoo. Hee, hee, hoo! You got this! I know you do, because no one is stronger and more dedicated to me than you are!"

"What about me?!" Minestra cried from afar.

"Don't butt into this beautiful moment!" she shouted back.

Esta beat fist after fist into the ground. Tears streamed down her cheeks, then… she was crowning. The head came first. It had two pairs of small, blunted protrusions. One more push and— crying.

"Gods. How wonderful," Avaline whispered emotionally, her voice quivering and on the verge of crying.

The baby, a girl drakeling, had been born at last. A child that belonged to Kanae Toyomi and Estaline von Cleisseldor. Kanae was in love all over again, even with a hand wrapped around her neck.

"My child, my heart." Esta picked up the crying, drakeling baby and patted her on the back. She burped and erupted with an inferno of a flaming breath. The crying stopped.

Their child, however, looked older than a newborn infant… almost like she was already between the ages of two or four. She had soft, red scales on her arms and legs. Cute chubby cheeks were like balloons on her face. Those deep amber eyes stared up at Esta, and the mother gazed back with deep, exuberant affection. Both of their dragon-like tails flicked back and forth with joy.

Then the unthinkable happened. Esta cradled the baby to her breastplate in one hand, rose to her feet, and picked up her greatsword.

"Esta… Esta, what are you doing? Now isn't the time to fight!" Kanae yelled.

"There is no better time to fight. Mother, let us clash again!" Esta roared more passionately than before.

"Heh. Ahaha!" Avaline put Kanae down while laughing.

Kanae stared at them in disbelief with her mouth agape.

"Very well, my daughter. You have made me inexplicably proud today. Fear not, Kanae—"

"I'm fearing for my BABY'S LIFE!" she retorted.

"This war shall only make your child stronger!" Avaline brandished her claws for round two.

Kanae panicked every time Esta and Avaline exchanged blows. When the greatsword and claws met, locking them in a standoff, the baby breathed fire to end their stalemate. Avaline dashed back and rubbed her face charred by infant flames. Instead of looking peeved, she seemed thrilled. It almost didn't even feel like a fight, and they were just playing.

Was this just how drakelings were?

A devastating punch sent Esta and the baby rolling across the ground. Worry washed over Kanae. She flew over to the child first and cradled her.

"Are you okay?" Kanae asked.

The infant drakeling glanced up and flashed a toothy smile. No crying, no groaning in pain. But she did giggle. Wings suddenly sprouted from her bare back. For now, it was the only succubus feature about her. There were two sets of nubs on her head, one pair thicker than the other.

However…

"Is it just me, or do you look older than a baby?" Kanae wondered aloud, but the child tilted her head like a baffled puppy. "Well, I think your big sisters are going to be surprised to have a big baby sister."

Although just born, she seemed to understand that and bounced happily in response.

"Master, watch out!" Esta cried.

At the corner of Kanae's eyes, she saw the glint of sharpened talons. She flew backwards with the infant. Avaline swiped a trench into the ground with her claws.

"Hey, this is your granddaughter! You could've seriously hurt her!" Kanae yelled.

"You're only going to weaken the child if you shelter her," Avaline warned, but even she couldn't hide the glowing affection in those eyes.

The baby wrenched away from Kanae's grasp. She raced over to a defeated drakeling and wrapped her small hands around the hilt of a longsword.

"Grr… Hnngh!"

To everyone's surprise and gasps, Esta's daughter lifted the sword— but not without great effort— and brandished the point at Avaline, all the while snarling like a beast. They broke out into 'awws'.

"Atta girl! You did it!" Kanae cheered.

Her grandmother cooed. "You were born five minutes ago, and you're already wielding a weapon? Just like when Estaline was born!"

"That's mine and Master's daughter after all." Esta nodded proudly.

"Oooh! Kanae, what about me? When will we have our own child?" Minestra asked from the ground, only just now beginning to recover from her injuries.

"Don't ruin the moment!" they shouted her down.

The ground rumbled from a stampede of Commonwealth soldiers catching up. They were reinforced by charmed drakelings and high elves. However, Avaline's counter had already decimated the Artaggon forces Minestra led for their three-pronged attack.

"Into the meat grinder they come. Dragoons, knights! Finish up your appetizers. The first course has arrived!" Avaline bellowed.

High elven clerics and priests spread an aura of healing across the battlefield. It was only affecting their own. Those that had fallen rose and picked up their weapons to do battle again. The one whose sword the drakeling baby had taken stirred to consciousness— until she clocked his head with the pommel of the sword.

"You got the right idea, sweetie! Sisters of Sin, release the payload now!" Kanae ordered.

The swarm of succubi and harpies dropped crates all over the empire's forces. Their spellcasters erected magical barriers, thinking they were explosives. However, when the shields subsided and a few went to investigate, the mana-vamp starfishes lunged at them like a plague of locusts. Many attached to faces. The unlucky ones were having their mana sucked out of them through their groins.

Taken by surprise of these monsters, the healing aura ceased. Some could no longer sustain the spell due to being sucked dry. Tiny magic crystals littered the battlefield, pooped out by the starfish monsters. Unconscious soldiers deprived of mana began to drop like flies.

"What is this?" Avaline grabbed one that lunged for her and crushed it. "Mana-vamp starfishes! How were you able to acquire so many?"

"Wouldn't you like to know? Esta wasn't the only one giving birth." Grinning, Kanae patted her own belly.

The tides had only briefly turned. Of course, the more disciplined Rotandrix and Ortesian infantry recomposed themselves much faster than the army of demons did at Orturic. As they staged a counter attack, the Commonwealth army began to crumble against their might. They needed Edina and Lani. Just where were those two?

"Master, we should fall back inside the city and take the fight there!" Esta suggested and swooped their daughter into her arms.

"You heard her! Fall into formation and retreat into Talahurah!" Kanae shouted.

"Only cowards retreat! You're being a bad influence to the baby!" Avaline scolded them.

Kanae helped Minestra up and casted Heightened Haste to as many of her forces as possible.

"Sorry. When we saw them coming, there was little time to pull back. They shot down any messenger imps I tried to send to warn you," Minestra explained apologetically.

"Don't be sorry. This is Avaline we're talking about. We're lucky to be able to retreat from her like this," Kanae said.

"Listen, Lady and her forces should be imprisoned somewhere in the city. If we can free them, their numbers will greatly bolster our own. I'll stay behind to fend off the Rook for as long as I'm able," she insisted.

Far be it from Kanae to deny Minestra that glory. She agreed. The herzulith grabbed Kanae by the back of her head and pulled her in for a deep kiss. Two hands clasped her cheeks and the other two hugged them together tightly. Kanae took this chance to use Restore Mana and Bond on her.

"Seeing the Knight of Silver give birth to your child made me envious. I shall carry that upon my shoulders and do all I can to earn your love as well, Kanae Toyomi! Witness me, my love!" Minestra halted her retreat. She turned around to face Avaline's pursuing army. Lifting the staff up high summoned an army of her own made of earth and stone. They formed a defensive line to stop their approach.

"You mustn't go into the city! Stop!" Avaline yelled desperately, only to be pummeled into the ground by a three-story tall earthen golem.

"I am Lord Charron's harbinger of war, Lieutenant Minestra Val'doun! Come, empire dogs! Allow me to demonstrate why it is that herzuliths stand at the front of Artaggon's armies!" the four-armed warrior boomed.

"I'm impressed by Minestra. We won't let her resolve go to waste," Esta said.

They reentered the city, but there was fighting all over the place. Small pockets of resistance defended vainly against the imperial occupiers. It wasn't an exaggeration to say everyone, Ortesian Empire and Commonwealth both, was in disarray. Even Edina's stray undead ran around like headless chickens.

"Edina!" Kanae snatched one by the empty sockets. "What's taking you guys so long over there?"

Its eyes glowed a furious purple. "Bitch, you try throwing an UNDEAD army against HOLY MAGIC and— huh?" The skull and spine cracked, turning to the drakeling baby. "Oh, shit! Is that your baby? Congrats! You guys name her yet?"

"I was thinking of— Wait, we don't have time for this!" Esta shook her head.

"Amethyst? Silver? Can you two hear me?" Lani's crackly voice butted in.

"Ahh! Stop! Let go of my head. It's not supposed to work this way!" the necromancer complained.

The sound of heads butting and bickering went on for a few seconds before stopping.

"It's Lani! We're held up by Ortesian paladins and priests in the east side of Talahurah. Avaline must have caught onto how we divided our forces. Everyone is severely injured. We're only hanging in there because Edina keeps replenishing her mana draining the fallen, then summoning more undead. How are you doing on your end?" Lani asked just as an explosion went off in the distance.

"Minestra is holding back Avaline and her army to buy us time, but she won't last long. I'm planning to head to the great tree. There's a gigantic underground dungeon down there. I think Avaline threw Talahurah and Lady Dahlia's forces in there after taking over the city," Kanae explained.

"Then Edina and I know what to do. We'll continue to hold out here as well. Avaline concentrated her holy magic to stop us, but doing so means her main force is weaker elsewhere. Victory rests on your shoulders, Amethyst! Silver, too! And congratulations on your baby. She looks like such a sweetheart!" the warlock squealed.

After a moment of silence…

"Damn Saint Priests… doing whatever they please… Alright, this is Edina, signing off. See ya on the other side or see ya in the three hells!" Edina wished them good luck, and the light in the undead grunt's eyes diminished.

"You heard them. I know you're all tired." Kanae spun around to address the weary Commonwealth army. "But so are they. Everyone, spread across the city and knock on every door you find. Rally the citizens. We're taking Talahurah back from the empire!"

They roared back with greater fervor.

Soldiers pounded their fists on nearby houses, and civilians emerged with weapons in hand. They took to the streets together to reclaim Talahurah, even as fire raged across the branches and canopy. These were hardy folks, who saw just as worse when Talon proclaimed herself warchief and when Hilde took over the city.

Together, they attacked lone imperial soldiers or those separated from their main squads. Sisters of Sin fucked high elves in plain sight. Stampeding gorags and dreadmourns ruined organized enemy formations. The battle was beginning to turn in their favor, for now…

Kanae and Esta had to hurry before Avaline's main force defeated Minestra.

As expected, a small force of dragoons had been left behind to guard Talahurah's great tree. They made it abundantly clear about keeping them from going inside.

"Grrr!" Their daughter was still wielding the sword and not backing down.

"Observe, my daughter. Watch how your parents battle." Esta patted her on the head and smiled.

Ten dragoons charged them at once. Kanae unwound Lust and switched on Sadist. She nailed two of them, inflicting Turn Horny with each hit. They collapsed to the ground and twitched uncontrollably from their orgasms. Esta shield slammed one dragoon away and cleaved three with her greatsword. The remaining four fell quickly to them after.

Their daughter had stars in her eyes witnessing the fight. She raced over to them in a hurry. Kanae thought she wanted to be picked up, and so kneeled down to offer so. Instead, the drakeling girl ran past them. One of the dragoons pushed himself up on his elbows, but a swift tail swipe from her bludgeoned him into unconsciousness.

"Good girl! You're learning so fast!" Kanae ruffled her jungle of hair as fiery as Esta's.

"I wonder if she inherited her grandmother's warmonger attitude," Esta said.

Come to think of it…

Kanae and Esta recalled their past few encounters with Avaline and compared them with the infant drakeling's mannerisms so far. Both of them made a face, unsure what to make of this… unwanted revelation.

"Save that thought for later. Lady should be downstairs!" Kanae picked up their daughter and together with Esta, descended into the depths of the great tree.

A giant prison made of the tree's roots and reinforced with metal bars trapped countless demons inside. Artaggon's forces weren't the only ones in there. Kanae spotted Erin and Taileen, and they spotted her.

"High Priestess!" They ran up to the edge with tears in their eyes.

"Thank goodness, you two are okay." Kanae reached in to hold their hands.

Taileen wiped her eyes before speaking. "The Ortesian forces attacked Talahurah so fast, we didn't even have time to—"

"Kanae!" Lady snarled. "Are you the reason for all that commotion up there?"

Lady Dahlia, the hellhound demon lieutenant and glorified paper fetcher of Lord Charron. She shoved the twins out of the way and flashed her fangs in Kanae's face. The baby returned a similar bestial growl that gave her pause.

"It isn't just me up there. Minestra is, too. Where's Sheeba? We're getting out of here and taking the city back," Kanae said.

"Queen Kanae?" Sheeba, the lioness, pushed past the many demons and Talahurans. "My queen, you shouldn't be down here! It isn't safe!"

"I know, that's why we're—

"No, you don't understand. When Avaline defeated me, she thought I was unconscious. I overheard her ordering Ortesian mages to inscribe explosive runes into the great tree's roots!" she warned hysterically.

Something crackled. The smell of burnt wood filled Kanae's nose. Everyone fell silent and searched for the source of the noises. Eyes turned to the thick root system of the great tree. Giant runic symbols they didn't see before started glowing an intense red. She raced over to one and casted Dispel. The burning effect in the immediate area subsided, but fires had already broken out and smoke filled the ceiling. There were too many and too late to stop it.

"Esta, help me break them out now!" Kanae yelled.

Through sheer strength, they pried open the metal bars. Even the drakeling baby helped.

"Master, take her and leave!" Esta picked their daughter up and shoved her into Kanae's arms.

"What? No!" Kanae protested.

"I'll catch up, I promise you. And you." She wagged a finger in her daughter's face.

With little time to waste, Kanae hurried out with others. Her daughter fought like a demon to stay. When they reached the antechamber of the great tree, thoughts of losing Esta flashed in her mind.

"Taileen, Erin! Take my baby. Fly away as fast as possible," Kanae urged, passing her struggling drakeling daughter to them.

"What will you do, High Priestess?" Erin hesitated to ask.

"I lost someone I cared about before. I'm not losing another." She unfurled her wings and flew back the way she came, turning a deaf ear to the crying drakeling infant.

Explosions rocked the entire city. It was like earthquakes were going off all over the place. Kanae lost her footing at the stairs leading into the dungeon. Smoke billowed out like a chimney. At the very bottom, the thick root system had been destroyed and was in flames. Lady and Esta were trying to lift a giant piece of wood off of Sheeba.

"Master?!" Esta gasped.

"Our baby's safe. But like hell am I going to leave you behind," Kanae said.

With a third hand helping, they lifted the log long enough for Sheeba to crawl out.

"Thank you…" Sheeba winced.

They booked it back upstairs, but much more powerful, deafening explosions boomed from the trunk of the tree. It almost sounded as though the world was ending. A series of loud snaps and groaning wood followed. The great tree was toppling.

"C'mon, you stupid lion!" Lady hoisted Sheeba onto her back and bolted.

"Heightened Haste!" Kanae grabbed hold of Esta's arms, and with a powerful beat of her wings, launched them out. But she was slipping. Sweat dripped down their hands.

"Master!" Esta shot her a knowing look.

"Oh, no. I know what you're thinking, and I'm not letting go!" she protested.

But at this rate—

To their utter shock, a small figure closed the distance on them. The drakeling baby flew past the curtains of smoke to help. Brows knitted together, succubus wings flapping madly, and fangs bared, she held one of Esta's hands to bear some of the burden. They were speechless. Their mouths hung open. But her added strength was just enough.

"GO PERPENDICULAR TO THE TREE! GO!" Lady shouted rabidly.

The great tree crushed everything in its path. Kanae and her companions put everything into one last burst of speed, barely escaping with their lives. It hit the ground, and the ensuing wave of rippling force knocked everyone off their feet and Kanae from the air. She cradled the baby, and Esta wrapped her arms around them both. They hit dirt and rolled into the side of a house.

"By the Supreme One's grace… I wonder who she inherited that reckless and selfless behavior from?" Esta sighed.

"I'm going to have to scold Erin and Taileen later…" Kanae groaned.

"We're so sorry, High Priestess!" The twins came flying in, frantic and terrified.

Unfortunately, the baby drakeling hadn't learned a lesson at all. She looked prouder than ever, enough to give Kanade's prideful demeanor a run for first place.

"I can scarcely believe it."

Everyone jumped to their feet and reached for their weapons. Avaline was standing over the ruins of a collapsed cabin. She was holding the defeated Minestra in her talons. Judging by all the injuries sustained on the drakeling woman's body, the herzulith didn't go down without a fight this time.

"Very ballsy of you to bomb the tree with your grandkid in it!" Kanae shouted angrily.

"That wasn't my intention. I tried to stop you! But I saw it happen. The child had already escaped, yet she flew back in to save you two. I'm… I'm so…" Avaline's voice started quivering.

"Sorry?" Esta asked.

"Proud! What a fierce and fiery display of love to one's family. Unfortunately, this is where I take my leave. With the great tree toppled, my work here is done. Time to begin the final phase of our invasion," she said as war horns bellowed all across the city.

"Not so fast, cunt!" Lady pounced at Avaline but had Minestra thrown into her instead, and both of them fell to the bottom of the mound.

A portal carved open behind the Rook of Rotandrix.

"Don't forget, Estaline. Your daughter's name—"

"Ends in -line as tradition states. Yes, Mother. I know. I already have a name for her. It will be Feraline, because she has quite the feral streak about her. With my Master's blessing, of course." Esta searched Kanae for approval.

"I think Feraline is an adorable name. She's pretty rowdy. Aren't you? Yes, you are." Kanae tickled the giggling drakeling girl.

Avaline whispered the name under her breath as if tasting the truth behind it. A content smile fell across her face. She turned to enter the portal until Esta called out to her.

"Mother, you know this isn't something we can turn a blind eye to. The Commonwealth, Talahurah especially, will retaliate. We will make you answer for your transgressions by this war's end," Esta promised.

"Then you best make good on those threats, Estaline. You wouldn't want to set a bad example to Feraline, would you?" Avaline entered the portal, and it closed shut soon after.


Chapter 33

The Commonwealth forces rounded up anyone who didn't escape in time and force fed them reversal potions, after which the Sisters of Sin added them to the army. Drakelings and high elves, including whatever vassals or servants of the empire now belonged to the very people they were fighting moments ago.

In spite of their survival, which was supposed to be a thing of great relief, an air of despair and grief draped over the city. Talahurah had been devastated by the attack. Beastmen families cried over rubbles of their homes. Shamans and priests went around healing the wounded. Any able-bodied person carried debris off the roads and searched for people trapped under wreckages. Worst of all, the iconic great tree had fallen.

Chieftain Sheeba somberly walked up to the trunk of the toppled giant and pressed a hand to it.

"I don't understand. What did Ortesia have to gain by felling the Kh'shanti?" Sheeba asked in a voice full of mourning.

"I'm sorry, Sheeba. I wish I could have done more to help," Kanae apologized and gripped the lioness' shoulder.

"It isn't your fault, Queen Kanae!" She shook her head and mane. "The great tree was a species of colossal yew known as Kh'shanti. They live for many millennia, and have in ages past served as homes to countless races. One may even consider them a symbol of our diverse kinds' hardiness. This was the last of its kind, so I wonder if Ortesia meant to hurt our will? But fear not, my queen. We won't waver."

Kanae frowned. She felt terrible for Sheeba and the people of Talahurah. The now-fallen great tree used to house thousands of people. Everyone knew what they were looking at from a distance. It was going to be difficult not being able to see this sight coming back in the future.

What exactly was Avaline's plan here? She mentioned something about the final act of their invasion. She also ordered a full retreat as soon as the great tree fell.

As Kanae gazed upon the collapsed giant, no answer came to her. She let Sheeba grieve in silence and went in search of Ortesian prisoners. They weren't hard to come across. Many had been charmed to aid in the city's rebuilding or were being used by succubi as drain fodder. She entered a relief hut hastily raised after the battle ended.

Sweet moans and clapping cheeks orchestrated a symphony of a depraved orgy. Succubi mounted high elves and drakelings, mercilessly draining them for all their mana, stamina, and health. High Priestesses Taileen and Erin were also partaking in a victory bang bash.

"I'm not done with you yet. Trapping me in that cage… making me fail my queen… Oh, you can't cum anymore? That's too bad, I'll just squeeze whatever is left~" Erin was in the middle of riding a defeated high elven man, who looked like a husk. At the very least, he had an expression of utter bliss on his face.

"Careful, Erin. It's better to keep them alive to drain repeatedly than to drain all at once and never again," Kanae scolded.

"Queen Kanae!" She gasped. "It's not what it looks like. I was just having a quick snack before going back to work!"

"I'm not going to stop you. Drain as much as you need. I just need a few prisoners."

Having overheard, Taileen led over a group of three high elves and two drakelings. They were blindfolded and chained together in a line.

"These are still full of energy for you!" Taileen bowed.

"Well, I don't need to feed. I only want answers." Kanae pinched the chin of a high elven knightess, who was bare naked and trembling. A dampness between her thighs suggested Taileen was lying and might have taken a bite before bringing them over. Kanae placed a charm on the elf, causing her demeanor to soften to a more subservient one. "State your name and tell me what Avaline and Ortesia's plan here was? Why did they want to destroy the Kh'shanti?"

"Maria Archweald of House Archweald, vassal of House DeSalle, 21st Imperial Land Strike Division. Under General Avaline von Cleisseldor's orders, we were to lay siege to and occupy Talahurah. I was not privy to the details surrounding the destruction of the city's great tree," the high elf named Maria answered stiffly.

Kanae clicked her tongue. She charmed the next one, a drakeling man with an old scar down his broad chest.

"Orgon Vargess of the 2nd Dragoon Cohort. General Avaline tasked us to guard the prisoners underneath the great tree and nothing else," the drakeling said.

Still not the answer Kanae was looking for. The rest of them were no help either. They were all essentially grunts in the empire's forces. Of course, Avaline wouldn't be filling them in on any important details beyond their orders.

"Who among the Ortesian army would know why they wanted to topple the great tree?" Kanae asked in exasperation.

"General Avaline," they answered at the same time.

"Right…" She put a hand to her face and sighed. "My fault for asking such a silly question. Taileen, Erin. As you were. Drain them all, so the next time we perform Feed the Queen, I'll have every last drop."

"Yes, Queen Kanae!" the twins exclaimed ecstatically.

Kanae left to find Lani and Chappy. They were supposed to get to work on the second teleportation circle. When she found them with the Viviren mage, however, the two were in the crater where the great tree used to sit. A hole had been left behind after the burnt roots pulled out all the dirt during the fall.

"Lani, Chappy? What are you guys doing down there?" Kanae asked, descending into the crater.

"Oh, Amethyst! I was just searching for the perfect place to begin creating the circle, and we found it. Right here! The mana concentration in this spot is so high!" Lani was brimming with excitement in her explanation.

Chappy flipped his pages from end to end. "No kidding! It's got me feeling all sorts of goosebumps. Heh. Might even rival having sex with Lani."

"High mana concentration… you mean there's a magic crystal cave underneath Talahurah?"

"Not quite," she said, wagging a finger. "You know how our mana passively restores over time, even if you're not drinking a mana potion or consuming a magic crystal? That's because there's mana all around us. It exists in the fauna, vegetation, and in the air. By simply breathing and eating, you will gradually recover your mana. Sometimes, somewhere, the world has spots of high mana concentration that spew out. I wonder if the Kh'shanti here had grown as big as it did because of that. Oh, not that I'm not sad about its destruction! It's an incredible shame to see this beautiful tree on the ground, but the silver lining is, we can more easily create a magic circle here and have it powered by the latent mana!"

For once, Kanae sighed in relief. It might not be able to transport everyone, but once they connected Talahurah and Ehmvier, the ability to travel great distances would be a great utility in the war.

"Is there anything I can do to help?" Kanae asked, eager to bring Feraline home safe and introduce her to Suvee and Kanade.

"We would actually prefer you not to help. Sorry, Amethyst. Writing magic circles requires precision that you just aren't up to task. We should be done by the evening. Go spend time with your new daughter. I saw her earlier. She was sooo adorable! Maybe a little too rambunctious than I expected though." Lani giggled.

Kanae deflated, but Lani was right. This was a good chance to get to know her kid. Focusing on the Mother's Love passive skill led Kanae a short flight outside of Talahurah, where a second encampment had been built to serve as a refugee shelter for those who lost their homes. Edina's undead swarmed the place, delivering food and blankets, raising tents, and entertaining children. A group of kids were even playing soccer with a skull, and the headless skeletal warrior helplessly chased after them.

One child, however, wasn't interested in playing. Instead, she was sparring against an undead while Esta and Edina watched. Wielding a shortsword, Feraline launched a flurry of attacks on her glorified target dummy, who had nothing but a wooden buckler to defend itself with. She eventually knocked it to the ground. Every hit chipped pieces off the shield, and when nothing was left, she plunged the sword through its ribcage where the heart would have been.

"Look at what you and Esta made. A little monster!" Edina exclaimed.

Feraline threw her arms up in victory.

"Our daughter is strong." Esta smiled proudly.

"A little too strong, ain't ya?" Edina pressed a finger to the drakeling girl's forehead.

Feraline hiccupped. They came out snappy and squeaky. It sounded like tiny little 'eeps'.

"Is she okay?" Kanae asked.

"This is normal in young drakelings," Esta answered with a lack of concern. "They aren't quite used to their breath yet, so—"

Feraline hiccupped again, and since she was facing Edina, expelled a torrent of flames at the squirreling. By the time it ended, her entire body was charred black. A pair of eyes, the only color left, opened slowly in disbelief.

"Man… All your daughters are handfuls…" Edina coughed.

"Yeah, but you love them all anyway. You're the one who spoils them the most." Kanae picked up Feraline, who threw both arms around her neck in return and rubbed their cheeks against each other. A low, content trilling erupted from the girl.

The horns hadn't grown in yet. But it looked like Feraline was going to have two sets of horns, one drakeling and the other succubus. Her wings, however, appeared slightly draconic. Although still small, black, and purple like Kanae's own, it had a texture similar to the scales that covered her arms and legs.

Feraline's stomach started growling.

"Awww. Are you hungry? Actually, how do I feed you? With milk?" Kanae wondered aloud.

"No, Master." Esta laughed from the side. "Drakelings are born ready to hunt. We can just set her free, and she will stalk down prey to feed on."

"Say what…"

"Succubus!" Lady growled, dragging the corpse of a large moose behind her.

Feraline immediately went into aggressive mode. Her lips peeled back, and she began to snarl menacingly.

"Why is it that your daughter has it out for me? Never mind that. Need your help with something. The attack on Talahurah destroyed a lot of the food stores. The Ortesians stole some of it on their way out. We're low on rations. Think you can scrounge up some game in the wilds? I sniffed out a pack of skrangers not far north of here. I'd go myself, but Minestra and I are busy plotting Artaggon's next moves," Lady explained.

"I guess we can do that. Feraline needs to eat, too. Er, wait. What do you mean next moves?" Kanae asked.

"You already know Ortesia had launched offensives all across the Commonwealth at the start of the war. In the past weeks, we've been getting reports that they are pulling back to three major fronts. Highgreen, the tract of land you gave the Underqueen, and the stretch between Ehmvier and Lograin. We're responding by reorganizing our forces that were spread thin to deal with the initial invasion. In two days, I'm taking my army back to Highgreen. Minestra can stay with you."

Lady was about to leave until she saw Feraline gnawing on the moose's leg. She picked the girl up and handed her back to Kanae, then returned to the refugee camp.

"Sounds like Mother was right. The empire seems confident that their next phase of the invasion will be the end. Do you suppose they discovered the whereabouts of Saint Rue's resting place?" Esta whispered.

"They couldn't have. Ugh. I don't want to think about the war anymore. Let's get Feraline some food before she goes off to hunt on her own," Kanae insisted.

The four of them went into the wilds together to track down the skrangers. They were a species of dire boars that fired their own tusks as a defense mechanism. They also had incredibly juicy meat. It didn't take long before they tracked their footprints to a field of mushrooms. The boars were too busy munching to notice them. Feraline was already drooling.

"Whaddya wanna do? I can round them up with my bone brutes, and you guys go in for the kill?" Edina suggested.

"I want Feraline to taste her first hunt," Esta said.

"Those skrangers look dangerous! What if she gets hurt?" Kanae panicked at the thought.

"Then when she survives, she will grow stronger from this experience."

"Oh, god… You sound just like your mother."

Kanae wondered if Esta was going to inevitably become like Avaline now that she had a baby to raise.

"One problem, guys." Edina pointed to the empty space where Feraline had been standing between them and no longer was. "Your kid is gone."

They stared blankly for a few seconds, then looked up. Feraline was charging headlong into battle with nothing but a shortsword in hand.

"Raaaagghh!" Feraline roared her cute little battle shout.

Unfortunately, since Feraline was only an infant drakeling, the sounder of skrangers were not at all intimidated. They fired projectiles of their tusks at her, regrew them in an instant, and continued shooting.

"FERALINE!" Kanae cried.

"Have more faith in our daughter. Drakeling Ancestry makes her more resilient to physical attacks," Esta explained.

"Hey, guys… is this gonna leave a mark?" Edina turned to them with a tusk embedded into her forehead.

Kanae ignored her friend and jumped out of cover to protect Feraline. She unfurled her wings to take the brunt of the attacks instead. The durability gained from Lion's Pride turned them into nothing but a tickle.

"Feraline, you're also a succubus. Not every fight you need to go in with your fists, claws, and swords. Try charming them. Make them less interested in attacking you," Kanae instructed.

Feraline nodded. Kanae only lowered her wings just enough to allow the young drakeling to peer over. Her daughter's eyes glowed intensely. A few of the smaller skrangers, likely lower in level, stopped firing. Seeing that it worked, she jumped up and down in glee.

"Good girl, Feraline! Now use your breath!" Esta shouted from the back.

A torrent of flames erupted from Feraline's maw. They consumed the skrangers whole, killing the weaker ones outright and incapacitating the stronger ones. The ground started trembling. A house-sized skranger stampeded out from the woods right for them.

Although Feraline looked like she wanted a piece of it, Kanae picked up her daughter and was about to fly away until a death knight dropped in front of them. The dire beast collided into the hulking undead, only for it to get bodied and sent flying into a tree. Edina, who was sitting upon her minion's shoulder, gave them a thumbs up.

"Your fire breath brought a tear to my eyes, Feraline. Now watch as your mother demonstrates to you the strength you've inherited." Esta breathed deep, then unleashed a conflagration that cooked the enormous skranger to a crisp.

Feraline was all smiles, bouncing in Kanae's arms.

"Whew. Looks like that's gonna feed Talahurah for at least a week," Edina said, hopping down with the tusk still embedded in her forehead.

"Are you going to pull that out?" Kanae asked.

Feraline beat her to it. She yanked the tusk out, and a jet of blood spewed from Edina's forehead.

"Aaaghhh…" Edina let out a death cry before collapsing to the ground with her tongue rolled out.

Feraline looked afraid. After a few seconds, Edina snapped one eye open and smirked.

"Hehe. Just kidding! As if that'll do me in so easily. Watch this, kiddo." The necromancer summoned an undead minion, and just as quickly as it emerged from a portal, she consumed it in a purple haze. The skeletal warrior crumbled into bone dust, but its energies seeped into her and healed the wound like it was never there.

The drakeling girl applauded and cheered.

"Okay, if we're done messing around, let's haul these back so everyone has something to eat." Kanae thumbed over her shoulder.

Feraline didn't wait. They tore off a whole boar leg so she could eat on the way back. Esta carried the girl on her shoulders. Before they even reached the city, she had fallen fast asleep, tuckered out from fighting all day.

"What do you think, Master? Our child is quite spirited," Esta said.

"That's one way of describing her. I think Feraline is going to fit into the family just fine though." Kanae smiled.

Esta stayed behind at the camp with Feraline. She offered to help distribute food to the refugees for the rest of the night. Apparently, it was a good idea to be near fresh food in case Feraline woke up. It was getting late, so Kanae and Edina entered Talahurah to check on how the portal was coming along.

They were expecting a working magic circle, but found a worried Saint Priest and Viviren mage mulling over it instead.

"What's going on here?" Edina hopped off her death knight to inspect the circle.

"Uhm, how do I break this to you… For some reason, the portal isn't working," Lani said, her face going pale.

"What? Why not?" Kanae asked.

"We did everything right. The only thing I can think of is something happened on the other side. That's odd." The Saint Priest's ears went limp.

Kanae turned furiously at the high elf.

"I swear, the circle should be in effect! I've created these numerous times before. There's no way I did it incorrectly!" the Viviren mage exclaimed.

"Kanae, is it possible that Lynn Alton betrayed you? She was watching over the portal in Ehmvier after all," Lani said.

"That's not possible. She's a transformed succubus, that makes her extremely loyal to me," Kanae explained.

"Hold on." Edina shut her eyes and focused. "Lemme check up on the undead I left behind in Ehmvier… or not. The fuck? I can't connect with any of them!"

A strong gust of wind blew past them. Kanae, Edina, and Lani turned to the source— a tall tower in which sections of the wall had been blown off and chunks of the roof caved in. Someone stumbled out of it. Elizabeth Bedlam. She dropped to her knees, covered in soot and burn marks.

"Eliza!" Kanae and Lani exclaimed.

"Amethyst… Lanil… Thank goodness, you're safe… The empire launched an attack on Aidenhall. I tried to find you in Ehmvier, but… it was in the middle of being sacked when I arrived…" Eliza managed to say before passing out.


Chapter 34

When Kanade had woken up this morning, Suvee was covered in cold sweat and coughing intensely beside her. No amount of healing would help. She casted magic until her mana went dry. Gretchen eventually came by to check on them. Right now, Kanade watched with bated breath as Gretchen and a castle doctor checked on her little sister.

"Is Suvee going to be okay?" Kanade asked worriedly from the bedside.

"Yes, she will." The human doctor pulled back and nodded. "It appears to be a respiratory illness. Not to worry, little one. Suvee here is a strong girl! She will be just fine after a few days of rest."

"Not a few days. Heal her now," she demanded.

Gretchen kneeled down in front of her. "Kanade, this isn't a magical illness. This isn't a traumatic wound either. It cannot be healed away. Suvee likely overexerted herself during training and caught a bug. That just means she needs to rest to compensate."

In the end, Suvee was still sick. Before leaving, the doctor gave her a tonic that soothed the coughing. She looked to be in a lot less pain, but Kanade still didn't like it. There had to be something that could take her sickness away.

"Uuugh… My throat and chest feels itchy, and I feel so dizzy." Suvee groaned, pulling the covers up to her nose.

"Gretchen says you did this to yourself, dummy." Kanade climbed onto bed and poked Suvee's forehead.

Her dewy eyes opened slightly. "But I wanted to catch up to you. It's not fair that you're crowned and I'm not… We're supposed to… be… together always… zz…"

Suvee fell asleep. Her breathing was much steadier now, but Kanade couldn't help but be worried.

"It's for the best," Gretchen said. "A child shouldn't be training four to six hours a day, but I am impressed by Suvee's tenacity. I'll have the cooks make something warm and hearty for when she wakes up. Why don't you stay here with her until then?"

Kanade nodded.

After Gretchen left the room, Kanade remained at Suvee's side and watched her sleeping face. Occasionally, her little sister would giggle. It must be a nice dream. Kanade tapped her nose, causing her to heave a sneeze. A bit of snot oozed from her nostrils, so Kanade went to fetch a tissue to wipe the refuse away.

However, staying still and doing nothing was… stupid. As the princess of the Commonwealth of Sin, Kanade had a duty to protect it. As the bigger sister, she had a duty to protect Suvee. She glanced around the room for something to distract herself with. Nothing.

Kanade sighed and threw on a cloak, grabbed a few coins from the drawers and the wooden sword Aunt Edina gifted her, but stopped outside the room. She returned inside. One after another, she hoisted the giant dire teddy bears Nelly had won for them during Arum Taum onto the bed. It looked kind of funny with Suvee sandwiched between two big toys, but at least her little sister wouldn't be lonely.

With a clear conscience, Kanade made her way outside. The sound of patrolling castle guards approached from around the corner.

"Oh, Princess Kanade!" One guard smiled.

"Hey, wait a sec. Gretchen asked us to keep watch over you and Princess Suvee. Where are you headed, Princess?" the other asked.

"To find a cure for Suvee in the city," Kanade stated flatly.

The guards exchanged uneasy looks.

"I'm sorry, Princess. We can't just let you wander outside. Gretchen will have our heads on a— urk!" He froze up as soon as Kanade forced a charm on him.

"Oh, no." The other realized what happened and panicked. "Princess, please don't—" She also stiffened up from a charm.

"If Gretchen asks about me, tell her I went to take care of Avon since Suvee can't," Kanade ordered them.

"Yes, Princess." They saluted her and went to stand guard in front of the bedroom.

Good. But just so Kanade didn't run into more guards, she leaped out the nearby window and flew to the stables. Avon was inside a neat stall. His head poked out to eat from a feeding trough. When they saw each other, he clopped around excitedly in circles. But without Suvee around, that joy soon waned.

"Suvee's sick, Avon. We're going to help make her better. Come on." Kanade opened the stall and saddled the Vantaean.

Together, they rode out into the city. When a few guards outside spotted Kanade, she lifted a finger up to her lips and shushed them. They turned to each other confused but didn't give chase. Avon had grown bigger. She still remembered how small he was when Grandpa Grell gifted him to Suvee. If only she was as big as him, or Teana and the others. Being small, no one took her seriously. Mom… used to take her seriously, but now she was gone.

Kanade sucked in a deep breath to recompose herself. Now wasn't the time to be sad. There was a war going on, and she had to be strong. She tugged on the reins and guided Avon to Rosaline's atelier.

"Stay here. I'll be right back." Kanade tied Avon's lead to a fence post and patted him on the head before going inside.

The bell above the door dinged, but no one came out to the front.

"Just a moment!" Rosaline shouted from the back. "Aisha, grab the catalysts!"

"What catalysts? Where? The way you organize the place is so fucking convoluted!" Aisha argued.

"It's on the net! Grab it quickly before the mixture—"

An explosion rocked the entire atelier. Bottles and vials on the shelves clinked together. White smoke billowed out from the door. Kanade ignored them and flew around inspecting the array of potions and elixirs. They were all labeled, but she couldn't find the healing potion. An antidote would be fine, too. Unfortunately, there were too many to mull over. Looking at them all made her head hurt, too.

Sighing, Kanade went behind the counter and opened the back door. Rosaline and Aisha were lying on the ground. A shelf had fallen on top of them. They were covered in soot and drenched in some kind of liquid. She tried to cast Heal on them, but no magic came out.

Healing Suvee earlier sapped all of Kanade's mana. She returned to the atelier floor to search for a mana potion. One sat on the front shelves facing the shop's entrance. When Kanade tipped the potion into her mouth, the bitter taste almost made her spit it out.

"Blegh…" Kanade forced it down, and soon felt a surge of mana returning.

That should do it. She hurried back to cast Heal on Rosaline and Aisha. Their eyes snapped open to each other first.

"I hate you so much. If I die before so much as producing a single offspring with Will, I'm coming back to haunt you." Aisha growled.

"The explosion happened because we didn't put the catalysts in fast enough! We must be faster, my pupil!" Rosaline exclaimed.

They went back to arguing, not realizing who had saved them. It wasn't until Kanade cleared her throat did the two notice.

"Kanade?" Aisha gasped. "What are you doing out of the castle? Does Gretchen know you're here?"

Kanade shook her head.

"It is always a pleasure to serve a spawn of Kanae! How may I help you?" Rosaline asked, slithering out of the debris and brushing her coat.

"I need a potion and antidote to heal Suvee. She's sick," Kanade said.

The three of them took it to the main floor of the atelier, where Kanade proceeded to explain what happened to Suvee and what had been done for her so far.

"I see, I see." Rosaline nodded. "Unfortunately, the doctor is correct. Straining oneself weakens the body's natural defenses. Suvee will need to recover on her own. I will, however, sell you a healing potion and antidote. Who knows, it may very well help!"

"I can come by to take a look at her. I've made my fair share of poultices and ointments. Won't heal away an illness, but she can sleep a lot better. Maybe even get her to start walking around. But I can't leave the atelier until I'm off work in the evening. This idiot will blow up the place otherwise, and we won't have a potion shop tomorrow." Aisha thumbed over to Rosaline and rolled her eyes.

"Okay." Kanade relented on the compromise.

While Aisha went to clean the mess in the back, Rosaline fetched two potions. The front counter was tall enough that Kanade could only peek over with the upper half of her head. She fished around her pocket for the coins, then plopped them down on the tray. The lamia stared for a moment.

"Hmm. Tell you what? I'll put it on your mom's tab. Keep the coins and the potions, Kanade. Good health to you and your sister!" Rosaline pushed the tray back with the potions.

Kanade felt a little guilty, but she didn't want to waste their charity. She thanked them and bowed like her moms taught when shown kindness, then went back to tell Avon the good news.

"Look, we have potions now." Kanade showed the two vials to Avon, and he gave each of them a lick. Now there was horse slobber all over the glass. "Gross. I'll just tell Suvee this was your way of saying 'get better soon'."

After climbing onto Avon to head back to the castle, Kanade spotted several harpies and succubi flying west at breakneck speeds. Among them was Mom's new friend, Claudia, whom she recognized by her blonde hair and crimson skin. They looked to be in a hurry. She considered hurrying, too, but Rosaline, Gretchen, and the doctor's words echoed in the back of her mind. A healing potion wasn't going to cure Suvee…

"Is it that… Kanade? Kanade!"

Kanade followed the voice calling her name. It was Shatiel, and she was joined by Jannie. They were Mom's friends.

"Huh. Aren't you always with Suvee and Gretchen? What are you doing out here by yourself?" Jannie asked.

"Suvee's sick, so I went to buy potions for her." Kanade lifted the vials covered in horse slobber for them to see, and the two recoiled in disgust.

They stopped by a bench to rest to hear her out, and Jannie wiped the potions clean in a fountain in the meantime.

"Awww, you're such a great big sister!" Shatiel pinched Kanade's cheeks and smiled. "But does Gretchen know you're out here? It's not safe to be wandering about alone."

"I'm big enough. I'm a Crusader, and everyone says I'm special. I even have a weapon. Look." Kanade drew the wooden sword from her belt.

Jannie returned with both potions sparkly clean and said, "You are special. So is Talis. But even Talis desperately needs our help sometimes. You don't need to do things on your own. It's always better to have someone by your side. That's why you're going out of your way to help Suvee, right? You want her up and by your side again."

Kanade nodded slowly and pursed her lips.

"You know what will really make Suvee happy?" Shatiel asked.

"What?" Kanade looked up expectantly.

"Her favorite food! What does she like? Jannie and I will go with you to buy some," she suggested.

Ice cream… Suvee really liked ice cream because it was so sweet. But something like that was going to melt before she got back to the castle.

"Candy then," Kanade said.

The two chaperones accompanied Kanade into the city market square. A confectionery store run by an older beastmen couple sold all kinds of candy. They recognized her right away and tried to offer her anything free of charge. She declined the charity this time, paying them with the gold Rosaline had refused earlier and bought as much candy as the few coins could. Kanade was certain the couple must have tossed in a couple of freebies. The hefty bag was filled with an array of hard candy, chocolates, caramel blocks, and more.

"It's okay to treat yourself to a piece. We won't tell anyone," Shatiel promised.

Although Kanade's mouth watered at the sight of the many sweets, she ultimately shook her head.

"I'll wait for Suvee, so we'll eat them together," Kanade said.

"Alright, let's get you back before Gretchen launches a search party." Jannie helped her onto Avon when something exploded from a distance.

Kanade thought it came from Rosaline's atelier, and maybe they messed up again, but a second deafening blast boomed again, and again, and again. People frantically ran screaming back to their homes, and armed soldiers and guards raced to the source of the explosion. She spotted a familiar goblin man from the crowds, one of Mom's husbands, Uncle Mitty.

"K-Kanade?" Mitty gasped.

"Mitty, what's happening?!" Shatiel asked frightfully.

"A big army… Ortesia! I'm going to warn the adventurers hall… Can you two get Kanade back to the castle and tell Gretchen?" he asked.

Kanade watched worriedly as Mitty sprinted off. Meanwhile, Shatiel and Jannie led her back to the castle in a hurry. Smoke rose into the sky all across the city, and fire spread from roof to roof like wildfire. Volleys of fireballs and giant boulders soared overhead, destroying scores of buildings upon their landing. One was hurling right for them when it came to an abrupt stop as if frozen in time.

"That was a little too close for comfort." Lynn Alton, a friend of Mom's and a newly-turned succubus, descended from the castle and telekinetically moved the boulder out of the way.

"By the Supreme One, where were you? I was worried sick!" Gretchen rushed out and hugged her.

"Sorry…" Kanade apologized.

"We ran into Mitty. He said the Ortesians are attacking with an enormous force!" Shatiel warned.

Gretchen didn't look surprised. Her eyes did shut for a moment though.

"So I've seen from the sky. Lynn, take Kanade inside. If things look bad, take her and Suvee away. Fly far from here to Talahurah and don't stop. Shatiel and Jannie, with me. We're going to regroup with the Sisters of Sin and First Sister Lilith at the church," Gretchen said.

"You're going to fight?" Kanade grabbed hold of Gretchen's robe before she could leave.

"I'm going to win." She hugged her again, but much more tightly. "You and Suvee are like daughters I've never had. I curse myself every single day for what I used to be, but not once have I ever regretted coming to love you two."

Kanade returned the embrace and squeezed. When they finally parted, Lynn brought Avon back to the stables first. They flew up to the bedroom, because the castle halls were bustling with guards coming and going in haste. Many formed a defensive perimeter just as she and Lynn entered through a window.

"I'm going to check on the teleportation circle. If your mother has completed it on the other side, it should activate, and we could transport you to safety," Lynn said before running off.

A commotion echoed from down the hall where Lynn had gone. Kanade gripped the wooden sword and followed the sound into the library. Piles of books were on fire. Shelves had been knocked down. Scorched from head to toe, Lynn was facing down the Viviren mage.

"You've turned your back on the empire, traitor!" the mage yelled, only to wince and press a hand to her head. "When I tell everyone, your house will be expunged from the history books."

"They won't find out from you, Jennibelle!" Lynn fired a spell, but the mage redirected it back to her. The blast slammed her against the wall.

The Viviren mage was about to finish her until Kanade charged the high elf with the tip of the wooden sword.

"What the—"

"Smite!" Kanade called forth a powerful force of holy energy that knocked Jennibelle through several bookshelves. With the mage defeated, she sprinted over to Lynn to administer healing magic.

"I'm sorry, Kanade… I'm new to being a succubus. Jennibelle broke free from my control and destroyed the circle." Lynn grabbed her hand to stop the healing from continuing. "Save your energy. Get Suvee… Fly out of here while you still can."

Kanade nodded and pressed the healing potion Rosaline had given her into Lynn's hands. She hurried back to the bedroom. Despite the chaos all around them, Suvee was still sound asleep. The city was under attack, but the most precious thing in the world to her was lying in bed right now. If the fighting got closer, and Suvee got hurt…

There was no way they could escape. At this rate, the city that their parents had built… the place that reminded Kanade of her mom, would go up in flames. She had only one option. She placed the bag of candy on the nightstand beside her sister.

"I'll be back," Kanade promised.

Flying outside, she saw the fighting getting closer. Pockets of battle were all over the city. Rising smoke had blotted out the sun and painted the clouds gray.

Below, one particular fight caught Kanade's attention. A lone high elven knight stood her ground against Gretchen in full Holy Armament gear. She recognized others, too. Shatiel, Jannie, Tess, Lapis, Lilith, Manabe, adventurers, and more littered the ground, all of them unconscious or too hurt to fight. Who was it that was so strong? And how could Kanade grow to be as strong as them?

"Petyr, you must be out of your mind to attack Ehmvier outright!" Gretchen yelled.

"Out of my mind? Can you blame me? I've been out here FOR MONTHS without a proper bath and massage. In fact, I should go to Rudura again after this. Kanae introduced that place to me, you know? Then she attacked me there! The one time I trusted a succubus—"

"Supreme One's beard, you talk too much. I rather enjoyed when you were muzzled. What happened?" she asked.

"I grew tired of the leash around my neck, so I loosened it. Come at me, you bitch. Let's spar for old time's sake!" The knight named Petyr dashed up to Gretchen and smashed the warhammer into her chest.

Holy Armament started fizzling out. Pieces of armor broke off Gretchen. She dropped to her knees, but refused to go down completely.

"I'm not… letting you get any… farther than this…" Gretchen stretched her arms out to the side to block the knight.

"You're enthralled by Kanae, right? It's like a much more powerful charm, but I wonder if anyone's tried to just beat it out of you." Petyr lifted the warhammer above her head. "This is for all those essays you made me write after classes!"

"Stop!" Kanade triggered the pendant Uncle Charron had given her, sending out a violent barghare.

The woman Gretchen called Petyr saw it too late, and the murderous beast latched onto her helmet. Knife-like claws carved futilely against the plate. She ripped the barghare from her face, slammed it into the ground, and crushed it underneath her sabatons. Instead of guts, the beast exploded into a mist of arcane energies and returned to the pendant.

In a rage, Petyr swung her hammer at Gretchen, but stopped within an inch of connecting. Kanade threw herself between the weapon and her beloved guardian. Everyone was stunned. Behind the helmet, the knight's eyes had snapped wide open.

"Kanade? You should have…" Gretchen fell forward and passed out.

"You're really real." The knight gasped. "The high elven succubus. Kanae's daughter. We've been looking for you."

Fear was not an emotion that could shake Kanade. Especially not now, even as the towering knight's shadow blanketed her and then some. She had a country to protect, and she intended to do just that by any means necessary.

"Then as Princess of the Commonwealth of Sin, I have an offer for you: stop attacking this city, and… I'll go with you," Kanade said.

Petyr erupted into such hearty laughter, she needed to pull her helmet off. This high elven woman was a giant. She looked nothing like Mom, who was of the same race, and it almost disappointed Kanade.

"You're very brave, aren't you?" Petyr asked genuinely, but her eyes were suddenly drawn to something behind Kanade.

"Stay away… from her, you monster…" a weak voice called out.

"Suvee?" Kanade whipped around and a lump lodged in her throat.

Suvee rode in on Avon. She could barely stay on top of him, yet the wooden sword and wooden buckler were clenched tightly in each hand. Suvee slipped trying to dismount from him, and Kanade hurried over to catch her sister.

"And that must be the other daughter. Which makes you two Kanade and Suvee," Petyr said thoughtfully. She beckoned over an Ortesian mage, who incanted a spell that created a thin pane of water from which a goateed high elven man's face was shown.

"This had better be good, Lord-Major." The voice was haughty and full of self-loving pride.

"I've found Kanae's daughters and Gretchen Redbaron," she reported curtly.

"Truly? That's wonderful news! Good work, Lord-Major Stormcloud. I knew you were capable! Now, be a good dog and bring them to me. Oh, and level the city before you continue east. The Rook of Rotandrix has completed the destruction of Talahurah's Kh'shanti, and Aidenhall should be crippled for the time—"

"No," Petyr said.

"Excuse me?"

"I made a deal with the princess of the Commonwealth, Kanade Toyomi. We have what we came for. We're pulling back from Ehmvier. She may be a succubus, but words exchanged between high elven nobility means something," the lady knight snarled.

If rage could be personified, the face on that man was it. His eyes twitched. His teeth grinded. He leaned in so close to the pane, Kanade thought he would come through it.

"The city is named after an exiled house. They are a stain on Ortesian history. Lord-Major Petyr Stormcloud, destroy the city or there will be consequences!" he yelled.

Petyr motioned for the mage to end the spell. When he didn't, she punched him in the face and knocked him out. The man in the image disappeared. Her warhammer transformed into a bow, and she fired three shots into the sky like they were reverse lightning strikes. All at once, the sounds of fighting seemed to stop. Ortesian mages stopped razing the city, while the knights halted their advance.

"I've just signaled for my forces to retreat." Petyr hoisted the unconscious Gretchen onto her shoulder, then extended a hand to Kanade and Suvee. "Let's be off, your Highnesses. Don't even think about flying away." She brandished the golden bow in her other hand. "You won't get very far, and we made a deal after all."

Kanade hesitated at first but eventually helped Suvee back onto Avon. She grabbed his lead and followed after the knight.

"I'm sorry, Kanade… did I mess up?" Suvee asked weakly.

"No." Kanade shook her head. "But don't worry. I'll protect you. No matter what."


Chapter 35

Kanae and Lani lifted Eliza back into the tower. It looked just as bad inside as it did outside. The many disheveled floors within suggested battles had taken place. Several Ortesians were lying unconscious on the ground of the Arcen room. One elf was hunched over a crate of magic crystals. Most of them had injuries to their backs and were facing the engines. They might have been trying to stop the Arcen or sabotage it before the magic activated.

Two familiar faces were scattered among the Ortesians that made Kanae and Lani gasp— William Bellevue, the Knight of Azure in training, and Dalu'luna Mello, the officiated Knight of Ivory. Both were just as hurt if not worse than Eliza.

"Will!" Kanae gently put the sorceress down to check on the paladin.

"I still feel a pulse, but Ivory is also out cold." Lani, who was by Dalu's side, shook her head.

"Let's get them upstairs to Eliza's bedchamber," she insisted.

With Chappy's help, they carried all three to the topmost floor and placed them side by side in bed. Kanae flew outside to find a conscious and charmed high elven priest to bring back. They were severely injured. Wounds all over their bodies indicated a fiercely-fought battle. Kanae cast Restore Mana to replenish Eliza's diminished pool first.

"Come on… wake up already! What do you mean, Ehmvier was attacked? I need to know what happened, Eliza. My babies are there! Wake up!" Kanae raised her voice just as Esta, with Feraline on her back, bursted into the room.

"I just saw the tower. What happened to them?" Esta asked.

"Eliza came to find us," Lani began worriedly, "saying something about Ehmvier and Aidenhall having been attacked."

After a few minutes, Eliza's injuries were healed and her mana pool was full, but she wasn't awake. Will said it before, healing someone didn't necessarily bring them back to consciousness.

"Lani, do you know how to work the Arcen?" Kanae asked.

"I… uh… I had a chance to see it in action once, but I've never… I suppose I can give it a shot. I'll let you know if it's operable!" Lani said unenthusiastically before descending the tower.

"Master?" Esta called out to her.

"I have to stay strong for my family and the Commonwealth, so I'm fine. Hopefully, Lani finds a way to activate the Arcen or Eliza wakes up soon. I'm going back outside to give orders," she said, but both drakelings grabbed her arm.

Esta let Feraline climb onto Kanae's back. It was comforting to have her child so close, a reminder of why she kept fighting.

"I'll stand vigil over them. Go and show Feraline what it means to rule," Esta urged.

Kanae cupped two hands over the loyal drakeling knight's cheeks, then pulled her in for a kiss. It was tense and tasted like burnt meat. Esta had always been there through thick and thin. Now, she had given her one of life's greatest gifts— a baby. An adorably ferocious one, despite their own temperaments being stark contrasts to her.

"I don't know what I'd do without you." Kanae smiled after their lips parted.

Esta stepped back and bowed as Kanae spread her wings to fly out the hole in the roof. Below, the Sisters of Sin had rounded up many enslaved imperials. Commonwealth officers gathered and awaited orders. Edina and Minestra had come to investigate the tower that appeared suddenly, too.

"I'm not going to sugarcoat it," Kanae said, "Both Ehmvier and Aidenhall were attacked." She let people speak among themselves to digest the news, but no one was taking it well. "A few of us will be taking the tower back to the city, and the rest of you will begin the march back. Sheeba, Erin, Taileen?"

"Here, Queen Kanae!" They stepped out from the crowds and kneeled.

"Make use of the charmed Ortesians. Secure the Imperial Span from Talahurah to Highgreen. Have them expose every scout, spy, and outpost. My forces, secure the path from here to Ehmvier and do the same. They think we've been beat. We haven't! Bring the Empire of Ortesia to their knees and face fuck them if you have to!" she roared.

From Kanae's back, Feraline raised a fist and growled. The beastmen races of Talahurah bellowed back in unison. Their monument had been destroyed, but their spirit and resolve was still intact. Kanae swelled with pride seeing everyone cheer. However, somewhere inside, she was just so tired.

As Commonwealth and Artaggon forces packed to begin their long march back to Ehmvier, Kanae returned to the tower with Edina and Minestra this time.

"Aidenhall's been attacked twice… three times now? By Ortesia. Are they really allies, or is this a complicated relationship like you and I?" Minestra asked.

"We're not in a relationship… and not really," Kanae answered. "To the empire, Radevic is probably just another vassal state left to rule on their own for too long."

"Well, if this doesn't nip it in the bud that they ain't pals, I dunno what's it gonna take. But this attack is good, right?" Edina blurted out something outrageous.

Kanae and Minestra turned to Edina quizzically.

The necromancer continued, "Before, we were worried about what Grand Eye whatsherface thinks of us getting into bed with the Queen-Mother and Demon Lord. Now? I think it's pretty nutting obvious who the real enemy is."

That being the Empire of Ortesia. Edina was right. This was the chance of a lifetime. Eliza and two Knights of Colors here could only mean that Aidenhall's sentiments were turning at last.

As soon as they ascended the tower, one of the unconscious was already awake. Dalu'luna Mello sat up at the edge of the bed with both hands to her face. Esta had a cup of water ready to hand over.

"Dalu, you're okay!" Kanae exclaimed.

"Oh, Amethyst… you're here, too? And… Demon?!" Dalu jumped to her feet after laying her non-blindfolded eyes on the herzulith.

However, Minestra picked Dalu up by the throat when she charged at her. Two arms were folded leisurely across her chest, and the last was perched on her waist.

"If this is a Knight of Color, your order has certainly fallen in quality as of late." Minestra laughed in Dalu's face.

"This demon has been fighting by my side longer than Aidenhall has. I hope you're here to do the same," Kanae said.

"Okay, I give… I know when I'm outmatched…" Dalu croaked.

When Minestra put Ivory down, she struck her abdomen with an open palm. The herzulith went down, sucking a deep breath.

"Ooooh… My stomach feels like it's churning…" Minestra squealed.

"That's for suggesting I'm weak." Dalu massaged her hand and winced.

"I like this chick. Is she really the same one who took a shit on you during Gretchen's rebellion?" Edina cackled.

"The same one that arrested me." Kanae sighed.

"So, is it true Aidenhall was attacked, too?" Esta asked.

Dalu nodded gravely.

"Yes. I'd also appreciate it if you called me Ivory. You and Silver may be… friendly, but we have an image to uphold as members of the same order," Dalu said.

"Ivory, can you tell us what happened? Are my girls in Aidenhall okay? Please, tell me they are…" Kanae begged.

"They are, so is their feisty grandmother!" she exclaimed, much to Kanae's relief. "I don't think they were the targets in Aidenhall. I'll start from the beginning. Grand Eye Analise and King Turren agreed that the Empire of Ortesia was going too far. They split the Saint Priests up into three teams. Camilla and Danito were in charge of rooting out spies within Radevic. That pair is extremely good at what they do, because I heard they imprisoned ten spies in the first two days. Ortesia must not have liked that but didn't make any moves. It wasn't until King Turren put an embargo across the territories from doing business with the empire that things became heated. See, Ortesia and Radevic have a pact where if either power went to war and the other didn't, the other would supply the warring counterpart with food supplies, armaments, and munitions. The king's decree put a stop to all of that."

Aidenhall had actually been making moves against Ortesia? They were non-aggressive, sure, but ignoring their request for supplies was huge when the empire had thousands of soldiers to feed and arm.

Minestra whistled sharply. "If any territory within Artaggon did that to Lord Charron, he would squash the rebellion and install a new ruler immediately."

"That's precisely what happened," Ivory continued. "Rather… what they tried to do. Not one week later, a massive imperial force marched through Radevic and up to the walls of Aidenhall. They came under the orders of Grand Admiral DeSalle, Lord-Major Stormcloud, and General Avaline to demand that King Turren rescind his decree. He declined. They laid siege to Aidenhall. For months we had been battling them to break their siege. They broke through instead. We managed to force them to retreat, but not before they crippled our military readiness. The Grand Eye ordered myself and Lord William to accompany Elizabeth in finding you, Amethyst. That was when we discovered infiltrators trying to sabotage the Arcen. I don't remember anything after that…"

"Eliza said Ehmvier was attacked, so you guys must have stopped by there. You really don't recall?" Kanae grabbed her shoulders.

"There was fighting while Elizabeth operated the Arcen! Someone likely… regrettably… knocked me out before the tower teleported there," she said apologetically.

"No, I'm sorry… Thank you for letting me know that my girls in Aidenhall are safe, Dalu."

Ivory smiled and offered a reassuring nod.

Rapid footsteps pounded the floor all the way up to the room. Lani leaned against the doorway, gasping for breath. She opened her mouth to speak and instead raised a finger to ask for a moment.

"The Arcen is powered and ready… likely because of the… flood of ambient mana from where the Kh'shanti fell… feeding it magic…" Lani panted.

"Thank god. Let's throw the extra passengers out," Kanae said.

They searched every nook and cranny of Eliza's tower for Ortesians to eject. The greater number of people it was required to transport, the more mana Arcen needed. As Lani and Chappy tweaked the coordinates to land in Ehmvier, Kanae held Feraline tighter and prayed that Suvee and Kanade were alright.

Arcen's engines rumbled. Steam billowed out from open vents. Metal banged loudly like something was about to explode, then— silence. With a harsh lurch, the tower found purchase on solid ground. Kanae peered out the nearby window and beheld her ruined city. The skies were dark from smokey clouds, and the ground was littered with broken weapons and signs of battle. Rows upon rows of injured and unconscious rested on cots laid out in the ground.

"Holy fuck," Edina uttered what they were all thinking.

In the distance, Kanae spotted the castle. Some parts of the fortifications were partially destroyed and crumbling. With Feraline in her arms, she leaped out and flew right for it.

Please, she begged. Let Suvee and Kanade be okay. Let them run out to find her as soon as she landed. Let them meet Feraline, so Suvee could celebrate about being a big sister. When she reached the castle, Shatiel and Jannie were sitting together against a broken lamp post. Rosaline was administering healing potions to them.

"Kanae?" Shatiel gasped, then glanced away in tears.

"Don't tell me…" Kanae muttered.

"The empire attacked," Jannie began ashamedly, "and took Suvee and Kanade. Gretchen, too… I'm sorry we couldn't protect them for you."

Kanae swallowed hard. Her throat clenched up. Her nose stung. Her eyes watered. Maybe out of hope, she entered the castle expecting to find them inside. That their disappearance was just a joke. Kanae eventually wandered into the bedroom Suvee and Kanade shared together. But they weren't there. Two large dire teddy plushies rested on the bed in their place, and there was an unopened bag of candy on the nightstand.

"Master?" Esta entered the room slowly.

"They took them from me!" Kanae spun around furiously and exploded. "What am I going to tell Noah? What am I going to tell Arenade? I don't even know if we can still bring her back! I'm so tired of losing…"

Esta wrapped both arms around Kanae, and Feraline patted her on the head. The two continued to hold her as she cried, but the tears wouldn't stop flowing.

"I couldn't keep my promise to Arenade…" Kanae sighed.

"We haven't failed Arenade yet. By the sound of it, Suvee and Kanade are being held hostage. They can still be saved. We must. Even Feraline wishes to meet her sisters," Esta said.

"Mmh!" Feraline grunted affirmatively.

When they separated, Esta brushed a finger across Kanae's tear-stained cheeks.

"Master, my love. I have seen you grow from a meek fledgling to a strong and matured succubus, who founded a nation, was inducted into the Order of Colors, and united sworn enemies. If you believe yourself weak, I shall lend you my strength. If it is courage you seek, I offer you mine. If you are surrounded by darkness, my fiery breath will light your way. Feraline's, too. I'll not be Arenade's replacement to you, but I can be another pillar that stands by your side."

The kind and warm words, as well as the touch of Kanae's loved ones, once again stirred the hope lying dormant inside her. Without so much as even breathing fire, they reignited a cold resolve. Arenade would have fought tooth and nail, so Kanae must do the same.

"Is… Is it getting hot in here? When did you become a poet? Thanks, Esta. Feraline, thank you, too. I'm okay now, I think. You're right. We're going to get them back." Kanae put their drakeling daughter down to explore the room on her own.

While Feraline was getting herself acquainted with her sisters' bedroom, Kanae and Esta rejoined the others to take stock of the situation in Ehmvier. She didn't hide the redness in her eyes, but no one questioned it.

Ortesia's attack on Ehmvier was led by Petyr Stormcloud, Darren von Cleisseldor, and the glory-seeking progeny of several prominent houses of the empire. Lilith, Zadris, and Lapis confirmed that the One-Eyed Cross had been taken from the cathedral. Parn and Tess reported that their food stores had been raided. Lina and Rog explained that weapons from their smithies and stores were stolen, too. By all accounts, the Ortesian forces were hurting from Aidenhall's decision to withhold food and arms.

"Queen Kanae, I want to apologize for being unable to protect the princesses." Zadris bowed.

"That's on me. What did you find out, Zadris?" Kanae asked the high priestess.

"Following the Ortesian's retreat from Ehmvier, my white-clads pursued them east. Since you foiled their search for Saint Rue's resting place there previously, they appear to have returned to look again in larger numbers. They don't know its exact whereabouts seeing as their forces traveled much farther east past Barkwen," she explained.

The ball was still in the Commonwealth's court then. Kanae might be able to leverage that information. Ortesia was getting desperate. Finding Saint Rue wouldn't even matter without the Ankh of Reincarnation. They had less food and potions the longer this war went on, even less so now thanks to Aidenhall's betrayal. Reversal potions were also beginning to chip away at their armies.

"Zadris, keep spying on them. But let Ortesia continue looking. When the time is right, we'll leak the location of the sunken temple and lure them there," Kanae said.

"As you wish!" Zadris left the cathedral to do just that.

Minestra took her place and remarked, "The Commonwealth's tenacity is to be commended. Look at them. Their city is in ruins, but they are already rebuilding. It was like this in Talahurah, too."

Kanae knew better than anyone, as the one who founded the Commonwealth, how strong its citizens were. The people were made up of adventurers who built their homes here, demons and beastmen who left Artaggon for a more welcoming place, and the bright-eyed migrants of Lograin and Radevic aching for new starts.

"Something still bothers me though. Zadris told me a gigantic force, probably in the high thousands, attacked Ehmvier. Ortesia could've easily destroyed or occupied the city. They just… came and left?" Kanae wondered aloud.

"Actually… Ehmvier is still standing because of Princess Kanade," Lilith said.

They turned to the black-clad First Sister of the Eminence of Sin, who had a fist clenched over her chest.

She continued, "When the Knight of Gold defeated us and only Gretchen was left barely standing, it was Kanade who came to our rescue. She made a bargain. If the Ortesians spared the city, she would go quietly. She and Suvee both went. They had a chance to escape… They chose not, for the sake of the city."

"Who raised them?" Kanae sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose, but she couldn't be more proud of the two.

An undead tapped on Kanae's shoulder. The empty sockets glowed brightly.

"I'm at the cathedral. Ya wanna come down to hear this," Edina's voice came through loud and clear.

Kanae followed the skeletal minion deeper into the Eminence of Sin cathedral. The corridors echoed with frenzied and delirious moans of captured Ortesians being drained by vengeful succubi. When the undead opened a door into the dormitory quarter, sweat and sex wafted up to her nose. Inside, Sisters of Sin feasted on dozens of high elves.

"Over here, Kanae!" Edina waved from the end of the room.

A high elven man was lying blindfolded in bed, his wrists and ankles tied to each corner of the posts.

"Tell her what you told me," she said, jabbing the man in the stomach with her staff.

"The Lord-Major… wanted to leave you a message… What do you value more? Your children… or whoever it is… you want to resurrect," he relayed breathlessly.

An impossible choice. To choose Arenade, or Kanade and Suvee?

"That's the game you want to play, Petyr?" Kanae clicked her tongue.


Chapter 36

From morning to night, Edina had been summoning and sending endless armies of undead eastward. Kanae watched as the next batch of a thousand, consisting of skeletal warriors, bone brutes, and monstrosities, began their march. The Pillar of the Damned had been staked into the ground in front of the necromancer, and although the skulls no longer spoke to her, she still commanded a fraction of its powers.

In order to sustain all the mana being consumed, Lani and Eliza erected a magic circle around Edina. It was a process known as 'assisted spellcasting'. Since maintaining her undead depleted a lot of mana, others could share the burden by lending their magic. Several crowned spellcasters from the adventurers hall assisted throughout the day. They didn't need to cast or know the necromantic spell Edina was channeling to help. But there was a limit to what they could provide, so in order to further supplement her…

"Next!" Edina shouted.

Two Sisters of Sin raced into the circle and carried away a charmed Ortesian prisoner drained to unconsciousness. A third shoved another from a long line of captives into the circle. Edina proceeded to sit her already cum-soaked pussy down on the next dick and rode it. In the squirreling's other hand, she held a half-empty mana potion.

"You've been going through them like candy!" Kanae exclaimed, coming to check on her.

"Before, getting low on mana just meant I got tired and winded. As a succubus? Sheesh! The more my mana dwindles, the hornier I get. My tight squirreling pussy milks them off so easily, too. They cum right away!" Edina licked her lips and swallowed the rest of the potion.

"Well, I'm glad you're having fun… How's the fighting going anyway? Learn anything?"

"Zadris was right," the necromancer began, "about there being a fuckton of Ortesians. My undeads destroyed a lot of smaller outposts. Practically forced them to stay clumped behind fortifications now. But there was what? Like some number over ten-thousand out there, and they ain't screwing around."

In addition to the giant army to the east, reports have been coming in from all over the Commonwealth that smaller Ortesian forces were disappearing. Chances were they didn't vanish. They most likely rejoined and consolidated their main armies. The Queen-Mother's new domain, Highgreen, and east of Ehmvier, too. Ortesia might be running out of time.

If Kanade and Suvee hadn't been captured, they could have waited out this war and watched the Ortesians starve from being cut off by Radevic. Unfortunately, the longer this went on, the more in danger Kanae's daughters might be in. Gold already gave her an ultimatum, too…

"Mmm!" Edina squealed in deep satisfaction as she humped the high elf under her to climax. "Hey. So, you serious about leaking the sunken temple?"

"I have to. They have Kanade and Suvee. What happens to them if they find out I'm lying?" Kanae sighed.

"Sorry, I didn't mean to put the little tykes in danger," she said.

Kanae placed a hand on her best friend's shoulder and nodded. Her touch made Edina shudder like crazy.

"Hey, hey, hey! No threesomes. I gotta concentrate, man!" Edina chuckled.

"I'll leave you to it." Kanae smiled and flew back into Ehmvier.

If they were to bait the Ortesians into the temple, it had to be the perfect trap. Petyr Stormcloud, the Knight of Gold, was so strong she could easily defeat Minestra, who took the combined strength of Kanae herself, Esta, Eliza, and the lamia chiefs to beat to begin with. That put the paladin in a league of her own.

There had to be something— wait! Petyr did have a weakness. Kanae recalled what transpired at Rudura, and what she saw in her tent at the Windy Bog encampment. The Knight of Gold wasn't an upstanding, pious knight at all.

Kanae descended to a brothel of Dead Man's Gamble. The place survived Ortesia's siege mostly intact. When she strolled right in, an elven woman at the front desk greeted her.

"Oh, my! Queen Kanae, what an honor to have your presence grace this establishment!" she exclaimed.

"I figured the high elves would've stomped a place like this out of existence. How did you all survive the attack?" Kanae asked.

"We're not so sure ourselves. The high elves took one look at us, and we thought we were done for. However, they stared at us with disgust for a second and turned the other cheek."

Leave it to high elves to be so prudish about going near a brothel that they inadvertently allowed its continued existence.

"Thank goodness for their mercy then. I'm looking for the incubus, Vesh. Is he here?" Kanae placed a stack of gold coins on the counter.

"I'm afraid Vesh is with a client at the moment. If you like, I can vacate—"

"That won't be necessary. Just give me the room number," she said.

The receptionist gave it up in an instant. Kanae marched down the halls of the brothel to the designated room number. There was a lot of giggling behind the door. Using the key given to her, she opened it to the sight of Vesh and a naked human woman in bed together. The incubus had his back to Kanae. The turned woman hadn't noticed her yet either.

"Your hazel eyes are like faceted emerald gemstones. I can't help but stare," Vesh whispered seductively while caressing her cheek.

"You're such a tease, V… I love your touch— eep!" She finally noticed Kanae and gasped.

"Eep?" He turned around and immediately regressed into a child-like state. "EEEEEEEP!"

The woman shot out of bed, bowed to Kanae, and raced out of the room with a pile of clothes pressed to her chest.

"Come on! There's like hundreds of high elven prisoners you can bang. You could have gone to my brothers, too. Did you have to come to me?" Vesh trembled.

"I'm not here to get a fuck in with you," Kanae assured him.

"Oh." He returned to his adult form.

"But I do want to use you and your brothers against Gold," she said.

Vesh reverted again and choked on his spit. He gathered his clothes, then threw open the window. Kanae caught on that he was trying to escape and yanked him back inside by the tail.

"As in… that big scary high elf in gold armor? I saw her massacre Claudia, the Mistress of Pain into a pulp at the front gate, then your slave Gretchen Redbaron in the town square! I don't want to go anywhere near that bitch!" Vesh cried.

"Yes, you will. Now go convince your brothers, or I'll also put a charm on them." Kanae compelled him with magic.

"Yes, Queen Kanae… I'll convince them…" he replied, his dejected intonation showing very clearly.

One by one, Vesh went to the other rooms to fetch his reluctant incubus brothers. Given their race, the other four were just as popular among women as their eldest brother. No wonder Edina employed them at her brothel. They made bank off being suave and handsome.

The second Kanae explained what was going on, they all shrunk into younger forms. That made things easier. It wasn't magic, so no one could dispel their appearances. Gold was terrifying simply by existing, so they would perpetually stay in that form and not worry about reverting.

"It's going to be an evolving plan," Kanae started. "This is something only you five can do. The first is whether or not I can trade you for my daughters and Gretchen back. They kidnapped them for a reason, so it probably won't happen. Second, should the first prove impossible, find a way to free my kids. Finally, steal the One-Eyed Cross and Gold's weapon, Shifting Steel. Don't try your usual incubus shenanigans of bonking someone like her unconscious to work. You'll just die."

"You didn't need to add that last part!" Vesh fired back.

Kanae sent a harpy messenger ahead first to petition an audience with the Ortesians before going herself with the incubi. Esta was reluctant about letting her leave alone, but she had to take any small chance of rescuing Kanade and Suvee. Bringing any more people than necessary might be seen as an act of aggression.

Flying to Barkwen, the extent of Edina's attacks were great. Many smaller camps were dismantled. Bones and broken weapons were strewn all over. Kilometers of grass had been matted down from both marching undead and Ortesians alike.

Three riders waited down below in the field, including a small group of knights behind them. Kanae and the incubi descended to meet them. She was surprised to find Avaline, Gold, and an unfamiliar regal-looking high elven man together. Gold had her eyes on the incubi that were behind Kanae.

"You must be the Queen of the Commonwealth! What a pleasure it is to finally meet you. I am Errenard DeSalle. Your country and its denizens have been very accommodating! Worry not. We have been showing your daughters, the princesses, our own hospitality." The elven man bowed from atop his horse.

"If you lay a finger on their hair…" Kanae growled.

"Your kids are safe." Gold cleared her throat. "Kanade is something special. Could have fooled anyone if she told them she was from a great house. So, what are you doing here? Not to fight, clearly. Those undead you've been sending don't even make for a great warm-up. Maybe you're here to give up the ankh?"

"I want my children back. Gretchen, too. You're not getting the ankh back, but I know what you're into. I'm willing to exchange these young demons for them. This is an offer to you and not the other two, because you have the strength to back it up," she explained.

Avaline bellowed with laughter. "Hah! Of course my daughter's master is cunning. Kanae's right. If Petyr were to take charge, there would be little we could do about it. Bargaining with her instead makes the most sense! Granted, were I you, Petyr, I wouldn't accept anything from a foe."

To the side, DeSalle clicked his tongue.

"Petyr, you can't be serious… With demons?" DeSalle turned to her in disbelief.

"But… They look so sweet and pure… Those horns, those tails…" Gold gulped hard and panted even harder.

It was working. Take the damn offer already!

"Remember what you have to gain at the end of this war. A Lord Council's seat awaits!" DeSalle reminded the paladin.

"Kuh!" Gold clenched a fist in front of herself. "I… cannot… Is there anything else we can give you in exchange for those boys?"

"I figured as much… Can I… at least see my girls?" Kanae asked.

The three of them swapped glances, then nodded. Avaline whistled sharply and beckoned one of the knights in the back over. He was actually a mage behind all that armor and performed a spell that created a pane of water. Through it, the images of Kanade and Suvee were playing together inside a tent under the supervision of several Ortesian knights. A great sense of relief washed over Kanae, then the image disappeared, and it felt like she lost them all over again.

"I find it hard to imagine that you defeated my Gretchen, seeing as how you have bungled through this war. I'm doubly frustrated that you have placed her under an enthrallment spell. Mark my words, I will find a way to break it and have her back at my side," DeSalle said mockingly.

"Good luck with that. I doubt Gretchen cared about you to begin with. She has a new love though, and it isn't me. Don't believe me? Bring a stallion to her," Kanae taunted in return.

"Is this supposed to be a crude, succubus joke?" He rolled his eyes. "It matters not. You're a succubus. Your kind surround yourselves with those charmed by your magic. No one truly cares to love or obey you otherwise. Can you truly say you know what she wants? Once Gretchen is freed from your foul magic, she will want nothing more than to finish what she started in Aidenhall."

Kanae chewed on her lower lip. What if he was right? What if all this time Gretchen hated her deep down? No. She shook the intrusive thoughts away. He was just trying to get to her head.

"Why does Ortesia really want to resurrect Saint Rue? It's obvious you didn't need him to conquer the Commonwealth," Kanae said, attempting to prod DeSalle's mind knowing full well he was protected by an anti-succubus magic potion.

DeSalle grinned. "You wish to know? Duke Ruedegard Ducante was robbed of deification. This war is more than just a cleansing of your sin-draped race. It is a symbolic one! The empire shall at last have her own deified servant, and with each step, the earth shall become hallowed beneath his feet."

"The empire will? Or the Cult of Lust and Depravity will?" She purposefully let slip the name.

Errenard DeSalle's eyes twitched. Briefly. Only Kanae saw it because she was staring directly at him. Avaline and Gold, however, regarded the cult's mention with a puzzling look. He knew something they didn't. That brought a smile to Kanae's face.

"Is that supposed to be an off-shoot of your wicked religion, the Eminence of Sin?" Unsurprisingly, DeSalle tried to brush it off.

"I wonder? Well, I tried. Seeing that my kids are okay is enough." Kanae ushered Vesh and his brothers to the other side, and Gold swooped them into her arms like they were puppies.

"Ahh~" She buried her face in their hair and breathed deeply. "Ahem… I won't go easy on you because of a few gifts, Kanae! Don't think I've forgotten what you did to me last time. Your time limit is until we find Saint Rue's resting place. It's only a matter of time. Forfeit the ankh, and we will set your children free. If you do not, they will spend the rest of their lives in Ortesia."

"You mark my words: I'm going to take my kids back and make sex slaves out of you all."

Kanae took flight and returned to Ehmvier. The spies had been planted, and the Ortesians were none the wiser. Hopefully, that would eventually bear fruit. When she got back to the city, there was a commotion on the west side.

"Master, there are high elves at the western wall!" Esta warned.

High elves? There shouldn't be. Weren't they all focused on three key places in search of the tomb?

Kanae and Esta hurried over, but it wasn't the high elves any of them were expecting to find. Numerous succubi and harpies led by Claudia and Minestra surrounded a squad of high elves riding on pegasi. They were hitched to something like a shed-sized mausoleum on wheels, levitating in mid-air. She recognized them by their winged helmets. The Lights of Capillis.

"Perfect timing, Kanae! Let's pay these high elves back and fuck them senseless!" Claudia beat her fists and smirked.

"Calm down your tits, sis. They ain't here to throw hands. Save that shit for pally cunt." Labelle caught up from behind with Talon in tow.

"Labelly?!" She gasped.

"Ah, great. Just when I thought one Mistress was annoying enough." Minestra groaned from the ground, a sword in each hand, seemingly disappointed there wouldn't be a fight.

When the entire group descended to the ground, one high elven knight took off her winged helmet. Kanae couldn't mistake the woman's shaved sides and beauty mark on her chin for anyone else.

"Kanae!" Wendy Ironspear, the Second Captain of the Lights of Capillis, dismounted and raced up to her to the surprise of everyone around them. "Labelle and Talon explained everything. It was a little hard to swallow, but Zone of Absolute Truth cleared a lot of misunderstandings. Sire Amerys only allowed myself and a few Lights to travel here."

"I didn't expect to see you at all, Wendy… But if you're here, does that mean…?" Kanae shot a look to the mausoleum, but the Second Captain frowned.

"We tried to resurrect Arenade with the ankh. It didn't work. We exhausted everything. Sire Amerys believes certain conditions must be fulfilled for it to activate, and only those whom you stole it from will know. To think… you were Queen of the Commonwealth and an enemy to Lord Charron at this time… But I don't care. We're allied now. I'll do anything to right my wrongs and bring Arenade back. I want to apologize and swear my allegiance to her again!" she exclaimed tearfully, clutching the golden ankh so hard her knuckles turned white.

Arenade had sacrificed herself for the people she cared deeply about, and here was one of them, willing to do the same for her.

"Is Arenade really in here?" Kanae asked, walking up to the mausoleum.

"Yes." Wendy nodded. "Her body has been sanctified. She rests peacefully within."

Kanae placed a hand on the stone make, carved with intricate designs all over that paid reverence to the one inside. It was like hugging that dumb demigoddess again. She could practically hear her making snappy comments about being dead for so long.

"I have an idea. It's going to be a long shot. We'll lure the Ortesians to the sunken temple as planned, but it won't be Saint Rue they'll resurrect. Since they know how the ankh works, we're going to trick them into resurrecting Arenade instead," Kanae said.

"Does that mean what I think it means?" Claudia asked.

"Haha! That's right, sis. Time for the biggest fucking concert yet!" Labelle threw an arm around Claudia's shoulders.


Chapter 37

Another undead army was advancing. This time, they came with succubi. The sex demons were a mix of the Eminence's Sisters of Sin and Queen-Mother Zariah's ilk. Petyr sighed and flexed her arms. The attacks just kept coming. If only that damned necromancer was in Ehmvier at the time, then she could have introduced her to a true death and not had to deal with it now. Maybe they should have bargained for a ceasefire when Kanae was here… but that opportunity has passed.

"Spellcasters, ready your spells!" Petyr lifted a hand and waited for the enemies to draw closer… then swung down. "Fire!"

A volley of magical missiles launched into the skies and rained down on incoming scourge. Few succubi were knocked out of the sky. They had magic of their own and erected barriers to protect themselves. Scores of undead survived the volley because of them, too.

Petyr clicked her tongue. The Commonwealth forces were getting smarter. She glanced over her shoulder. Ortesian knights and Rotandrix dragoons looked weary. Just donning their equipment took a lot out of them. Reducing rations had taken a toll on everyone.

"Draw!" Petyr ordered, and they pulled out their weapons to prepare for battle.

Bone brutes and skeletal warriors slammed into the vanguard. Steel clashed against steel. Explosive magic erupted without rhythm like a discordant tune. Fortunately, clerics wreathed the Ortesians in healing magic to keep them going.

Petyr transformed Shifting Steel into a warhammer. She swung hard, destroying the head of an undead. The momentum carried her weapon forward and smashed a second in collateral. When a giant bone brute brought down its own hammer upon her head, Shifting Steel transformed into a shield to block the blow.

"Consecrate Ground!" Petyr roared.

The earth fissured with tiny cracks beneath the bone brute's feet. Holy energies spewed out from them, causing the undead to recoil. Petyr transformed Shifting Steel back into a warhammer and caved its head in.

Easy. This much was nothing to the likes of—

Succubi flew past everyone over head, making a beeline right for the back. They dropped strange, star-shaped creatures all over the spellcasters and healers. At that moment, Petyr recalled what the Rook of Rotandrix had warned her about.

Don't treat a battle against Kanae's forces like any conventional battle you've ever faced. She was able to devastate my best with mana-vamp starfishes, was what Avaline had said.

Petyr made the mistake of brushing it off. Mana-vamp starfishes? They were incredibly rare sea monsters. Highly illegal in and around Radevic, Lograin, Orturic, and Port Kandis. Even if the Commonwealth did employ creatures like that in battle, they shouldn't have more than maybe a dozen.

However, hundreds plummeted from above like rain. They latched onto priests, putting a stop to the healing aurora. Spellcasters ceased their volleys of destructive magic in an effort to pull the mana-vamp starfishes off their own faces.

"Tch. TCH! Fuck you, Kanae! You think this is enough to stop me?" Petyr transformed her warhammer into a longbow. She tugged on the bowstring, nocking an arrow made of pure holy energy. Loosing it sent a powerful blast that traveled across the battlefield and ended countless undead. Only their broken bones were left behind.

But there were more to come. Unfortunately, with their backline of clerics and mages shattered, they wouldn't last much longer.

"Pick up the fallen and retreat! I'll hold the front. Focus on killing those starfishes and carrying the unconscious away!" Petyr ordered.

"Hahaha! Loooooooosers~" The voice of Edina Hackett erupted from every broken skull strewn on the ground. Even the succubi were laughing from a safe distance in the sky.

It took all of Petyr's willpower not to fall for the taunts.

They returned to the main encampment east of the battlefield, battered and beaten. Well, Petyr was perfectly fine. But another outpost had fallen, and they couldn't afford to lose more troops. She took her helmet off and marched into the command tent. Inside, Errenard DeSalle and Avaline von Cleisseldor were briefing their officers. They all had plates full of steaming meat and bread spread with jam. Their glasses of wine were either half-drunk or empty.

"Get out," Petyr growled.

"Returned so soon, Lord-Major?" DeSalle didn't so much as glance her way. "As you can see, we're in a meeting. Perhaps you would join us and offer your report?"

"I said… Get. Out. NOW! All of you, except for DeSalle and the Rook!" she boomed.

Not wanting to try her wrath, the imperial officers shuffled out in a hurry.

"What's the matter, Petyr? I know you're normally loud, but it's like you have the Horn of Glentir amplifying your voice today," Avaline joked.

"We're losing ground!" Petyr exclaimed, holding nothing back. "Every attack chips away at our numbers because they have some concoction that counters the anti-succubus magic potions. I encountered those mana-vamps you warned me about, Avaline! There is nothing in our arsenal with which to repel them. We're having to reduce our rations every day. What we pillaged from Ehmvier and Talahurah will be gone by next week! Yet you're gorging yourselves fat in this warm little tent while everyone else goes hungry? Are you even taking this war seriously?"

DeSalle lifted a plate of venison that an officer had only taken a single bite out of. "Of course, we are! The commanding officers are the brains of war. Can you blame them for needing to eat? Lord-Major, you must also eat to keep your strength up. Here! Care for some venison?"

Petyr was about to slap it out of DeSalle's hands until the image of starving soldiers flashed across her mind. She snatched it from him instead.

"My son, Darren, has already scoured the area around Highgreen. My master's forces have also thoroughly searched through Queen-Mother Zariah's domain— those bats didn't make it easy. We know for sure the tomb isn't up there. It has to be around here like his hunch suggests," Avaline said.

"You put a lot of trust in a man who wouldn't come himself. Tsk. Guillaume… what a piece of work." Petyr clicked her tongue.

"Lord Guillaume Pyrelle to you," the drakeling corrected tersely.

They stared each other down with the glares of dragons vying for territory. Guillaume Pyrelle was the eldest son of the head of House Pyrelle. A house whose family was first in line to the Ortesian crown. If misfortune befell the current emperor and empress, it was Guillaume's parents who would inherit the empire.

The Pyrelles were among the oldest houses in Ortesian history. Diaries from their ancestors suggested they had even forged alliances with the dwarves prior to the stout race's extinction. That dated back a little over 10,000 years ago. They were members of clergy in service to the Supreme One, who grew their influence by ingratiating themselves into political courts as religious consultants. In present day, the family occupied numerous civil office positions across countless clerical branches in the empire.

"Now, now. Let's save the aggression for the empire's enemies, yes? Should Lord Guillaume and Sergeant Darren's intel prove true, then it means the land we are on is the last place we haven't investigated," DeSalle said.

Petyr eyed Errenard suspiciously. Between the DeSalles and the Pyrelles, they had been trying to one-up each other for centuries. Their hostilities had led to at least two civil wars and the end of several houses in their ambition for the crown. Errenard was being a little too negotiable.

"Fine. What's our next move?" Petyr asked.

"Our scouts reported that the Demon Queen and her forces have made an encampment between two lakes due northwest of here. They want to make a trade. The location of Ruedegard's tomb and ankh for all three captives," Errenard said.

"Great, then let's conduct the exchange and get out of here already!" Relief washed over her at last.

He lifted a hand. "Not so fast. Ortesia has long been aware of Kanade, the high elven succubus' existence since Gretchen's failed rebellion. They will not give her up. I also will not give up my Gretchen. However, Queen Kanae might not give up their information without them. You will take the children there to coax the whereabouts of the tomb from her. Give only the tarnished child. We must keep the high elven succubus."

Petyr chewed on her lower lip. As if Kanae would so easily accept the trade without them.

"Why does the empire care so much about a high elven succubus anyway?" Petyr folded her arms.

"Do not question the empire's will, Lord-Major. Simply act on it." Errenard huffed.

"What about Lord Guillaume's pet drakeling?" She thumbed over her shoulder.

"The Demon Three's Alliance launched multiple simultaneous attacks on our garrisons this morning. A Queen-Mother succubus named Labelle attacked Fort Light. Another, Claudia, is currently besieging Camp Trinity. Then there's Minestra Val'doun assaulting Fort Dawn. I was supposed to be reinforcing them. Instead, we're letting them fall so I can join you, " Avaline explained.

It sounded like Kanae had finally stopped holding back. Good for them, but not for Ortesia.

"That is all. Now, you are dismissed." Errenard offered his usual smile that made Petyr want to punch it from his face.

Before leaving, Petyr loaded up leftover bread and meat from the table. She passed them off to nearby guards. Their eyes and cheeks were sunken. The Ortesian pride was beginning to wear. They thanked her, though their voices were meek and barely audible.

"Quit slouching. Stand tall, or I'll straighten your spine for you," Petyr said.

"Yes, Lord-Major!" they exclaimed while stuffing their mouths with food.

A little R&R first shouldn't hurt. Petyr returned to her carriage-mansion. The five young demon brothers were sitting bored around the room, but they perked up upon seeing her.

"Come to me. I need affection!" Petyr kneeled down and stretched out her arms.

They embraced her. Hugged her. Kissed her. Showered her with praises and compliments. The eldest one, Vesh, stroked the back of her head. Were demons always so cute and sweet? Their horns and wagging tails made them exceptionally adorable.

"Are we going to play again now that you're back?" Vesh asked.

"Not yet. I have to go back out again, but hopefully tonight and henceforth… we'll have all the time in the world. I want to fuck the shit out of you all…" Petyr panted heavily.

The erections in their pants betrayed the fear on their faces. Petyr patted each of them on the head, then went into the lockbox in front of her bed.

"What's that?" Vesh peered over her shoulder.

"You mean inside?" Petyr popped open the lockbox's lid, revealing an array of sex toys. She quickly picked up the One-Eyed Cross and stuffed it into her pocket. "It's nothing. Just some tools of gratification. When I return, you can familiarize yourself by using them on me. Look forward to it."

Next was the tent housing Kanae's children. Dozens of guards surrounded the tent, including a magical barrier sustained by several mages. They created an opening in order to let Petyr in. Kanade and Suvee were reading a book when she entered.

Strange. Petyr felt a twang in her chest. Weren't succubi supposed to be a race of demons hellsbent on enslaving the world? These two were just… Before Petyr realized it, they were at the very back, huddled together and staring at her.

"Good news. We're bringing both of you back to your mother," Petyr said.

"Is this a trick?" Kanade asked, holding her younger sister close.

"It isn't." She shook her head. "We will be making a trade, but you're welcome to stay if you like it here."

The two of them got up and followed Petyr outside. They were shivering from the cold. All they had to wear were thin dresses, and the tarnished elf was in her sleep garments. Petyr walked up to an Ortesian knight on guard duty, who trembled under her gaze. She ripped the mantle off his shoulders and draped it over the girls.

"What about Gretchen? We can't leave without Gretchen!" Suvee cried.

Too bad for them, DeSalle put Gretchen into a complicated ritual spell to end the effects of Kanae's enthrallment. When Kanade and Suvee refused to leave, Petyr beckoned a mage over to place a sleep spell on them. They collapsed to the ground together, and she picked them up.

Avaline had rallied a force of 2,000 to join them outside the encampment. On a horse herself, she led over another stallion for Petyr.

"Ready to make history?" Avaline asked.

"Shut up." Petyr climbed onto the horse with the children, and together with the imperial army, rode to meet Kanae Toyomi.

"Aww, you're no fun." The drakeling rolled her eyes.

In the hour-long trek, Petyr was getting antsy. Her quest to reach luxury had been foiled time and time again. They neared victory at last. A seat at the Lord Council was every high elf's dream. But what if all this was a trap?

"Lord-Major, General Avaline! Commonwealth forces ahead!" a knight hollered from the front.

When Petyr glanced up, there Kanae Toyomi was. She was flanked by the Order of Colors, namely the Knight of Silver, Estaline von Cleisseldor; the Knight of Azure in training, William Bellevue; the Knight of Ivory, Dalu'luna Mello; and herself as the Knight of Amethyst. Elizabeth Bedlam, upon her flying broom, and Saint Priest Lanil Hammerthorn were levitating in the sky. An army of undeath laid before them, made up of six hulking death knights and a dracolich circling above them. A group of knights with winged-helmets she hadn't seen before was also on their side. High elven in composure, maybe. Hard to tell.

However, the one thing that took Petyr by surprise the most, was the cathedral in the lake behind them all. Marine vegetation draped the stained glass windows and tall, sharp spires. They had passed by here before and it wasn't there at the time. Where did it come from?

"You brought a big army for what's supposed to be an exchange," Petyr remarked snidely.

"You're one to talk," Kanae said, referring to the army of 2,000 knights and dragoons. "Where is Suvee and Kanade?"

Petyr pulled the the cowls over their heads to reveal the children. The succubus queen looked overwhelmed with relief. Her shoulders slackened. All the tension in her face vanished.

"And where is the ankh and Saint Rue's resting place?" Petyr questioned in return.

"Here." Kanae lifted the golden ankh up for her to see, then thumbed at the cathedral. "And there. You can thank Eliza for raising it from the lake."

Petyr was about to move forward with Suvee and Kanade until Avaline stuck an arm out to stop her.

"Hold on. That temple definitely looks like what we've been searching for, but we can't be sure he's inside. Hand me the children. You go and confirm Ruedegard's body is actually in there," the Rook suggested.

"What's wrong?" Kanae shouted.

"I know you're eager to have your children back, but we need to be certain that's the right tomb. Show me. Just you and me," Petyr said, passing the kids over to Avaline and motioning her stallion forward.

The Commonwealth forces parted, giving way to the entrance. Kanae gestured for her to follow. Together, the two descended into the gargantuan cathedral. For the first time in… ever, Petyr felt a shiver run up her spine. Motifs and carvings on the wall depicted acts of sex. A foul magic permeated the air. This place was giving her the creeps.

"This is no high elven architecture. You better not be leading me into a trap again," Petyr warned.

"That's because this isn't high elven architecture. It's ancient. It also belongs to an organization known as the Cult of Lust and Depravity that worships the devil of lust, Satine," Kanae explained.

"You expect me to believe sex cultists brought Ruedegard Ducante's body down here?"

"I'm telling you, Ruedegard is a member of the cult. It's obvious both of us have zero clue why the Empire of Ortesia wants to resurrect him. Or maybe they're being deceived." She stopped in front of a stone mausoleum at the main chamber.

This was high elven in make, carved from whitestone. Ruedegard Ducante was inside. He was waiting to be resurrected. When that happened, this war could finally be over. Petyr would be allowed to return to Ortesia and live the life of luxury.

"Deceived or not, I have orders. Give me the ankh, Kanae. You'll get your children back." Petyr extended an open palm to her.

Kanae pulled out the Ankh of Reincarnation. Even down there, its golden make shined like the sun. Petyr snatched the ankh from her hand.

Two conditions needed to be met. Using the Ankh of Reincarnation consumed a lot of magic. First, toppling the Kh'shanti was like popping the cork from a champagne bottle. Copious amounts of mana now flowed freely into the world. The second was to sacrifice a legendary piece of equipment.

Petyr drew the One-Eyed Cross, one of two parts of an incredibly powerful weapon that contained an avatar of the devil of pride.

"Finally. Ever since I was born, they made me fight, train, fight, train, fight… That's all I ever knew. All those years of battle to become the empire's shining knight, putting on a false facade to look nice in front of other houses, I can now put my sword to rest once I resurrect this bastard. Hear me, Ruedegard Ducante! I sacrifice… this… huh… You." Petyr spun around to face Kanae, who had taken a few steps back.

"W-What?" Kanae stammered.

"I hate to liken myself to a succubus like you, but… you went to great lengths to steal the Ankh of Reincarnation. You chased me across the Commonwealth to get it! You had someone you wanted to bring back to life. I know how that feels, and if it were me, I wouldn't have given this up so easily. This… This is a trick after all, isn't it?"

"Gold, wait—"

Petyr ignored Kanae's shouts and climbed atop the mausoleum. She transformed Shifting Steel into a warhammer, and used the pointed side of the head to smash the stone crypt. The succubus lashed out with her whip, but Petyr grabbed it and flung her across the room.

When the cracked lid had loosened, Petyr slipped her fingers between the fissures and ripped open the mausoleum. Lying inside wasn't a high elven man, but a high elven woman… of extremely busty proportions.

"Who the fuck is this?" Petyr recoiled.

It was a ruse.

Petyr hopped behind the mausoleum and discovered a Rift, perfectly hidden by the large crypt. She entered it and came through into a grandiose bedchamber fit for Ortesian royalty. A statue of a succubus figure towered over the entrance. Beyond it was a bed with a high elven man lying peacefully on it.

"There you are—"

"No, you don't!" Kanae tackled Petyr, knocking both relics out of her hands.

"You… Let's see you stay standing after a Smite!" Petyr buried the head of the warhammer into Kanae's chest.

The succubus skidded across the room and grinded to a halt in front of the statue.

"How are you still standing?!" Petyr gasped.

"Whew. It still hurts like getting railed by an ogre, but the holy damage is negligible. All thanks to this." Kanae directed her attention to her two tattooes, one on her belly and the other on her upper right arm.

Petyr squinted and read them aloud, "It says… 'Free Use Pussy' and 'I like dicks girthier than my arm'. Is this some kind of joke? How dare you make me utter such vulgar language!"

"Wha—" When Kanae peered at the tattooes, her face went deeply red. "W-Wait, that's not what they're supposed to look like! It's the stupid ink! Ahhhh!"

Petyr seized Kanae's distractedness to grab the relics. However, the succubus lassoed Saint Rue's ankle, yanked him out of bed, and shoved the body out of the Rift.

"Bitch, you're not stopping me when I'm so close to retirement!" Petyr snarled.

"And you're not stopping me from resurrecting Arenade!" she shouted.

Shifting Steel transformed into a bow. Petyr fired an arrow right for Kanae's head, but she leaped out of the way. The statue spun around in an instant.

"Power Word: Climax."

Pleasure rippled across Petyr's body, bringing her to the ground.

"What did you… just do to… me… I should be… immune…" Petyr shuddered from orgasm after orgasm, like someone was playing with her nipples and flicking her clitoris. It was like her very soul was in a perpetual state of climaxing.

As she twitched on the ground, Kanae waltzed right up to grab both the ankh and One-Eyed Cross.

"Not me. The statue did it. I'd really love to learn that spell. Just look how bad it messed you up. I might not be strong enough to take you on alone, but magic from the devil of lust? At least that's what I assume it is. Thanks for this, by the way. I'll be right back to fuck you with my dick. If you can still move, why don't you get into bed and wait for me there," Kanae taunted and exited the portal.

"Not yet… Not fucking yet. My paradise awaits! No more fighting. No more being told what I can and can't do." Petyr kicked and crawled her way over to the portal.

Emerging back into the worship chamber, Petyr found Kanae in front of the cracked-open mausoleum. She wielded both relics.

"KANAAAEEEE!" Petyr gritted through another orgasm and forced herself up.

"Will you just stay down!" Kanae yelled.

They wrestled for control over ankh and cross until both of them had their hands on each relic. It was now or never. Petyr and Kanae uttered the names of the one they sought to bring back to life—

"Resurrect Arenade Brightwind!"

"Resurrect Ruedegard Ducante!"

The One-Eyed Cross disintegrated from their grasp. A column of light beamed down from the ceiling and bathed the entire chamber in golden energy. They were both blinded by its radiance. Their hearts thumped rapidly with anticipation. Standing behind the curtain of light at the foot of the mausoleum was a single silhouette. When the light subsided, there stood a high elf, tall, proud, and…

"Nnngh! You wouldn't believe how bad the krick in my neck is right now. What's a divine being such as myself got to do to get a massage around here?" Arenade asked.

"Arenade…" Kanae gasped, choking up in tears.

"Hey, you. Missed me?" She smiled.

As the two of them embraced, blood drained from Petyr's face. Because the figure before them wasn't Ruedegard Ducante. His body remained slumped against the mausoleum, inanimate and very much still dead. She had lost. Ortesia had lost…

"Lost?" Petyr muttered to herself, delirious and with blood boiling in her head. "No, I don't lose. I don't fucking lose…"


Chapter 38

For most of Kanae's life growing up, she had been alone. Society didn't shun her, but it took great effort to hide her proclivities and balance a mask of normalcy. So, she shunned herself for being different. Crossdressing, repressing her overwhelming sexual urges to appear unassuming, working in a convenience store right out of high school to become another gear… then a woman with an offer dropped into her life out of nowhere. She didn't know at the time, that this bumbling idiot with more boobs than brains would make her so happy.

As soon as Kanae regained her eyesight, she also regained the light in her life.

Kanae threw herself into Arenade. They both hit the ground, wrapped in each other's arms. She wailed tears of joy and relief. She clenched tight, afraid to let go and lose her a second time. However, the warmth was real. The fat boobs on her chest were real.

"Of course, I missed you! Do you have any idea how hard it was for me without you? I still can't believe you went and sacrificed yourself for someone you barely even knew! What about me? Us? Did you give any thought to how I'd feel? You're supposed to belong to me… you made a promise to be my sex slave, you… you stupid, good for nothing demigoddess!" Kanae ranted until she was out of breath, leaving Arenade dumbstruck by the spiel.

The longer it had gone on, the more choked up she became, too. Arenade's eyes watered. Tears gushed down her cheeks. Snot ran down her nose. She never looked less like a divine being than ever, but to Kanae, Arenade was still the most beautiful person in the world.

"You think I wanted to die?" Arenade fired back in a quivering voice. "Or leave you? There was still so much to do, and… and… you're clearly useless without me! You never make your bed. When you eat, there's always crumbs on your face. I have to tell you to bathe, or you'd strut around covered in cum like a dirty slut!"

Kanae went beet red. "Th-That's not true!" She sniffed herself to be sure. "I've been doing perfectly fine while you were gone and dead!"

"Oh? That's not what you said crying all over me a minute ago!" she taunted.

"Look who's talking! Your face is a mess. I should commission a statue of your snot and tear-stained face!"

They glared at each other, both of their cheeks ballooned up and pouting. Neither of them could stay mad at each other. Instead, Kanae initiated a kiss. The two held each other affectionately and stayed like that for what felt like an eternity. If it really did last that long, they might have been okay with that.

When they parted, Kanae had something she needed to get off her chest.

"I love you," Kanae said. "I don't mean it like I want to fuck you for a month straight— I do— but, I mean it for real. Being away from you for so long made me realize… I'm head over heels in love with you."

"W-Wow… I-I never had a chance to be in love with anyone in my past life. When I was Arenade Ehmvier. All I succeeded in was throwing away my fortune and achieving nothing. For whatever reason, the Supreme One ascended me. I never felt like I deserved it, then I met you. You, buster, took a lot of my firsts, in the worst way possible mind you! But you showed me how to help people the right way. I wouldn't want to be with anyone other than you. I love you, too." Arenade rested a hand on Kanae's cheek and scooted up for another kiss.

That kiss turned into some tongue on tongue action, and they went into full make out mode. Kanae sucked on Arenade's lips and moved a hand up to grope her breasts. A sweet voice echoed across the chamber.

"Wait, not now! Wasn't there someone in here with us?" Arenade asked.

"Gold!" Kanae gasped.

"Gold?!" The fallen demigoddess searched the chamber with a glint in her eyes.

"Not that gold! The Knight of Gold! Petyr Stormcloud, the Lord-Major of Ortesia's invading forces," she explained.

Arenade's jaw dropped faster than a rock chucked into a pond.

"Ortesia's invading forces? What the fuck happened while I was dead? I knew you couldn't rule a country for shit!" Arenade grabbed Kanae's shoulders and shook her violently.

"It wasn't anything that I did! They decided to invade us because— Crap, we don't have time to bicker like old times. Where did Gold go?" Kanae turned to where she and Petyr had wrestled for the One-Eyed Cross.

The empire's strongest knight wasn't there. In fact, she was nowhere to be found. Neither was the body of Ruedegard Ducante. They quickly grabbed their belongings and raced out of the sunken temple. Both armies were still standing around, and the Knight of Gold was just now crossing back to her side. The unmoving body of Ruedegard was slung over one shoulder.

"All units, attack! Cover mine and Avaline von Cleisseldor's retreat!" Petyr ordered.

Thousands of Ortesians raised their weapons and stampeded at once.

"It's over, Gold! You and the empire lost! Give me back my children and surrender!" Kanae shouted.

"The deal was the ankh in exchange for your kids, BITCH! You robbed me of my luxurious retirement. Now I'll rob you of what you hold dear!" Gold growled as an army of Ortesian soldiers shielded her escape.

"Our kids? What about our kids? Kanae Toyomi, you have some explaining to do!" Arenade stuck two thumbs into Kanae's mouth and pulled her cheeks apart.

"Mom? Mommy!" Kanade's shrill cry pierced the chaotic battlefield. She and Suvee were awake now. Their eyes were wide with shock. Avaline was holding them firm in her grasp. Both of them desperately stretched their hands out to Kanae and Arenade. The horse they were on was quickly riding away.

However, even as Kanade and Arenade were being taken from each other again, relief still washed over them both. Tears flicked off their daughter's eyes.

"Don't let Avaline and Gold escape! Capture them and bring my—!" Kanae stopped short of finishing when an extremely bright light flashed her.

"HOLY ARMAMENT: FULL SUIT OF ARMOR, BIG FUCKING HAMMER, AND THE UNBRIDLED FURY OF A MOTHER WHO WANTS HER BABIES BACK!" Arenade roared, wreathing herself in gold and taking off into the sky at mach speeds.

The take-off left a small crater in the ground where she had launched up from.

"Fall by my blade, you succubus scum!" An Ortesian soldier was about to run Kanae through with a pike until a drakeling toddler jumped onto his head, pummeling him into submission.

"Raaaaahh!" Feraline bellowed, spewing fire from her maw.

"Good girl, Feraline!" Kanae patted her on the head and drew a fanged smile.

"Master, that light! Is that who I think it is?" Esta bashed through numerous soldiers to catch up to them.

"That's Arenade! We need to get Suvee and Kanade back. I don't know what the Ortesians will do now that we foiled their resurrection plans," she said.

A group of Rotandrix dragoons broke past the wall of Commonwealth soldiers. It looked like they weren't going to let them leave so easily. As they were about to clash, Kanae felt a gust of wind blow by her. A blur, too fast to track, weaved through the dragoons, and they were suddenly unable to move a muscle.

Dalu'luna Mello appeared in front of them with an outstretched open palm. The instant she came in contact with the breastplate of one dragoon, a burst of air rippled outward, hurling the five of them away like ragdolls. The remaining two managed to break out of whatever hold was keeping them still, but Dalu dashed away from their strikes.

Instead, William Bellevue clashed with them in Dalu's place. His flanged mace was empowered with holy energies. A single, explosive hit knocked the rest to the ground.

"We'll take it from here, Amethyst!" Dalu exclaimed.

"You have your children to save, don't you? It's not Titan, but we brought another dreadmourn to help you catch up!" William directed their attention to a trio of Sisters and Lilith, leading the demonic stallion through the fighting.

"Leave the battle here to us, Mistress. We will not fail you!" Lilith nodded.

Esta helped Feraline onto the dreadmourn before climbing on herself. Meanwhile, Kanae grabbed the First Sister's hands and thanked her fellow Knights of Colors.

"Good luck," Kanae said, then flew into the sky.

Below, the dreadmourn charged through the Ortesian line. Sheer speed and strength of the stallion made it a tough beast to bring down. Pitch black wings unfurled from its back, lifting Esta and Feraline into the sky. Spellcasters lobbed volleys of magic to knock them down, but Kanae retaliated with Dispels. Soon, they were much too high, out of reach from their spells. Arenade was farther ahead. Avaline and Gold were even farther.

They headed deep east. The Ortesians certainly searched far and wide to uncover Saint Rue's tomb. Too bad it was under their noses the entire time, likely wasting plenty of time and energy to find it. Now, their efforts had all been for naught. Gold had become a cornered animal, snapping at everything in sight. That made her extremely dangerous.

Kanae spotted a massive encampment in the distance, almost as large as the one in Windy Bog. The empire did march 10,000 Ortesians into the Commonwealth after all. Some of those forces had split during their search for Saint Rue. Minestra, Labelle, and Claudia must be pushing for a pincer attack soon, but—

Like a falling star, Arenade crash landed inside the Ortesian camp.

"I guess there's no waiting!" Kanae slapped a hand to her face.

"We're going in! Brace yourself, my daughter!" Esta shouted, steering the dreadmourn to follow Kanae in.

"Just don't give them another one of our children to kidnap!" she yelled.

Arenade was deep inside, clobbering anyone who dared come too close with the comically giant mallet.

"Suvee! Kanade! Don't worry, mom is back and here to save you because your other mom couldn't!" Arenade exclaimed.

"Oh, come on! I've been doing my best!" Kanae landed and came face to face with Avaline, Gold, and numerous Ortesian infantry.

Feraline jumped off Esta's back and into battle, only for the mother to grab her by the scruff of her neck.

"Not so fast, Feraline." Esta yanked her back to their side.

"Wait, daughter?" Arenade squinted at them and noted the small, bat-like wings. "You two had a baby while I was gone?!"

"Y-Yeah…" Kanae scratched the side of her cheek in embarrassment. "This is Feraline. Feraline, meet your Aunt Arenade."

Their introduction stopped cold when Suvee and Kanade tried to break free from Avaline's grasp.

"I have a baby sister?" Suvee squealed from afar and waved. "Hi, Feraline! I'm your big sister, Suvee!"

Feraline instinctively reached out as if seeking a hug, but Esta refused to let her run into the Ortesian army. However, the most touching sight of all was Arenade and Kanade locking tearful eyes.

"Is that really you?" Kanade asked in a shaky voice.

"It's me, sweetheart! Hang in there!" Arenade shouted.

Impassioned by the sight of her mother's return, Kanade struggled even harder to break free.

"Pleased to meet your acquaintance. I'm the grandmother, by the way." Avaline bowed slightly.

"You're about to face a lifetime of divine punishment if you don't GIVE ME BACK MY BABIES!" Arenade brandished the unwieldy hammer and nearly hit Kanae over the head.

"Fuck you, not happening!" Gold beckoned a few knights to her side, urging them to take the kids and the body of Saint Rue. "Get to the portals now!"

Kanae and Arenade leaped into action, but Avaline was faster. She knocked the BFH out of Arenade's hands, grabbed Kanae by the throat, and slammed them both to the ground.

"Bond!" Kanae connected with Arenade at long last, feeling her rage and desperation.

"Plant Growth!" Arenade summoned thick brambles that entangled Avaline and the Ortesian army.

A squad of clerics fired a unified Holy Fire at them. Esta jumped in to block the spell with the Magic-Consuming Dragon Shield. Gold and red flames seeped into the shield's open jaws, then shot it right back.

"There's too many of them!" Esta warned, putting her back to Kanae, Arenade, and Feraline.

"Hehe. Sounds like you need a necromancer to even up those numbers!" Edina's voice echoed across the encampment.

Half a dozen death knights dropped from orbit, throwing the Ortesians into disarray. Some of the hulking undead monstrosities had body parts stitched onto them. One lifted a giant hammer and smashed away a squad of dragoons using a familiar holy skill, Smite. Another that had a single fleshy eyeball in its right socket fired an arrow that split into Multishot, nailing a group of high elven spellcasters from a distance. A dreadful roar turned heads to the sky. The dracolich soared over the camp and unleashed breaths of purple flames upon unsuspecting soldiers.

Edina herself landed next to them, stabbed the base of the staff into the earth, and snapped her fingers. Undead soldiers, bone brutes, and skeletal dire beasts emerged from abyssal portals to attack the surprised Ortesian forces.

"Ratwhore!" Arenade gasped.

"Cowtits!" Edina smirked and skipped over to clasp hands. "Thought I'd never see your ugly high elven mug again, but it's good to have you back. Kanae's been moping every day since you died. Sheesh!"

"Can we stop talking about me being sad? Of course, I was sad!" Kanae groaned.

However, Edina started choking up. She turned around and blew her nose into an undead mage's tattered robe. It grimaced at its own master's snot.

"Oooooh? Are you crying? Just be honest for once and say you missed me, too!" Arenade teased the squirreling from behind.

"No, shit! Kanae's a terrible drinking buddy, and no one can enjoy a nice bottle of wine with me like you can. Enough sappy shit though. Let's finish up here so we can get a drink outta the Chalice of Endless Booze!" After wiping her eyes, Edina spun back around and lifted the Pillar of the Damned.

With an undead army at their backs, they were able to fight the Ortesians with slightly better odds than before. But this was still an enormous imperial force that bore down on them. Horns suddenly bellowed across the encampment. Kanae thought enemy reinforcements had arrived, instead music from a lute filled her ears and drowned out the horns.

A high elven knight Kanae was squaring off against collapsed to the ground. His eyes had rolled back, and his legs were trembling.

"Oooh… I'm cumming…"

"Kuh… my chastity belt… it's vibrating so much, I'll… ahhh!"

"Dance for me! Cum for me! Scream for me!" Labelle soared into view, playing madly on her lute.

Ortesians off Kanae's left flank broke off from battling undead to face something coming from behind them. Bodies were thrown left and right like a child flinging unwanted toys in the air.

"Where is she? Where's the one you call Lord-Major? Come out and hit me with your best shot again, I dare you! It's time for round four, and I won't lose this time!" Claudia slapped her own ass with the enchanted paddle weapon, bringing countless soldiers down like they just got spanked themselves.

The Mistress of Debauchery and the Mistress of Pain brought with them an army of insatiable succubi, who descended upon the high elves. They were hungry. They saw cattle and let their ravenous appetite take over.

"We're out of time, huh? Petyr, we need to pull back and escape with DeSalle!" Avaline warned.

"Where do you think you're going?" Minestra raised earth golems from the ground to block their escape as she came cleaving through dozens of Ortesians. "I still haven't paid you back!"

"Kanae, we're under attack by demons and succubi?!" Arenade started violently shaking her by the shoulders again.

"Stop, I'm going to throw up! A lot happened. Long story short, we allied with Demon Lord Charron and Queen-Mother Zariah to deal with Ortesia's invasion!" Kanae explained.

"With… With Charron?" Her jaw dropped for the second time today since coming back to life.

They would have to save the explanations for later. Avaline and Gold already demolished Minestra's blockade, and the captors who had their daughters got a head start in escaping. Ahead, Claudia flew down to intercept Avaline and Gold—

"OUT OF MY WAY!" Gold transformed Shifting Steel into a hammer and bludgeoned a smirking Claudia.

A rippling wave of pleasure feedbacked to the Knight of Gold, but she stood her ground and headbutted the Mistress of Pain. In the same breath, Shifting Steel turned into a bow, and she fired a screeching, Smite-infused arrow at Kanae and Arenade. They barely dove out of the way, only for Avaline to whirl around and breathe fire in their direction. Esta arrived in time to blow flames of her own, joined by Feraline.

"Oh, they grow up so fast. You're so cute, Feraline! But grandmother has a job to do!" Avaline picked up a barrel lying on its side, hurled it towards them, and breathed fire again.

It exploded, but not before Esta shielded them.

"Kanade! Suvee!" Arenade flew forth without caution.

"Go, Kanae! I'll keep these fuckers from railing you guys in the back!" Edina exclaimed.

"Counting on you!" Kanae nodded.

It took Kanae's all to keep pace. At the center of the encampment, only a trickle of high elves and drakelings were entering the open portal. The knights holding Suvee and Kanade waited for their commanding officers. Errenard DeSalle was there with Gretchen, who was in chains. He shoved her in first.

"Viviren, close the portal permanently when the Rook and Lord-Major have gone through! Your sacrifice will not be forgotten by the empire!" DeSalle, his jaws clenched, turned his nose to the up and entered next.

When Avaline and Gold caught up, they all entered at the same time. Vesh and the incubi followed them, but the eldest brother offered Kanae a knowing nod before going through. The last thing Kanae and Arenade saw were their children's tiny hands stretched out to them.

"We're not going to let them take you! We're coming to get you!" Kanae yelled at the top of her lungs just as the portal closed shut.

The Viviren mage was all that was left behind within the teleportation circle. She wiped the sweat from her brow until Arenade angrily grabbed her by the collar.

"You're a Viviren! Re-open that portal! Now!" Arenade snarled.

"My cousin on the other side has destroyed the circle by now. It won't open even if you charm me," the Viviren taunted.

"Aaaahhh!" She picked the elven mage up and threw her into a horde of succubi to be feasted on, then collapsed to her knees. "No… way… Not the empire…" Infuriated, she shifted that anger to Kanae. "You promised me you would protect them!"

"It's not over yet. I know where they're headed. If the Ortesians are in full retreat, they have to be going back to their ships at Windy Bog. I remember the fleet was big enough to blanket the ocean. Radevic is on our side now, and we can still use Eliza's tower to travel there. Arenade, let's go get our kids back. Together!" Kanae grabbed her hands and squeezed.

"Together…" Arenade squeezed back and continued squeezing.

"Arenade?! Ow! Owowowow!"

"But you've got a LOT of explaining to do after we get Kanade and Suvee back, buster!" She glowered.


Chapter 39

Without leadership, the Ortesian forces left behind at the sunken temple had been routed by the combined might of demons, succubi, Commonwealth, and Radevic. A not so insignificant number fled into the forests and hills. Chasing down the rest of them should have been a priority… However, Kanae had an intense stand-off between two factions to deal with— the Demon Three's alliance on one side, and those from Radevic on the other.

Queen-Mother succubi, following the end of the battle, needed to sate their hunger. The many defeated Ortesians lying about unconscious and captured were like a buffet to them. Lani, Eliza, Will, and Dalu fiercely guarded a group of injured high elves from ravenous succubi.

"You can't keep all of them from us!"

"We won't hesitate to feast on you instead~"

"Watch it," Dalu'luna Mello warned. "Radevic is in an alliance with the Commonwealth, not you."

One succubus tried the Knight of Ivory's threats. She tried to push past only for Dalu to put her in a headlock. The other succubi snarled and looked ready to pounce until Kanae and Edina descended between them.

"Oh, yeah! Keep fighting. I bet Ortesia doesn't want that!" Edina remarked sarcastically.

"You're a succubus, too! Why do you get to feed, and we can't?" an angry succubus asked.

"Maybe in the middle of a battle where it's no holds barred. The ones you want are so injured, they might not survive being drained. We already have prisoners for you to feast on. My Sisters of Sin will take you to them." Kanae beckoned to Lilith and Zadris.

The two High Priestesses of the Eminence of Sin tried corralling the Queen-Mother succubi away, but none of them were budging. At least until a Mistress sauntered through.

"You heard the Demon Queen. Her Commonwealth, her rules. Unless you want to take it up with us?" Claudia landed beside Kanae and folded her arms, daring them to speak up.

They were about to give up when Labelle took to their side.

"Oooooh! It sounds like Claudia's whipped. Since when did you start holding back? This should've been a feeding frenzy!" Labelle exclaimed.

The Mistresses of Debauchery and Pain stared each other down.

"Kanae's given us plenty of hospitality. Don't push it." Claudia growled.

"Tsk. Fine, fine!" Labelle threw an arm around one of her succubi and coaxed the rest away, narrowly averting another fight after one had already ended.

Everyone breathed a sigh of relief, but no one was more relieved than the original four who stood between the starved succubi and their fresh meals.

"You made alliances with dangerous bedfellows." Dalu sighed and shook her head.

"Radevic didn't give me any choice, but it was worth it." Kanae shot a look to Arenade, whose stroll through parted everyone and drew gasps.

"Yes, it is I, Arenade Brightwind. Returned from the dead and more beautiful than ever. Let my angelic presence anoint you anew!" Arenade stretched her arms out to the side and waited for praise that never came.

Kanae and Edina rolled their eyes. Arenade was beginning to sweat bullets from the sheer awkwardness that had ensued.

However, one person couldn't contain their joy. Wendy Ironspear pushed through the crowds and skidded to a halt. Pulling her winged helmet off revealed a face streaked in tears. The other high elven Lights came through to kneel.

"First… Captain?" Wendy, as if remembering her place, snapped down to one knee. "After what I did to you… what I robbed from you, I deserve nothing but your ire. I'll not shy away from any punishment." With her head still down, she drew her sword and offered it to Arenade. "Even if it is my death."

The last time these two saw each other was outside of Capillis City, when Wendy used the orb Seer Yesenia had given her to destroy the dam. Arenade took the blast instead and died. Kanae had long forgiven Wendy. In Arenade's last moments, she did too. But what about now?

Everyone watched in silence as Arenade picked up the sword. Wendy screwed her eyes shut, waiting for the death blow. It never came. Instead, Arenade lowered the blade onto her shoulder.

"Your punishment is to return to my side as vassals," Arenade said, causing Wendy to glance up in utter shock. "You, Andora, Vincient, and everyone in the Lights of Capillis."

"But—"

"No buts! Charron can go peg himself, and Sire Amerys will just have to put up a 'work wanted' sign. Your service with the Lights of Capillis has ended. From henceforth, your houses shall be reestablished in the Commonwealth, and you will serve as Lights of Ehmvier! Heh. I rather like the sound of that," she said, rubbing the bridge of her nose.

The squad of high elves, formerly members of the Lights of Capillis, huddled around Wendy in gleeful celebration.

"It's just like Arenade to get all grandiose right after coming back to life, huh?" Edina chuckled.

Kanae smiled. It really was good to have Arenade back.

"Your first order of business as Lights of Ehmvier," Arenade began in a strong and commanding voice, "is to aid me in rescuing my daughters, Suvee and Kanade, because a certain someone couldn't!"

"How many times do you want me to apologize?!" Kanae groaned.

With little time to waste, they had to quickly devise their next move. The Ortesians were obviously in full retreat. Their forces, previously scattered throughout the Commonwealth, had converged to three major areas: the Queen-Mother's domain, Highgreen, and east of Ehmvier which only recently pulled back. They were most assuredly headed to Windy Bog where DeSalle's fleet was waiting. However, moving armies numbering in thousands of troops took time. Shard Coast's dangerous coral reefs meant they only had one method of boarding— Viviren portals, which only transported very few at a time.

"We'll need to be fast. I wager Gold and Admiral DeSalle will flee the second they board their ship without the rest of their army," Eliza explained.

"Ugh. DeSalle. What a sleazy house." Arenade made a face like she stepped on something disgusting.

"What kind of people are they? Other than being naval officers?" Kanae asked.

"For one, DeSalles got a gross habit of picking their future spouses young and waiting until they became of marriageable age. Like, on the dot. Gretchen likely got the same treatment. It probably isn't why he kidnapped Suvee and Kanade though. Those DeSalles, unless they've changed, are actually big cowards hiding behind big boats. He has to be answering to someone else," she explained before falling into thought. "I wonder…"

As in someone else was pulling Admiral DeSalle and Lord-Major Stormcloud's strings? From what Kanae understood of high elves, they seemed to hold family, status, and perception from peers in extremely high regard. Gretchen Redbaron and Runald Aespir acted under familial pressure to impress the empire. Sure, the Empire of Ortesia wanted this invasion. But if they knew Saint Rue belonged to a sex cult, they wouldn't have come. So, who was really the mastermind of this war?

Kanae was still missing some pieces, but she had more important things to focus on.

"Oh, they won't be sailing off so soon yet," Kanae said.

"How can you be so sure? Our babies might be on a one-way trip to Ortesia! Why aren't you more worried?" Arenade yelled.

"I know! But I planted an infiltrator to sabotage them. Lynn Alton. I recently transformed her into a succubus. Before leaving the city, I sent her on a mission west to rejoin the Ortesian encampment at Windy Bog. Vesh and his brothers also went through the portal with them. All that's left for us to do is catch up. Eliza, can we use the Arcen again?"

"My precious tower is falling apart at the seams, and you still want to use it? Though I suppose if there is any time to test its limits, it is now. Yes, it will function. But we'll need to load up on magic crystals again," Eliza explained.

As they were getting ready to leave, Kanae sought out Claudia. She was by the lake, staring at the sunken temple.

"Thanks for sticking up against Labelle," Kanae said.

"You brought your busty elf babe back to life. Shouldn't you be spending time with her? Hells, I'd be on that right now if I were you," Claudia said lecherously with her back still turned.

"There's going to be time for that, and Arenade knows it's coming whether she likes it or not. I wanted to check on you first. Is something about the temple bothering you?"

"Earlier, I showed Labelle what was inside. She seemed nonchalant. You and me, we heard the whispers when we first went in. It's got me thinking… Remember what Gold told us about Alicia? Alicia was meeting with high elves. We learned about this Saint Rue, who's a high elf, was a member of the Cult of Lust and Depravity, meaning there are others like him. Is it possible Alicia was meeting with them? If so, why?" she asked under her breath.

Kanae wanted to put a hand on Claudia's shoulder because she looked so forlorn. The chance vanished when Esta came to tell them that everyone was ready to leave.

"We'll come back to it later, Claudia. I promise we're going to figure out what happened to your sister," Kanae promised.

Claudia turned around and grinned. "Coming from you, I believe it! When I asked my mother and Amby to help me look into it, they told me to move on. You're the only person to find me even a fraction of the answers I'm looking for. In return, I'll see this war to the end and help rescue your kids!"

Their armies returned to Ehmvier, and although Arenade's homecoming should have been a momentous occasion, she was in no celebratory mood. The angry queen-regent lost her marbles at the ruined city. Its people were hard at work rebuilding. Prisoners of war captured in battle were charmed once the anti-magic succubus potions wore off and put to work.

"Who did this?" Arenade bellowed in front of the castle, gaping at the destruction around the towers and walls. "Was it those bastards we fought earlier? Someone tell me the baths are still working?!"

"Uh… I'm sorry to tell you this, but the battle cracked the pool. All the water escaped into the soil," Kanae explained.

"You've got to be kidding me! I'll rip them a new one after tearing the first open for kidnapping my kids!" she vowed wrathfully.

While Arenade was going around checking the castle, goblin miners loaded a ton of magic crystal into the tower to power the Arcen. Takumi and Ingrid met with Kanae in front of the sorceress' tower.

"We heard about Suvee and Kanade. I hope you get them back. I'll be having a kid of my own soon, and I can't imagine ever losing a child," Takumi said.

"I'm still surprised you two even got together. Let alone having a baby!" It only took Kanae one look to know Ingrid was maybe a month or two away.

"Well, when ya have a husband like Takumi showerin' you with compliments everyday… I ain't ever been treated right the way he does me." Ingrid scratched the side of her cheek and blushed.

As much as Kanae wanted to tease her old friend and the former Outrider's relationship, Eliza signaled from a hole in the side of the tower that they were good to go.

"Give 'em hell, Kanae." Takumi fist-bumped her and left with Ingrid to get the miners back to work.

"Amethyst!" Dalu rode up to her on a languisteed with Lanil Hammerthorn sitting behind. "As much as we want to pay them back right away for attacking Aidenhall, Lord William, Lani, and I will have to be late."

"Where are you three going?" Kanae asked.

"According to Ivory, Aidenhall sent an army to Port Kandis. Madam Bedlam gave us one of her last teleportation pellets so we can return and join them. If all goes well, we'll intercept their fleet with Rown Company's help and pinch them in," Lani explained.

Kanae shuddered as goosebumps creeped across her skin. Hearing Aidenhall grow a pair and actually retaliate against Ortesia for once was, for the briefest of moments, better than sex.

"I would've liked to have your firepower with us, but I kept you here long enough." Kanae frowned.

"Against my will, I should remind you!" Lani corrected.

"Excuse me?" Ivory stared hard at them.

"Er, Lani's joking! Wh-Where is Will anyway? Did he go ahead of you?" Kanae switched the conversation up to avoid answering her question.

"Ah. A hobgoblin woman whisked him away. I thought Lord William was in danger until he told me they were acquainted. Are they?" she asked.

Hobgoblin woman… That had to be Aisha, and if it's Aisha, then that could only mean one thing.

"Well," Kanae began nervously…

"I-I'm back! Sorry for the wait, Ivory… Can we go slow? My hips are really sore." Will winced. "Oh. Hey, Kanae. Did she already fill you in?"

"Yep. I think you filled someone else in plenty, too." Kanae caught sight of Aisha from afar, and she was positively glowing.

"Go slow? I'm glad to be rid of that oaf, Vander, but you're proving to be just as troublesome. Get your head in the game, future Knight of Azure!" Dalu slapped Will on the back and made him jump several feet into the air.

They wished each other luck in the battle ahead, then activated the pellet to teleport away.

"Thank goodness Grand Eye Analise and King Turren are sending an army. Hmm… I should be glad, but why am I getting a bad feeling about this?" Kanae muttered to herself.

"Kanae!" Lapis, dressed in the Sisters of Sin regalia, came running up to her. "I'm coming to help fight. My anti-magic core will definitely be useful."

"I thought you gave up fighting for a life of pacifism?"

"The other Sisters, Lilith, and Zadris are all pitching in. I have a gift, that being what's inside me and the life you gave me here. I'm going to repay the favor and help you. We'll show those Ortesians the power of a dwarven sex golem!" she exclaimed passionately.

Kanae welcomed Lapis aboard and entered the tower. Claudia, Arenade, Edina, Esta, and Wendy and her Lights were already on the Arcen floor. So was Feraline… The energetic drakeling was bouncing off walls and eager to fight again.

"Is it really okay to leave Minestra and Labelle behind in your city?" Eliza asked.

"They can't leave their armies behind. Manabe and Talon will march the Commonwealth army with them. Minestra plans to regroup with the main Artaggon force, and Labelle with Hilde's. This final push is going to be our multi-pronged payback to the Ortesians. We'll pincer them in and end this war!" Kanae clenched a fist.

Everyone followed suit with the same gesture, pumping their fists in the air. While Eliza made the finishing touches on the Arcen, the others made themselves comfortable in the tower. Kanae and Esta formally introduced their baby to Arenade, who seemed more amused than anything.

"I see the resemblance, but… she's got the temperament of a rabid gnoll. Are we sure Kanae didn't just bang a dragon?" Arenade picked Feraline up by her shoulders.

"I did, and I actually do have two blue dragons. Feraline really is mine and Esta's child though! Isn't she cute?" Kanae insisted as Esta nodded in agreement.

Feraline suddenly hiccuped and blew flames into Arenade's face, charring her to a crisp. The drakeling girl flashed a fanged smile.

"Ugh… Welcome to the family…" Arenade coughed up a puff of smoke.


Chapter 40

The tower landed on the western most hills of Varu. Beyond them was the wetlands, Windy Bog. Its rivers and streams stretched without pattern across the landscape like paint dabbed onto a wet surface. Animals dipped their heads into the water to sate their thirsts. Flocks of birds soared over the horizon.

A sound like crumbling stone rolled down the walls. When they glanced up, a hole in the wall had grown bigger.

"I believe that is all she wrote of this tower." Eliza sighed with a hand against the stonework. "Once more and this entire thing might come crashing down. Shall we be off?"

"Actually, can you give me and Arenade a bit? Maybe an hour!" Kanae exclaimed hastily.

"Huh? What for? We're on a timer here!" Arenade perched both hands on her hips.

The others descended the tower to secure the perimeter in case any Ortesians saw them. Meanwhile, Kanae led Arenade up to Eliza's bedchamber. It was mostly intact up here. A few books and bottles had fallen from their shelves. The tower was leaning a bit, so many of them had ended up on one side of the room.

"This better be good, buster." Arenade sat down at the edge of the bed.

"Let me have sex with you," Kanae said.

Arenade stared blankly for a few seconds, then bolted to the door. Kanae flung Lust, snatching her by the arm. The whip pulled taut. The fallen demigoddess' fingers were barely within reach of the door.

"I knew it! You just wanted to have sex, you horny demon! Wendy? My loyal vassal, get in here and help me!" Arenade shouted.

"Yes, I want to have sex with you, but it's for a good reason! I have a new ability called Skill Drain, and it lets me gain a skill or spell from you if we do it!" Kanae explained.

"What kind of stupid… You're lying, aren't you?" She eyed her suspiciously.

Kanae brushed a hand over the sigil, bringing up a menu to show Arenade her new skill.

Skill Drain: In addition to functioning like Drain, performing penetrative sex with an individual will temporarily grant you a skill or spell they used on you. Lasts 24 hours or until a new skill or spell is taken.

"Guh… So, it is real." Arenade grimaced at the sight of the skill's description. "I still feel like this is just an excuse to get me into bed with you."

"Do you… not want to be with me that way anymore?" Kanae frowned.

"Don't say it like that! We already professed our love for each other. You went through so much just to bring me back to life, too. It's just… there's a more pressing matter to resolve… b-besides, what skill or spell would you even need from me?"

They sat together as Arenade brought up her character sheet to check the list of abilities. Crowned a Priest, she possessed a lot of offensive holy spells and healing magic. As a high elf, the combination earned her a few incredibly powerful spells unique to high elven priests. Healing Aurora being one of them, which no priest from other races have.

"I remember you using that to help the goblins. Remember when the goblin village was kidnapped?" Kanae asked.

"Heh. Of course, it was my healing magic that saved the day. Ah, great. Now I just remembered Grint, that dirty old goblin. Oh, hey! What about Plant Growth? My amazing spell annihilated scores of demons. You're welcome to praise me again!" Arenade puffed out her chest.

"All I remember of Plant Growth is you using it against puffersheeps and them eating it. You were so peeved that you decided to hit one and got knocked down a hill!" she added in a fit of laughter.

Arenade's chest deflated. She pouted so much, those cheeks could pop from a touch. But even she couldn't stifle her own laughter. The two of them doubled over. Their guts ached. Tears welled at the corners of their eyes. Out of breath, they caught each other's gazes while gasping for air. Hot, moist breathing caressed their necks.

Unable to contain herself any longer, Kanae leaned in to kiss Arenade deeply. She shoved her tongue into the high elf's mouth. They sucked on one another's tongues and lips. Their arms wrapped tightly around the other, and their breasts squished together like two pillows.

"I thought I'd lost you forever," Kanae said between gasps.

"I'm here now, and I'm not going any— mmph!" Arenade shuddered intensely.

Kanae slipped a hand underneath Arenade's robe, savoring the soft and supple skin again. She responded to her touch with a deep, gratifying moan. The elf's pointed ears were red all the way up to the tips.

"Wait… ahhh… it has to be a spell used on you, right?" Arenade pressed a hand to Kanae's cheek.

It was warm and comforting. The healing spell spread across Kanae like water cradling her body. From the ground up to the ceiling, a menagerie of colors like an aurora illuminated the room. She wanted more. She wanted Arenade now.

"Healing Aurora it is then. For my skill to work, penetration has to happen. You okay with that?" Kanae asked.

"We've already done it plenty of times, haven't we? Don't make me say it…" Arenade pouted again.

Kanae switched on Futanari, and a giant slab of cock meat dropped onto Arenade's belly with a thud.

"Alright, hold your horses!" Arenade cried in terror. "You're not shoving that damn thing in me."

"Oops. I forgot I still had the Cock Ring of Hardening on! Why not though? You go crazy on my dick." Kanae slumped in disappointment.

"Any other time might be fine, but I need to be able to move and feel my legs when we're fighting later!" she protested.

Since Arenade was hesitant, Kanae switched off Futanari. The 'penetrative sex' part of the description never specified it had to be a penis. In that case…

Kanae brushed a tail against Arenade's slit. She arched her back and moaned loudly. Catching herself, she slapped two hands over her mouth. Kanae pulled them away and pressed their lips together again.

Arenade turned into mush. Slowly, Kanae pressed her tail in. The elf drew a sharp breath. Fingers clenched the bedsheets tightly.

"Nngh… Deeper…" Arenade whispered.

"Don't leave me ever again," Kanae said, laying kisses on her neck and gradually sliding in and out of her soaked pussy.

"Ahh… I won't! Mmmh! Never again!"

As Arenade writhed in bed, Kanae continued tail-fucking her resurrected lover until she orgasmed. Pushing deep made Arenade gasp. After so long, they were connected again.

Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! Shlick!

"Gods… Kanae… you're making me feel so good… I'm going to… I'm…" Arenade squeezed her eyes shut. The intense shaking and twitching clued Kanae in that she was getting close again.

"I'll make you feel even better~ Turn Horny!" Kanae casted the spell repeatedly.

Arenade's eyes rolled back. Her tongue lolled out. Kanae pumped even faster, enjoying how much the busty elf's breasts heaved from every thrust. Arenade tensed up all over. They embraced each other and held on tight.

"I'm cumming! Your tail is making me cum!" Arenade howled until Kanae sealed her lips with a tongue-lashing kiss.

[Skill Drain has temporarily acquired the skill Healing Aurora.

Healing Aurora: A channeled spell that casts a blanket of healing magic at allies, foes, or both. Only those within reach of the aurora benefit from its effect. Lasts until canceled or interrupted.]

"Channeled spell?" Kanae tilted her head.

"It means… nnh… you have to… continue casting…" Arenade explained breathlessly.

"What? That sucks! When am I ever going to channel uninterrupted while fighting? Give me a different spell and let's go for round two—"

Arenade pinched and pulled Kanae's cheeks to their limits.

"There will not be a round two. We have to get going!" Arenade huffed.

While the high elf was getting dressed, Kanae laid naked in bed and watched. It was a sight that she wished to see every day if possible. Never had she felt this way with anyone. Kanae was wedded to Noah. She was also Mitty's mate, Thume's cock sleeve, and Titan's mare. The list just went on, and her body count continued to grow. With Arenade, there was something more underneath. Happiness. A desire to spend eternity with.

"Marry me," Kanae blurted out.

"What was that?" Arenade turned around, her eyes wide open.

"When we kick Ortesia out of the Commonwealth, let's finally do it. Have a wedding. Make it official. I want you to be mine for real," she said.

The corners of Arenade's lips creased into a soft smile. Then she folded her arms and stared hard.

"Mighty romantic of you for someone with 'free use' and 'cock slut' tatted on their body," Arenade said.

Kanae glanced down and the ink's texts were just as she described.

"Wait, it's not what you think! This stupid enchanted ink changes on a whim!" Kanae groaned.

"My answer is yes. We already made that promise after receiving the Rings of Destined Matrimony from Glentir's Rift. BUT, if we don't get our kids back, I'm kicking you to the curb!" Arenade scolded.

"Yes, honey…"

On second thought, maybe a married life with Arenade wasn't going to be that great.

After combing her hair to satisfaction, they joined the others outside the tower. Only Esta, Feraline, Wendy, and Lapis were around, gazing into the horizon.

"Where's Edina and Eliza?" Kanae asked.

Before anyone could answer, the two in question came flying back. Edina was on her undead dragon, and Eliza her flying broom. The dragon's massive claws carved trenches into the hill upon landing.

"We found a high elven outpost. It looked like it had been attacked," Eliza relayed.

"I still can't believe the empire my ancestors once served is now my enemy. Fate has a funny way of spinning its threads." Wendy sighed.

"No vassal of mine is going to waver. Chin up!" Arenade gave her a slap on the back.

"My apologies!" She straightened her spine and saluted.

"I don't want to keep the Ortesians waiting." Kanae spread her wings and flew up to address everyone. "Time to pay those bastards back and get my kids back!"


Chapter 41

At the same time, in the main Ortesian encampment, Gretchen waited impatiently in the bedroom while Errenard DeSalle and Petyr Stormcloud engaged in a shouting match. The floor rocked as the latter stomped around like she was throwing a tantrum. Gretchen scoffed in amusement. Petyr always had a short fuse. She was young, too. Raising her for war was about a big mistake as invading the Commonwealth.

They underestimated Kanae Toyomi, just as Gretchen herself once did. Their greatest blunder was in thinking victory was assured. Now, they were paying the price for overconfidence.

"We were so close, but you had to ruin it all!" Errenard yelled.

"Don't you lay the blame on me. Kanae's children are still in our possession. We also have Ruedegard now. Let's just bring him back and have the Lord Council figure something out," Petyr fired back.

"What you brought back was a cold corpse! You were supposed to resurrect him. Damn it all! Something's happened with the Viviren portals back to the ships, so we can't even leave… This invasion has all been for naught due to your incomp—"

A loud blast rocked the carriage mansion.

"Fuck Ruedegard, fuck this war, and more importantly… FUCK YOU!" Petyr boomed before things went quiet.

Gretchen laughed quietly again. That's right. Continue to lose your composure. Once the Commonwealth's forces arrive, the empire will crumble under the weight of their own losses. If only she could somehow help…

When she pressed a hand to the metal-link collar, it was warm to the touch. Anti-magic. Her skills and spells were meaningless with this thing on.

"My dear Gretchen!" Errenard opened the door and cruised in like a dried leaf blown by the wind. "I sincerely apologize for all the noise. I'm surrounded by imbeciles. You must be exhausted, yes? Shall I fetch you some wine? A massage, perhaps!"

The eldest DeSalle son made himself comfortable behind Gretchen. His hands fell upon her shoulders and kneaded her tense muscles.

"I've no need for your hospitalities, not until you release the children." Gretchen shrugged him off.

Disappointed, Errenard went to grab a bottle from the cabinet.

"I'm afraid I can't do that. The Lord-Major has failed spectacularly. Guillaume expected us to return successful in resurrecting Ruedegard Ducante. The least we can do is offer two succubi of our sworn enemies," Errenard explained.

"Guillaume Pyrelle?" Gretchen gasped. "He should be more concerned about the next coronation than a war. What does he want with succubi children?"

"That is not for me to say. Not yet anyway. I'll tell you once you are freed from that succubus' terrible curse," the eldest DeSalle said and drank deeply of the wine.

Something that couldn't be said now? Why?

"Give up. Enthrall is a much too powerful spell. You waste your time and manpower when they could be focusing on escaping," Gretchen sneered.

"Tell me, my beloved. Do you truly wish to stay a succubus' slave? Deep down, don't you wish to be free?" Errenard lifted her chin with his other hand and drew in close for a kiss, but she snapped away.

"Of course, I wish to be free. However, I've done wrong. I must serve out my punishment…"

"There was a time when you would have been repulsed by succubi. Yet Petyr told me you laid your life down to protect those… vermin children. I wonder if you're still yourself behind that curse?" He frowned.

Gretchen opened her mouth to answer, but she hesitated. She wasn't sure. A part of her was afraid. But was it the Enthrall spell that made her feel this way?

"You need not answer, my dear. My priests are conducting a ritual spell to free you soon. When it is done, your mind will find clarity again. Together, we shall defeat that despicable succubus who humiliated you at Aidenhall. Come. Let us take a walk together. For old time's sake," Errenard said, offering her an arm.

Left with little choice, Gretchen hooked their arms together. They emerged into the enormous encampment. Blacksmiths hammered steel to straighten out dented weapons. Few infantry polished their armor, too hungry and exhausted to even mind their appearances. On the other hand, the ever-warmongering drakeling dragoons continued to train and spar.

"Grand Admiral DeSalle!" A familiar high elf whom Gretchen recognized as Lynn Alton presented herself and bowed.

Kanae had recently transformed this woman. A succubus infiltrator.

"Ah! Er… And you are?" Errenard asked, more out of genuine uncertainty than actual interest.

"Lynn Alton of House Alton. My brother Patrick Alton fell in battle against the Commonwealth. I've since returned to assume command of my family's forces in his place," Lynn said.

"That Patrick, hm. I suppose he did have a knack for failure." He smirked, intending for it to be a slight.

"I won't make that mistake, my lord. I understand the Viviren mages are having troubles with their portals. I've been lending them my talents as a witch. We will raise the portals back up soon," she vowed.

Gretchen swallowed the urge to grin. So, Lynn was the one sabotaging the portals. Kanae must have commanded her to. Errenard ordered her to carry on, and they continued on their walk.

As they passed by the stables, Gretchen's nose tickled a little. Laying eyes on the stallions made her groin wet.

"If I remember correctly, the Demon Queen mentioned something about you and stallions. I passed it off as some joke, but maybe you can shed some light on what she meant?" Errenard asked.

"I…" Gretchen cleared her throat. "I was made to tend to the stables. A demeaning work for someone of my station…"

"Truly!" He gasped, seemingly none the wiser.

She gulped hard. "However, in my service, I have… developed a rapport with beasts of burden. Allow me to train one, and I will show you how much stronger it becomes."

Errenard was hesitant, but not because of her predilections.

"You're trying to escape, aren't you?" he asked.

"A kilometer-wide camp with knights and dragoons crawling over the place? Please. By all means, keep watch." Gretchen was practically daring him.

Her fiance beckoned over several Ortesian knights. He whispered something to them, and they saluted in return.

"I must say, I am curious. The Commonwealth's languisteeds are surprisingly sturdy compared to ours. Their cavalry, almost unmatched. Perhaps they require discipline from someone with your keen guidance. These four will stand guard. I would accompany you, but alas, I am the Grand Admiral of the imperial navy and my duties are many. I shall return very soon. Fortunately, I only need to reiterate orders to a few lowly officers! Let us go for a ride when I come back, my love!" Errenard lifted her hand and kissed the back of it.

As he departed, the knights led Gretchen over to the stables. They stood guard outside at the entrance and spread out. She entered to find a single languisteed stallion behind the stall. Its pristine black coat glistened from the sunlight.

"How beautiful." Gretchen approached and stroked the snout. Her nipples were getting hard. Her pussy was leaking.

If the enthrallment spell was gone, would she still enjoy this? The scent of beasts that made her dizzy with lust.

Gretchen kneeled down next to the languisteed's hind legs and massaged his thighs. A large penis steadily emerged from the sheath. The large piece of meat had a gamey odor. She licked the tip, and the taste made her body hot.

"Behold." Gretchen backed away to stand in front of the stallion and disrobed, letting her raiments drop down to her ankles. "My resplendent high elven body. In Ortesia, they regarded me as unclean. I have dark elven blood in me, you see, as evidenced by the color of my hair. High elves care so much about appearances, but beasts such as yourself care not one bit. Between us, we are but a female and male. Allow this impure high elf to serve you."

The languisteed whinnied as Gretchen kneeled down again, but this time to stroke the length of his cock. Her hands glided across the length of the hot, stiff shaft. It twitched to her touch. She began to lick the tip, causing it to shudder even more.

"You're enjoying this. I can tell. I've learned to pleasure your kind properly. Go ahead and cum whenever you want. Drench my body! Replace Errenard's stench!" Gretchen urged, and showered her the languisteed did.

Hot cum poured out like spilling a bucket of water. Gretchen angled the cock all over her body, painting her porcelain skin white in languisteed seed. She cupped her hands beneath the tip to catch as much as possible, then welcomed it down her parched throat. The taste was simply exquisite.

A hoof scraped the ground. The languisteed grunted and neighed in approval. He clearly liked that. He was going to like what came next. His cock was still long and hard.

"You must be pent up. Don't worry. I'll be your mare until you're satisfied. See this?" Gretchen showed off the horseshoe brand on her ass. "This means I belong to you, not that arrogant Errenard DeSalle."

Not done yet, Gretchen braced herself on the hay-strewn ground. She guided the languisteed's dick to her soaking pussy. The flared tip found resistance at first, but she was determined. He was, too. In a single thrust, the languisteed plunged the length of his cock deep into her.

"Oh, gods… Yes, yes, yes! Finally!" Gretchen cried in ecstasy.

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

The languisteed pummeled Gretchen's pussy. They were both in heat. Her insides clung tight to his dick as it pushed in and pulled out. She grabbed the wooden slats of the stall door and buried her nails into the board.

"So intense… so manly… No man can satisfy me anymore! I only want this! More! Can you tell? My high elven pussy is begging more from your languisteed cock! We fit each other perfectly— aaaahhhhhhh!" Gretchen moaned so loud that the knights burst through the door.

Their jaws dropped. The hands on the hilts of their weapons went limp to the sides as they gaped in disbelief.

"Oh, Gretchen! I've returned. Would you like to go for a ride with me on the languisteed you're training?" Errenard hollered from outside.

"My lord, wait!" One of the knights was too slow to stop him.

When Errenard entered the stables, his whole demeanor dropped. His face turned white, but not as white as Gretchen stained in languisteed cum.

"Gretchen… my love… what is… this?" Errenard stammered, eyes glued to the scene before him.

"Mmmh… What does it look like, my dear fiance?" Gretchen grinned and experienced an ecstasy like no other while locking eyes with him. "I'm going for a ride without you. This is me. This is what Kanae Toyomi meant! I don't belong to you any longer, but to anything with four legs and iron on their hooves. You can never satisfy me like this stallion can, and… nngh… I'm going to climax again… I… I— aaaaahhhhhhh!"

Hot cum poured into Gretchen. It filled her womb and pussy to their limits in an instant. The languisteed's cock popped out, and she collapsed flat on the floor in a puddle of steaming spunk.

As for Errenard, he crumpled to the ground. His eyes were still open. His mouth mumbled gibberish. The knights tried to help him up, but Gretchen stumbled out of the languisteed's stall. She shoved them out of the way and positioned her gaping pussy dripping with cum above his head.

"What's the matter? Don't you still want me?" Gretchen smirked, feeling no remorse for the man who had purchased her as a child bride like merchandise.


Chapter 42

The outpost Edina and Eliza found really had come under attack. Unconscious high elves were strewn about. At a quick glance, it was a small 20-man camp, likely a forward outpost for reconnaissance. They weren't going to do much recon anymore in this state though.

"Whaddya think? Maybe the ones from your monastery did this?" Edina wondered aloud.

Kanae shook her head. "No way. This looks recent. Besides, the Depraved Monastery is a little far. If the succubi from there had anything to do with it, these guys would've been drained to death."

Feraline's head snapped to one direction. She dashed deeper into the camp on all fours and someone yelped aloud. They caught up to find her on top of an elven man's back, claws primed to slash his throat.

"Not so fast, Feraline." Esta yanked the drakeling girl off by the scuff of her neck. "In battle, you must practice restraint on the fallen. Only when they scorn your mercy, may you become merciless."

"It really feels like the two of you produced a wild animal together." Arenade eyed the both of them.

"Give Feraline a break, she's still a newborn. Besides, she caught a guy trying to escape. Good girl." Kanae patted her adorable drakeling daughter on the head.

They surrounded the terrified high elven man, who was shaking like he had been thrown into freezing cold water. Edina strolled up to him and summoned an undead to draw a sword to his face.

"What happened here? You got one chance to tell the truth, or you're joining my army of undead." Edina smirked.

The man's eyes rolled back. He blacked out from fear.

"Look what you did! Now how are we going to get answers out of him?" Arenade put a hand to her face and groaned.

"Threatening people usually works. I never had someone go and faint on me before!" Edina complained, so she ordered her undead to lift the man up and shake him awake. "Get up, bozo. We ain't done with you yet!"

"Let me try." Kanae scooted Edina and Arenade out of the way. She kneeled down next to the man and casted Turn Horny. Not only did he spring a boner, but he also snapped back to consciousness.

Arenade immediately used Plant Growth to restrain him. The vegetative appendages lifted him up to face them at eye-level.

"Where are my babies?!" Arenade demanded.

"I-I don't know! If anyone has them, it's Admiral DeSalle and Lord-Major Stormcloud!" he cried.

"We already know that, Arenade!" Kanae tried to calm her down from behind. "What happened to this camp? Who attacked you guys?"

There was initially some resistance. However, after realizing that they were going to get answers out of him one way or another, he relented.

"We were… assaulted by our own…" he answered dejectedly.

"Looks like the good ole empire still isn't as cohesive as I remember," Arenade said.

"How do you mean?" Kanae asked.

Arenade directed everyone's attention to an emblem on the elven man's shoulder. All of them bore two sigils, a cross that signified them as worshippers of the Supreme One and the other a maple leaf.

"Each high elven house lends able-bodied soldiers from their own domain to the empire. On paper, they're loyal to Ortesia. Truthfully? Everyone swears loyalty to whoever's house or domain they came from," Arenade explained.

"Which means the Ortesian forces are currently in-fighting? Whose people attacked?" Eliza pressed the man.

"We… welcomed them back with open arms and warm shelter, too… It was… soldiers from House Pyrelle," he said.

The name didn't ring a bell to Kanae. However, Arenade, Eliza, and Esta gasped.

"Is that bad?" Kanae asked.

"House Pyrelle is first in line to inherit the imperial crown. It makes little sense why they would attack their own so boldly." Eliza cupped her chin in thought.

"They are the greatest, most well-respected family in Ortesia. In fact, my mother's Loyalty Fixation triggered on their son, Guillaume Pyrelle," Esta explained.

Arenade tugged Kanae aside. They went behind a tent, out of earshot from the others.

"What's up? You want a quickie?" Kanae teased.

"No!" Arenade pouted. "It's about House Pyrelle. Listen, backstabbing and betrayals is about as natural to high elves as breathing. Those guys? They wrote the book on it. They want nothing more than to stay on top. The only reason I got exiled was because the head of their house led the motion in the Lord Council to remove me. But I think there was more to that… the Pyrelles were trying to help the Ducantes achieve deification—"

"Wait, I heard this from Admiral DeSalle. He mentioned Ruedegard Ducante having his deification robbed from him. Was it Pyrelle?"

"It was me," she said seriously. "Not on purpose though, and I was never on the path to deification anyway! All I wanted to do was help people, but noooo! Apparently, me being too nice and generous was 'stealing' Ruedegard's potential worshippers."

In that case, House Pyrelle might be trying to finish what they started by trying to resurrect Saint Rue. But Ruedegard Ducante was a member of a cult worshipping the devil of Lust. The Pyrelle family had to have known that.

"Arenade, does the Cult of Lust and Depravity ring any bells?" Kanae asked.

"Nope. Sounds like something you came up with." Arenade shrugged.

It was worth a shot, but they were a secret organization after all…

"Say, I'm always hearing about how you got exiled. What happened to Charron back then? I can't imagine he was happy about the fall of House Ehmvier, seeing as he's christened 'Demon Lord' hellbent on sticking it to Ortesia," Kanae said.

"Ahh… That idiot brother of mine just can't let a grudge go. I tried my hand at charity, failed, and passed away in disgrace. Charron didn't want to go quietly. Years later, I hear he got demon-fied in some ancient ritual. Kind of like Edina and your half-succubus transformations. Unlike you, he hurt a lot of people in the process. Probably over the centuries, too. That, I won't forgive." Arenade folded her arms and glanced off to the side.

When Kanae reached out to try and comfort Arenade, Edina popped her head in from around the tent.

"You guys good? We're thinking we should hit the Ortesians soon," Edina said.

Kanae and Arenade nodded to each other, then went with Edina to rejoin the others. Their group consisted of the three of them, Wendy Ironspear and her squad of six Lights, Eliza, Lapis, Esta, and Feraline. Not exactly a sizable group to take on the Ortesians' main encampment. They had no other choice but to try.


Chapter 43

Three days after arriving in Windy Bog and eliminating almost a dozen outposts along the way, the group finally reached the Ortesian encampment. Arenade wasn't happy that Kanae needed to screw her a second time to regain the Healing Aurora spell, but having two healers was going to help a lot. This was going to be their second time assaulting it, and the Knight of Gold likely expected them to come.

They couldn't see what was going on behind the palisade wall. Flying up to scout was too risky. Judging by the number of guards stationed on the walls and outside the perimeter, there were significantly more Ortesians around than usual. Kanae sensed her daughters, Kanade and Suvee, somewhere inside.

"We'll hit them hard. Harder than we ever have before. Edina, how big of an army can you muster?" Kanae asked.

"Well, I used to be able to have twelve death knights out when the staff was at full power. Now? Only half that number. Legion of the Dead will give me a couple of thousand, and I also got the dragon. It's gonna take a lot of mana though. I'll need your Bond, and some drain fodder on standby." Edina made a humping motion rubbing two fingers together.

Good thing there was plenty of drain fodder ahead of them.

"Man… if I had a coin for every time my kids got kidnapped, I'd have three coins. Which isn't a lot, but it's still weird that it happened three times." Kanae sighed.

"There won't be a fourth. I guaran-fucking-tee it!" Arenade slammed a fist into her other hand.

They might be severely outnumbered, but they had the advantage of the Ortesians being fractured and starving, morale at their lowest points from consecutive defeats, and pinched in from all sides. If there was ever a time to strike, it was now.

Kanade, Suvee, and Gretchen, too.

Hang in there a little longer.

"It's too dangerous for us to attack from the sky. Edina's death knights will punch a hole through their fortification. Lapis, you're leading the charge. Your anti-magic will nullify and weaken any holy spells they try to shoot us down with," Kanae said.

"Updating sexual combat parameters against prudes… Leave it to me!" Lapis clenched her fists.

"Time to get this show on the road. Arise, my death knights! You, too, Cantu!" Edina summoned six massive death knights.

"Ow, my neck. You need to let me out more often." Cantu cracked his spine straight.

"There's a camp of high elves that need knocking down. Get going!" The necromancer gave him a swift kick to the rear.

Everyone else positioned themselves behind the line of death knights and charged. They were maybe a hundred yards away when magical spells began bombarding them. The volleys that came too close diminished into puffs of smoke thanks to Lapis' anti-magic meisterium core. Having realized that their magic was useless, high elves on the walls screamed to those inside the camp. The ones outside fell into a tight defensive formation.

"Run them down!" Edina yelled.

Lapis and the death knights did exactly that. When the Ortesian clerics on the wall casted spell buffs on their infantry below, the effects went poof as soon as the dwarven automaton neared. Without their magical enhancements, six death knights sent the defensive line flying like bowling balls to a bunch of pins. They continued onwards, barreling through the wooden barricades and into the camp itself.

"We're under attack by the necromancer!"

"It's not just her, there's more!"

War horns sounded across the camp. Hundreds of Ortesians poured out from their tents with weapons drawn thinking they only had death knights to fight… until Edina casted Legion of the Dead. Thousands of undeads stampeded out of abyssal portals to do battle with the living. Her undead dragon soared over the camp, flying circles and breathing necromantic flames. Its destructive rampage came to an end when a screeching bolt of holy energy shot it down.

"There!" Edina pointed. "Just before my dragon plummeted, I saw the mustache dude walking into a portal with your kids!"

"You don't have to tell me twice. Holy Armament: Suit of Armor!" Arenade donned herself in plate and was about to take off until Kanae yanked her back down.

"That was Petyr who shot it down. We have to stay low to the ground, or else we're going to get blasted out of the sky like Edina's dragon!" Kanae warned.

A tsunami of flames suddenly devoured the forward undead infantry. Dragoons. They gradually advanced, spewing their powerful drakeling breaths in formation. Kanae and her team dived from the path for cover behind tents, but those were quickly catching fire.

"This is as far as you go, Queen of the Commonwealth. You as well, Estaline!" Darren von Cleisseldor shouted from the head of a hundred dragoons.

The drakeling crack troops split in every direction like wolves on the tail of their prey. High elven soldiers cheered at their arrival and started mounting a counter attack against the undead hordes.

"Brother." Esta stepped out from cover and offered him a single bow before throwing herself into battle.

The drakeling siblings clashed, greatsword against halberd. They almost seemed evenly matched, but Darren was the larger and stronger of the two. He lifted one thick leg and kicked Esta skidding away.

"Give up, Sister. We've already demonstrated years ago who was better," Darren taunted.

"You're right, but that doesn't mean I can't try again. I'd also like to introduce you to my daughter, Feraline. Feraline, say hello to your uncle!" Esta kneeled down, allowing Feraline to climb onto her back and leap off.

Darren was too stunned to react. Feraline landed on his head and started clawing at him.

"Ow, stop! I'm glad to have finally met my niece, but Estaline… this isn't a fair fight anymore!" Darren cried, trying in vain to pull Feraline off.

"Go!" Esta urged the others. "Leave Darren to me and Feraline!"

"You two better not be too reckless!" Kanae squeezed her beloved knight's shoulder.

"A foreign concept to our foolhardy and brave daughter." She grinned.

Kanae peeled away to join the rest of her companions. The farther they pressed into the camp, the less help from Edina's undead they got. That was when Lapis proved most useful. Her earthen golem body, like the other automaton constructs in the dwarven cities, made her incredibly resilient. Her arms reshaped into whipping appendages that grabbed hold of and fucked unsuspecting high elves.

Wendy and the six Lights demonstrated that they were better disciplined than their Ortesian brothers and sisters, having lived a lifetime of constant warfare in the Hellfire Badlands. Their teamwork brought down scores of knights despite being fewer in numbers.

When they finally made it to the encampment's center, the only one there to greet them was Petyr Stormcloud, the Knight of Gold. She held Lynn Alton by her hair.

"Very, very clever. To think, you turned one of our own against us. You set us back days! We could have been on ships bound for Ortesia half a week ago!" Gold tossed Lynn over to them, and she landed in Kanae's arms.

"I delayed them… as best as I could… Petyr found out… I'm sorry, Queen Kanae…" Lynn muttered.

"Where's Kanade, Suvee, and Gretchen?" Kanae asked.

The empire's greatest knight thumbed over her shoulder, pointing at the distant ships that were now pulling away from the coast.

"You want them? You're going to have to get through me, bitch! I was on the verge of luxury. I'd never have to lift a hand ever again! You stole that from me! If I'm going down, I'll take you with me." Gold reached for her waistband and pulled out a bright blue dildo instead.

"What? Are you going to use that sex toy on me? I'm just going to enjoy it~" Kanae teased.

"Wait… my Shifting Steel? I had it right here!"

"Sorry, it's in my possession now." She smirked as Vesh dropped Gold's signature shapeshifting weapon into the palm of her hand.

[Shifting Steel: Transforms into any weapon you desire and applies an elemental or magical attribute of your choosing to its attacks.]

Gold's eyes full of hurt flicked to the incubi.

"I'm sorry, Petyr." Vesh transformed into his true, adult form to her surprise and his brothers followed suit.

"No, this can't be happening. I thought we… you… didn't you love me?" Gold clutched her stomach and grimaced.

"Love you? You stuck dildos up our asses and never established a safe word! We incubi are into a lot of kinks, but you're just twisted in the head. All those sweet words we whispered to you? They were… lies," he said, seemingly lying himself.

"Get up, Gold. You have no one to blame but yourself, falling for my hospitality twice. I'm going to pay you back with a thorough fucking!" Kanae transformed the weapon into a club shaped like a dildo.

"Haha… HAHAHAHA! You think I need a fucking weapon? The Empire of Ortesia fashioned me to a fine point. I'll smite you with my fucking fists if I have to, you succubus slut!" She chucked the dildo away and let out a war cry that would put dragons to shame.

"Yeesh… I know she's been disarmed, but my fur is still standing on end looking at her." Edina shuddered.

Delirious and at the edge of sanity, Gold lunged at them like a wild animal. When the others readied themselves for a fight, Kanae flew ahead and parried her fist with the Shifting Steel as a dildo. The impact forced them both back, their heels digging fissures in the dirt.

"No one touch her. She's mine!" Kanae waved the others off and stepped forward again to meet Petyr in battle.

"You're insane if you intend to fight Gold alone!" Eliza cautioned.

"Forget about me. The rest of you, catch up with the ships before we lose them! Now!" she yelled.

Edina raised her undead dragon a second time and ushered everyone onto its back. With one heavy beat of its wings, the mighty beast lifted off into the sky and scattered tents away with a strong gale.

"GET BACK HERE!" Gold snarled, picking up a discarded crossbow from the ground.

Kanae whipped her arm. She flinched just enough that the screeching, smite-infused bolt missed them by a hair.

"I'm right here, Gold! It's me you want. I'm the one who screwed you over and over. Now I'm going to screw you for real." Kanae glared.

"You want my full attention? Alright… You have it," Gold said with her fangs bared.

It didn't take a genius for Kanae to recognize what a colossal mistake she had made, challenging the strongest knight in the Empire of Ortesia. Possibly the world. A knight raised and forged to be the empire's problem-solver. Moreover, in a one on one fight!

Gold picked up a discarded morningstar, empowered it with holy energy and swung with devastating force. Kanae dashed out of the way as the weapon impacted the ground with enough power to create earthquakes. However, when she wrenched it from the earth, there were cracks all over the morningstar. Some of its spikes chipped off.

"Stop dodging!" Gold shouted and chased after her.

"Of course, I'm dodging! You think I want to get hit by that?!" Kanae cried.

If only she had Claudia's skill, Project Agony. At least the pummeling would reflect back to Gold. It wasn't the holy attribute that she was afraid of, but the physical damage. A single strike might actually knock Kanae out entirely.

It didn't help that Edina had gone with the others to pursue the ships. She left an army of undead and six death knights behind, but they were severely outnumbered by the Ortesians here. Once the undead's numbers were decimated, that was game over.

Gold picked up and hurled a smite-infused barrel. It crashed against a tent, exploding and sending holy shrapnel flying everywhere.

"Wait, you can smite with things that aren't weapons?" Kanae blinked in disbelief.

"I can do more than just that. I'll stomp your head in!" Gold roared.

This called for desperate measures. Kanae switched on Sadist. Her lips curled up to a wicked smirk.

"The other me might have liked that, but I'll be the one doing the stomping! Have a taste of my own smites!" Kanae exclaimed, retaliating with a flurry of whips.

Each hit that landed on Gold passed through her armor. She winced and twitched to Turn Horny being applied to every attack. Since it was a succubus spell, the magic wouldn't have reached her normally because of the anti-succubus magic potion. However, Lust ignored defenses and armor while Sadist mode inflicted Turn Horny as a direct effect.

"I told you before that I've trained to resist pleasure from a succubus!" On the verge of climaxing, Gold stampeded right up to her with the morningstar raised.

"Have you trained your ass? Magic Hand!" Kanae conjured a translucent magical hand and forced a finger up her asshole.

Gold jerked hard and swung wide. Kanae barely ducked out of the way, but the morningstar connected with her right horn. She recoiled as searing holy energies assaulted her.

Fortunately, Greater Holy Resistance gave her the resilience needed to withstand the blow, and she came out mostly unscathed. A nearby death knight, maybe from Edina looking in, lumbered up to Kanae in a defensive manner. Pieces of her horn that got hit broke off, but the high elven knight's morningstar disintegrated.

"Tsk. Like I thought, anything other than Shifting Steel just won't cut it." Gold tossed the handle which was all that was left over her shoulder, then wrenched a longsword from the hand of an unconscious Ortesian.

Kanae shuddered even in Sadist. It took an enchanted weapon to survive Gold's attacks?

"I had it all in the palm of my hand. Luxury, a harem, peace… You ripped that all away from me." Gold glared.

"It's not too late," Kanae said, ending Sadist to speak with her amicably. "This time, for real. No tricks. I can give you all the luxuries you could ever want. A nice castle, staffed with the cutest boys if you would just stop fighting. Ortesia would never have given that to you. They made you what you are. My parents tried to control me, too. You think they let me go easily? The empire won't either. One day, when they need you again— and they will— Ortesia will snatch you up and send you out to fight again. Or if you really want to keep going…" She brandished the giant dildo in her other hand. "It'll only end with me sticking this into your pussy."

"I'm done bargaining. Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, shame on me. Fool me thrice? I'll break your neck and make sure it won't happen a fourth time! Divine Command: Kneel!" she ordered.

The death knight dropped down onto both knees. Kanae felt her body wanting to obey. What happened? Did crowned Paladins really have a skill that compelled people like that?

Gold was right on top of them. She smited the death knight out of the way, then whirled on Kanae using the same momentum.

"Shit!" Kanae swung the dildo just in time to parry the smite-infused longsword.

"Why aren't you on your knees?!" Gold growled.

"Maybe I'm just not feeling submissive today!" She headbutted Gold with the force of Titanic Blow, sending her tumbling away.

That was a close call. Kanae needed to remember to thank Jannie for suggesting Steel Mind. If she hadn't resisted Divine Command, that might have gone bad fast. She double-checked the spell in her character sheet.

[Steel Mind: You are immune to spells that affect the mind and will always be in control of yourself.]

Direct immunity. What a spell effect to have as a Sage.

Ahead, Gold was still standing. She wiped a trickle of blood from her nose and sized Kanae up.

"If you really want to go through with this…" Kanae switched on Futanari to expose her erect penis, empowered by the Cock Ring of Hardening. "I hope you're also trained in withstanding double-penetration."

Gold picked up a new weapon, a warhammer this time. Kanae, wielding her dick, Shifting Steel, and Lust, flew into battle. The high elven knight was beginning to get sloppy. Her swings missed more often. Anger got the better of her, too, leaving Gold open to more attacks. Kanae slapped her across the face with the dildo, jabbed her abdomen with a big dick, and continued lashing through her armor with the whip. Not to mention, the Magic Hand that was still fucking her in the ass.

"Get that disgusting thing out of my face!" Gold discarded the sword and grabbed Kanae's dick instead.

"Uh oh—"

Kanae saw stars as Gold pummeled her into the ground. She held onto Shifting Steel for dear life. Two could play that game. Kanae planted her tail pussy on Gold's face and started draining. Her wounds closed. Spent mana restored to full.

"MMMMMPPH!" Gold let go of Kanae's dick to try and pull her tail off instead.

"What's the matter? Succubus got your tongue? Your potions can resist succubus magic, but it doesn't stop you from being drained!" Kanae taunted.

They collapsed to the ground. Gold threw a hard straight, and Kanae saw white. She rolled away, dazed from the punch. Between maybe fifteen feet of smoldering ground littered with weapons, bone parts, and debris, Gold was barely standing now. The tall and proud Knight of Gold, Petyr Stormcloud, stood on two shaky legs. Her brilliant armor was dented and covered in dirt. The mantle had been ripped and clung to her pauldrons as a tattered cloth. What was once beautiful golden locks of hair, now stained black from ashes and mud.

Ortesian forces, having defeated most of Edina's undead army, rallied behind their Lord-Major. Clerics began administering healing. Kanae clicked her tongue. She had run out of time.

Then a deep, bellowing horn sounded behind Kanae. The Ortesians glanced up and expected reinforcements, but their jaws dropped instead. Kanae turned to find the demon armies of Artaggon wading through the wetlands and into the encampment. The earth quaked from large, trumpeting mammothian beasts unimpeded by the terrain. They pulled war machines made of the same black metal from cities in Suvius, upon which hobgoblins and beastmen of Hellfire Badlands roared in anticipation for a fight. Herzuliths hanging from the stirrups of their mighty beasts lifted a weapon in each hand. Flying imps swarmed from above, their numbers blotting out the midday sun. Lady Dahlia and Minestra Val'doun led this army from the front.

"We've been traveling non-stop for days! What's a good fight before a nap? You mangy dogs get to rest when the Ortesians are in chains, so attack!" Lady howled.

"Herzuliths, we are the hammer of Artaggon! Punch through these imperial pricks in Lord Charron's name!" Minestra bellowed and charged first.

Both sides, long awaited foes, slammed into each other. Demons threw themselves onto the Ortesian knights. Dragoons were having trouble regrouping to mount a counter attack.

"Healing Aurora!" Kanae incanted the restorative spell borrowed from screwing Arenade.

Demons began to overwhelm the Ortesians and Rotandrix infantry. Imperial clerics couldn't keep up. They were singled out and taken down by imps. The savage mammoths pummeled through any attempt to form a defensive line or magical barrier, and their hobgoblin and beastmen passengers jumped off to do battle.

Gold couldn't believe it. Her eyes were wide with shock. She dropped down to her knees and slammed a fist into the dirt.

Kanae put her dick away and walked up to the defeated knight as a battle raged around them. With both hands clenched on the Shifting Steel dildo, she—

"Queen Kanae, wait!" Vesh suddenly shielded Gold with his own body.

"Get out of the way, Vesh! I'll shove this up your ass and through your mouth just to get to her!" Kanae threatened.

"Three hells, I believe you! You're angry at her for taking your kids away, but hear me out! I… I helped you, didn't I? Took Shifting Steel from her like you asked. I'm begging you to just do me this one favor and at least take her prisoner with her mind intact!" he pleaded.

Kanae eyed the incubus suspiciously.

"You…" Gold grabbed hold of Vesh's tail and made him jump. "Turn into your other form. Now."

"Eep!" Vesh shrunk in size, but not of his own choosing.

"Much better… continue," she urged.

"The one who really kidnapped your kids is Admiral DeSalle. Look at Petyr. She's just as much a victim here," he explained.

"I don't believe it. Did you fall in love with an ORTESIAN? Moreover, an Ortesian who has demon blood on her hands. I'm not letting Gold go. She's too dangerous. Unless…" Kanae pressed a hand to the outline of the reversal potion in her pocket, then pulled it out for them. "Unless she drinks this." Kanae tossed a reversal potion to her.

The bottle landed upright in the mud next to Gold's fingers.

"What is this?" Gold asked.

"More mercy than you deserve after everything you put me, my children, and this country through. Drink it," Kanae demanded.

After mulling over it for a few seconds, Gold popped the cork and tipped the contents of the reversal potion into her mouth. She gulped and crushed the vial, then flicked a piercing gaze up to Kanae.

"Now what?" Gold glowered.

"Now, this." Kanae placed a Major Charm on Gold, and the spell connected as easily as two clasping hands. The greatest Ortesian knight couldn't so much as resist. Her body tensed up. Her eyelids fluttered.

"Queen Kanae, wait!" Vesh cried.

Kanae compelled Gold to take off into the sky with her. The paladin incanted a spell and sprouted white, feathered wings.

"Stay here with the rest of Artaggon's forces and clean up the Ortesians," Kanae ordered him.

Together with Gold, they flew out to sea.

"So, this is how it's going to end for me? I'll be a slave to a succubus for the rest of my life?" Gold asked in resignation.

"Tell me the truth— not that you can lie in this state anyway— were you ordered to take my kids?" Kanae returned with a question instead.

"The first time, yes. At the temple after you used the ankh, no. I resented you. You took my future away from me. I thought by bringing Kanade and Suvee back to the empire, they would overlook my failure."

"Well? Would they have?"

Gold swallowed hard before answering, "I… don't know. The Lord Council and DeSalle promised me, so I obeyed. Like I always do."

Figures.

During their battle, some of DeSalle's ships had crossed quite a bit of distance. They were far out at sea, but Kanae was able to see the ten that went full sails ahead and left the rest behind. Skeletal minions clashed against Ortesian sailors on the decks of every ship. Magic fired into the sky like fireworks, trying to knock Kanae down.

"You're not going to make it like this! Our mages are second to none. You'll be dead in the sea before touching the deck of a single ship!" Gold warned.

Kanae cursed under her breath until she noticed two smaller fleets swiftly catching up to the Ortesians. One approached from the south and the other from the north, both flying a crest with minotaur horns. Rown Company!

A massive galleon that Kanae recognized as the Songstress, led the northern fleet of ships which were joined by numerous succubi flying beside them. The dark elven captain and CEO of Rown Company herself stood on the bowsprit of her flagship. When the two of them locked eyes, she lifted her tricorn hat and gave an elegant bow. Renya fired a single shot into the sky, and the succubi scrambled out on cue to attack the Ortesian fleet.

Meanwhile, the southern Rown flotilla pounded the Ortesian battleships with cannon and magical fire. Lanil Hammerthorn, William Bellevue, and Dalu'luna Mello waved to her from one of the ships. The combined assault forced the Ortesians to abandon firing on Kanae, refocusing their efforts to repel Rown Company and Radevic's attacks.

Kanae couldn't help but smile. They came. They all came to help her.

"Demons, succubi, Radevic… How did you manage to draw them all to your side? Just who in the Supreme One's name are you?" Gold gasped.

"I'm just a succubus." Kanae shrugged. "I'm also not wholly an asshole like the Empire of Ortesia."

Gold looked lost in thought. Was it so hard to believe that her empire used up all their goodwill with Radevic? Gretchen's rebellion, Avaline's siege on Aidenhall, this invasion… it was almost excessively arrogant and prideful for Ortesia not to expect anyone to turn on them, then again Kanae expected nothing else from those high elves.

"When I go down there, I want you to stay close but don't show yourself until I give the signal. Got it?" Kanae asked.

"Why? You have me under your control. Command me to destroy DeSalle's fleet, and I'll do it," Gold said.

"You'll see." She descended onto the gargantuan Ortesian flagship.

Edina battled Ortesian crewmen alongside Wendy and the Lights of Ehmvier. Kanae joined Eliza, Lapis, and Arenade, who had cornered Admiral DeSalle on the upper deck near the bow. Two high elven knights held Kanade and Suvee captive, swords to their throats. Gretchen was on her knees inside a ritual circle, surrounded by chanting priests.

"You bitch succubus." DeSalle spun around and growled. "Already won, yet you pursue us still? We were on the retreat. Your country, safe. For a few years longer before we returned, at least. All you have done is given us a second chance to defeat you. The empire will reward us for bringing your head."

"You have my children and Gretchen. We'd chase you to the ends of the earth to get them back," Kanae said.

"Even to the heart of Ortesia! Now let them go, or face my wrath!" Arenade shook a fist brimming with holy energy.

The high elven admiral laughed. Even with the wind coursing through his hair and cannon fire devastating his fleet, his crazed laughter echoed over all the chaos.

"Gretchen is mine. It broke my heart to see her… despoiled by a languisteed like that. I was lost. I've never thrown up so much in my entire life, but I know it was by your influence. My love for her will not waver! You may have defeated that Stormcloud imbecile, but no matter. When I free Gretchen, we will end you together. Behold. Shatter the chains that bind her, clerics. Now!" DeSalle ordered.

Ten clerics channeled their magic into the ritual circle, which was now glowing intensely. A thin film of blue light spread across Gretchen's body.

"Gretchen!" Kanae gasped, meeting the former archbishop's unreadable expression. "Lapis, get in there now and stop them!"

Time seemed to slow down. As Lapis raced to stop them, Kanae knew by the magic already taking effect that she wouldn't make it. A burst of magical energy skimmed across the ship's deck. The sails briefly pushed the opposite direction.

Gretchen had been a pain in the ass during her rebellion in Aidenhall. She threatened the one thing you should never say in front of a mother. However, she proved herself time and time again as not just a friend, but a loving guardian to Kanade and Suvee. Whenever Kanae and Arenade were gone, it was Gretchen who stayed with them.

As Kanae witnessed the ritual completed, she recalled the few times that Gretchen opened up to her. Were those moments genuine? Or did the former archbishop harbor resentment the entire time?

Gretchen rose to her feet, staring into both hands like she had just woken up from a long slumber. One of the clerics kneeled down and presented her staff. She picked it up, ran a finger along the shaft, and slammed the base of it on the deck.

"Oh, crap. Don't tell me we're going to fight her again?" Arenade asked nervously, trembling even as she was wreathed in full golden armor.

"My love! Have you awakened now? Let us defeat these wretches together and return to Ortesia as heroes!" DeSalle exclaimed.

Kanae and Eliza squeezed their weapons. They gulped hard. If the Enthrall spell was really gone and Gretchen was back to her old self, then they had a fight on their hands.

"Ortesia?" Gretchen scoffed. "You mean the empire who had forsaken me? They can descend into the three hells for all I care. I do not belong to you, Errenard. Neither am I a pawn of the empire any longer!"

"Gretchen!" Kanade and Suvee cried with tears streaming down their cheeks.

"Impossible… No!" DeSalle took a step back and glared at the priests who conducted the ritual. "You worthless gnats, the ritual failed!"

Gretchen nodded to Kanae before donning herself in a full suit of armor with Holy Armament. Pacifying Chains shot out of the ground to restrain the high elves holding Kanade and Suvee hostage. When the other knights tried to subdue her, she manifested a golden shield to deflect their blows and a longsword to cut them down. DeSalle was too stunned to react. His mouth flopped open and closed.

"I-I don't understand… The ritual should have worked! I know because we've performed it on others before!" DeSalle cried.

"It did work. My mind is clear. Agency has returned to me. I simply do not care for you or the empire anymore. My responsibility is to these precious children. I only regret that I couldn't protect them from your disgusting paws sooner." Gretchen shifted her sword to him.

Arenade breathed a sigh of relief. She hurried over to scoop Kanade and Suvee into her arms. The three of them cried so much that snot ran down their faces.

"Mom! Mom!" Kanade buried her face into Arenade's shoulder and clung tightly, afraid to let go.

"I missed you, too! It was… I wanted to be strong and protect Kanade, but it was so hard!" Suvee wailed.

"There, there! You two are so brave! We're not letting anyone take you away. I'm back now!" Arenade reassured them.

Reuniting with them would have to wait. Kanae transformed Shifting Steel into a sword to point at Admiral Errenard DeSalle, too.

"Thanks, Gretchen. You've changed." Kanae smiled.

"They changed me." Gretchen nodded to Kanade and Suvee.

"This isn't fair!" DeSalle screamed beneath them. "How did you even manage to defeat Petyr Stormcloud? Where is that useless bitch?"

Little did DeSalle know, Petyr was nearby just out of sight.

"You have no one else to blame but yourself. Never come between a mother and her children. As for Gold, well… I defeated her. She escaped after Artaggon's timely arrival in Windy Bog. You should be more concerned about yourself," Kanae said.

"You… her… how? That imbecile! We were so close to greatness. When Guillaume ascended to the throne, I would have been first in line to become the next emperor after him! The plan was perfect! All we needed to do was resurrect Ruedegard Ducante, but she… Petyr fucked it all up like the incompetent baffoon she is!" he snarled.

It sounded like there was no lost love between them. Kanae eyed the edge of the ship where Petyr was hidden before snapping back to him.

"No… no…" DeSalle continued to ramble deliriously. "There's nothing waiting for her back at the Empire. Haha… If I go down, so does she! That's right… that bitch has nothing and no one… hahaha!"

"What do you mean she has nothing waiting for her?" Kanae squinted and kneeled down beside him.

"The Lord Council was never going to let her go. Retirement? Ha! We created her. She is no more free than the sword inside its sheath! The empire is the knight that wields her!" he exclaimed.

"And… what do you think about that, Gold?" She whistled.

Petyr Stormcloud landed on the ship at last, and DeSalle turned a horrified expression in her direction.

"Lord… Lord-Major, you were still here?" DeSalle gasped.

Kanae silently motioned for Arenade and everyone to leave. Those who could fly picked up anyone that didn't have wings or the spell to do so. They left Kanae, Gretchen, Gold, and DeSalle behind on the deck of the imperial flagship.

"Is it true?" Gold picked DeSalle up by the collar of his coat. "ANSWER ME, YOU SWINE!"

"No! I-I mean, yes! But P-Petyr, hear me out! The Lord Council will reward you handsomely for your service!" DeSalle insisted shakily.

"Consider this a token of my good will and mercy. You can thank Vesh for this, because he's right. I owe him one." Kanae ended the effects of Major Charm and offered Gold her Shifting Steel back.

Gold regarded Kanae with surprise. She accepted the weapon back into her hand like an old friend, then tossed DeSalle to the ground.

Kanae continued, "Sure, both the empire and I did lie to you when we offered you something. All I really wanted was to live in peace with my country and family. Ortesia is just playing chess with you. As for me? I'll give you whatever you want just to put an end to the war. So, at the end of the day, who do you really trust?"

"Lord-Major, wait! You're charmed, aren't you? I have potions, here! Drink these!" DeSalle reached into his pockets to throw out dozens of vials.

They clattered around Gold's feet, but she crushed them under her boots with every step up to the admiral.

"My mind hasn't been more clear, DeSalle. Remember when I told you before that I can sink you and this entire ship with a single strike? ALLOW ME TO DEMONSTRATE!" Gold transformed Shifting Steel into a warhammer and lifted it above her head.

Kanae and Gretchen took flight just in time as the Knight of Gold, in her deepest, most guttural warcry, smashed the deck of the ship. A crack ran from the top all the way down the hull. As the ship split in half, DeSalle plummeted through a hole in the deck and cursed Petyr's name.

When Gold caught up with them in the air, Gretchen brandished her Holy Armament: Sword aggressively. Kanae motioned for her to stand down.

"So, how'd it feel?" Kanae asked.

"I've been wanting to do that for a long time. For that, you have my thanks. But still, fuck you." Gold made sure to emphasize the last part.


Chapter 44

As Kanae gazed upon the wreckage of Errenard DeSalle's ship, split down the middle and slowly sinking to the bottom of the ocean, a great relief washed over her. Ortesian sailors and infantry swam to the closest flotsam. The Knight of Gold flew to the ships that remained and ordered them to stop fighting, and Kanae did the same with her own forces. Cannon fire from Rown vessels quieted down. Clashing steel was replaced by weapons dropping to the ground.

Finally. At last. The war was over, and the Commonwealth of Sin had triumphed over the Empire of Ortesia with the help of the Demon Three's Alliance and Radevic.

Kanae snapped southwest. Another flotilla of ships were sailing this way. They flew the flag of the ocular cross. However, the ships weren't alone. A swarm soared ahead of them, led by a succubus goblin no less.

"Mamaaaaa!" Teana shouted from afar.

The eldest daughter was joined by Mikki, Revah, Pan, and Daya. Behind them were a large number of Sisters of Sin from the Radevic and Lograin chapters commanded by the High Priestesses Meidina, Tabitha, and Eldora. Even Nelly was here, clinging to the mast at the base of the ship. They were all dressed for battle, too.

"We're here to fight! Tell us what to do!" Pan exclaimed as the nearly 200 succubi stopped before her and awaited orders.

"If I remembered right, I told you girls to stay in Radevic where it was safe. Didn't I raise you better than that?" Kanae folded her arms.

They shrunk a little.

"B-But the Commonwealth is our home!" Teana protested. "And—"

"Oh, cut them some slack. I'm sure they mean well, and it's good to see them again." Arenade came flying over with Kanade and Suvee in her arms.

Their jaws dropped. It was like they had laid eyes on a ghost.

"Auntie… is that really… you?" Teana asked as she choked up.

"Has it been that long that you don't recognize me? Who swaddled you, bathed you, took you for walks, and breastfed you while your mom was making brothel runs?" Arenade grinned.

"You could have left the last part out!" Kanae pouted.

"Auntie!" With tears in their eyes, Teana, Mikki, Revah, and Pan tackled Arenade in a group hug. Suvee and Kanade comforted them with pats on the head, but their combined weight had them plummeting to the foremost ship.

Kanae descended after them. Sailors had given them space as their reunion was met with inconsolable crying on the deck. It came to a pause when Nelly staggered up to them.

"Mother?" Nelly mumbled in a shaky voice.

"Come here, girls!" Kanae ordered her daughters over.

Teana ushered her sisters away, Suvee and Kanade included.

"Look at you, Nelly." Arenade rested both hands on her hips. "I thought enrolling you to Knights' Academy was supposed to shape you up. My son's back to being a crybaby like when we first met."

"Give me a break… I-I thought I lost my mom a second time! How is that fair?" Nelly started wailing as soon as Arenade wrapped her arms around him.

"It's okay. We're together now." Kanade had broken off from the rest of her sisters to grab his hand.

The family dropped to their knees and held each other as they cried.

"Damn it, you two… I love you both so much!" Tears ran down Arenade's face as she smothered Nelly and Kanade into her chest.

While they had their reunion, Kanae turned to her daughters. The four of them regarded her with the same sentimental look Nelly had for Arenade… until Kanae casted multiple Magic Hands to pull their ears with.

"Ow, ow, ow! Why, Mom?!" Pan cried.

"This is a war we're talking about, not a training field in Aidenhall. Well, who's idea was it?" Kanae asked scoldingly.

Mikki, Revah, and Pan pointed to Teana. No hesitation.

"Hey! We agreed it was a group decision!" Teana complained.

Holy energy tickled Kanae's skin. Greater Holy Resistance had reduced it to a mere breeze against her.

"Your children are quite the handful, Amethyst. I, nor the Saint Priests and others, noticed them until we were in Port Kandis. By then, it was too late to send them back." Grand Eye Analise descended from the ship's helm.

The leader of Radevic was flanked by three Saint Priests— Delayn, Vestrid, and Ulric, the latter of which waved enthusiastically.

"I think I have an idea how they managed to sneak through." Kanae glared at Revah, who promptly turned invisible with magic.

"We can forgive your children. Their spirit should be commended and is sorely needed in Aidenhall. They were also instrumental in helping us repel the imperial forces occupying Port Kandis. We came intending to help, but I can't help but notice you had them on the retreat?" the Grand Eye asked.

"Oh, yeah! Tell us what to do, Mama. We can fight. We've been training!" Teana exclaimed.

"If anyone needs healing, I concocted plenty of potions to pass out!" Mikki had her pouch open and ready to distribute.

Everyone looked ready to fight. Well, Kanae's children did. Even Revah dropped invisibility and was raring to go. Only the Grand Eye and the Saint Priests beside her had caught on before they did.

"The thing is, girls… We already won," Kanae said.

"What?!" All of her daughters gaped.

"Man! I wanted to kick some ass!" Pan grumbled in disappointment.

The fighting might be over, but there was still plenty to do. Between the Sisters of Sin and the Queen-Mother's succubi, they swept across the surface of the sea picking up anyone still in the waters. Errenard DeSalle included, but the body of Ruedegard Ducante was nowhere to be found. It was possible the body had sunk to the bottom of the sea. Ortesian forces were all disarmed and ordered to their knees on the decks of each ship. Gold was the only exception, and she refused to drop the Shifting Steel. Anyone who tried to disarm her was quickly acquainted with the ocean water and almost started another fight.

The leadership of each faction boarded Renya's Songstress, the largest ship now after DeSalle's Chosen Royale of the Supreme One sank.

"Ah!" Renya threw her arms out to welcome them aboard. "There's nothing better than seabreeze and gunpowder wafting up to your nose, and the sound of cannon fire in your ears. All that's missing is the defeated captain's blood curdling screams as I perform scrimshaw on his femur."

DeSalle gasped so hard that he started choking on his own spit.

"You will do no such thing to him," Grand Eye Analise said as she stepped on board alongside Kanae.

"Grand Eye!" DeSalle crawled up to her feet. "As an imperial squire city-state, you are beholden to the Empire of Ortesia. I command you to free me this instant and apprehend the lowly demons, succubi, and anyone allied to the Commonwealth!"

Analise scoffed. "Grand Admiral DeSalle. You didn't even have the dignity of meeting me when your fleet made landfall on the continent. You make a bold request in place of the empire, who besieged Radevic three times. First, during Gretchen Redbaron's rebellion; second, when Avaline von Cleisseldor ransacked the vault; and third, after we declined to send any more rations to their silly crusade. From this day forth, Radevic and the cities of the eastern continent withdraw from squireship. I think we will seek alliances…" She smiled at Kanae in particular. "Elsewhere."

"You're not going to get away with this. This invasion was only a small fraction of the empire's might!" he growled.

"Too bad the empire's navy is too crippled to send another army," Kanae taunted.

The Grand Eye shot a look at Petyr Stormcloud, the Knight of Gold. She was still a member of the Order of Colors, an order that served Radevic.

"You can stop glaring now. Take back the title and give it to someone else for all I care. But don't try to detain me. I will end you." Gold's piercing gaze made Delayn, Vestrid, and Ulric rest a hand on their weapons.

"Hmm. Gretchen was right. You're much more agreeable as a mute," Analise remarked in jest.

Gretchen stifled a laugh off to the side.

"Kuh…" Gold's left eye twitched.

After picking up as many people as possible from the water, they sailed back to Shard Coast to regroup with the others. The rest of the Rown ships stayed behind to shift through wreckages and search for survivors. Unfortunately, Renya's Songstress was just as vulnerable as any ship when it came to the deadly coral bed, and smaller rafts wouldn't survive the violent waves slamming into the stones jutting out of the ocean.

The ship had to anchor at a distance lest it wanted to meet a watery end. They had captive Viviren mages begin creating a teleportation circle between. In the meantime, succubi helped carry anyone who needed to be on shore to land.

As Kanae and Gold transported the defeated DeSalle, he became unusually animated.

"Where… Where are they? Those Pyrelle bastards left me!" DeSalle screamed.

Fighting at the high elven encampment in Windy Bog had stopped the moment they arrived, and not a moment too soon. Thousands were injured or worse. Esta and Feraline fought Darren to a standstill. Lady and Minestra were so exhausted, they had their backs pressed to each other while surrounded by Ortesian knights and Rotandrix dragoons.

"Put down your weapons!" Gold bellowed from above. "We have lost."

Darren sighed and fell backwards flat on the ground. The remaining strength of the empire's forces vanished at once. They were also weary from fighting a war so far from home and on so little rations left to sustain themselves.

When Kanae's kids landed, Suvee began to frantically search the area.

"Where is she? I want to see my baby sister!" Suvee exclaimed, her tail flicking side to side.

"Sister?" Teana gasped.

"Right. You guys didn't get a chance to meet her yet. Feraline, come to me!" Kanae hollered.

The wild drakeling girl dashed over on all fours. Feraline was covered in dirt and blood stains, bruises, and cuts, but she didn't look happier.

"Esta and I had a baby. Meet your new little sister, Feraline. Go on. Meet your big sisters," Kanae urged her.

"Ooohh! I'm a big sister!" Suvee ran up to Feraline and hugged her, pressing their chubby cheeks together.

"Awww! She's so cute!" Mikki cooed.

"Yeeaaaahhh! Our family keeps growing!" Pan joined them to meet their sister.

"Careful!" Esta warned. "Feraline can get violent when—"

In the midst of their hug pile, Feraline flashed a big smile and soaked their familial affection. Esta held her tongue to savor the warm sight instead.

"Just for the record," Edina began as she hobbled up to Kanae on the verge of dropping dead from exhaustion, "you ain't making a mama squirrel outta me. I'm choosing the celibate life!"

"Good. You're just going to pop out a baby with a gambling problem." Arenade rolled her eyes.

Kanae spotted the Grand Eye beckoning from a group that consisted of herself, Petyr, and Gretchen. They loomed over DeSalle, wondering what to do with him.

"You should let me kill him," Petyr said.

"You're not killing the eldest son of House DeSalle. In fact, you should be held captive like him, and not standing beside us." Analise groaned into her hand.

"Gretchen… my beloved. Please, tell me you're in there! Snap out of it and help me! We can return to Ortesia together!" DeSalle's pleas fell on deaf ears.

"Maybe I didn't make myself clear." Gretchen gazed upon him like one would a pile of crap. "I have no interest in you. I never had. I am not one to be bought and sold, nor a trophy to rest on your shelves like bottles of wine. You also could never satisfy me, unlike a…"

The next word lodged in her throat. She suddenly became bashful and twirled a lock of platinum hair.

Analise leaned into Kanae and whispered, "I don't sense any magical effects on her. Did you release her from your enthrallment?"

"DeSalle performed a ritual that severed the connection. Gretchen's technically of her own mind again," Kanae replied.

That Gretchen hadn't escaped yet must genuinely mean that she wanted to stay. Their eyes met. The former archbishop bowed slightly in Kanae's direction.

The Grand Eye cleared her throat and put on a more stern tone. "We still have the international issue of Ortesia having invaded the Commonwealth and attacked Radevic. Errenard DeSalle, Avaline von Cleisseldor, Darren von Cleisseldor, and Petyr Stormcloud, as the commanding officers of this military offensive, those four will be incarcerated for the time being."

"Nope. Not happening. At least not me. Kanae promised me a castle and harem of incubi boys in exchange for an amicable end and cutting ties with Ortesia. You can't stop me even if you tried," Petyr dared her.

Kanae and Analise exchanged glances. The latter searched her for answers, and she nodded to confirm what Petyr had said.

"I did offer her all that," Kanae said. "I can't put her under a charm again either. It worked earlier because she lost the will to fight, but I'm probably, er… most likely going to die if I try anything now."

"You have no idea how much it bothers me that we cannot punish you for your hand in this war. Very well. Ortesia is at fault, and you are not an Ortesian any longer. I suppose there is no reason to try you for war crimes associated with the empire. Do we have your word that you will go quietly into peace?" Analise asked.

"Yeah, sure. Whatever an oathbreaker's word is worth." Petyr shrugged.

Kanae, Gretchen, and the Grand Eye squinted at the former Knight of Gold. They had won. So, why did it feel like she had won instead?

"Uhm… What now? I've never fought in a war before until now. What's next on the list of things to do?" Kanae asked.

"I can't believe Ortesia lost to this." Petyr put a hand to her face.

"You and me both, Amethyst. I'm only six years into being Grand Eye. Now, a lot must happen. I ended the centuries-long alliance between Ortesia and Radevic, but we have you. Another summit must be held, this time with myself included to discuss the future of this continent. We have DeSalle, the Rook of Rotandrix, and her son to negotiate reparations with. Speaking of which… Where is Avaline von Cleisseldor?" Analise scanned the area but Feraline's grandmother was missing.

"If it's my mother you're looking for," Darren began as he was restrained and pushed up to them by Esta, "you're too late. She's already far into the sea bound for the empire."

"Traitors, all of them! They left me here to take the fall for their failure!" DeSalle shouted like a rabid animal.

"It was simply the order Lord Guillaume gave my mother: should Errenard DeSalle and Petyr Stormcloud fail to resurrect Ruedegard Ducante, bring the body back post-haste. Mother asked me to stay behind so you wouldn't suspect a thing. You didn't," he explained.

The color drained from DeSalle's face, and he was paler than a ghost.

"Should we go after them then?" Kanae asked.

"The sea is vast, Amethyst." Analise rested a hand on her shoulder. "This isn't a needle in the haystack. Their ship will be a strand of hair in a field of wheat. No. The empire may have scored a victory in retrieving the body. However, you are the true victors of this war. Their fleet is decimated. Their greatest knight has abandoned her post. Ortesia's houses will vie for power after House DeSalle and House Stormcloud suffered a humiliating defeat against the Commonwealth. We've bought ourselves years before the empire stabilizes and recovers. We will forge new alliances with Artaggon and the succubi. DeSalle will tell us everything in time. For now, don't you think you've earned yourself a vacation?"

All the tension left Kanae's shoulders at once, and she only felt the Grand Eye's reassuring hand on her. A small laughter escaped her lips.

"I didn't know the Order of Colors received time-off. Even my last job didn't give me that. Yeah… I think I'd like a vacation." Kanae chuckled.


Chapter 45

Nearly 300 Sisters of Sin had gathered at the cathedral. Lilith's black-clad on the right and Zadris' white-clad on the left, all stood patiently as Gretchen Redbaron marched down the open path they had formed for her. The former archbishop stopped in front of the pulpit where Kanae waited. She kneeled down and bowed her head.

"We were enemies at first," Kanae began sternly, "because you hated my race and wanted to overthrow Grand Eye Analise to seize her position. You even threatened my children. I defeated you, made you a thrall, and humiliated you in ways that would have earned a grudge to last several lifetimes. Every time we spoke, I'd see struggle in your eyes. That waned over time. You started caring for the very children you threatened. You put your life on the line for them more times than I could count. You were their mother when Arenade and I weren't there. Even though you acted under my orders, I sensed you opening up to not only them, but also to me."

It wasn't just the Sisters of Sin present. Kanade and Suvee watched from the back of the chamber, the former on Arenade's shoulders and latter on Edina's. Their chests filled with pride, quietly cheering Gretchen on.

Kanae continued, "When you were captured by Errenard DeSalle, and he vowed to remove Enthrall from you, a part of me was worried that you would return to the same Archbishop Gretchen Redbaron. Clearly, that part of me was mistaken. After today, no one, not even I will doubt you any longer. Lift your head, Gretchen."

Gretchen Redbaron did as asked and locked eyes with Kanae. Once, her gaze was full of spite and disgust. Now, reverence and faithfulness.

Kanae brushed a hand over the Seductress sigil on her wrist. With the character sheet menu up, she selected the legacy skill Sisterhood.

Sisterhood: Permanently transforms another into a minor succubus, granting them basic succubus skills. They will retain their previous class and become a hybrid of their race. They also gain the skill Feed the Queen, allowing minor succubi to share experience and grant their queen a spell or skill from drained prey via sex.

Bringing the same hand over Gretchen popped open another menu.

	Sisterhood Conditions
	✓	Must be deeply loyal
	✓	Must be female or have an affinity to being female
	✓	Must have already had sexual encounters with
	✓	Must themself desire this transformation
		


Never in a million years did Kanae expect Gretchen of all people to fulfill the four conditions needed to become a succubus, let alone the first and fourth. However, things could change. Gretchen was proof of that. Well… a little bit of physical and mental breaking was involved, but that wasn't the point.

"I offer you a place in the Sisters of Sin, do you accept?" Kanae asked.

"Yes. I accept," Gretchen answered promptly.

Kanae channeled a significant amount of magic into her saliva, and Gretchen opened wide to receive it. Their lips only came within inches apart. The spittle trickled down her tongue and dropped into the aspirant's mouth.

Powerful magic seized hold of Gretchen, causing her body to tense up and burn. Burned with pleasure. Her face was flushed red. She groaned as sharp horns sprouted on her head, a tail punctured through the back of her pants, and the outline of small wings sought to be free of her tunic. Both Lilith and Zadris came forward with a knife each to cut holes into the back, allowing new wings to stretch out.

"Congratulations, you're a succubus now." Kanae smiled, helping her stand amid the raucous cheers and whistles all around them.

"Thank you." Gretchen braced two hands on Kanae's shoulders. "I will not fail you, your children, or the Commonwealth. I may have been a thrall, but living among succubi has shown me more freedom in a year than my entire life in Ortesia. My home is here now. I shall protect it with my life."

"Good." She rested a hand against the newly-transformed succubus' cheek. "We'll be putting your experience as Archbishop of Aidenhall to use. With First Sister Lilith and High Priestess Zadris as witnesses, I hereby establish and grant you the title of Inquisitor of Impiety. Thousands of Ortesians had been left behind in the Commonwealth. I'll need your help rooting them all out."

Gretchen nodded and turned to face her gleeful fellow Sisters of Sin. Kanade and Suvee raced down the aisle to hug her legs. She dropped to her knees to receive their embrace.

"You're just like us now!" Suvee giggled.

Both of them tilted their heads when Gretchen began to shed tears.

"What's wrong? Aren't you happy?" Kanade asked, using her sleeve to wipe Gretchen's eyes.

"Nothing is wrong, and I am happy. I was so afraid I would stop caring for you two. So, I'm relieved. Relieved that my feelings haven't changed." Gretchen hugged them even tighter.

Now that the ritual was over, the Sisters of Sin returned to work. Kanade and Suvee returned to the castle to play with their new baby sister, Feraline. Gretchen was going to be very busy from now on as Inquisitor, but she had a few more loose ends to tie up first.

The war had finally ended. Unfortunately, the scars left behind in the Commonwealth were many. Talahurah especially suffered the devastating loss of their ancient Kh'shanti tree. The sacking of Ehmvier left a lot of citizens without homes. Farmlands across the country had been raised and pillaged by Ortesian forces. It was going to be some time before things returned to normal.

"Gretchen Redbaron is a succubus now, hmm?" Grand Eye Analise entered the cathedral without her usual retinue of Saint Priests.

"Yeah… I kind of forgot about Gretchen still needing to serve out her term in Aidenhall," Kanae said apologetically.

"These have been extenuating circumstances. I think we can expedite her release."

"Is that really okay? Wouldn't that piss off a lot of people who were hurt during her rebellion?" she asked.

Analise sat down on the pew next to Kanae and waved a dismissive hand.

"I can't very well imprison Inquisitor Gretchen of the Eminence of Sin. It might be viewed as an act of aggression on my part! Besides, I'm the Grand Eye. Who would oppose my judgment?" Analise smirked.

The Grand Eye's demeanor seemed to have softened lately. One expected ending Radevic's long alliance with the Empire of Ortesia would cause some wrinkles. Nope. Not Analise.

"What was a squireship anyway? I thought Radevic was allies as equals to the empire?" Kanae asked.

"Ha! Ahaha!" Analise erupted into laughter, and it took a minute for her to recover. "Ortesia sees no equal. The closest they have are vassals. Rotandrix is a vassal state. Radevic entered a squireship some time after the succubus genocide. It was supposed to be our 'reward against the forces of sin'. We would eventually become a vassal state under the empire, but Supreme One knows how long that would have taken. We're better off without. Radevic has no need for an ally who lays siege to its city on a whim. Let's save politics for another time, yes? Surely there must be more uplifting news to talk about."

"Weeeeeell… I'm getting married to Arenade…"

"Why do you not sound so excited?"

"Because Arenade wants to throw the biggest, most extravagant wedding ever. She wants sivia flowers in bulk and Ortesian wine. Ortesian! It's like she already forgot we fought a war with them! The worst part? I, uh… I'm not looking forward to Charron and Arenade meeting." Kanae shuddered at the thought.

Analise didn't pick up on the nuance of her words. She couldn't have known they were siblings. It was probably for the best that she didn't know, so Kanae held her tongue.

"The Basilica of Saint Rue has been fully repaired. The Ortesians didn't attack it this time around. If it pleases your ostentatious betrothed, you may make use of our sacred place. I would be honored to officiate your marriage. Especially if it means you keep your hands off my William," Analise added hastily.

"I haven't touched him in years now, I swear! And that's… really nice of you. I'd like that, and so would Arenade! Be a real kick in the balls to Ortesia, too!" Kanae exclaimed.

"It's settled." She rose to her feet and smoothed out her clerical robe. "First, we forge a new alliance between Radevic, the Commonwealth, and hopefully with Lord Charron and Queen-Mother Zariah. Then we have your wedding."

They left the cathedral together and stopped at the top of the steps outside. Ehmvier's citizens were hard at work rebuilding. A wedding between the two queens of the Commonwealth might lift their spirits after the war.

"Tell me, what happened to Petyr Stormcloud?" Analise asked.

"I can't say. Petyr made me swear to keep her whereabouts a secret. If I tell anyone, she'll know it was me and come back to wreck Ehmvier," Kanae explained.

"Of course. Violent as always, that one. I can't even compel it out of you with Zone of Absolute Truth thanks to your Steel Mind either." She sighed through her nose.

The truth was, Petyr didn't go far. For the time being, she was living in Rudura with Vesh and his brothers until Kanae built a castle for her. As much as everyone wanted her to face punishment— Kanae did, too— there was more to gain from leaving a dynamite alone than trying to handle one.

"Mama!" Teana flew up to them in a huff. "Bad news. Grandma just arrived!"

"That's bad? Shouldn't we be celebrating? Moira and your papa get to finally see each other again," Kanae said.

"It's because Grandma missed him so much! Just hurry before it's too late!" she cried.

The road between the Commonwealth and Lograin had opened after the last bit of Ortesian resistance fled. Shatiel and Jannie were the first ones to take a carriage out, no doubt to see their friends, Talis and Clara, again. For that very same reason, it didn't surprise Kanae that Moira came as soon as the news spread to Radevic. A gentle hand suddenly fell upon her shoulder. Analise's hand.

"Your family needs you, Amethyst. I'll be enjoying my stay for a few more days before returning to Radevic. It's quite peaceful up here." The Grand Eye smiled.

Kanae bowed, then took flight with Teana in the direction of the eastern entrance into the city. Parked on the side of the road between two rows of townhouses was a carriage. Mikki, Revah, and Pan were hovering worriedly over their grandma.

As it turned out, Moira was squeezing the life out of Mitty with a bear hug. Age stopped being an issue. Her newfound strength from seeing her son lifted him off his feet. Meanwhile, Aisha happily watched their reunion from the side.

"My baby boy! Ohh, I was starting to think I'd never see ya again! Feels like I lived through my entire lifespan without seeing ya. By the charred cliffs of the badlands, am I glad ya didn't grow up to look a spit like yer old man Gabrul!" Moira exclaimed.

"Mom… I'm happy to see you again, too… but you're choking me to death…" Mitty squealed, his face turning blue.

"Alright, you two. Separate," Kanae said, placing a charm on Moira to compel her.

"Haha! Sorry. I just couldn't help myself. I'm feeling like a dire bear being surrounded by my daughter, my son and his mate, and all my adorable grandkids! I could just die happy right now," she said.

"You can't die yet!" all four granddaughters shouted at the same time.

Kanae released the charm after Moira had recomposed herself.

"Ah, calm your tits. It was a figure of speech! I ain't planning on fertilizing the ground just yet. I gotta see my Aisha and that human pop some offsprings first." Moira shot a look at her daughter.

"Is Aunt Aisha expecting?" Pan gasped.

"I'm working on it! But humans have dumb traditions, and Will said he wanted to take it 'slow' and 'get to know' me. I don't get it. There's no better time to get to know someone than in the middle of rutting," Aisha said.

"Your problem is you're trying to romance a paladin…" Kanae reminded her.

"I'm not trying to romance him. I'm trying to fuck him. Thank the gods he's a paladin though. Humans injure easily. He has to heal himself every time," she groaned.

The half-hob, half-gob family made plans to go hunting together in the wilds. Although Kanae was invited, she had to decline. The stables called to her instead, but not for the usual reason she normally went.

Inside, two Sisters of Sin restrained the defeated Errenard DeSalle. He was on his knees, covered in dirt, and staring into an open stall with a somewhat blank expression. The stall in question was occupied by a dreadmourn. All the neighing and grunting, including the sounds of meat slapping against meat, suggested the beast was in heat.

When Kanae drew closer, she was treated to the sight of Gretchen affixed to a breeding mount. The dreadmourn thrusted madly with a ferocious intent to mate with her. His long, thick cock performed deep strokes that elicited loud and satisfied moans from the new half-succubus. Her ass was red having taken a pounding from the beast's massive balls after every thrust.

"Nngh… Ah, Queen Kanae… I apologize for my unsightliness… I came to show my stallion my transformation… but this succubus form, it is as if I'm eternally and fiercely aroused," Gretchen said, her sentence broken up between each punch to the womb.

"Don't be sorry. I love seeing you like this. After Arenade and I have our wedding, maybe we should hold one for you," Kanae suggested.

"I'd like tha— aaaahhhh!" Her eyes rolled back as the dreadmourn plunged deep and let loose a fount of cum.

Hot spunk continued to shoot out onto Gretchen's back when her stallion pulled out. The twitching slab of meat rested on the small of her back, between two fluttering wings. A stray shot landed on DeSalle's pants. He didn't so much as react.

"I almost feel bad for him." Kanae leaned down to inspect the mindbroken high elf.

"Don't," Gretchen said, dismounting from the breeding apparatus and stroking the dreadmourn's snout. "Errenard DeSalle fired the Supreme Royale's cannons on coastal fishing villages that rejected Ortesia's rule and plundered the ruins. He walked innocent sailors off the plank simply for speaking up. He took orphaned children aboard his vessel to wash the latrines and scrape barnacles off the hull, all without so much as a single coin for recompense. House DeSalle may be the empire's navy, but they still have pirate's blood in them."

And Artaggon was supposed to be the motherland of demons? Sounded like the demons lived in Ortesia all along.

Kanae grabbed Errenard's head and exerted her control over him. She asked, "What do you know about the Cult of Lust and Depravity, and how does it relate to Ruedegard Ducante?"

"Ruedegard…" DeSalle began monotonously and obediently, "was a high-ranking priest of the Cult of Lust and Depravity, a denomination that worshipped the devil of lust, Satine."

Just as Kanae expected.

"So, my beloved. Why did Ortesia want to resurrect such a man that goes against their beliefs?" Gretchen questioned him next.

"They didn't. Guillaume Pyrelle did. He convinced Emperor Eugene and Empress Danielle to invade the Commonwealth under pretense of a holy crusade. In truth, Guillaume conspired with me, so that we could bring the Cult of Lust and Depravity back to its former glory," he explained.

Kanae and Gretchen exchanged worried looks.

"House Pyrelle is the strongest and most respected high elven house in Ortesia, right?" Kanae asked.

"Yes, and he's first in line to ascend to the imperial throne. So it makes little sense why Guillaume, already poised to become emperor in the next ten years, would do something like this," Gretchen murmured.

The Empire of Ortesia wasn't as holy as the high elves thought themselves to be. To think, the first and second greatest houses were actually members of a devil-worshipping cult.

"Why does Guillaume want the body of Ruedegard? We already expended the ankh. Does he have another way to bring him to life?" Kanae pressed the admiral.

"I don't know," DeSalle answered.

"Wait." Gretchen gasped. "Wouldn't succubi be first in line to worship the devil of lust? Why high elves?"

Kanae searched her memories. "Alicia… When Claudia clashed with Petyr for answers about her sister, she mentioned a high elven family named Sabochal. They were executed for consorting with succubi. Do you think they belonged to the Cult of Lust and Depravity?"

"I've never heard of them before. If the Sabochals were, then it is no surprise their name and house has been wiped from Ortesian history," she said.

"The family of House Sabochal was indeed part of the Cult of Lust and Depravity." The charmed high elven man connected the dots for them.

DeSalle had no reason to lie under the effect of Charm. He was telling the truth. However, since they were lust devil-worshippers, and meeting with Claudia's sister got them killed, then did that mean Alicia was also a cultist? But how did Alicia perish? Something wasn't adding up.

"Queen Kanae!" Zadris flew into the stable and bowed. "Labelle and Claudia have arrived ahead of their mother and sisters. They are demanding that you hand over the high elven captives promised to them during the summit."

"Find the Grand Eye and her Saint Priests. Tell them what you told me. I think we also need to squeeze some answers out of our succubus allies," Kanae said.

Claudia and Labelle's arrival in Ehmvier made a lot of hairs stand. They made a lot of dicks rise and pussies wet, too. Some of Aidenhall's forces were resting in the city before they made their journey home. For many, it was their first time seeing a race long thought erased by their ancestors. The Mistress of Pain and Mistress of Debauchery landed in front of the castle, the glow of triumph still fresh on their faces.

"We won, Kanae! Those high elves will be quaking in their boots for the next century!" Claudia threw her arms out to embrace Kanae.

"Claudia, wait— urk!" Kanae backed away too late, and the tougher than nails succubus squeezed the life out of her with a bear hug.

"Since when did you two get so close?" Labelle asked, flying aloft on her back and lightly strumming her lute.

"Jealous, Labelly?" The other sister sneered.

Kanae invited them inside the castle to a conference room. Laborers ran around repairing holes in the walls, and servants sweeped up messes left behind from the attack. Claudia was perfectly unfazed, but Labelle flinched as though they were small animals darting past them. Arenade, Esta, and Edina were inside and already seated when the three arrived. Kanae's new guest paused at the door from the cold reception. Labelle watched cautiously as Claudia cruised right in.

"Well, if it isn't my favorite sister-in-arms. I heard you have a child now!" Claudia patted Esta on the back in an overly fraternizing manner.

"I do." Esta nodded. "Feraline is her name, and she is very well-mannered."

"No, she's not!" Edina and Arenade retorted.

"By… drakeling standards." The mother cleared her throat and corrected herself.

Labelle clicked her tongue, drawing everyone's attention to her. "What is this? I ain't gonna sit at the same table with a bunch of cattle. The livestock should be in the barn, not running around the castle and yapping."

Kanae had a feeling Labelle was going to be tough to please. All of the Queen-Mother's succubi regarded anything other than their own race as cattle. There were only a few exceptions. Even Daya took some time getting used to it.

"C'mon, sis. We bled together! Cattle wouldn't throw themselves into battle like they did," Claudia tried to reason.

"One of them isn't even a real succubus," Labelle said, eyeing Edina coldly.

"You're right. I'm a godsdamn necromancer. So, you better sit your ass down and show some manners." Edina snapped her finger, sending a spark of magic that flicked onto the Pillar of the Damned and ignited its brazier.

A death knight emerged from the dark portal behind her. It was Necro Lord Cantu, whose amalgamation of flesh was only held together by magic and Edina's Corpsestitch spell.

"Did someone piss off my mistress?" Cantu asked and slammed a meaty orc fist into his minotaur palm.

"Aw, gross. Put him away. You're going to get guts and viscera on my new seats!" Arenade complained and pinched her nose shut.

"Tch. I liked you better dead." Edina waved Cantu away, and he sank back into the portal.

"No, wait! I just got out—" The rest of his sentence cut short when the portal sealed shut.

Labelle begrudgingly took a seat at the table, but at the farthest point from the others. She scooted her seat back, then kicked both feet up. Arenade was about to burst.

"Just hold it in, Arenade… " Kanae whispered.

"We're here for one thing and one thing only," Labelle began haughtily, "the slaves you promised. One of the conditions for us joining the Demon Three's Alliance was that we'd get half of the high elven prisoners you captured. We got a lot of hungry succs to feed, and after beating them, that calls for a celebratory feast."

"Hey. Were you trading high elves like crops at a farmer's market while I was dead?" Arenade squinted.

"The Commonwealth needed their help!" she argued.

Before anyone could say another word, Labelle and Claudia tensed up. Kanae didn't realize why until Grand Eye Analise entered the room. Her holy aura put both succubi on edge. Even Labelle took her feet off the table and clenched her lute. Claudia was a little more relaxed though.

As Analise moved to a seat, three Saint Priests followed her in. Delayn made no effort to hide the disgust on her face. Vestrid complimented Esta for beating the crap out of Darren von Cleisseldor, who was currently in the dungeons waiting to be extradited to Radevic. Last to enter, Ulric skipped in playfully and smiled at Kanae. They flanked their seated Grand Eye and kept watch over the Mistresses.

"Great. More cattle." Labelle rolled her eyes.

"Watch your tongue, fiend." Delayn snarled.

"You smell like you're in heat, cattle. Don't even hide it," she fired back.

Tempers flared. Delayn's glasses fogged up. She balled up a fist brimming with holy energy until Grand Eye Analise lifted her hand.

"I understand you and Queen-Mother Zariah would like your slaves? You may have them," Analise said.

"Your Grace?" Delayn and Vestrid gasped.

"Oh?" Labelle raised a brow.

She continued, "We simply do not have large enough prisons to put them in, nor do we have the manpower to staff said prisons, and neither do we have the supplies to keep them fed. Releasing them back to Ortesia is also not an option, because that would only demoralize the very people who fought to defeat them. So, I shall repeat myself: you may have your prisoners, with the condition that you do not drain them to death, and that they be released in ten years time. Currently, we have about 5,000 captives and counting. There are surely more to be found. We will hand over approximately 1,000 first and rotate their sentences to keep your people sated."

Kanae and Analise exchanged nods. They were of the same mind and had agreed on this ahead of time.

"Sounds good to me," Claudia chimed in. "We're only just starting to build a country up there. It's not like we have prisons to keep them in either. Heh. Don't need them when you're a succubus that forces obedience."

"Claudia, shut up. The deal is half. We'll take 2,500 off your hands now and keep them. Permanently. You think you can make me dance to your tune? Nah, nah. I'm the one who makes you dance." Labelle's fingers moved to pluck one of the lute strings.

Vestrid drew her maces and Ulric reached for his bow. A fight was going to break out at this rate. After all, the Demon Three's Alliance didn't involve Radevic so Labelle had no need to play nice. Kanae was about to put a stop to them, but Claudia was faster than everyone else. Standing behind Labelle, she grabbed her sister by the horn in one hand.

"We're in Kanae's home. Take your hands off the lute, or I beat you within an inch of your life," Claudia growled.

"Who's side are you on, sis? You know Ambrosia ain't gonna be happy that you're cuddling up to livestock," Labelle chided.

"Amby isn't here. We are," she reminded her.

The tension in the atmosphere vanished when the door swung open. Feraline was standing in the doorway holding a big tin platter above her head. Everyone turned to her.

"Feraline!" Esta stood up to catch her daughter, but the drakeling girl jumped onto the table instead.

Feraline put the platter down and lifted the lid. The entire room, except Edina, recoiled at the sight of raw cuts of meat. Everyone was too dumbfounded to say or do anything. They watched as the drakeling girl breathed fire upon the platter, and consequently the table. Arenade winced as the flames charred her precious furniture. Seemingly satisfied, Feraline stuffed a piece of cooked meat into her mouth, picked up another piece, and scampered across the table up to Claudia and Labelle.

"What?" Labelle asked.

Feraline put the roasted piece of meat down in front of Labelle. When she didn't take it, the drakeling pushed it closer and stared.

"Hunted. Eat," Feraline muttered.

"Uhh… Feraline, I don't think Labelle wants to eat that!" Kanae cautioned, slowly inching closer to catch her daughter at a moment's notice.

Feraline huffed. She lunged at Labelle's face and stuffed the meat into her mouth. The Mistress of Debauchery jumped from her seat, trying to pull Feraline off to little success.

"GET THIS THING OFF ME!" Labelle cried, flying around the room in panic.

Claudia laughed her ass off in the meantime.

Suvee and Kanade rushed into the room. Their faces went white, seeing the chaos Feraline had caused.

"Fera, stop that! Come to me!" Suvee demanded, and Feraline finally let go of Labelle to return to them.

"Suvee? Kanade? Weren't you watching her?" Arenade asked.

"S-Sorry! Feraline kept saying 'feed, feed, feed' earlier. We brought her to the kitchen thinking she was hungry, but she piled on some fresh cuts and raced upstairs!" Suvee apologized profusely.

"Not the kind of meat I was hoping to eat…" Labelle coughed and spat.

"Look at you!" Claudia played upsy-daisy with Feraline. "Still crawling and already kicking Labelly's ass. You'll be a great warrior yet!"

Gretchen came in to grab the kids, out of breath from chasing them across the castle. Feraline crashing the meeting was unexpected, but she dispelled the tension.

"Wait," Labelle said before Gretchen could lead the kids out and pointed to Kanade. "You, come here."

"Leave my baby out of this! What are you trying to pull?" Arenade asked, rising from the table.

Kanade fearlessly approached Labelle, the Mistress of Debauchery. She stood proud and unflinching against the older and much stronger succubus.

"I'll put it into words you can understand, kiddo. Your mom promised my mom half the cookies she makes. She made 5,000. Simple math says we should get 2,500. She wants to give us 1,000 instead. Isn't that a little unfair? Whaddya say to that?" Labelle smirked.

"My mom gave your mom a place to live in, and you want to talk about giving cookies? Take it or take nothing at all." Kanade drew her wooden sword and infused it with Smite ready to strike.

Labelle was so stunned, she didn't even know what to say.

"You hear that?" Claudia cackled. "Kid's got the mettle to match Amby when she was small, huh?"

Kanade returned to Gretchen's side and left with her sisters. They only met briefly, but for better or for worse, it looked like she left an impression on Labelle.

"I don't make the final decision anyway." Labelle got up and stretched her arms. "Guess you're gonna have to wait 'til the Queen-Mother, Ambrosia, and Hilde get here. Now, if you'll excuse me… I'm gonna visit one of your relief huts now. At least the cattle there know their place."

Claudia was about to leave with Labelle until one of Edina's death knights blocked the door. They whipped around in surprise.

"Zone of Absolute Truth," Vestrid incanted and created a space of magic that enveloped the room.

"What's going on? I stuck up for you and this is how you treat me?" Claudia asked Kanae.

"It's for your sake, too, Claudia." Kanae eyed Labelle in particular. "This meeting isn't over just yet. Queen-Mother Zariah is definitely hiding something from you about Alicia. During our final push against the Ortesians, we came across a high elven outpost that was attacked by their own. By Guillaume Pyrelle's forces. We learned from Errenard DeSalle that Guillaume is trying to bring back the Cult of Lust and Depravity. It also just so happens that, while the Ortesians were searching for Ruedegard's body, the Pyrelles went to look for him where the Queen-Mother was residing in her new domain. Claudia, there's no way you knew since you were with me for most of the war. But Labelle might know. My guess is that particular Ortesian cell wasn't looking for the body. I don't even think they fought succubi up there. Did the Pyrelles seek out the Queen-Mother because she's also a member of the cult?"

"Haha! Wowie. Wow, wow, wow, wow. Ambrosia told me you were dangerous, but I didn't think you were that big a deal." Labelle scoffed.

Bingo. There was a connection between the Queen-Mother and the Cult of Lust and Depravity. How couldn't there be? The Matron's Regalia were pieces of equipment manifested by the devil of lust, in the very same way that the One-Eyed Cross was to pride and Chappy was to gluttony. In the past, each piece that Kanae wore now once belonged to the succubus queens.

"Hey, what the hells is Kanae talking about? What do you know about our mother that I don't?" Claudia asked her sister.

"Tell us the truth, Labelle. Was the Queen-Mother part of Guillaume Pyrelle and Errenard DeSalle's plan to invade the Commonwealth?" Kanae pressed her.

"Ah, fuck." Labelle groaned. "You know, the cool thing about this Zone spell is that I don't have to say shit. I can just not answer. Or maybe I will. But I don't need it to say this to you, Claudia: you and Hilde always had a soft spot for cattle. That's why Mother could never confide in you two."

"Confide in me about what? Does this have to do with Alicia?" She reached for Labelle, but something happened that brought her shuddering and twitching to the ground.

"Protect the Grand Eye!" Delayn boomed.

Vestrid and Ulric pulled Analise to the corner of the room, putting themselves between her and Labelle.

"Power Word: Climax!" Labelle uttered aloud.

Kanae and everyone around collapsed into a heap. Pleasure nipped at every inch of her skin. She orgasmed so hard, not a single word escaped her lips except for gasps of air. This was exactly like the statue's spell from the temple.

"You like that?" Labelle taunted and danced around the room, strumming her lute. "Only the chosen succubus disciples of Satine the Lustful can gain her sacred skill. That's right. The Queen-Mother, Ambrosia, and I worship the devil of lust. You're mistaken if you think we were in cahoots with high elf cattle though. Ha! You have to believe me, too, since we're still affected by the Zone of Absolute Truth!"

"Nngh… If you… and the high elven cultists… aren't in league… then what?" Kanae squeaked out.

"Upstarts is what those cattle are. Groupies who started thinking they had something going for them. There is only one race, and that's the succubus race. Everyone else is just livestock. Oh, but don't get me wrong. The Queen-Mother still acknowledges the alliance and your country," she said, heading to an open window in the room and unfurling her wings.

"Wait, Labelly… I need to know… where does Alicia… fit into this? What happened to her?" Claudia pleaded desperately.

Labelle paused and offered a sigh.

"That's Mother's call to tell you, not mine. She'll be here soon to collect what's ours. Until then, I'll be at the relief huts like I said. If you feel like picking a fight, you have a concert ticket in hand. You also better be prepared to get fucked." Labelle flipped them the bird in each hand and dropped out of the window from sight.

It took a few hours before the effects of Power Word: Climax wore off. Arenade was still lying in bed, sore from orgasming repeatedly.

Delayn might be suffering the most. She was below in the dungeons of the castle, flagellating herself for climaxing in front of the Grand Eye. Analise had retreated to Eliza's shambling tower, protected by the two other Saint Priests, Will, and Dalu'luna.

"Uuugh… When we have the wedding… Labelle is not invited," Arenade moaned.

"I'm not even sure we're still going to be allies with them by then. I can't believe Labelle just came out and told us all that," Kanae said from the bedside.

"I mean by the sound of it, their cult's mostly fractured. We got that going for us!" she added, trying to find the silver lining to this.

Someone knocked on the bedroom door.

"It's me. Can I come in?" Claudia asked somberly from the other side.

When Kanae searched Arenade for permission, she nodded.

"It's unlocked." Kanae casted Magic Hand to turn the lock. "Come in!"

Claudia dragged her feet into the room. After the revelation earlier, it was no wonder she looked like shit. To their surprise, the Mistress of Pain kneeled in front of them and rested her head on Kanae's lap.

"I know you'd rather be alone with Arenade, especially after resurrecting her, but I feel like you're the only ally I have left. I can't even trust my own sisters anymore. So, I'm here to tell you that I might take your side, depending on what my mother says when she gets here."

"Even if it means betraying your family?" Kanae asked.

"If what happened to Alicia had anything to do with the cult, then her death is probably on my mother. She kept it a secret all this time. As far as I'm concerned, she betrayed me first," Claudia said.

When Kanae looked Claudia in the eyes, she saw a succubus hurt by family and seeking a new one to fill her heart. The two drew closer until—

"Hey… are you about to kiss in front of me? Do I have to cancel our wedding?" Arenade glared.

"Do you… want to join?" Kanae offered her.

"Oh? I'm up for it!" Claudia exclaimed. "I want to know what's so great about the high elf Kanae went to hell and back to resurrect."

"NO! I have my hands full with one succubus already! Supreme One, save me… I should have stayed dead…" she retorted.
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