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Chapter 1 - A Departure 





My mind was spinning with what Headmistress Anora had told me.

King Alto of Randover was dead.

And the blame had been laid at Miracella Dawncrest's feet.

"King Alto was found dead a week ago. Autopsy revealed it was a slow acting poison that did him in. We believe Miracella gave him the poison under the pretext of a sleeping tonic," Headmistress Anora said, staring me in the eyes.

I held her gaze, dumbstruck but unsurprised by her presumption that Mira had killed him. This was certainly a trick. The headmistress was the one who sent her here. I could see it in my old instructor's face despite the lack of clarity in the fumes' image, like a fisherman waiting for ripples on the surface of water.

"I… I don't understand. Why would she do something like that?" I asked, gulping hard and hoping she wouldn't see through my guise.

Headmistress Anora's eyes narrowed to mere slits. She might be gauging the authenticity of my astonishment, or maybe she was trying to see past me and into the room.

"That's what I intend to find out," she finally said, sighing. "In the meantime, I need you to keep your eyes peeled. If you see Miracella, notify me immediately but don't let her know we're after her."

The compassionate instructor I knew from the Academy was no longer there. Her voice was ruthless, cold even. I knew for sure Mira was innocent. Why would the headmistress brand her as a criminal? What was there to gain?

"Ellori, I know you two were good friends, but we must stay loyal to the covenant. Do I make myself clear?" she asked.

Were you, Headmistress? Was what I wanted to ask in return, but dared not to so as to not draw suspicion to myself. In a matter of minutes, I'd begun to see her so differently now. All those times I spent studying in her office, discussing the intricacies of runic spells, debating philosophy on witchcraft— all stained.

Blood boiled within my veins. I wanted to scream at her for ruining Mira's life, but letting that show would forfeit my own deception. I raised my head to answer and said, "I understand, Headmistress Anora. I won't let this bog me down. The covenant comes first."

"Good girl. I suppose I should let you know at the very least— a seat has opened up within the Council of Kings. I'm being considered as a candidate." She switched gears so quickly, my mind was trying to catch up with this shocking revelation.

If only I could see my reflection; I probably wouldn't recognize how pale I'd become.

"That's good news," I said, recomposing myself.

A witch on the Council of Kings was unheard of. This wasn't because they weren't allowed. There were no rules explicitly stating that one cannot be a member. It was just that the council was created specifically to combat the potential threat of witchcraft.

"I was surprised, too. It seems my role as a mere custodian is being elevated." The headmistress' expression softened. "You should be glad. Times are changing, Ellori. Witches are too embedded into civilization to be ignored as a dusty sheath."

"D-Don't get me wrong. I'm happy for you! But… you would think after the Crimson Wars the council would still be wary of us," I reminded her, but the reactionary twitch in her eye warned me she hadn't forgotten.

The war was the darkest point in witchcraft's history. We're taught with uncompromising discipline that magic was a tool to serve mankind, not enslave it. Many within the covenant rebuked this as propaganda behind closed doors, claiming that it was the council using witches to enslave mankind. Chief among them was Headmistress Anora.

At least, up until a few years ago.

"They are wary. A majority vote is needed for me to acquire the seat, but I'm blocked by two members. Which is where you come in. Find Eudora and Miracella. Capture one of them. It will give me the clout I need to secure the remaining votes. I'll try and see where charisma takes me," she said, once again, the callous side of her that I'd only just seen today shone like the sun. She really was just using us as a stepping stone.

Her image vanished along with the fog. Mira ascended from the baths, deep in thought. Of all people, this affected her the most. She just lost her entire life to one selfish woman's ambitions. And if the surveillance spell on our familiars were real, Mira would never be able to rest.

I went over to her and took her hands. "We'll find a way through this. For now, let's hide our familiars—"

"No. Then the hag will know we're on to her," Mira said.

"Then what will you do?" I asked, knowing full well what Mira intends.

She always looked after me whether I liked it or not. While she was here, her very presence was a threat to my wellbeing. Mira let go of my hands to stroke my hair. Her touch, so tender. I could fall asleep just standing beside her.

"I will disappear into the wilds and act the part of the rogue. There must be another way to remove her eyes from our familiars without killing them. I intend to find out." Mira grinned, speaking with a confidence I wish I had. That was the Mira I knew from the Academy. That, and her weak side. She couldn't hide her trembling hand that's perched on my head. I had to let her know I could take care of myself, too.

"While you're away, I'll figure out this whole soul stone business," I assured her.

Her smile widened. "I expect nothing less of you! One more thing you should know: Eudora is in search of a particular soul stone. It was to be delivered to her by centaurs."

There could be only one.

"The soul I brought back from Shallowglade," I said.

Mira nodded, and then pulled me in for a kiss. It was a long one. I didn't know how long it had been until I opened my eyes and she was already gone.

I'd been laying in bed ever since Mira left, wondering if she's eating well. Only a few hours had passed, and I was already worried sick. Staying cooped up in the house forever wasn't going to do anyone any good. There were two tribes of demi-humans and a trio of harpies I needed to look after.

A knock on my door kicks me back to my senses. I hurried down to find Ana on the other side.

"Hey, El. I was hoping you can help us with a little problem?" Ana's thumb and index finger were millimeters apart, but I knew too well 'a little' meant anything but small.

As soon as we got to the little problem, of course it turned out to be a big problem. A dozen orcs were standing in a deep trench with muddy water up to their knees. Roga and the other orcs put their hands together to apologize.

"We just wanted to divert the stream so we can get some fresh water," he said, scratching his dirtied face.

"Well, you succeeded in getting mud baths." I said, unimpressed that they potentially destroyed an ecosystem doing so.

"Well, not that us hogs mind!" Clem belched a laugh, but shut up when he realized I was glaring at him. "S-Sorry…"

The nearest water source was a tad far. I understood why they wanted to pool water to a closer location for convenience.

Fortunately for them, I was a witch.

"For now, plug up the hole you dug. We wouldn't want the wildlife downstream to suffer because of a mistake," I said.

"Yes, ma'am!"

Clem gathered a large group of orcs armed with shovels to go east.

I turned to the remaining orcs and listed off a number of materials for them to collect. "We'll need stones. Large stones to be chiseled into a rectangular shape. Oh! And as much clay as you can dig up."

Our best solution was to create an underground cistern. Rain wasn't sufficient enough to provide all of them with water, so it would need to be supplemented by something else.

"If Mira was here, what would she do…" I wondered to myself.

The orcs weren't wrong in trying to divert the stream. Instead of physically diverting it, I could use magic to transport a steady supply of water here.

They completed my tasks in record time. The water from the diverted stream had stopped flowing, and we had five cart sized mounds of stone. Due to some mishandling, many of the stones were shattered beyond use.

"I should've known better than to tell orcs to whack at something," I said, rubbing my head.

I had them start expanding the trench they dug into a wider and deeper pool. Eventually, the kobolds pitched in since they also needed a source of water. I redirected their efforts to chiseling stones and, much to my surprise, their dexterity was perfect for the role.

All of the stones came back in almost perfect rectangles, and we were able to layer them into the hole as a base for the cistern, filled the gaps in with clay, and finally built a wooden cover over the water tank.

While they got to work on that, I fetched two magic crystals from the underground garden. One was set under a bunch of stones at the stream to prevent it from flowing away, and the other inside the cistern.

Thanks to my knowledge on runic inscriptions, I etched a minor teleportation spell into each crystal so that they interacted with each other. The downside was that the cistern would occasionally get some unwanted debris, but that much could be cleaned. It was beginning to fill with water.

Another pair of magic crystals were needed to account for overflow. I embedded one crystal near the top of the tank that would teleport water back to the stream if it ever filled to that height.

The orcs and kobolds, and even the human women, marvelled at my magical construction that would've only earned me a C-grade at best by the Academy.

With the completion of the cistern, their water problem was solved. I only needed to keep an eye out on replacing the crystals every few weeks. As long as I had a steady supply growing thanks to Miuna, we weren't running out anytime soon.

Ana and Liz tackle hugged me. "That's amazing, El! Thank you so much! I had no idea witches were so talented in construction, too."

I was embarrassed by their affectionate way of showing thanks, but I returned the embrace nonetheless. Their warmth reminded me of Mira, and it was pleasant to know I had their company.

"This is the least I can do on short notice." I tried to be humble, but even I had a hard time keeping my pride in check.

Clem and Kati also gave thanks on behalf of their people by offering me gifts of food and leathers.

"This is the least we can do to thank ya," Clem said.

Kati bowed. "Savior always kind. Thank you, thank you!"

Their happiness offered me the motivation to keep going even though Mira was gone. I was confident we'd see each other again. When she finally returned, she would see the great work I'd been doing here.

My nose began to tickle, and the corner of my eyes teared up

Damn it. I didn't want to cry in front of them.

I shook it off and was reminded of Flora's seed. Kati lit up with a smile when I pulled it from my pocket.

"That is guardian's seed!" he exclaimed.

"It is," I confirmed. "She wanted me to plant it. Shall we?"

I followed Kati to the center of his new settlement. It was beset adjacent to the edge of the northern clearing and Shallowglade residents' cabins. The kobolds had mostly made themselves at home. Many of them lived in tents, and it was only a matter of taking them down and raising them back up.

With the eyes of kobolds and orcs alike burning into my back, I pushed the seed into the soil.

"I wonder…" I poured a growth enhance serum into the ground where the seed was embedded. A sapling emerged from the ground not but a second later, but its growth spurt ended there. I supposed the rest was up to time.

As soon as I got to my feet, the orcs and kobolds dropped to their knees.

"Savior Ellori, not just a savior. Like a queen!" Kati shouted.

I didn't like where this was going. "Wait a minute—"

Clem raised a fist and pounded his chest. "For Queen Ellori!"

Even the harpy sisters joined the cheering, drawn in by the commotion echoing across the forest.

"No— stop! I'm not interested in being a queen of any sorts, gods help me…"

I couldn't stop their chanting. Even after I returned to my great hollow, my name was still sung in muffled celebrations. It wouldn't bode well for me if King Marcus found out. It was already bad enough that I allowed demi-humans to build a settlement so close to the border.

"Whew… I haven't even had time to process everything." I emptied all the stuff from my satchel onto the table. "And I need to go over all the stuff I collected."

Gurk returned from playing with his orc and kobold friends. He was spending a lot less time around me now that he had others to interact with.

"Kobolds and orcs really nice. Gurk wants to help make them comfortable after they lost home!" the goblin declared.

He was certainly doing a lot more work than he thought. If it weren't for him acting as a social bridge for the orcs and kobolds, the two tribes might have come to blows.

The whistling kettle alerted me to the boiling water while I was still in the process of putting away my gifts.

"Gurk can you grab that and pour me a cup? One teaspoon of sugar and honey, please!" I asked.

"Yes, Mistress!"

Harpy feathers for elixirs of flight. Manticore claws for elixirs of strength. Wyvern fangs for antidotes. There was so much I could concoct.

"We fetched a lot more alchemical reagents than I thought," I mused happily.

Gurk handed me a cup. The piping hot liquid slid down my throat like honey. It was nothing compared to the burning sensation from swallowing a soul stone. This was a welcome relief. I still needed to figure out what it had done to me. The fact that I survived was a miracle.

"Eudora… Why did you save me?" I muttered, recalling the black liquid she had me drink.

It occurred to me after taking another sip that the tea wasn't sweet. Instead, there was a hint of spiciness which shouldn't be there. Did Gurk accidentally add ground pepper?

I got my answer as soon as I turned around. Miuna's secretions— the bottle's lid was opened and there was a spoon beside it.

My body warmed up, heart racing like I'd just run a marathon. Certain parts of my skin became extra sensitive— namely my breasts and crotch. I was getting hornier than I ever thought possible.

"Mistress?" Gurk laid a hand on my shoulder, but I could no longer think straight.





Chapter 2 - Discovery



My crotch was on fire. I saw Gurk, and the only thing I could think about was getting his dick in me.

"Is Mistress okay?" Gurk asked.

"Take your clothes off for your Mistress. It's time for your reward," I said, ripping my clothes off before he could get his claws into it.

Gurk must have been pent up. He tried to take his own clothes off, but when he started struggling in haste, he tore them off out of impatience instead. I couldn't wait any longer, so I grabbed his face and shoved my tongue into his mouth.

Our lips and tongue meet like old friends. It had been so long since I kissed my adorable goblin, and he was eager to please me with attention. Thin arms wrapped around my body, and sharp claws dug into my back but the pain was quick to become pleasure. I had to peel his hands off, and pull away from our tongued embrace so I could drop down between his knees.

Gurk's penis was at full mast, the tip glistened with precum in anticipation to mate with me. It was the same piece of meat that had brought me to satisfaction many times before. No matter how many times I'd lay my eyes on it, this thing wouldn't stop looking so delicious.

I puckered my lips on the tip, teasing the mushroom head of his cock. Gurk jerked from my assault, his hips instinctively pushing to meet my mouth. But wasn't not here for foreplay, I just need a fuck. I pushed all the way down to the base, and lightly squeezed his testicles to wring out his juices.

My blowjob was too much for him to take. He uttered a moan I'd never heard from him before and the throbbing cock exploded with a fountain of cum. My mouth was filled in seconds, and I had to swallow it so none would get on the floor.

His knees weakened, and he collapsed to the ground out of breath— even though I was the one doing all the work. It wasn't enough for me. I picked him up, climbed upstairs, and threw him onto the bed.

"You can't rest until you've made your mistress cum," I told him.

"Time for Gurk to impregnate Mistress?" he asked.

"I want you to fill me up with that goblin seed— nnnghh!" The moment I sat down on his cock, an orgasm wracked my body. "Ahh… More, I need you to fuck me!"

Gurk obliged, thrusting wildly with the intent to impregnate me. It still wasn't enough to just let him do the work. I bounced along to his rhythm, letting the bed springs carry our momentum as our hips clashed.

Consumed by lustful abandon, I barely notice that he'd already climaxed twice. A warm feeling filled my belly, sending me into a haze.

"Mmmm! Aaahh! You like that, Gurk? How does your Mistress' pussy feel?" I asked.

"Mistress hole feel good! Too good— ah!" His fingers dug into my waist as he pumped another load into me.

"Mmm— aaahh, haahh! You're such a lucky goblin," I cooed, leaning down to spoil him with kisses. "The only goblin— aahh, in the world who gets to fuck his Mistress whenever he want. Mmm!"

Gurk picked up speed, encouraged by my sweet talking.

"Gurk really lucky! Always stay with and protect Mistress forever! Gurk really loves Mistress!" he exclaimed.

My goblin lover was driving me insane. "Nnnhh! So, ahh— rough! That's right! Love me! I love you, too— aaahhhh!"

Our passionate lovemaking continued through the night, stopping only to have a quick meal or to use the bathroom before going right back. We might have had some eavesdropper at some point. It wouldn't surprise me with how loud I howled from each orgasm.

However, the fun didn't last as long as I hoped. By morning, the substance I drank hadn't subsided in the least. If anything, I was still craving sex. When I went to service Gurk's morning wood, he attempted to run away.

"Get back here!" I yelled, but Gurk escaped through the front door before I could catch him.

As I sat there by the door like a loyal dog, fingering away at my pussy and waiting for my goblin to return, it swung open to a large orc— Luugen. He's no doubt surprised to see me in such a desperate state, but the rising member in his pants told me he'd like nothing less.

"Oh, what do we have here?" I said. I took Luugen by the hand to lead him upstairs, but he threw me onto his shoulders and led us down to the baths.

Like with Gurk, we forgoed the foreplay and went straight to the fucking. My wet cunt allowed his cock to slide right in despite how large it was. It took a few minutes for me to adjust— and to recover from an orgasm just getting his member in.

"When Gurk said you needed help, I didn't expect this," Luugen said, pumping into me. He held me in his arms, and like passionate lovers, our tongues were playful while our hips humped and danced to a frenzied tune.

Though Luugen was no Taurac, it reminded me of his gentle giant nature. How I wished he were here now to ravish me like a beast. Instead, I focused my heart and pussy on the orc dick that unleashed litres worth of ejaculate into me each orgasm.

I got on all fours and waved my ass to invite Luugen in— and he slammed it in alright. He grabbed a handful of my hair and tugged. The jolt of pain coupled with his other hand slapping my ass, made me squirm with pleasure. Hearing my own moans in the empty bath only served to spur my orc lover.

"Ahh! Fuck…! How about now? Do you still want a farmer girl instead of me? Nnnngh—!" I teased him.

Luugen's response was to quicken his pistoning and smack my ass with more strength. Anymore and he might dislocate my hips.

"Not anymore. I only want to fuck you from now on!" he shouted. His unrelenting thrusts ended after unloading a thick load into my womb.

"Yes— it's so hot! You're filling me up so much— Please… more," I begged.

Again, my honeymoon-like intimacy lasted another day. Gurk returned by the evening, and the two of them double teamed me well into the next morning.

However, when even they were unable to satisfy me, they also ran away. My prayers were answered when Kati and a few members of his tribe came to my rescue, baited by Gurk and Luugen on the pretense that I needed help. Delirious, and still very much horny, I prostrated myself in front of them and begged for ex.

"You called me queen, didn't you?" I asked, spreading my cunt for them to see. "I think my loyal subjects should demonstrate their love for me."

"Q-Queen Ellori demands it. Must serve faithfully!" Kati exclaimed.

All of them began to undress, and as soon as they took off their pants, I was stunned by what I saw. Kobold dicks were a surprise. I didn't see them clearly at first when they were masturbating to me and Flora. Now that I had a good look, they had two dicks.

I licked my lips thinking what I could do with that. Five kobolds, ten cocks. They could fuck my ass and pussy at the same time.

They were a lot more eager and quick to shoot than Gurk. But what they lacked in stamina, they make up for in providing an endless supply of dick. Kati didn't hesitate to take both of my lower holes first. Two kobolds plugged my mouth, and I was more than happy to serve them all at once. My hands saw no rest either, each stroking a dick to either side of me.

While I was getting screwed in the kitchen, the door swung open. The harpy sisters had let themselves in, attracted by the smell of sex in the air. Other orcs and kobolds filed into the room, tired of watching from outside and now seeking a piece of action themselves. I couldn't stop them. I didn't want to.

I just wanted to keep going for as long as I could while under this effect.

***

I awoke with a raging headache on top of an orc I didn't recognize along with kobolds littering the second floor around my bed. Even more unconscious demi-humans laid strewn downstairs. Luugen was among them but most I wasn't acquainted with personally.

Gurk was slumped over the kitchen table with Rio sleeping on top of him.

I buried my face in my hands. "Ugh… I… I remember everything…"

It began when Gurk mistook Miuna's secretions for honey and added it into the tea. Everything went downhill after that. A whole week's worth of sex with Gurk, the orcs, the kobolds, and even the harpy sisters.

There was no way I could look at myself the same anymore.

My legs gave out from under me when I tried to leave the bed. A trio of passed out kobolds softened my fall, their dicks had grown flaccid if not a little swollen from excessive use.

I crawled down the stairs over the bodies of my many victims. In their slumber, some of them reached out to fondle me. Their touch ignited the sensitive parts of my body, still tender from the recent fucking. Every inch of me was sore, yet pulsed with a tingle of pleasure.

As soon as I reached my cauldron, I mustered what was left of my strength to pull myself up and snatched a restoration potion from the shelf. The soreness and sensation of my legs returned as the rejuvenating liquid hit my stomach.

Naked and embarrassed, I rose to my feet, cupped my hands over my mouth, and yelled at the top of my lungs. "Wake up and get out of my house!"

All of the demi-humans snapped awake and made a mad dash out the door in panic. I caught Gurk by the scruff of his neck.

"You're not going anywhere. This is your fault, so you're going to take responsibility until the rest of the effects wear out." I grinned.

"Y-Yes, Mistress! Gurk sorry!" he said, bowing profusely.

While cleaning up the great hollow, I found a piece of parchment slipped into an empty vial. It was Mira's distinctly cursive handwriting which read:

"I have transcribed the hag's journal for my own perusal, and left the real one in your care. If something were to happen, use it as a bargaining chip."

Even gone, Mira was still looking after me.

My headache might have passed, but I felt another one coming. Her life was in danger out there. Meanwhile, I wasted a whole week getting gangbanged.

On the plus side, I'd gotten over drinking Miuna's secretions for the most part. I should hope it worked and kept me from getting horny due to the forest's influence.

As I stared at my own reflection from the cauldron's alchemical waters, I was reminded that I still needed to figure out what soul I had eaten. With Rio's help, we mulled through every book on the shelves and bookcases, flipping through any chapters on the topic of soul stones.

Nothing. All nothing.

I promised Mira I'd find some lead, but was I just putting on airs?

Rio hopped onto the rim of the cauldron to peer at what I was reading. I wondered if Headmistress Anora was seeing through him now, watching my every move.

"What do you think, Rio?" I asked.

My familiar tilted his head, sniffed me, and made a disgusted face. "Hisssss!"

I sniffed myself and reel back. A bath might do me some good.

But after soaking for almost an hour, I was no more refreshed and ready to tackle the predicament than before. Perhaps it was hopeless after all. It wasn't like there were any surefire ways to determine a soul anyway. Smarter witches and scholars couldn't figure it out, what semblance of hope did I have? Not even the Elder Board, composed of witches dedicated solely to studying all things witchcraft remain stumped to this day.

"Mraa!"

Rio brought over a grimoire that I'd already looked through. It was an encyclopedia on animals that became familiars over the years and what souls inhabited the corpse. There was little to be learned from it, the preface at the beginning even stated: combinations seen here demonstrate no correlation between animal and soul.

"I'm not sure what you're trying to get at," I said.

"Mrr… mraaa!"

He pushed the book open and pawed through pages until he came across a boar imbued with the prideful soul. This was the last known familiar imbued with pride; a fearsome beast during the height of the Crimson Wars that led to its soul's outlawing.

But what was Rio trying to tell me?

He continued to paw at the page and then patted my leg.

"Are you trying to say… I gained weight?" I raised a brow.

Rio squinted at me, flew up to my face, and slapped me across the cheek. "Nraaauu!"

He flew to another shelf and dug into the box of things not to mess with. Satisfied by what he'd found, he spits out the soul stone that was brought back from Shallowglade, pawing himself this time and not the grimoire.

I understood now.

Of course, I'd caught on the moment he opened the book. I mustn't do anything to make Headmistress Anora suspect I swallowed the prideful soul. If familiars imbued with pride were to be destroyed upon summoning, I dreaded to think what she or the Council of Kings would do to me.

What I knew was this— I had swallowed the prideful soul, and the soul I brought back was gluttony.

Before Mira left, she suggested this was the soul Eudora was looking for. Why would she be seeking out the weakest of the seven?

Could it be…

It seemed that Rio's gluttonous soul was able to identify souls. If witches adopted the characteristics of the soul they consumed, it reasoned that Eudora needed gluttony to know she had eaten the other seven.

Key elements were still a mystery. Why didn't Eudora just go around consuming souls until she's hit all seven?

Unless… she couldn't?

If this method of detecting souls proved true, didn't I just make the discovery of the century? Something as simple as having a familiar of gluttony, the weakest of and least desirable of all seven, sniff and ascertain souls was right in front of our noses this entire time.

I went to pat my good boy on the head but remembered the reason why pride was a reviled soul— it could kill from a simple touch, siphoning the very magic and life from a living creature.

And recently, I came into contact with a great many living beings.

Calm down, Ellori.

A whole week had passed while I was in contact with people and no one had died. There must be something I didn't understand about the prideful soul.

What did I know so far?

From my studies at the Academy, the prideful soul imbued the host with necromantic magic— more specifically, the ability to drain the life and mana from another being. Control of the power could sometimes go out of control and kill those I touched outright. I shuddered to think what could have happened to any of the demi-humans I slept with. Yet all of them seemed fine running out earlier.

So what exactly was I missing?

"I need to find a way to test this but not on a living being," I muttered to myself.

Then it struck me like lightning when my eyes landed on the reagents table. The basket of magic crystals collected from Miuna had been sitting there since I returned. I was planning on enhancing some potions and refitting my staff until I got sidetracked.

I rolled a pink, palm-sized crystal around in my hand. If pride dwelled within me, I should be passively draining it of its magic. However, the lustre of the crystal did not fade, and my pool felt no more full than it already was.

Nothing happened except for the crystal becoming warm from my body heat. Could Rio be wrong, or could swallowing the stone not have done anything to me?

I tossed the crystal back into the basket and was about to head outside when I realized my state of undress. Not that it mattered anymore, since half the population here had already seen me naked.

But while I was still undressed…

A quick inspection was warranted. My reflection in the mirror showed no signs of protrusions on my body. Eudora had horns growing out of her head, which had never been seen before and— granted, no known witches had consumed a soul stone and survived until now— shouldn't cause abnormal growth.

"Gurk, come here," I ordered. The goblin shoved the rest of a piece of bread into his mouth and scampered over. "I need you to— eeek!"

The goblin rubbed the tip of his dick against my pussy.

I smacked his head. "That's not what I meant!"

"Gurk thought Mistress wants more sex?" He backed away, rubbing his head.

"Later. You know my body better than anyone. Check if there's anything strange growths on me," I said.

Gurk inspected my body with the attention span of a fly. His attention never lingered on one place for more than a second. He lifted my breasts and fingered my pussy, but by the look of his erect member he'd forgotten the original purpose of the inspection.

"Can't find anything. What is Mistress looking for?" he asked.

I put a hand to my head and rubbed the area where Eudora's horns grew. "I'm not even sure myself."

Knock. Knock.

"Who is it now?" I opened the door to a pair of younger orcs. "Can I help you two?"

Both of them turned red in the face. I mentally smack myself for forgetting to put clothes on.

One of them grunted and found the courage to speak. "The others said we could have sex with you if we asked—"

"No more sex, damn it!" I slammed the door in their faces.

"Does that mean no sex for Gurk, too?" Gurk asked with his head down.

"Weren't you the one trying to sneak away earlier?" It was hard to keep track of everything and maintain some semblance of direction after essentially being absent for a week.

I still needed to restock on restoration potions. The sephalothanes and mandragoras must be growing out of control, too.

"Alright. You'll have to earn your reward this time. Fetch me five full gallons of the anoragrathi ejaculate," I said, listing out a series of tasks for my goblin to do.

Gurk trembled. "But tentacle plants touch bad places..."

"Then I'll have to find another goblin to spoil." I kneeled down to stroke his penis, tempting him to refuse a second time.

"Gurk go do it now!" he exclaimed.

While Gurk was outside tending to the garden, I spent the afternoon cleaning up the place. It smelled of sweat and dried bodily fluids. The floor was sticky and each step was like pulling my foot out of a vat of honey.

It was nothing an igni and aqua spell couldn't fix. Controlling the steam with ventus lifted all the gunk from the floors, the walls, and— though I was baffled how the gangbang managed that— the ceiling. The odor vanished with the steam as I sent it all flying out a window.

With my home cleaned and alchemical reagent stores filled to the brim, it was time to replenish my elixirs. The batch of restoration potions currently brewing was mixed with manticore claws. Large beast claws were used in strength enhancing elixirs, but I'd recently found healing myself isn't enough if I didn't have the strength to keep fighting.

Mixing ingredients of different potions together wasn't encouraged. Sticking to the tried and true method was good enough, and drinking both a restoration and strength elixir already did the trick. But successfully combining potions meant an open vial space on my belt and satchel.

"Okay, Gurk. Throw in a pinch ground mandragora," I said, as I looked through the hanging nets for more red and blue sephalothanes leaves.

"Yes, Mistress!"

Suddenly, I hear a large dunk.

I whipped around to see the horrified face of a mandrake floating in the cauldron, and then sinking in.

"Gurk, no! Not the whole thing!" I screamed. I grabbed my goblin and dove away as the cauldron exploded with a mushroom cloud of vibrant purple smoke. "Ventus!"

The fumes stopped in place, but there was resistance to it. I managed to wrest control of the gas and guide it into a vial where I corked it. Somehow, it seemed to swirl with a living purpose.

"I… don't even know what this is." Giving it a little shake caused the contents to swirl.

My cauldron belched one last time before going silent. I took a ladle to scoop up the liquid into a flask. Since it wasn't eating through the glass it might not be corrosive at the very least. I dip my finger in to have a taste. Bitter, as expected. Nothing was happening to me—

A great weight pushed down on my stomach and knocked at my back door.

"Oh, god. I think we created a laxative. I'll be right back…" I excused myself.

As soon as I finished relieving myself, Kati showed up with worry written all over his face. I noticed some of his scales had begun molting, revealing reddish skin underneath.

"New guardian tree growing, but think something is wrong. Will Queen Ellori take a look?" the kobold chief asked.

I flinched at the title of queen. There was little I could do to make them stop calling me that, and recent events had only impassioned them. Still, if I served as a pillar of support for their time of need, then playing the queen wasn't all bad.

Flora's sapling had grown fast since it was planted. Whether it was due to the growth serum or the kobold's ardent worshipping, it was fast becoming a large tree. Already it stood a head taller than me, and its roots were reaching deep into the earth.

When I rested my hand on the trunk, I felt its whisper. For it to commune with me might be the result of Flora's boon. There was a hum to the sensation, like a nostalgic greeting with an eagerness to meet me.

But it was in pain. Something in the soil was causing it agony. Anymore than that I wasn't unsure.

"Have you been overwatering it?" I asked, picking up a handful of dirt.

Kati shook his head. "Do not add water because soil is enough."

A forest was filled with moisture, so watering it could only cause it to drown. But since that wasn't the issue, perhaps the atmosphere? Or soil composition? I'd need to run some tests on the soil first, but…

Kati had been scratching his scales off like he was peeling scabs.

"I'll figure something out about the tree, but are you alright?" I leaned down to inspect his ailment, holding my breath for the worst.

"Maybe the tribe is getting sick. Not sure. Ever since coming here, my body has become very itchy," he explained.

I hoped the cause wasn't what I was thinking. But taking a look at both the orcs and kobolds, the ailment appeared exclusive to the humanoid lizards.

"Let me take a look." I grabbed his arm where a patch of scales had fallen off to reveal a layer of red skin. It looked to be nothing more than a rash brought on by inflammation. "I'm no doctor, but it looks like dry skin. Drink more water, and you and your people should be fine in a few days."

His head cocked to one side. "We drink water everyday! Maybe more than usual since the water source is closer."

If not water, then the only other thing I could think of was high alkalinity.

The kobolds previously lived further northwest where the water and soil were less alkaline. Down here, we're receiving water from a stream that's likely higher in alkalinity being closer to the source. Humans and orcs were unaffected because they had much larger bodies, but kobold skin dried easily because of their scales. That, coupled with increased alkalinity must be causing their skin rashes.

Which might also be why the guardian tree was in pain.

This was a simple matter of reducing the alkalinity by introducing the proper acid to balance it out. Luckily, we had the perfect solution to that— our resident slime, Miuna.

Before I started to head back, Gurk came running from the direction of home and collapsed at my feet.

"What? Too eager to wait for me at home?" I helped him up but saw that he didn't share the same amusement.

"Danger! Friends in trouble. Humans with shiny armor and big horses have come!" he shouted, out of breath and panicking.

My heart sank a few inches. It had to be Semyon. I thought he was going to leave it to me from now on?

The two of us, along with Kati, raced back to my great hollow in haste. But what met us when we arrived wasn't just a group of Parthun soldiers. Knights on horseback carrying the heraldry of a half sun pointed their lances at half a dozen orcs and kobolds.

High Magistrate Semyon emerged from the metal bastion of knights. He drew his sword at my approach.

I scrambled to find an excuse. "Your Excellency! I can explain—"

"On your knees, witch. You are in the presence of His Majesty," Semyon snarled.

The rest of my words were lodged in my throat.

King Marcus himself, in his red and gold regalia, advanced toward me. I dropped to my knees, not out of decorum or reverence, but because powerful magic compelled me to— magic that was forced on me by the Academy when I swore to protect Parthun.





Chapter 3 - Playing with Fire



The first king of Parthun, Marcus Verner, dismounted and rested his hand on the hilt of his sword. His stern demeanor was framed by long, graying hair, and wrinkles that marked decades of stress overseeing the welfare of his lands.

I'd only met him once when I was first assigned to safeguard Parthun. I swore both my fealty and my head, yet he didn't say a single word to me back then. Now his towering presence overshadowed me once again.

"Stand," the king ordered, shaking his head at my pitiful sight.

I obeyed. The invisible shackles that bound me to his will compelled me to my feet. He stood a full two heads taller, larger than any man I have ever seen.

Headmistress Anora told me King Marcus was a warrior before becoming who he was now. In his prime, the very presence of his colossal figure was enough to strike fear in his foes. He could probably give orcs a run for their money.

"King Marcus, Your Majesty… I wasn't expecting you." I spoke softly, hoping not to draw his ire.

"Farrowghast," he began, taking a slow scan across the tribe of demi-humans behind me. "I trusted you to protect my precious Parthun. Why do I see here, a gathered army of demi-humans at its border?"

"I have kept my promise. But this isn't what it looks like— I'm only sheltering them from the creatures emerging from the towers," I answered, swallowing hard and hoping my response was suitable.

His eyes fell to the orcs and kobolds restrained by his knights before him, and then at the human women who were now arriving to witness the commotion.

Semyon grimaced. "What degenerate mockery of humanity is this? Aren't these the women who were taken captive?"

"Let them go!"

Ana tossed a stone that clattered off a knight's breastplate. They retaliated in kind and drew their weapons on the unarmed women. Seeing their own in danger caused the orcs to struggle against their restraints.

"Look at them. Prolonged captivity with these foul creatures has left them sympathizing with their captors." The magistrate spat on one of the orcs.

At this rate, both the kobolds and orcs were going to be killed. All my efforts would have been for nothing.

I dropped down to my knees but this time of my own volition. "King Marcus, I beg you! They mean no harm, they seek only refuge. I haven't forsaken my loyalty to Parthun— to its people or you."

Keeping my head to the ground, I saw Semyon's feet move closer to the king. He whispered to King Marcus in a cocky and callous tone.

"These monsters were what have been kidnapping Parthun's citizens. We can end them here. The witch claims to protect us, but because of her incompetence, we lost nearly a hundred soldiers that were sent here," the high magistrate explained, continuing to feed lies until King Marcus raised a hand to silence him.

What more could I say to save everyone? Was my first mistake helping the demi-humans to begin with? I just wanted everyone to be able to live in harmony.

A hundred footballs approached behind me. The knights, Semyon, and even King Marcus were taken aback. The rest of the orcs, kobolds, and even the harpies descend from the tree to kneel alongside me.

"What is the meaning of this?" Semyon demanded. "Soldiers, form a line. Prepare to defend your king! Be careful of a second witch—"

"Belay that order." To my astonishment, it was King Marcus who commanded the army to stop. An open palm dropped into my field of vision. Before I could take his hand, he was pulled away by the knights.

"Dragon!" A shrill scream echoed across the forest.

A massive beast covered in shimmering red scales dove into the clearing, scattering both demi-humans and soldiers alike. Fire surged from its mouth directly at the king and his men.

"Ventus vas o'rea!" The blast of wind connected in time to redirect the breath, but the flames battered the abundant kindling around the clearing. "No, you don't— Adias sleuth."

The flames quenched, stifled into a single ball of fire I threw back at the dragon. It did nothing but extinguish against its metallic chest.

"A dragon at a time like this?" My sovereign was in danger, and so were the demi-humans around me. "This is our chance. Rio, attack!"

My familiar launched from the ground at breakneck speed and slammed into the dragon. He knocked it back, but there was little damage from the impact despite Rio's increased strength.

The harpy sisters joined the airborne melee, clawing at the dragon, but succeeded in being little more than pests in its face. The dragon curled up in the air, and then whipped its tail around in a circle, swatting Red and Green from the sky. Blue swooped Rio away just as an enormous jaw was about to snap down on them.

How could I defeat a dragon of all things? Not only were they high in magic resistance, they were incredibly resilient to physical attacks.

Right now, most of us were sitting ducks. I was the only one with the capacity to cast spells, and Rio and the harpies were the only ones who could engage it in flight. If only I had Eudora's power, the way she used her blood to—

Wait… the prideful soul.

Deep inside me dwelled necromantic magic; magic resistance meant nothing to mortis spells. But how could I use it?

"Mistress!" Gurk shoved me out of the way as large claws clenched around him.

"No! Give him back!" I grabbed a handful of magic crystals from my pocket and thought to cast an empowered spell, but stopped short lest I wished to kill Gurk in the process. "Damn it."

The knights and soldiers had foolishly formed a defensive perimeter around the king. They were going to get slaughtered staying still like that— one breath of fire would be all it takes to turn them into charcoal.

Red and Blue had recovered enough and flew to my side. Their injury gave me an idea. I handed them each an elixir of strength to drink, and entrusted two more to them.

"Give one to Gurk and Red. Hurry!" I urged.

Clem and Luugen hustled over, hoping to be of help.

"We need to ground the dragon, but I don't have rope large enough to entangle something so large. Maybe…" I told them. My eyes fell to the plot of anoragrathi behind their feet. "I have an idea! Pull as many of the tentacle plants up as you can and bring them to me."

The orcs were too strong to be immobilized by the anoragrathi. They could easily rip the plants out without getting stuck thanks to elixirs of strength.

Meanwhile, Rio and the harpies were giving the dragon a run for its money now that they had been strengthened. Though, despite the increased strength, they were still no match for it.

The orcs returned with a plant in each hand. I was in awe at how long they were, extending all the way here from the plot and yet weren't completely uprooted.

"Wait for my signal." I shouted, keeping my eyes on the dragon's position. "Lure it here!"

The harpies broke away, letting Rio batter the dragon to wrest its attention. Gurk was able to free himself from its clutches and was safely brought to the ground by Red. The dragon, in its fury for having lost its prey, unleashed a deafening roar before dive bombing my familiar.

"Now!"

Clem and Luugen hoisted the tentacles into the air, the plant-like appendages latched onto the dragon, coiling around its massive body. It's dragged across the dirt. The other orcs and kobolds rushed in, pulling taut the tentacles to keep it grounded.

They wouldn't be able to hold it for long. It was up to me before it broke free.

I pushed my staff under the dragon's scale at the base of its neck. "Mortis vas o'rea."

Something else spilled out. A dark mist drifted from my body, skittering down my arms and onto the staff before seeping into the dragon. The giant beast didn't make so much as a sound before it ceased struggling.

We slayed the dragon.

The orcs and kobolds erupted into cheers. Rio didn't hesitate to start tearing off scales to get to the flesh.

I fell onto my butt, more mentally exhausted than anything else. Judging by the size of this dragon, it was only an adolescent. How many more existed because of the towers, and how many were adults or even ancient dragons?

"Your Majesty, come back. It's too dangerous!" Semyon called vainly to the king who was coming my way.

To my surprise, he helped me to my feet and procured a handkerchief to wipe the sweat from my face. "Your Majesty?"

"1324,' King Marcus said. Everyone stared at the king, dumbfounded by the numbers spoken. He repeated them again, "1324 is the number of lives from Durai to Morane that have been saved because we evacuated them— and nearly lost because of one man's insistence to ignore your warning. Today, you have saved us yet again. Thank you, Ellori Farrowghast."

***

With the dragon dead, and the tensions between the demi-humans and Parthun's army temporarily quelled, King Marcus had asked to speak with me alone.

I offered him snacks and tea, but he touched neither. "Thank you, King Marcus, for seeing reason. I—"

"I do not trust your kind. The blood of witch hunters from in age beyond Talmora flows within my veins, but that is a time long past now. The reason I wanted to speak is because I only just learned from my high magistrate there is a second witch. Do you mind explaining?" he asked with genuine confusion in his voice. Of course, he was confused. He was never told precisely because Mira's coming here was a secret to everyone except Headmistress Anora.

"My colleague, Miracella, was sent directly from Randover by our Headmistress. She was to assist me in finding Eudora Faust," I explained

"Without informing anyone? Even I, the King of Parthun? I know how the Council of Kings operates because I am a cautious man. Two witches on the run is grounds for the council to invoke the Rite of Cleansing." He finally put a hand around the cup and drank. "If that happens, they will occupy my lands while they search for your witches."

"But why would they..." A wave of dizziness struck me as I slipped into thought.

Everything was beginning to make sense.

I silently ordered Rio to leave the house. As soon as he was gone, I procured the soul stone and the headmistress' journal for King Marcus to see.

"You have a right to be cautious. I think Headmistress Anora has her eyes set on seizing Parthun." I held up the smooth, purple stone. "This is what she is looking for, and the Weeping Expanse is rife with others like it."

The king appeared almost insulted. "My Kingdom is beset by vultures seeking murky crystals?"

"These are soul stones, Your Majesty. Priceless to a witch, and an abundance that could embolden them into igniting another war," I warned.

"Then could we not warn the Council of Kings of Anora's treachery?" he asked.

I shook my head. "Headmistress Anora is being considered for a seat on the council. They won't listen to a lowly witch like me. They also seem more inclined to curry favor with her after she gave them Randover and Saquin."

King Marcus sucked in a deep breath and shut his eyes.

I had to hand it to Headmistress Anora. She set up an ingenious plan to propel herself to the top. Mira and Eudora were made sacrifices of to gift the council rich lands. That favor was returned with a seat on the most powerful group in the continent.

They didn't know that they were playing right into her hands. She wanted Parthun as a staging area for the next Crimson Wars. If she took that seat and claimed the forest's many soul stones, we might yet see an even bloodier war— one that could spell the end of witchcraft entirely, or establish our kind at the top of the food chain.

"Farrowghast, I see that you are not keen on your headmistress' schemes. Is your desire to protect Parthun genuine?" King Marcus asked.

"Yes, Your Majesty! It is my home as well and, if you will allow it, I want nothing more than to follow through with my oath," I said.

He exhaled a quivering breath. If there was a smile in that perpetual frown of his, the slightly raised corners of his moustache was it. "We can find no allies in the Council of Kings nor in the Witch's Academy. You are our only hope. I implore you to resolve this and save Parthun."

Easier said than done.

My grandstanding meant nothing if I couldn't back it up. I was but one witch. I already had to tread a careful line with the Headmistress checking in through my familiar.

Mira and I were at a disadvantage, sandwiched between two factions— Headmistress Anora and the Council of Kings on one side, and Eudora on the other.

I never gave any thought to where Eudora fit into all this. Did I come to the same conclusion as her? Had she been trying to stop the headmistress?

I watched King Marcus and his army leave from my window. He has allowed me free reign to do as I pleased, that included allowing the demi-humans to establish a settlement near the border. I suspected there were much larger problems for him to deal with, such as preparing for a possible invasion.

The problems just kept piling up.

At the moment, Headmistress Anora's plans were on hold so long as I reported nothing and acted as usual. But what was to say she wouldn't use me as the third sacrificial lamb just as she used Mira and Eudora? She might give the council cause to finally invoke a witch's worst nightmare.

The Rite of Cleansing. An order of heroic knights descended from witch hunters whose craft has only sharpened as time went by— the Order of Piety, their personal army against witchcraft.

It was too optimistic. I would have to prepare for that eventuality. When they came, both Parthun and the Weeping Expanse would no doubt be bathed in blood.





Chapter 4 - A Witch's New Plaything



The area around my great hollow was beginning to look like a fortress. The demi-humans had finished building a long palisade surrounding their settlement, consequently trapping my home within it. Manticores and wyverns became less of an issue thanks to Clem leading the defenses, and Kati's forays into the forest brought back a steady supply of food and reagents.

I'd been trying to keep a low profile in my own research, sending Rio outside while I experimented. The last thing I needed was Headmistress Anora peeking into every little thing I did. My charade would be over the moment she suspected I was onto her.

So far, there had been little progress in uncovering how I made use of the prideful soul. It suddenly emerged when I used a mortis spell on the dragon.

Setting that aside…

"I must be the best alchemist in the world!" I muttered excitedly to myself. From the whole dragon's body worth of blood, I managed to distill and collect four vials of its essence. If I combined these with the high quality mandrakes, I'd be able to create four elixirs of longevity, a potent concoction that extended one's life some additional years. "There are so many other alchemical concoctions I want to use them for— aaahhh, this is so exhilarating!"

That excitement quickly died down as I realized it wouldn't matter soon. There was no point in prolonging my life if I ended up dying prematurely. Headmistress Anora or Eudora Faust would make sure of that.

I went outside to get some fresh air.

Ana and Liz waved to me from the sephalothane plot. Thanks to the women's help, we had expanded them into a larger field for greater yields. The kobolds were also hard at work on the mandrakes on the other side of the settlement.

Instead of planting mandragoras into the earth, they suggested submerging them in water to make for an easier harvest. That way, the water dampened the mandrake's dying shriek, and I wasn't required to cast a silencing spell every time.

Now we had a steady supply of high quality base ingredients for my alchemy needs.

Food wasn't a problem either— for now. The demi-humans swarmed the dragon's corpse like maggots, tearing pieces of its flesh down to the bones. Not even the organs were spared the carnage.

I made sure Rio got his fair share to eat, but I had yet to see him develop draconic traits.

The orcs wanted to use the skeletal remains and scales as armor and weapons. But the material was too resilient and complex for them to make use of. Instead, we used them to reinforce the palisade walls. Perfect against potential magical threats.

We were starting to look like a real settlement, if not a fortress in the middle of the forest. It was even named 'Ellowyn' in honor of me. Despite my protests to have it changed to something else, I acquiesced to their insistence.

As I was returning home, I noticed a couple of the orcs going into the underground garden, maybe to do their daily offering to Miuna. Strange though, we didn't merge Miuna yet; her other half had been left at the orcs' side of the town for that very purpose.

I followed after to investigate, but what I saw wasn't a circle jerk on the red slime. They were tossing random things into her.

"What are you guys feeding Miuna?" I spooked them, coming downstairs.

"Oh, Ellori!" A younger orc spun around and hid something behind his back. "We were just uh…"

"Fork it over and explain yourselves," I said, holding my hand out.

The orcs hung their heads in shame and unveiled what they were hiding: fruits, a broken piece of dragon scale, charcoal, and other junk.

"We got curious what would happen if we gave it other stuff. Parents yelled at us when we did it to the other slime, so..."

"You snuck in here thinking I wouldn't see you." They were only just rambunctious kids. No need to punish them over a little matter. "Go on, get out of here. I won't tell your parents, but don't do this again."

They shuffled outside with their eyes cast to the floor. As soon as they were gone, I went to inspect Miuna and found it digesting a bird carcass inside the gelatinous body.

"If you don't like what they're doing, you should say something." I was about to reach in to pull out the bird, but Miuna recoiled as if to play keep away with the corpse.

"I don't mind at all!" It bounced with excitement as the remains disintegrated into matter.

I was reminded of the time Mira tried to touch the red slime. She could have lost a finger, but she seemed confident that it wouldn't happen. I wonder...

"Are you able to control the acidity of your slime? For example, make yourself less acidic?" I asked.

Slimes were creatures without a brain or consciousness. But if one like Miuna did, would they be able to control the composition of their bodies? If so, collecting non-acidic slime would open up numerous applications I otherwise would have brushed over in alchemy.

"I've never tried it before… lemme see." The slime took on a darker hue than before. "Okay!"

I didn't really want to stick my finger in it to find out. There was the pile of junk the orcs left behind. I tossed a charcoal into Miuna's body which landed with a plunk and sank through the surface. Minutes went by and the charcoal wasn't disintegrating.

"It worked? My intuition was correct! Okay, Miuna. I want to collect samples of your body. Stay still," I said, pulling out a beaker and dropper.

"Don't collect too much. It's my body!" it protested.

As I relished in the spoils of my ingenuity, Clem was hauling a wagon full of lumber past me towards the western side of the settlement.

"G'morning! We're just fixing up a broken wall that collapsed last night," he said.

That must have been what the sound was in the evening. When I tried to go out to investigate, a couple of orcs told me they would handle it.

"Make sure you dig deep and weigh down lumber inside the trench. This side of the forest is a lot more moist than what you're used to building on," I warned. Part of the reason why I didn't build a wall to begin with was the unsuitably wet soil. Not only would it have been tedious, there was a good chance my lack of knowledge in construction would mean more trouble than it's worth. "On second thought, I'll come with."

I accompanied Clem and his band of orcs to the western side of Ellowyn. There, we found two human men on horseback on the other side of the fallen palisade. They were being stared down by the orcs.

"It's okay. Let them pass!" I told them.

The knights trembled in their armor. The same confidence they displayed last time was gone now that they were outnumbered. But unlike last time, they weren't here for a fight.

"Lady Ellori, a royal invitation by His Majesty to speak further on private matters regarding the defenses of Parthun." One of them handed me a scroll sealed in wax.

King Marcus was understandably in a tough spot. It made sense he wanted to speak with the witch designated to protect his kingdom.

"Thank you. I'll make preparations to leave before week's end. The journey here must have been long. Shall I make accommodations for your stay?" I asked.

"Quite alright, my lady. Bid you safe travels!" My offer of hospitality was quickly turned down by their eagerness to leave.

An orc staked a log into the ground, driving it into the wet dirt. The others began to pull out broken and fallen pieces of the palisade to begin their repairs.

"You're going to the human kingdom?" Clem asked, unloading lumber from the wagon.

"Their safety is our safety, too. It would also be nice to establish some trade relations while I'm there," I said.

Speaking of trade. I wondered what happened to that strange merchant.

Morten Sinau… was his name. I thought for sure I would run into him at Shallowglade. A creeping dread made me think he met an ill fate when the towers emerged.

Well, that's a thought for another time. Morten did say he had experience traversing the expanse, so it wasn't inconceivable that he could be alright.

In the meanwhile…

Time to experiment.

With living red slime extract, I might be able to imbue my robes with a defensive layer of armor. Since the acidity had been significantly reduced, that left the regenerative trait for me to use. The question was then how to bind the slime to my robes without losing said trait.

"Hrmmm. Come on, Ellori. You graduated with the highest marks in alchemy..." I mumbled to myself.

I undressed and submerged my robes into the cauldron. The alchemical waters would enable the binding of elements that were normally incompatible to come together. I could then add one vial of dragon's essence and a handful of manticore claws to boost its durability.

But was I supposed to add the mandrake in first or after all the ingredients were in?

Adding the mandrake allowed the concoction to stabilize. At least, that was the case for elixirs and potions. If I treated an article of clothing the same as any other ingredient, adding the mandrake before the ingredients should be the right call.

"Okay, so… by order of rarity from the lowest is… mandrake, then claws… but which is rarer? Slime or dragon's essence?"

The door opened behind me, and an excited Gurk skipped into the room.

"Mistress already naked for sex!" he exclaimed.

"Wait— ah!" I was tackled from behind, knocking the ingredients from my hand. Everything dropped into the cauldron with a plop. I held my breath bracing for an explosion that never came. All the while my goblin was hugging me from behind, unaware that he made me drop two priceless reagents.

Another second went by and nothing happened.

"Here goes nothing…" I fished out my academy robes. It was still soft to the touch and strangely not soaked at all. Did I succeed or had it been ruined?

"Gurk, try and rip this." I gave him the robes and he tore into it with his claws and teeth. However, the cloth material wasn't tearing— meaning the durability was there.

Next, I tested it with an igni spell. My robes remained unscorched with not so much as a singe or blemish.

It should be fine to put on now.

Or I should hope.

I put the robes I'd been wearing for years back on, and it still felt like the same piece of clothing. No change, nothing.

Except…

It was draining my magic pool. Slowly.

Imbuing it with the living slime meant there was still a living organism on it. The draining was likely its way of sustaining itself.

I went to grab a magic crystal to test. But as soon as I did, the sleeves came to life and snatched the crystal, embedding it into the fabric.

"Whaaat?!" A surge of magic coursed through the space between my robes and skin.

I was suddenly empowered by a magic I'd never felt before, similar to wild magic— untapped nature magic used by creatures like nymphs and demi-human shamans.

"I did it! We did it!" I gave Gurk a kiss since he had a hand in it, despite almost giving me a heart attack. "Now I just— eek!"

Tendrils emerged from the fabric. They slithered over my skin like jelly. When I tried to pull off my clothes, the threads slipped through my fingers like water and snapped back onto my skin. There was no pain. If anything, it was sort of pleasurable.

I began to panic.

Was this stuck to me now?

The tendrils began to look like blood vessels, expanding into a network of roots and stems. For some reason, many were forming around my breasts and crotch.

"Gurk… I think we have a problem." I gulped.

The spreading veins disappeared as quickly as they came, settling into the fabric as if nothing was of the ordinary. Squinting my eyes, I saw only the tiny threads that made up my robes.

"Weird…" I grumbled, still in shock that something had gone terribly wrong.

A gentle heat enveloped my body, like I was wrapped in a blanket. Whatever the living slime had done to my robes, it appeared to react to the magic in my body and to exterior sources.

I took a few steps, swinging my arms and twisting my waist, just moving to get a feel of the new sensation. Aside from being a slightly tighter fit than before, nothing was out of place. And if it weren't for the subtle heat there was no indication that the experiment had failed or succeeded.

Something tickled my arms as I was about to go outside for a test run.

The silk and wool woven dress was no longer smooth against the skin. A tickling prickling sensation teased me. I tugged on the fabric and saw thousands— hundreds of thousands of tiny undulating fibers. They brushed the surface of my skin, lighting up my senses a hundred folds.

The assault didn't stop there. Pressure pushed against my stomach. The tiny strands gathered in mass, forming a tentacle that snakes down my crotch.

"No, you don't!" When I reached for it, the tentacle disappeared and reappeared on my back. A shock ran up my spine as it nestled between my buttcheeks and knocked on my back door. "Wait, wait, wait. You're my clothes! Obey me— aahhh!"

Lubricated by its own slimy substance, the appendage penetrated my asshole. It settled there, seemingly content with being inside.

"Nnnhh… fuck… it's so big…" I took a few deep breaths, trying to relax my body so that the fullness in my ass wouldn't drive me up a wall more than it had.

Without giving me a chance to recover, the fabric on my breasts tightened and vibrated. My already stimulated nipples made me weak, and I collapsed to the ground.

"Mistress, doesn't look good?" Gurk rushed over to help, but his touch excited me further. Having sensed my arousal, he demonstrated his by rubbing an erect penis against my thighs.

"Now isn't the time, I'm… eek!" Another slimy appendage teased my clit. I keeled over clutching my stomach, a sudden impact knocked the wind out of me. The tentacle in my ass throbbed and pushed me into an orgasm. "Cumming… nnhh… oh, gods…"

I tried to pull it out, but it was lodged in deep. That's when I noticed that— glancing at my clothes again— that the material was becoming transparent. It had transformed. No longer the familiar academy robes I'd worn for years, but an erotic, sheer black lingerie.

This was somehow more embarrassing than being naked. An opening formed in my underwear in the front and in the back. The bra, if it can even be called one anymore, were nothing more than vertical bands of cloth that barely covered my breasts. The living robes changed more times than I could keep track of.

My goblin couldn't help himself anymore. He climbed on top of me while I was still on the ground recovering from the orgasm of getting my ass penetrated. I couldn't wait anymore either, so I guided his member to the entrance of my pussy.

"Yes! Fill me up, baby!" I screamed. Gurk plunged deep, unimpeded thanks to the opening in the underwear. The pressure of having both holes stuffed, pushing and scraping inside drove me crazy. So intense were their thrusts that I came a second time. "So… hot… nnngghh… aahh, mmm~"

A few more rounds of sex and the stimulation from my clothes became too much. Every inch of skin in contact with the hair-like bristles had become overly sensitive. It reached the point where every time Gurk slapped my ass, it triggered aftershocks of mini-orgasm.

"Mrauu!" Rio entered through the front door and tilted his head at the scene unfolding before him.

"H-Help…" I begged.

"Nyau~" My familiar proceeded back out the door.

"Rio— ah!" I briefly lost consciousness as Gurk spurted another load into me.

As I crawled my way to the cauldron, I passed by the mirror and saw the robes transforming again. This time, I was completely naked with the exception of a pair of feline ears on my head, and a black tail whipping back and forth. It wagged with a mind of its own, falsely pretending to display my excitement like a bitch in heat.

"These stupid… what kind of dumb joke is this?! Ahh! Gurk, haven't you had enough?" I protested his advances.

Encouraged by the abrupt change in outfit, Gurk picked up speed. When he grabbed the tail, my ass jerked up with it. He tugged hard not realizing that he was fucking my ass with the appendage.

I managed to grab a slumber vial from the shelf and broke it open at Gurk's nose. He fell asleep, ejaculating one last time before slipping out of me. I got to my feet, pussy dripping with cum and legs trembling. The tail continued to wag, mocking me from my ass. As if it hadn't had enough yet, it reformed, extending spikes in all directions like a sea urchin.

"What… now…waah—!" I was thrown backwards. The spindly spikes latched onto and fastened me to the wall. They thickened to elastic tentacles that explored my body, searching for a hole to bury into— my pussy, ass, and then my mouth were thoroughly stuffed.

It was the anoragrathi incident all over again, except I was being penetrated by a pseudo-living organism in my clothes. No one was here to save me, and I couldn't call for help with something in my mouth.

"MMrpph— shllrp… shllrp…"

Natural lubrication from the tentacles gave it free rein to thrust into me. Everything was starting to feel good. It wasn't often I got fucked in both holes at the same time. Even as I orgasmed, it didn't let up. It continued to screw me into a state of bliss.

"Raaa!" Red came through the door. I tried to gesture to her to help me, but my hands were firmly stuck against the wall. She waddled over on her own to inspect my crisis, but the tentacles captured her as well. "Grrrr… maaaa!"

She swiped and clawed to no avail. The durability of the material had toughened to the point of being impervious to regular physical trauma. She was quickly entangled and was brought ass first to my hips.

The tentacle in my mouth retracted and slithered down to my hips, joining the one at my pussy. A familiar sensation, much like the time I had the tennoraphallus in me gripped my waist. My body pushed forward on its own and thrusted into Red's pussy.

"RAAAAaaaahh!" she cried out.

"I'm sorry! I can't control this damn thing…" I panted.

Red was so wet, fleshy walls clenched around my synthetic penis. I couldn't believe I forgot about this feeling. I was having sex with a harpy again, thrusting into her like I was trying to impregnate her.

Red spun around to face me, her legs clamped around my waist now that I was freed from the wall. We embraced each other, our lips met in a passionate kiss. When I pushed my tongue into her mouth, sharp incisors scraped lightly against it.

I'd come to learn a lot about the harpy sisters. Each of them possessed a unique personality: Blue loved to kiss and give pleasure; Green wanted nothing more than to be spoiled; Red was the most insatiable of the three, enjoying sex so much that she was sometimes a bother to the other two.

Red's bounced restlessly, her waist clapping loudly against mine. I had a hard time meeting her thrusts. Eventually she rode me to an orgasm— nothing ejaculated, but my cock throbbed with an intensity that reverberated back to my cunt.

"I'm cumming, Red… nngh… Aahh— ahhhh!"

Our lovemaking continued at every corner of the great hollow, trying every position without rest. Unlike a normal penis that became soft or needed time to recover after every orgasm, mine wasn't biologically the same, and so I was able to keep going. Red delighted in my new organ, but she soon passed out and dropped to the floor twitching.

There must be a way to get this off. If it reacted to sources of magic, then…

I tossed a magic crystal to the floor. The robes unbinded from my skin and launched away to consume them. I threw a box over it, but it slipped out from the cracks and reformed on my body.

"Oh, come on! I thought I was being clever..." I mumbled. Fortunately, it settled down after absorbing the crystal. "Hmm…"

Instead of just one, I stuffed a handful of magic crystals into my robes. Glittering stones embedded and then dissolve into the fabric. A pulse of energy rippled across the surface, but nothing more happened.

Strange. I thought the acidity trait wasn't inherited when I added slime extract. Perhaps it wasn't dissolving because it outright absorbed the crystals. It gave me an idea to feed it a soul stone, but that might not be a good idea.

I was able to undress without resistance and put on something else for now. Suffice to say, the experiment to imbue my robes with living slime was a success. It required a lot of valuable reagents— and two sacrifices were victimized as a result— but the outcome was worth it.

"Now onto the important matters," I mused. Answering King Marcus' summons was next on the list. The faster we got down to discussing details, the better. Parthun's greatest defense was to play the fool and pretend that I had everything under control. That way, Headmistress Anora wouldn't feel inclined to beseech the Council of Kings to invoke the Rite of Cleansing.

She wouldn't take that seat unless I captured either Eudora and Mira. Without either of them, she had nothing to bargain with.

Over the next two days, I worked alongside Clem and Kati to ensure our settlement was fortified and defensible in my absence. A surplus of potions had been brewed for their benefit in case it ever came to it. I'd only need to bring a few restoration potions and stamina draughts for my journey.

My primary concern was if Eudora decided to lay siege to Ellowyn. Though she hadn't attacked yet, we would be fools to think we were safe out here. The demi-humans may be many and strong, but they never fought a witch who toppled an empire.

While I was instructing the kobolds on how to create bombs by combining Miuna's slime and magic crystals, Kati alerted me to follow him to their side of the settlement.

"Something is happening to the guardian tree. Queen should come see!" he urged.

It wasn't just the kobolds who had gathered, but also the orcs and women as well. The tree was fast becoming a symbol of hope to the residents. To see something grow in leaps and bounds before their eyes was a reminder that they could always rebuild after losing their homes.

My heart filled with joy seeing what was only a sapling a week and a half ago, had now become a fully grown tree. Just like before, I was drawn to it. The tree whispered in an indiscernible language that I could only understand through sensations.

The many buds on the tree began to open into beautiful flowers that adorn its branches. An array of colors, like a vibrant field of tulips on a single tree, blossomed to my approach.

"If only Flora could see you now. Part of why I'm here— the potions and elixirs I can make, is thanks to the boon she gave me." I place a hand on the tree. It pulsed, then something pushed against my hand. I stepped back as a figure emerged from the trunk. A child, barely at the height of my waist, popped out and fell into my arms. She looked up at me, her face as green as leaves and with flowers decorating long, vine-like hair. "F-Flora…?"

The newborn dryad cocked her head to one side and uttered, "Mama?"





Chapter 5 - Cammy



The new dryad was definitely not Flora. She might have a similar appearance in a younger form, but the Flora I knew had passed. This one spawned from her seed, so it was more or less her daughter in a sense.

Amusingly enough, she considered me her mama. Did dryads imprint in the same way as animals? I was only nineteen, still too young to be considered a mother. Whatever the case, it was my duty to protect her since she had been entrusted to me. And she was kind of a cutie.

I pinched the dryad child's cheeks. She made a little yelp, and then giggled. Tiny tendril fingers reached up to pinch me in return.

"Mama!" She beamed.

"You're so precious! I should probably come up with a name for you." I mused to myself.

I could name her Flora, but as her own entity she deserved her own name.

The dryad furrowed her brows to mimic me, "Hmmmm."

"What do you think? Azalea? Lily? Marigold? Camellia?" I suggested, listing off several more flower-themed names.

"Cammy!" The dryad girl lit up.

Cammy hopped off my lap and ran around the room yelling her new name.

"Cammy! Cammy! Cammy! Mama!" She threw her arms over me exhausted. "Cammy hungry…"

"I'm not even sure what dryads eat." I started looking around my house, but the only thing I could think of was water since dryads were entities of nature.

From my staff, I conjured water into a cup and lowered it in front of her. Instead of drinking, her hand unraveled into a tangle of roots that dipped into the cup, soaking the liquid in seconds. The buds at the tips of her hair opened up to tiny fruits. Cammy plucked one and handed it to me.

I held it up to my face. "For me? Uh…"

"Cammy feeds Mama, too!" Cammy stared expectantly, but I was reluctant to eat something that was a part of her body. I didn't want to disappoint her, so I popped the strawberry-like fruit into my mouth. It bursted as soon as I bite into it, blessing my taste buds with a sweet and sour flavor.

"Cammy, this is amazing!" I exclaimed, stroking her hair in thanks.

It wasn't just the taste that was incredible, my whole body reinvigorated as though I'd drunk a stamina draught.

Cammy continued to explore her new home with the curiosity of a newborn baby. She chased my familiar around much like Gurk did, but thanks to her tendrils and roots she was able to entangle him with ease. Rio was gentle around her and knew not to use his monstrous strength to break free.

While the two of them played, I took this time to brew some more potions. I originally wanted to leave tonight, but Cammy's sudden birth changed things. I couldn't imagine she would be happy about me leaving.

Or maybe, her birth was actually a good thing. Dryads were viewed as demi-humans in the eyes of humanity. If I showed them how harmless and benign Cammy was, it might change their minds for the better.

Bringing her with me could work out in our favor.

"Mama, look!" Cammy tugged at my skirt.

Rio rolled up to my feet. He had been mummified from ear to paw in Cammy's vines. Muffled and unamused meows cried out for help.

Being a creature of fae origins, Cammy couldn't sit still in one place. She ran back outside to play, but I made sure to send Rio to keep an eye on her.

By the evening, I brewed an additional batch of restoration potions and elixirs of strength. These wouldn't be for myself or the demi-humans. Instead, I planned to gift them to King Marcus as a gesture of goodwill.

"With these done, I shouldn't waste anymore time and head out tomorrow. I'll need to secure a mode of transportation. I could just walk to Durai and hope I come across a wild horse but..." I thought of Rio's capacity to fly and how quickly he might get us there.

Setting these thoughts on hold, I went outside to look for Cammy. Right out the door, Blue was struggling against plant-like restraints at the foot of the steps.

"Mmmrrr!" the harpy whimpered.

"Cammy," I muttered under my breath.

It wasn't just Blue, there were others who had been entangled as well. I followed the trail of her chaos, freeing each unfortunate victim from their bindings. I finally got to Gurk who was none the happier to see me. Apparently he had been bound since the afternoon.

"Did you see where she went?" I asked.

"New guardian went to Mistress' underground garden," he answered.

"Oh, shit. Miuna!" We hurried downstairs to find Cammy looking over the wooden container housing Miuna. "Cammy!"

"Mama, look. It's bouncy!" she exclaimed.

Cammy poked the slime with a tennoraphallus she plucked from the ceiling. If Miuna could look angry, the bright red glow of its body was the telling sign.

"Ellori, help… She keeps poking me with the— what is it? Penis? Mushroom? Mushroom penis? Penishroom?" the slime asked.

"Tennoraphallus," I answered, stifling a laugh.

The thick mushroom smacked against the gelatinous body and bounced right off. Miuna seemed to have made its body composition thicker to prevent it from entering. "I don't care what it is! Make her stop—"

The tennoraphallus spurted out its liquid spores on Miuna's body, catching the slime by surprise. It lost focus for a moment, and consequently allowed the mushroom to breach past the surface of its body. Miuna absorbed both, disintegrating the matter in seconds.

It began to bounce in panic. "Uwwaahh… It feels so weird and sticky. What is that? What is that?"

"Are you okay, Miuna?" I managed to pull Cammy, who was having the time of her life, away from the container.

"I think so. Never had a mana-infused penishroom in me before." it said.

"You're probably fine— did you just say mana-infused?" I raised a brow.

"Oh, yeah. It was brimming with mana!" it answered as a matter of factly.

Actually, it wasn't uncommon for something like the tennoraphallus to absorb mana— especially when it was bathed in it. This room was teeming with magic due to the crystals grown in here.

"Uuu… Something's coming out!" Miuna's body began to shiver.

A bright pink liquid secreted from its body and pooled around the container. I procured an empty vial from my belt and scooped up the liquid. Cammy saw this chance to absorb some with her roots. I'm too slow to stop her, and she manages to soak up some of it.

The tips of her hair bloomed again with a different kind of fruit. This time, they looked like translucent cherries.

"Interesting…" I mumbled.

I'd need to do more experiments. Judging by the two times this has happened, I could only surmise that Cammy bore fruit to different substances according to what was absorbed.

"Miuna, I don't suppose you know what you just secreted?" I asked.

"Beats me," Miuna said. "It's never happened before.

The liquid gave off a sour scent. "If it's anything like your orc sperm secretions, I should probably not drink this."

Ana visited in the evening after hearing about the birth of a dryad child.

"Oh, my god. She's the most darling little thing!" she screamed.

Without regard for her own safety, Ana scooped the dryad into her arms. I stood by holding my breath, ready to break them up in case something happened. My worries were unfounded. Cammy reciprocated the affection with open arms and roots.

"I want my own! Give me one, too." Ana squealed with delight.

Since there was no danger, I pulled up a chair and poured some tea for Ana. She played with the dryad as a mother would a child. It occured to me that Ana was in fact a mother, and had sired orc sons herself.

"You can't just own her. Besides, she's the kobolds— well, Ellowyn's guardian now. Cammy belongs to everyone," I said.

"I've always wanted a daughter. It's too bad orcs couldn't give birth to females," she remarked while playing peekaboo with Cammy. "I hear you're leaving for Lotherain in the morning. Nervous?"

Lotherain. The capital of Parthun. It wasn't a grand city like the kingdoms to the north, but it was still the seat of power in these lands.

"The most I've ever dealt with in politics is deciding what I want to eat in the morning. But lives are at stake. Running away isn't an option," I answered.

Ana offered me a warm smile. "If mulling over breakfast was our only worry, the world would go to hell in a heartbeat. My boys don't know what they want for breakfast let alone lunch and dinner!"

It was nice having a casual conversation. Just sitting around and talking gave me a heavy dose of nostalgia. How I wished to return to those lackadaisical times of wasting my days away. How I wished to just bury my face in ancient tomes and grimoires under dim light, with a cup of hot chocolate on the nightstand.

There was a time I didn't have to worry about losing my life— losing Mira or any life for that matter.

I felt a hand fall upon mine. Ana gave a reassuring squeeze and ushered Cammy onto my lap.

"Mama?" The girl tilted her head to one side, looking up at me.

I sighed and said, "I would have preferred to be a sister, but I guess mama will have to do."

Ana walked with me to return Cammy to her guardian tree. We each kissed her goodnight before she embedded herself into the trunk.

"I was hoping you can do me a favor," Ana handed me a letter. "Before everything goes to shit— and we know it will— I want to make amends with my parents. Could you make sure they get that?"

"Consider it done," I said, taking the letter.

We bid each other well and returned home.

"I should visit my parents, but I don't think time will be on my side…" I glanced up to the canopy, hoping to catch sight of a star. Unfortunately, harsh winds were blowing in thick clouds over the horizon.

My parents might have to wait a bit longer.

Or perhaps, they might not need to wait at all.





Chapter 6 - Lotherain, the Capital of Parthun



Lotherain was situated at the far western border of Parthun, but since the country wasn't large, traveling there didn't take too much time.

As it turned out, Rio inherited several draconic traits— namely the ability to soar long distances. Since he was already able to fly from having previously eaten a wyvern, all this meant for him was an improvement to flight and strength.

Not only did his physical traits improve, his appearance also saw a touch-up. Rio gave everyone a start when he manifested enormous webbed wings. To the naked eye, we looked like a dragon in the sky. Animals below ground scattered at the sight of us, and we might have given an elderly couple a heart attack along the way.

I was able to hang onto my familiar's leg, and despite the difference in our size he had no issues with weight. We were making record time towards the capital and getting a scenic view of the countryside along the way. Cammy was also having the time of her life, letting her hair and roots flutter against the winds.

Bringing her was ultimately selfish on my part. I was ashamed of using a demi-human child to serve my goals, but this was necessary to Parthun and Ellowyn's alliance. The hope was that the meeting didn't last more than a few days. Taking a dryad away from their guardian tree usually resulted in magical degeneration in their bodies.

However, as long as her tree was receiving worship back home, she should be fine. The only problem was she wouldn't be able to receive the latent magic from her tree to sustain herself. This issue was temporarily remedied by feeding her magic crystals, of which I'd brought an abundance of.

But that was the least of my problems.

The soul stone of gluttony felt a lot more pronounced in my pocket, almost as though it was taunting me to ingest it. I gave it some thought. Without one of those elixirs Eudora had, there was no guarantee I'd survive consuming another. At least with the stone absent from the settlement, Eudora would see no reason to invade. I only prayed that her act of mercy extended to sparing the others.

Right now, I was in a race against time on two fronts: Eudora's deific and Headmistress Anora's seat on the council.

"Mama, look!"Cammy pointed to Lotherain quickly coming into view. It wasn't the largest city in the world. The smallest townships in Saquin dwarfed it in size. But Parthun's crown jewel remained a sight to behold.

King Marcus and his ancestors built their lands in harmony with nature. Vines grew along the stone and wooden walls of their architecture. The streets weren't paved in cobblestone, instead the dirt paths were framed by grassy fields. The castle was entirely built out of wood reinforced with magical enhancements.

Their proximity to the Weeping Expanse and vast forests that painted the landscape made Parthun the primary exporter of lumber. The rest of the world, especially High Saquin and Mordalus where woodlands were sparse, depended on them for a steady supply.

"Cammy, make sure to hang on tight." As I said that, she buried her head into my back and wrapped her tendrils around me. "Bring us down slow, Rio."

Half a dozen archers along the walls panicked in a mixture of confusion and distress. Their bows were trained on us, but once we descended low enough they recognized who I was. Rio's wings shrunk back into his shoulder blades.

I let go of my cat and landed with a light thud, the impact softened by a ventus spell. A group of nervous guards met me at the gate, their hands trembled on the hilt of their swords. One of them appeared more decorated than the others was less spooked and stepped forward.

He pulled off his helmet, revealing a soft demeanor that had seen more petty thievery than battle.

"Guard-Captain of Lotherain, Jerome Anteagan. You have arrived much sooner than His Majesty anticipated," the guard-captain said with a smile.

"Hehe. My familiar can be quite hasty." I returned the grin.

Rio belched a burst of fire and groomed his paw.

Jerome ordered his guards at ease and escorted us into the city. Many curious onlookers peered out of their wooden abodes. Most likely many of them hadn't ever seen a witch before, much less seen a demi-human like Cammy. They lived a peaceful life out here, only occasionally harassed by the demi-humans before I arrived. Suffice to say, the citizens of Parthun had been spoiled by peace and prosperity.

We were led to an inn located at the upper wards of the Lotherain. The estates here were much larger and flamboyant. People walked around with upturned noses surrounded by an air of self-importance.

The guard-captain apologized before continuing. "Unfortunately, King Marcus has been locked in discussion for the past two days. The vassal lords he invited to the capital do not see any reason to improve our defenses. Members of Juna's upper class have also been invited to partake in these talks. They are unaware of the danger you or His Majesty is trying to prevent."

"I'm guessing the tavern is you telling me this is going to take a while." I sighed.

"Sincerest apologies." He opened the door for me. "We'll send word when he is ready. Until then, please enjoy your stay at the crown's expense."

The tavern was every bit extravagant inside as it looked outside. A spotless floor was furnished with mastercrafted tables and chairs, two hearths were set on either side of the room to provide even warmth.

What few patrons that were inside gave us an awkward look, many of them clearly put off by Cammy's presence. A witch such as myself might be a sight for sore eyes, but a dryad was another matter entirely.

I approached a young woman who didn't appear older than seventeen, wiping down tables at the front of the bar. She looked up with a cheerful look that flipped to a frown upon seeing the dryad on my back.

"Eek! Please, we don't want any trouble. Barco already gave me a warning yesterday, and he says anymore and I'll lose this job!" she whimpered.

I put my hands in the air. "Relax, this little one is harmless."

Cammy slinked down to my lower back and hid her face.

"The guard-captain said you had lodging for me? I'm Ellori Farrowghast." I said, tipping my hat.

Her eyes lit up with recognition. "O-Oh. Yes, my lady. Right away."

She raced behind the counter to fetch a thick iron key that looked like it opened a prison cell instead.

"Here you are. Your room will be at the end of the hall, last door on the right." Her eyes darted left and right, and then at Rio sitting perched on my shoulders. "If-If there is anything else, please do not hesitate to call me. I am at your service—"

"No worries." I swapped the key in her hands with a gold coin and went to my room. On the way up, I noticed the girl grimacing at a few rowdy patrons just entering the establishment.

The door to my room unlocked to a grand bedchamber. With the tavern being this wealthy, it was a given that the rooms were just as lavish. But mine looked like something out of the castle.

"Whoa!" I found myself uttering.

A chandelier fashioned with magic shards illuminated the bedchamber. Cammy didn't hesitate to launch herself onto the excessively large bed, so wide that three orcs could sleep on it and have space to spare. There was a side door that led to a washroom with water already filled to the top.

I opened the window to let in some fresh air and was welcomed by the beautiful sight of Lotherain. The upper ward rested on a bluff that overlooked the rest of the city. From here, I can see its residents walking about. A child on a stroll with her mother waved at me from below before being ushered to catch up.

A pair of swallows perched next to my window, and that was when I saw a nest of twigs fit snug between the railing along the wall.

"I wish you were here with me, Mira. Heh. I bet Gurk is depressed back home alone. Good thing I didn't bring him, or we would just be stuck here having sex," I said to myself.

Rio hopped on the railing and eyed the swallows curiously.

"Don't you dare," I warned.

Something light tackled me from behind. Cammy peeked up with her beady eyes and said, "Nice smell from downstairs, Mama!"

"Are you hungry? Wait here, I'll bring something up," I promised.

When I descended, one of the patrons that had come in earlier was pulling on the tavern girl's arm.

"Come back home with me. You'll regret it if you stay out here with these rabble." he said.

The group of three men were much better dressed than the other patrons, who had turned a blind eye to the harassment. Judging by the bright colors of their apparel, and the lion embroidered on their shoulder, they were nobility from the neighboring kingdom of Juna. I had a hunch they may be part of the group of ambassadors that came to meet King Marucs.

Juna…

If I remembered right, Juna was Belle's— Parabelle Ivethrow's domain after the previous witch retired. It would be a good idea to get in contact with her before I returned to Ellowyn.

"P-Please let go…" the girl pleaded, trying to pull her dress away from the man's grasp. "I have work to do— ah!"

She was yanked hard onto the man's lap. The platter of food slipped from her hand and crashed into a sloppy mess on the ground.

"Let her go," I said.

He scoffed. "Aren't you a looker? How about you—"

"Ventus." A burst of wind separated the two of them from each other. The nobleman was blown back in his seat as it skidded away from where he was sitting. His legs parted just in time as I slammed a foot down on his chair, inches from his groin. "The girl said she was busy."

"You— you're Parthun's witch! You can't do that to me, your people serve us. How dare you lay a hand on me." He growled.

The two other men were brave enough to surround me as though they stood a chance.

"It's cute that you think you can take me. Unfortunately, none of you are my type, and I'm running out of patience." I slammed my staff down. A small burst of wind battered their faces, scaring them enough to flee in panic.

"You'll pay for this! You have no idea what's coming!" They tumbled on the way out, earning a round of laughter from the patrons.

I brushed off the empty threats and tapped the girl on her shoulder who was frantically cleaning the mess.

"Let me take care of that. Ventus— aqua o'rea." Water was conjured from my staff to wash away the mess, and the wind picked up broken glass and chunks of food. I compelled the mixture into a nearby trash bin, leaving the floor spotless as it was before.

"Thank you, my lady. Forgive my incompetence! For you to use your magic to help me... I shouldn't… uhm....have..." She stuttered over herself.

The girl had a hard time meeting my eyes, her freckled cheeks were tinted red. Maybe she was not used to having people help her.

"What's your name?" I asked, trying to get a good look at her.

She continued to dodge my eyes. "Eileen Calloway, my lady."

"Eileen, you don't have to address me as 'my lady'. I'm not nobility, nor am I from an affluent family. Just a witch," I said, gesturing to my staff and familiar.

"Ellori, then. Is there something I can help you with, or may I return to work now?" she asked.

Her awkward politeness put me in a difficult spot. I was used to addressing important people, but not being addressed to in a polite manner. It felt like I was treated as a being to be feared or revered, when I was just a normal human behind all the magic.

"Since you're offering. I was hoping you can whip up something for a dryad to eat."

Eileen turned bright red. "Wow! I had no idea witches were so… ahem, open."

"Aha… The Elder Board at the academy believes it has something to do with our magic signature. Sexual relations are actually encouraged as a way of freeing our senses," I explained, recalling the lessons I learned years back.

However, unlike most students, I started exploring my sexuality much earlier. Manipulating magic into volatile energies was a cinch, and I soared past the entrance assessments thanks to my appetite.

"I don't know if I could treat my body the same way. Do you think I can become a witch, too?" Eileen's eyes were filled with a subdued passion, stifled over years of being disenchanted by her mundane life.

"There are plenty of capable witches who are chaste." I grabbed her hand and detected a faint magic signature pulsing within her. Many of it was shut, but proper training could open them as wide as my own. "Even you can become one if you put your mind to it."

Seeing Eileen bouncing joyfully reminded me of myself when I first entered the Witch's Academy. A new world was waiting to be explored. Alchemy made farming more than just harvesting crops. Ancient tomes and grimoires painted history with brighter colors than paintings and murals ever could.

"Nyaauu~" Rio rolled over onto his belly in Eileen's lap.

"Meow!" she mimicked in return and giggled.

Cammy belched like a sailor, her tummy full from eating a healthy help of vegetables Eileen whipped up. She grabbed a napkin to wipe Cammy's mouth, struggling against the playful roots and tendrils that unraveled from the dryad's arms. It was an adorable sight.

By Eileen's suggestion, we ground up a few magic crystals which made the meal much more appealing to the dryad. I would never have thought of doing that until she mentioned it.

The tavern girl became less apprehensive after I stepped in to help her. Since her shift ended in the evening and the innkeeper Barco returned to take over, I invited her to my room on a whim. Once she took the plunge to get over her fears of demi-humans, she and Cammy became fast friends.

"Maybe I should go for it," she said, psyching herself up. "Not that I have anything to lose anyway."

"No family to share your newfound goal with?" I asked.

"They passed away in High Saquin. I came here to live with an aunt, but she's also since passed," Eileen answered, distracted while playing with Cammy.

From High Saquin? She couldn't possibly be—

"Thank you for inviting me to speak with you. It was really eye-opening, especially your… bedside escapades. I should be turning in early," she said.

Becoming a witch at a time like this might not be a great idea, but I could at least point her in the right direction for now.

"Not at all. I'll be here for a few days if you'd like to talk more," I offered.

"I'd love that! Thank you, Ellori, and good night." Eileen bowed and was beaming.

Cammy had fallen not long after Eileen left. With the girl passed out, I could spend the evening touring Lotherain without her causing panic in the city. Rio hopped onto my shoulder as we set out.

Lotherain was different at night. Bioluminescent insects clung onto the side of trees and buildings, lighting up the city with a radiance to rival the stars. Branching lamps, inactive during the day but came to life at night along the many avenues, illuminated where fireflies were few.

Some residents of Parthun's capital had taken to the streets to witness the spectacle, others were out for a stroll to bask in the tender, summer night warmth. I was being avoided for the most part. The sight of a witch, as foreign as seeing a demi-human, was a strange thing for them to behold.

They knew only from their king that I was here to protect their lives and lands. Beyond that, witchcraft's history was illustrated with power-hungry tyrants. If Eudora and Headmistress Anora had their way, they would add to that tally.

The lower wards were much more lively than the affluent folks who would rather spend their evening behind closed doors. Street vendors sold food at every corner, peddlers with unique odds and ends hollered at passersby, even children scampered about not wasting a minute of the night.

I came into a store with shelves stocked high with a myriad of trinkets. From tattered books to jewelry resonating with magic, the place was more a storage of things scavenged over a lifetime of hoarding than curated goods to be sold. It was probably why this place saw so little patronage.

A stumpy old man sat behind a counter where an open door appeared to lead to another room. His store might have been an actual house that was later converted to fund the remainder of his life. Our eyes met briefly before his gaze settled on my chest.

I was drawn to a pair of earrings beset with blue magic crystals that were almost pure at first glance. Rio leaned in to sniff, attracted by its high quality. There was a good chance it had been enchanted.

"What do you think?" I asked Rio. "Would they look good on me?"

"Nyaa."

"Don't get many witches here." The old storekeeper called out.

"Well, you typically won't see more than one per kingdom unless you're in Grathir." I brought the earrings to the counter. "I'd like to purchase this."

"Five-hundred gold," he said flatly.

"Five— I don't have nearly enough. How about a trade? Certainly someone your age could use a potion or two to rejuvenate those old bones," I said, pulling out some vials.

He scoffed. "I live alone, these legs barely carry me to the front door, and I can hardly hear myself. What makes you think I want to extend my life? 'Sides, I trust gold more than I trust a witch's shady potion."

I walked into the store of a stubborn old man. Curiosity kept me from leaving the earrings sitting in this rickety place. For all I knew, it might have belonged to a witch at one point. They were better in my possession than collecting dust or falling into naive hands. That was a disaster waiting to happen.

The storekeeper couldn't make it anymore obvious that he was checking me out. If he wouldn't budge to a trade, then maybe a woman's charm would convince him. I could make his night, and have some fun while at it.

I leaned over and laid my chest on the counter to give him a full view of my cleavage. Tugging my finger against the robes' bust, I asked, "How about free, and I give you something to brag to your drinking buddies about?"

***

I smoked from my pipe while letting the ejaculate leak out of me. The old man whose name I still didn't know, had a blissful expression on his wrinkled face. Not my best lay, but I did orgasm once or twice. It was definitely more fun for him than it was for me. I reached over to give the still-erect cock a rub to pass the time, but he ejaculated pretty quickly.

After having sex with so many different people and demi-humans, I'd lost my bias for any one particular race or age. A good fuck was a good fuck, and there were perks to having different partners.

My being a witch made him cautious about my wares, but he threw caution to the wind to sate his libido. I put on my clothes and pocketed the questionably earned earrings before leaving.

"Before I go, I don't suppose you used to know a woman named Ana living in Lotherain? She must have had parents who were worried about her kidnapping," I said.

The man sat up and started fondling my breasts from behind. "Maybe you can jog my memory, honey?"

I pulled away and dragged my tongue across the length of his cock before going all in to deepthroat him.

"Oh! It's coming back to me. Something else is coming, too!" He grabbed my head and squirted a load down my throat.

"Mrau! Mraauu!" Rio, who I had sent away while doing the deed, came running back to me from across the plaza.

We found Ana's home in the lower part of the city. An older woman and a man behind her answered the door, holding a candle up to their faces. There were bags under their eyes.

"Can I help you?" the woman asked.

"I have a letter from your daughter Ana. If you were worried about her safety, she wanted to assure you she was fine," I said.

They took the letter with trembling hands.

The father, who had looked especially distraught, put a hand on his wife's shoulder. "When Ana left so many years ago we thought we would never see her again. Can you tell her… we don't care about the choices she made. We just want to see our child again?"

"I will. I'm sure she has a few surprises for you, but judging by the letter, she wants to see you two as well," I said.

I left them to bask in the relief of knowing their daughter was alright. If only more people could be like that, or tolerant at the very least. Demi-humans and humans once lived together in harmony. Shallowglade was proof that it could continue to this day. Prejudices didn't need to exist.

A disorderly crowd that wasn't there earlier had gathered around the fountain as I made my way back to the tavern.

"What's going on? Guards!" I called to a patrolling pair who was about to ignore the situation.

I pushed my way to the front and saw two children being pelted by various debris. But upon closer inspection, my anger reached a fever high when I realized that they were not unknown to me. Rotten fruits and vegetables coated the ground leading up to none other than Eileen and Cammy.

"Monster!"

"Why are you protecting it?"

"Get out of here!"

The crowd had them surrounded, screaming obscenities and not giving either of them a chance to leave.

"That's enough!" I slammed my staff to the ground, conjuring a gust of wind that blew back the stones and rotten food back. "You should be ashamed of yourselves!"

Between my magic and more guards pouring into the city square, the swarm dispersed in no time. Cammy buried her tear-stained face into my chest, she had hardly a scratch or stain on her.

"Mama!" she cried.

"What are you doing out here? Eileen, what happened?" I asked.

"I found Cammy wandering the square looking for you." Eileen clutched her forehead, wincing in pain. Blood trickled down the side of her cheek. I yanked her hand away to see a bad hit, likely from a rock being thrown at her.

"Drink this," I said, pulling out a restoration potion for her.

She hesitated to drink the unknown substance, but did so anyway at my request. The wound healed right up, leaving only the dried blood that caked strands of her brunette hair.

I wouldn't have left Cammy alone if I knew this was going to happen. It was irresponsible of me for leaving her to begin with. I held the dryad close and brought Eileen into my arms, too.

"Thank you for protecting her," I whispered.

Eileen offered a strained smile. "It was nothing."

***

The square returned to a tenuous calm by the time the guards departed. I helped them clean the mess with magic, and did the same for the girls. Cammy fell asleep on my back. Though she was the reason this happened in the first place, I was pleasantly surprised by her restraint. She could have easily protected herself and Eileen, but didn't lash out at Lotherain's citizens.

"I can't believe they attacked you two like that," I mumbled.

Eileen shook her head in defense of her fellow citizens. "It's alright. If only I had explained myself better, it would have been fine. I'm just glad Cammy is okay."

I patted the girl on the head. In another lifetime we might have been attending the Witch's Academy together. Mira would've taken a liking to her selfless nature.

"Can I walk you home, Eileen?" I asked.

"No! No, I know my way back. It isn't far." She turned me down quickly, but I suspected there was something she didn't want to tell me.

"A young girl such as yourself shouldn't be walking alone at night. Even if you are familiar with the streets." I put my hands on my waist, but since Cammy was on my back and Rio was on my shoulder, it just looked awkward.

"I don't actually have a home. I live in an abandoned farm on the outskirts of the city." Eileen stared at the ground, chewing on her lip.

Seeing her on the brink of tears almost made me regret asking.

"Come back with me then. I'm not paying for the room anyway," I said.

"Barco won't like that—"

"I'll talk to him if it comes to that, but I am definitely not letting you sleep out in a barn." We returned to the tavern, and Eileen proved herself right about Barco. He threw a tantrum about letting one of his wait staff get free lodging. I wasn't having any of it, and invoking King Marcus' name shut him up real fast.

I laid Cammy gently on the bed and tucked her in. Eileen stood in the corner of the room, more awkward now than when she was here earlier.

"The bed is large enough for all of us and then some," I told her.

Eileen crawled onto the bed and began bawling her eyes out. "I can't remember the last time I slept on a bed."

Cammy, stirred awake by the commotion, reached for Eileen and enveloped her in an embrace. A tendril wiped a tear from her eyes before the liquid was absorbed.

"Bleh. Salty water." Cammy stuck her tongue out, earning laughter from Eileen as she returned the hug.

The heartwarming scene reminded me why I fought. Even if there were people who reject creatures like Cammy, humanity was still a race worth saving for these moments.

I had to be stronger not just for myself, but for kind souls like Eileen.

Eileen and Cammy slept like logs together until morning. I had to wake them up before the tavern girl was late for work— not that it mattered since she was already at the tavern.

While we're having breakfast downstairs, several of the patrons whispered about last night's incident. Word traveled fast in this cozy city, taking not but a single night for even the tavern keeper Barco to catch wind. Especially when the topic of discussion was a demi-human.

"I'm sorry! I'm sorry!" Eileen stumbled out of the backroom, apologizing profusely.

Barco was red in the face, not even minding that the other patrons were watching. "Sorry ain't cutting it. Everyone in Lotherain is talking about my inn being a festering ground for monsters."

"It's too early to cause a ruckus," I chimed in.

He pointed a meaty finger in my direction, no longer bothering to hide the repulsion in his voice. "It's bad enough that you brought that thing in here. The sooner you finish your business in this city, the better. As for you, Eileen, consider your employment cut short."

"What…" She choked back tears.

"Bad business to be seen with a demi-human, let alone sympathize with one. I'll be lucky getting even half of my patrons back after your stunt," he said.

Barco snatched the tray from her hands and disappeared into the back, leaving Eileen in shock. I went over to take her hand. This was my fault. I knew bringing Cammy here would cause trouble, but I didn't think I would devastate someone's life.

The moment I guided her to a seat, Eileen buried her head into her arms. No tears, no whimpering, just despondent.

"It's not your fault," she assured, as though sensing that I was about to claim responsibility. "Maybe it's better this way. Barco paid me in chicken feed. I just don't know where to go next, or if anyone will even take me."

I stroked her back to comfort her. Cammy saw me do this and mirrored my action.

"Even so, it's my responsibility. I let Cammy out of my sight and put you in that terrible situation. Let me make it up to you. What do you say about becoming my apprentice?" I asked.

Eileen jolted from her seat. "Do you mean it?"

"Of course! We can easily build you a home, it's just—" Now that I thought about it, she would also be living with a bunch of horny demi-humans, and be under threat of rogue witches. The flip side would be leaving her here to fend for herself, which wasn't ideal either. "It might be a little overwhelming at first."

"I can do it! I want to be more than just a tavern wench. Please make me your apprentice," she said.

Overwhelmed by her enthusiasm, the two of us shook on it. But the moment was ruined by Barco coming back to sour the mood.

"Still here? I'm losing patronage from you just sitting there." His irritation wiped the smile from Eileen's face.

"I don't believe she has to listen to you anymore," I warned, standing between them. "Why should someone not under your employ listen to you? Eileen is as much a patron as the other folk in the tavern."

And just for good measure so that he didn't get the last word, I shove four gold coins into his hand. It was more than what he deserved, but enough to make up for our time here and placate him.

"My company would like something to eat and drink." Then I leaned in and lowered my voice so only he could hear. "This witch would be disappointed if there were foul play in the food."

Barco swallowed the words stuck in his throat, snorted, and went into the pantry.

"I'm sorry you had to do that for me," I heard Eileen say behind me.

I sat next to her and put a hand on her shoulder. "Oh, psh. You don't have to apologize for every little thing. It's only natural I protect my apprentice."

Rio plopped himself on top of Eileen's head and purred.

Heavy footfalls approached from the front entrance. Guard-Captain Jerome was accompanied by a party of guards.

"His Majesty, King Marcus will see you now. We are to escort you to his manor." He then glanced at my dryad. "But we would like to request you leave your non-human companions here."

"I was hoping to demonstrate to King Marcus that Cammy, like many demi-humans, are of no danger," I said dejectedly.

There went my plan. I couldn't exactly force them to accept my condition to bring Cammy along. I was still bound to the king and his orders.

Eileen tugged at my robes. "It'll be alright. I'll stay here and watch over Cammy until you come back— ahem, Mistress."

I had to cover my mouth to hide my stupid smile. Being called mistress by a junior, not my usual bedside partner Gurk, couldn't make me happier.

"In that case, I'll be counting on you until I return."

***

King Marcus' residence was atop the hill overlooking the rest of the city. He didn't reside in a castle like the many wealthier monarchs of the northern and western sovereignties. His home was humble manor, large in size compared to the nobility in the upper wards, but by no means excessively vain.

Several maids and groundskeepers tending the courtyard bowed as we came through the gate. What this place lacked in material wealth and statues of figures long dead, was made up for by a beautiful garden from across Talmora.

"Has the king always had a green thumb?" I asked my escort.

Jerome took a gander across the many fields of flower and brushes. "He has no wife or children, so he spends most of his time in the gardens as though it were his offsprings."

Despite his grisled demeanor, the king of Parthun was a surprisingly gentle man. A rare thing for people in power such as himself.

A chamberlain opened the door and gestured me in. Jerome came no further, and remained at the bottom steps.

I went inside, and the first thing to welcome me was Magistrate Semyon's scowl. "His Majesty is waiting. I expect a witch to at least know proper etiquette when meeting with him."

"Lucky for me you aren't the king," I remarked, strolling past him.

I was led up a series of staircases until we reached the third floor. Along the way, it occured to me how little King Marcus owned. There were no paintings or busts depicting a long, storied lineage, or armor and weapon stands to tell of his past as a warrior. The manor was, for the most part, empty. Lonely was the only word that came to mind.

Semyon pushed open the mahogany double-doors, revealing a much larger chamber within. A modest throne room with many shelves along the wall served as a repository of potted plants. King Marcus sat in a chair by the window, not even on the throne situated at the center of the room.

As soon as he saw me, he put the book down and said, "Leave us, Semyon."

"But, Your Majesty— I'm always in attendance—"

The king shook his head. "Not this time."

Semyon was reluctant to leave, but had no other choice than to obey his king. He bowed, clicked his tongue in my direction, and shut the door behind him.

"I apologize for my magistrate's impertinence. I invited him into the post not for his manners, but for his efficient work ethic. If something needs to be done, he'll have it done the next day. Semyon is the one who arranged many of the meetings that kept you waiting." King Marcus slid his book into a drawer. He looked a lot worse than he did when I last saw him. His cheeks were sunken, and the bags under his eyes suggested nights of unrest.

"Your Majesty, you're unwell. I brought you poultices that can help with that," I said, procuring a stamina drought and a restoration potion for him to drink.

He eyed the vials curiously. I shouldn't be surprised if he was being cautious. It must have reached far and wide that the King of Randover was poisoned by a witch. A false accusation, but even unsubstantiated hearsay was enough to put anyone on guard.

Just as I thought he was going to reject my offer, he drank both of them at once and stared into the empty vial. His eyes widened with astonishment.

"Perhaps I should have kept you close by after all." He chuckled. His amusement was quickly replaced by a frown. "Juna has turned down my request for aid."

"Your Majesty, I've given it some thought, and I do believe evacuating your people to the Weeping Expanse is the best course of action," I reminded him.

In the event the Council of Kings launched an invasion, the forest could serve as a natural barrier. At the moment, no one knew more about the forest than myself and Eudora. To others, especially Headmistress Anora, it was uncharted territory with hidden dangers.

He pondered the plan quietly, but eventually shook his head. "It is far too great an undertaking. Could you feed and look after a kingdom of twenty thousand citizens?"

"I… that's true…"

I didn't consider the logistical nightmare that would be. What if they were to—

An explosion rocked the mansion.

Something outside robbed King Marcus' attention. He glanced out the window, and immediately stumbled back. I caught him before he fell over, consequently witnessing the same terrible sight— Lotherain was in flames.

Jerome burst through the door in a panic. "Lotherain is under assault. Knights more equipped than our armies stormed the gate without warning and started slaughtering everyone."

His words were so outrageous, if the city weren't on fire before my eyes I wouldn't have believed him.

"Where is the army? Why are they not defending the city?" King Marcus maintained his composure, but it wasn't hard to hear the trepidation in his quivering voice.

"They're nowhere to be seen. I have the guards scrambled across the city, but we're spread thin. The fighting has reached the upper wards," he said.

My mind raced trying to come up with an answer. Who could be attacking? Why? What kingdom would risk drawing the Council of Kings' ire? How did an army large enough to besiege a city slip through unseen?

Unless… It was done through magic.

"Guard-Captain, whose banners did you see outside?" I asked.

Jerome hesitated to answer. Through clenched teeth he said, "Juna. There is another I do not recognize. It is of a bleeding fist, clutching a sword."

Both King Marcus and I understood at once.

The Council of Kings had in their arsenal a force dedicated to the annihilation of witchcraft in the unlikely event of another Crimson Wars. Descended from witch hunters, decades of waiting and training, itching to do battle— The Order of Piety.

"Rally the guards to the upper wards, and do everything you can delay their advance," the king ordered. "We must prepare to evacuate east."

"Yes, Your Majesty." Jerome left in haste.

I was terrified. So scared I couldn't think straight.

When did things go wrong? Why did the Council of Kings move forward with the Rite of Cleansing?

"Farrowghast," King Marcus revealed the scroll that had me bound to his will, subservient to his every order.

He was going to use me as a pawn to fight The Order of Piety. There was no way I could win. Not against them. Would I die today? What would happen to Cammy and Eileen?

However, the king did the unthinkable— he ripped the scroll down the middle. Energy rippled across the room, a thousand church bells went off in my head, so loud I keeled over. But in the next instant, I was fine.

"It seems it was never my destiny to rule. I long suspected after High Saquin, after Randover, the Council wanted these rich lands for themselves. You are free now, and I can only hope you will do me one last favor— avenge Parthun," he said, staring me in the eyes.

Even while his city burned, his words were not filled with hate. Instead, it was tortured with sorrow.

The doors burst open a second time, but it wasn't Jerome who came through it. A tall knightess in full plate armor strided in, followed by an ocean of golden hair that collected around her cloak. What truly captivated me— whether in terror or awe— was the mammoth greatsword propped against her shoulder. Magic coursed through its blade, reminiscent of a familiar's magic signature. Yet, unlike a familiar, the magic felt perverse.

To our horror, she clutched Jerome's severed head in her other hand.

I stepped forward, raising my staff in preparation to defend the king, but the knightess ceased her approach. She tossed the head to my feet, and let the slab of steel drop, embedding itself upright on the ground. Then, she took a knee before King Marcus.

"The Order of Piety, Aurelias LaRouge. Among my fellows, I am christened— Humility. By the Rite of Cleansing, we have come to liberate Parthun from the threat of witchcraft."





Chapter 7 - The Order of Piety



The knightess whose name was both Aurelias and Humility remained as still as a statue. Even kneeling, her form was intimidatingly large next to her much larger greatsword. That she wielded it with such ease was a testament to her strength— which was not someone I wanted to test my magic on.

King Marcus, unmoved by her words, approached the knightess. He reached under his cloak to pull out a golden key and deftly pressed it into my palm, just out of the woman's field of vision.

"Lady LaRouge—"

"I am no lady, Your Majesty," she interjected. "This one is but a rusted tool of the gods. I should like that you call me, Humility."

I swallowed hard. Something about her felt off. Warped.

The king cleared his throat and began again. "Humility. As you can see, there is no threat of witches here. Your quarry is in the Weeping Expanse, where two rogue witches lay in hiding."

"On the contrary, there is one behind you." Humility finally lifted her head, adjusting the helmet to get a proper look at me.

"You're wrong. Ellori is not among the witches you are looking for," King Marcus said, coming to my defense.

"Ellori Farrowghast is under arrest on suspicions of violating the laws set forth by the Council of Kings and her covenant." The words came not from Humility, but from another woman who entered behind the knightess. A winged snake was coiled around her staff, hissing in my direction. Long black hair bound in pigtails frame her pale skin and sharp, hazel eyes. This one, I knew— the Kingdom of Juna's witch, Parabelle Ivethrow, a witch of wrath.

Belle, as I knew her from our time as colleagues at the academy, walked with a strange gait, as though her legs were weak and barely able to keep standing.

"Belle? What's going on?" I asked.

She placed a hand to her chest. "I am to be your replacement. I would rather not hurt my junior. So, Ellori, I implore you to stand down."

A knight of the Order of Piety was bad enough, now a witch with the strength to rival Mira had come to make this difficult. Belle couldn't know that I was being set up, I don't want to hurt her over this.

But…

"There is a misunderstanding, ladies." King Marcus continued to try and deescalate the situation even as his city burned.

"Give up, Marcus. You weren't cut out to be king." A third person entered the room— High Magistrate Semyon.

The picture was clear at last. This whole meeting, the city in flames, how the Order of Piety infiltrated the city unnoticed— we were never meant to have a fighting chance.

Humility rose to her feet and unveiled a scroll. "On this day, the twelfth of Midgaust, King Marcus is to abdicate the crown. The Council of Kings hereby elevates Semyon Arbin to King of Parthun, with all lands and titles granted to him henceforth. During this transition, the current presiding witch, Ellori Farrowghast, is to be detained or eliminated. Signed, Councillor Anora van Theras."

Councillor Anora.

So she won the seat. Much sooner than I expected and without my help. She must have known I wasn't on board with her ascension. Now nothing would stop her. But I had to at least try to convince them.

"Headmistress Anora is misleading the Council, you have to believe me. I have proof!" I pleaded.

My desperation fell on deaf ears. The moment they received their orders, I was labeled guilty without a chance to defend myself.

The air had grown thick and suffocating. I could hardly breathe just standing before Humility and Belle. They said 'detain' but it didn't feel like I'd be leaving this manor alive.

What was the right move? How should I navigate this so I could get out of here alive with King Marcus?

"This is preposterous. You will have to pry this kingdom from my dead hands," King Marcus declared, reaching for his sword.

"Your Majesty, wait!" I shouted too late.

"Councillor Anora's orders are clear: eliminate all witches— " Humility wrapped her fingers around the greatsword. The thick slab of metal groaned. King Marcus had no opportunity to retaliate. A gust of wind kicked up my hair. The tip of the greatsword crashed to the ground. The king, or what was left of him, crumpled to the floor. His head rolled to a stop at Semyon's feet. "—including their accomplices."

"You…" I couldn't believe my eyes. The man whom I was to protect, whose kingdom I was to safeguard, was murdered. King Marcus' blood pooled around my shoes, quickly staining the floor around us.

I failed. His last words to me replayed in my mind— avenge Parthun.

"Rio! Come!" A blur flew across the room, but Humility caught him by the scruff of his neck.

"What a joke," she remarked, before being engulfed by Rio's breath of fire.

A towering wall of ice surrounded me from all sides. Spikes protruded from it, daring me to impale myself. Magic of this magnitude could only be from—

"Not another step." Belle inched forward, her staff trained on me with another spell.

Rio slammed into the wall behind me. Humility somehow survived the inferno with barely a tarnish to her armor.

I cast a handful of magic crystals to the ground. "Igni vas o'rea!"

Powered by the staff and crystals on the ground, I conjured a hulking ball of flames at them. Belle was undeterred, standing her ground as the fire fizzles out of existence before impacting.

"What…? How?" I choked.

From what? Anti-magic?

"Marvel, Ellori. For I am no mere witch of wrath. In order to prove my allegiance to both the covenant and the Council of Kings, I have become Diligence itself." Belle clenched her fist, shattering the wall of ice into a battering hailstorm. Hundreds of icicles shredded into me like a flechette of knives. I was surprisingly unhurt. The living clothes absorbed most of the impact and cuts, and reformed itself with each tear.

"Rio, stampede!" I grabbed his tail, and we both launched out of the nearest window. I cast another handful of magic crystals on our way out. "Aqua vas o'rea, vanis sleuth!"

Water flooded the chamber and froze over, sealing the hole Rio had just made.

Keeping them trapped up there should buy us some time. We needed to get out of the city fast, but first I had to find Eileen and Cammy.

Which was easier said than done. Lotherain was crawling with Piety knights and Juna soldiers. Women and children were being corralled to the lower ward's city square. The guards and any men who so much as raised a hand were cut down on the spot. To call it a one-sided slaughter was more appropriate than a battle. The bastard Semyon must have done something to move Parthun's standing army.

As much as it hurt to admit, Lotherain was lost. I had to retreat back to the Weeping Expanse. King Marcus' vengeance would have to wait.

When I reached into my satchel for a stamina drought, my hand found nothing but the fabric of my robes.

"Well, crap."

My robes might be alive, but the other accessories of my outfit weren't. The only thing unscathed was my pouch of magic crystals, but I was running low on those.

The tavern we were staying at had its rooftop caved in and smoke billowing out from the opening. Eileen burst out of the entrance with Cammy in her arms pursued by a number of Juina soldiers.

Rio swooped down, knocking the pursuers off their feet. They went limp as I shattered a slumber vial to the ground.

"Mama!" Cammy climbed onto my shoulders.

"What's happening? Why is the city under attack?" Eileen was just as desperate for answers as I was.

"No time to explain. We need to get out of here—"

A gust of cool air brushed against my cheeks, sending a chill up my spine.

"My colleagues call me weak; I am inclined to agree with them." Humility walked towards us unimpeded by the giant weapon in her grasp. I was convinced that her strength was supplemented by elixirs or magical enhancements from Belle. She gripped the greatsword with both hands and struck the ground, creating a fissure where we're standing. "Clearly, I still have much to learn."

She was considered weak?

I dreaded to think what the others were capable of.

We needed to flee. Even if I took on Humility, we'd be surrounded by her reinforcements soon. And when Belle caught up, we could kiss our chances of escaping goodbye.

Metal greaves scraping against gravel warned me not a second too soon.

I cast a wall of ice, stopping the greatsword from bisecting us. Humility hopped over the wall that divided us.

"Rio, sic 'em!"

Dragon wings appeared and unfurled on his back. He shot up to meet the knightess head on. Despite his overwhelming strength from consuming a dragon and centaur, a single swing from her weapon cratered Rio into the ground.

Humility landed in front of us and said, "Give up."

"How about no? Cammy, tie her up!" I yelled, turning my back.

"Yes, mama!"

Thick roots sprouted from the ground, entangling Humility's legs and arms.

"Vanis blanchet." The ice behind her partially melted into a slush at my command, coating Humility's entire body save for her head. "And for the coup de grace, vanis sleuth."

The liquid froze, encasing her in a block of ice.

"Rio, to me. Time to get out of here!" My familiar crawled out of the hole and shook the dirt from his fur.

We each clutched onto Rio's limbs and took off in time to see Humility breaking out of her entombment. She plunged the sword into the earth and put her hands together in prayer. It was then that I felt it.

The sensation of perverse magic.

The latent magic I sensed around us was being drained into a single point— Humility's sword. My living robes writhed in agony, and the staff's magic crystal dimmed just a bit. Whatever she was trying to do, it couldn't be good

"Get us out of here now!" I ordered my familiar. Rio's wings beat harder and with more intensity. I grabbed on to Eileen who was having trouble hanging on. Lotherain was getting further and further away, but in the corner of my eyes, something glitter and hummed.

"Ellori, watch out—" Eileen pushed me off her.

A beam of light brighter than the sun itself cut across the sky and pierced Eileen's chest. Her eyes widened with terror as she coughed up blood, clawing at her throat for air. I took a hold of her before she lost grip on Rio's leg.

"No, no. Stay with me!" My free hand grasped for the alchemy satchel that wasn't at my waist. All my potions were gone. Eileen put a hand to my face, I hadn't realized that tears were streaming down my cheeks. She mustered the last of her strength to smile one last time, and her hand fell limp to the side.

We landed on a ridge overlooking Lotherain. Eileen's breathing had become shallow. I had to act fast before she lost too much blood, but the wound where she was struck has already been cauterized by the beam. There was nothing for me to bandage on the outside, it was her internal body that I needed to somehow heal.

Eileen's temperature was dropping quickly. No amount of heat I provided could make up for the blood she lost. If there is a cauldron nearby, I had the crystals to turn it into an alchemy cauldron—

"Mama?"

But I had neither the heart of a vicious beast nor the blood of an innocent one. Damn it. How did I come so unprepared? I should have known my satchel was vulnerable compared to my living robes. If Mira was here, what would she—

"Mama!"

"Not now, Cammy!" I screamed in frustration.

Roots from her hair came to life and coiled around my arm. Her magic flooded into my body from the arm, filling me to the brim. It was as though a massive font of energy had come into my disposal. Around me, everywhere— the roots beneath the earth, and the branches and stems at the surface, I could tap into them.

"Look!" Cammy tugged at my entangled arm and pointed at the grass beneath my feet.

All around us the earth pulsed with faint blue light. Despite the winds battering us at this elevation, the grass and trees did not sway. By some supernatural force, they had been frozen in time.

Even as night crawled it's way across the horizon, energy emanated from where I was sitting, illuminating the world around me. At first, I thought of running. A beacon of light would alert Humility and Belle to our location.

But instincts told me this was something only I could see. Or rather, Cammy and myself were able to.

The dryad girl leaned in, dangling a fruit sprouting from a flower on her head. It wasn't like the strawberries that grew last time. This apricot-like fruit was the only one that's grown. She shook her head, urging me to take it.

"What do I do with this?" I didn't even have to pluck it, the apricot snapped from the stem and fell into my palm.

"Eileen's hungry. She needs to eat! She needs to eat!" Cammy continued this chant in a playful tune.

I fed it to Eileen the only way I knew how. I crushed the fruit with all my might, letting the juices spill into her mouth.

At first, nothing happened. Then Eileen's chest rose and fell at a rhythmic pace. She breathed with life again but remained unconscious. The next breath I took had never been sweeter. After losing so much today, I— we managed to save someone. But the fight wasn't over yet, and our lives were still very much in danger.

"Good work, Cammy." I ruffled Cammy's stem-like hair, causing a few bulbs to bloom and flower.

"Not Cammy," she said, shaking her head. "Mama and Cammy!"

I wasn't too sure what happened, but I believed Flora's had a hand in what we just did. I made a silent prayer to her, thanking her for two gifts— the boon and my daughter.





Chapter 8 - Traces of Resistance



On the way back, I bit the urge from warning other towns who had yet to see any fighting. They would be safer not knowing that the capital was attacked. The hope was that once the Order of Piety arrived they would simply occupy the towns instead of laying siege to them.

King Marcus was right, evacuating the citizenry to the Weeping Expanse would never have worked. How naive was I?

The sky-reaching towers quickly came into view. We finally crossed the threshold into the forest, and gave the residents of Ellowyn a fright as we landed. Many of them came to me, relieved that I was finally back. I was glad as well, and it looked like the place wasn't attacked during my absence.

"Roga!" He was the first one to push his way through the crowd to me. "Tell Clem and Kati we have a fight coming. A big one."

The orc nodded and hurried off towards the demi-human encampment. He whispered to Ana, whose expression hardened and began to corral the crowd back to their homes.

I kicked open the door to my home, startling Gurk from his slumber.

"Mistress!"

"I know you're horny, but not right now," I said, laying Eileen onto the couch and feeding her a restoration potion plucked from the shelf.

Whatever was ruined internally by the beam should be healing now. I dropped to the floor and just laid there, not even bothering to take a seat.

I'd been on edge since King Marcus died.

"I'm so tired…" I groaned, burying my face into my hands.

Gurk threw a bed sheet over me.

"Thanks." I patted his head "I'll make sure to reward you tomorrow— No, I can't rest yet."

For all I knew, Humility and the rest of the Order were on their way. Worse, who knew what Councillor Anora had in store for us. She was probably watching me right now.

I picked up Rio and looked him straight in the eyes. "Headmistress, if you're watching, know that I'm very disappointed in you. That's right. Your former student is disappointed in you! I can't believe you would allow King Marcus to be killed like that. I still hate you for turning on Mira! I swear— even if I have to betray the covenant, I will expose you and make you pay for all the suffering you've caused."

Rio tilted his head and meowed.

"Ehh… She probably isn't listening, is she? Damn it. Now I just look like an idiot. I still need to remove that surveillance spell from you somehow."

Cammy plopped down next to my legs, rubbing her weary eyes. The leaves and petals in her hair drooped, a sign that she was becoming fatigued being away from her tree for too long. Gurk and I carried her back to the guardian tree, and she embedded herself into the trunk after entangling me with a hug.

Never would I have thought the Weeping Expanse could provide me comfort. The day had yet to end, and it seemed like the invasion of Lotherain was but an illusion. I should be fortunate that the residents were quick to believe me.

The fortifications made to the walls wouldn't stand a chance against someone like Humility. The true purpose was to give them a sense of control in their lives during desperate times. It would prepare them for when the battle came. I'd need to make long term preparations to evacuate them further into the forest should it come to that.

The truth of the matter was I couldn't defeat the Order of Piety. Even with Mira's help, it changed nothing. We were going up against a colossal entity capable of destroying a kingdom without a second thought.

As soon as we returned back to the house, Gurk sprung to life having remembered something. "Almost forgot to tell Mistress. Found this in the morning."

He handed me an empty scroll.

"Is this a joke?" I asked.

"What is a joke?" he asked in response, just as confused as I.

The scroll suddenly expelled glittering dust at my face before going up in flames. Pieces of cinders fell, extinguishing as they hit the floor.

"What the… nngh!" My body seized. Words and runes flew across my eyes. Gurk clutched his head in panic, fearing he had done something to hurt me.

"It's alright," I assure him, recognizing the effects of the spell.

Like water being poured into a glass, empty pockets in my mind began to fill with thought. I heard Mira's voice, yet at the same time I didn't. Her mute words played in my head, reciting line after line as though she was reading from a book.

When the spell subsided, two memories that I previously didn't have echoed in my head: a ritual to purge the surveillance spell from Rio and the necessary reagents to get it done, as well as the location of a reclusive dragon.

No doubt in my mind this was from Mira. I danced with joy knowing that she was safe and made headway into taking the fight to Anora. However, the fact that she didn't deliver me the news herself must mean she was caught up in something.

Every victory we made mustn't be met with complacency.

I had all the ingredients in my home except for a dragon's heart. Every part of the dragon we killed had already been used or consumed, so I'd have to go after this other dragon for the final piece.

"Can I even kill a dragon alone?" I asked myself.

As though to remind me of his existence, Rio headbutted me. "Mraau!"

I picked my kitten off the ground and scratched his head. "Looks like we'll be going to another tower."

A wave of exhaustion came down on me harder than an avalanche. I laid Rio down and he ran off to lay next to Eileen.

"We'll go first thing in the morning. Until then… Gurk, your mistress needs some attention," I ordered.

"Yes, Mistress!" He and his lower buddy stood ready.

***

"AAAAAAAAHHHHHH! GOBLIN! HELP!"

I awoke to a blood curdling scream. Eileen was throwing anything she could find at Gurk who had hidden himself behind the upturned table.

"Get away!" Eileen screamed.

"Stop! No more destroying Mistress' stuff!" Gurk tried in vain to calm the girl down, but it was only serving to incite more panic.

"Eileen!" I called her from upstairs.

"Ellori… Mistress?" She stopped short of chucking another mandrake.

I rushed downstairs and threw my arms around her. "I'm so happy you're alive!"

"I'm happy, too. But uhm…" She gestured to my naked body.

"Oh." I whistled sharply and my robe flew down to dress me.

"Whoa! What is that? A witch thing? Also— there's a goblin behind you!" She clutched my shoulders, trembling at the sight of Gurk.

"Eileen, I need you to take a deep breath and calm down. What I'm about to say might shock you," I said.

Eileen was receptive the whole way through. Everything fell into place for her as I recounted what happened from the very beginning. Between my coming here, the revelation of Headmistress Anora's deception, and the attack on Lotherain, she digested all I said with only a modicum of doubt.

She sipped on her tea, throwing the occasional cautious glance at Gurk. "It's one thing to hear about them, it's another to actually see one in person. You really have sex with that?"

"Ahem. I think of it as a mutually beneficial relationship," I answered, scratching my cheek in embarrassment.

"I don't think I'm ready to walk out and see a bunch of orcs and kobolds..." She hid her face behind the teacup.

"Take your time to get used to the place. You got used to Cammy, didn't you?" I asked.

Gurk delivered a batch of cookies we had baked in the clay oven, and offered some to Eileen. She took one and gingerly bit into one as though fearing it was poisoned. But the moment it touched her lips, she was reminded how famished she'd been and scarfed down the tray.

"I had no idea so much was happening. Meanwhile, I was just struggling to get by working in a tavern. I can't thank you enough for saving me. If you will allow it, I'll work on my fear of the demi-humans and be the best apprentice you ever had!" Eileen exclaimed steeled resolve.

"I'm expecting great things from you, apprentice." I patted her head and started getting ready to depart. "Until I get back, I'll have Ana and Liz to bring Cammy over to keep you company."

"Where are you going?" she asked, stuffing her mouth with more cookies.

"Dragon-hunting."





Chapter 9 - In Search of a Dragon



"Are you really going to leave me here with a bunch of demi-humans?" Eileen clung to my back, occasionally throwing glances at Gurk who was keeping a distance out of respect for our newcomer.

I grabbed the vial of purple smoke that was a result of Gurk dunking an entire mandrake. A minor increase to temperature turned it into liquid, and adding heat returned it to a gaseous state. It shouldn't be toxic. The mandrake's stabilizing component made sure of that. I was unsure what adding an excessive amount of it had done, and what effects it would cause.

"I understand that you're not used to demi-humans yet, but Gurk is one of the kinder ones. He won't do anything unless you allow it. I hope," I said, glancing away.

"You hope?!" Eileen clutched onto my robes even tighter.

"El, we're coming in!"

Ana and Liz entered with Cammy barreling through the door. She raced towards me, but saw Eileen and tackled her instead.

"Leenleen!"

"Oh, Cammy!" The familiar face instantly erased Eileen's worries. "Wait, Leenleen…?"

Liz dropped off a batch of bread on the table and plopped down on the couch. "Ana's been a real slavedriver working us to the bone."

"Here. Drink this." I uncorked a stamina drought for her.

"Holy crap, this is amazing." Liz wiped her lips and stared at the vial in disbelief. "I feel like I can take on the world."

"Does that mean you're ready to go back to digging?" Ana asked, crossing her arms.

"No! Mercy, let me rest," her friend begged.

"Anyway…" Ana turned to me. "We've dug a trench around the wall facing west and started filling it with water from the tank. It's no moat, but it'll give footsoldiers a second thought."

"You guys really went all out," I remarked, impressed by their tenacity.

The residents of Shallowglade never demonstrated this level of precaution against the centaurs. But their experience with sieges and having lost their first home strengthened their resolve to protect this one.

Ana availed herself of one of the bread from the basket and smeared honey over it. They were large enough for her to break a piece off for each of us. It wasn't like the honeybread the villagers at Durai baked me, but the sweet flavor is giving me a huge dose of nostalgia of a more peaceful time.

She took a seat at the table, but instead of eating, she simply stared at the food in her hand. I was sure thoughts of her parents' safety weighed heavily on her mind.

I had to try to offer her some encouragement. "Ana, about your mom and dad—"

"They're hardy folks, so I'm sure they'll be alright. I can't thank you enough for giving them my letter. Now I just want to see them again," she said, then stuffed her face until only crumbs were left on the table. "You had something you needed from us, right? What's up?"

"I was hoping you can keep Eileen company. Having humans around her will ease her around demi-humans," I explained.

Liz shrugged. "No problem. Everyone's working at intervals so it's not like we're dying out there."

"Liz and I can take turns making visits, and Cammy goes where she wants so no biggie," Ana added.

"Thank you all so much! I'll be back in a few days."

Rio hopped onto my shoulders, and the both of us wasted no time.

***

The location of the reclusive dragon, as well as its tower of residence, was imprinted in my mind. Finding it was the easy part, fighting it was where the real problem lied. Rio might be much stronger now, and my magic more potent as a result of consuming a soul stone and with my living robes, but dragons were still nothing to scoff at.

My main concern was their breath of fire. I was fortunate that ranching bicorn hares had yielded plenty of horns to make resistance potions out of, but the intensity of a dragon's breath was proportional to their age and magic pool.

Ancient dragons were especially dangerous. No amount of resistance potions would save me from their fire. I'd have to dodge and hope my robes wouldn't catch fire. Though, I highly doubted Mira would send me to the location of a dragon she didn't think I could handle.

As we're soaring above the canopy towards the designated tower, a barrage of spikes fired at us. A simple ventus spell deflects the projectiles, but more launched from the forest. To make matters worse, a pack of wyverns unhinged themselves from the tower and dove in our direction.

I launched a series of fireballs that hit their marks, knocking the wyverns from the sky. Meanwhile, spikes continued to pelt us from below.

"Take us down," I ordered my familiar.

We descended below the canopy to find a trio of manticores clinging to the trunks of the trees. One of them pushed off and lunged. I conjured a human-sized icicle that impales it back onto the tree it leapt from. The other two, having seen one of their own killed, abandoned the hunt and escaped.

We pulled back up towards the top of the tower, but kept our distance so as to not come too close to the anti-magic field around it. Just like the other, there were runes running along the surface leading to the center. A distinct glimmer clueing me in that there was another soul stone at the top.

But I wasn't here for a soul stone. I was looking for a dragon that should be around here somewhere. When Mira mentioned reclusive, it could mean the dragon was hiding within the tower itself. It might be worth checking the forged world within. Plucking the soulstone wouldn't be a good idea since it would annihilate everything inside, and I didn't want to give Eudora cause to show up again.

Rio descended a second time and made a landfall at the foot of the tower. However, as we approached the teleportation circle, a low growl kept me from approaching any further. My familiar hissed quietly.

"Do you see it?"

I followed Rio's eyes. His gaze appeared fixed on something moving back and forth in front of the tower. I hijacked Rio's sight in time to see a large feline beast with spiked tentacles charging right at me.

"Thundra!"

I released my sight and blasted lightning at my feet. Whatever was charging a moment ago changed course. Now that it recognized me as a threat, it began to make a circle to size us up. The creature was invisible and took the form of a black feline— a shimmer beast.

What a creature to go up against unprepared. If I had a cat's eyes elixir, I would be able to see as Rio would. Approaching it with caution was vital. A displacer beast's reach was much longer than a regular feline thanks to its appendages. One wrong move and I'd lose my head.

One option was to let Rio go wild since he could see. But if it escaped past him and went for me, I had nothing to defend myself with other than to blindly cast magic. That was a recipe for disaster.

A shimmer beast did exude a magic signature. Though I couldn't sense it, maybe my robes could.

The sound of its steps went silent, Rio glanced up— it was above me.

"Rio, fire!"

Rio unleashed an inferno into the sky. Dust kicked up as the beast landed on the ground behind me. I whistled loud. My robes instantly detached from my body and entangled itself around the unseen creature. It wrestled in vain with my living clothes on the ground.

I used this chance to rain fire down on the shimmer beast, incinerating it into roast cat. A second whistle returned the robes to my body, no warmer than when it left me despite having been engulfed in flames.

"Whew! What a rush. Alright, Rio. Time to head into the forged world— Rio?" I spun around to see my familiar dining on the charred beast, tearing its tentacle appendage from the body and slurping it down like noodles.

"Eugh… You're such a glutton— er, what am I saying? Of course, you are."

Both of us stepped onto the runes of the teleportation circle. It hummed to life as each inscription began to glow with energy. A pillar of light consumed our bodies just like before.

"Here's hoping we don't get separated again…" I muttered before being sucked through, and in the next moment my lungs filled with freezing cold air. I saw my breath, peppered with flecks of white. An expansive landscape blanketed in snow.

"Okay, Rio. Let's—" My familiar was not with me. I tried to hijack his vision but my sight remained my own. "Not again! Ugh."

I popped a resistance potion and fed a few magic crystals to my robes. They took effect immediately. The frigid weather became nothing more than a slight chill, and my robes warmed me right up.

There was no point in complaining. I'd do this alone if I had to. I trekked on through the snow, trudging my way until I came across a large cavern opening that led into the earth. If a dragon was somewhere in this forged world, this would probably be where it made its home.

Alright. I could do this. I chugged a few elixirs to raise my combat potential and went in.

The cavern was much larger inside than the opening made it appear to be. Halfway down the slope, the light from outside no longer reached this far in. I conjure a floating ball of fire to light my surroundings.

I was pleasantly surprised I hadn't seen any other creature yet. Not even a swarm of bats. Aside from water dripping from the stalactites, my footsteps were all that echoes down the enormous tunnel.

If the forged worlds were similar and this cavern was leading me in the right direction, I should be coming into a chamber soon. Within that chamber should be another teleportation circle that would serve as my exit. I just hoped I wouldn't have to answer anymore dumb riddles.

...elp!

I clenched my staff upon hearing an echo other than myself in the caverns.

Help… help… help…

A young voice echoed, pleading for help. Had someone entered the tower by mistake? No human should be this far in.

I raced down the cavern, readying a spell on both my staff and in my hands. A large man-made wall painted with familiar hieroglyphics came into view. Two towering statues frame the wall, and a dragon's rear rested at the center—

A dragon's rear?

The tail whipped violently and nearly struck my head off.

"Is someone there?" a voice called.

"Dragon?!" I conjured as powerful of a thundra spell as I could, ready to zap it when the dragon began to panic.

"Don't hurt me! I need help, please!" he begged.

My spell fizzled away as I realized the young voice calling for help was none other than this dragon before me. A hundred different scenarios ran through my mind.

"A… talking… dragon…?" I stared at the dragon's behind, baffled by the sight. Now that I was close enough to see, half its body was stuck in the wall. Claw marks on the cavern floor indicated the dragon's hopeless struggle to free itself.

"Yes, I can talk… I'm sensitive about it, so please don't make fun of me…" he said.

"Why would I… never mind. How did you get stuck?" I asked him.

"I tried to crawl in, but the opening was too small. I've been trying to break free for hours, but I just can't break through." The desperation in his voice was evidence that it had probably been here for some time.

This was my chance, wasn't it? The dragon was a sitting duck. I could kill it now, take its heart, and be over with it.

"Hey! Are you still there? I just want to get out… please!" he continued to beg.

My heart went out to this poor creature.

Damn. If it didn't talk, I would have just outright killed it.

"If I help, you need to promise you won't hurt me," I said.

"I swear," he exclaimed excitedly. Even from here, I could tell it wasn't that large. At best, this dragon was an adolescent— a drake.

"Hold on. I'll try and push from the outside," I told him.

No matter where I put my hands on, I couldn't get a good hold anywhere to push it through. Try as I might, even with the dragon clawing at the ground, he wouldn't budge an inch.

The elixir of strength must have run out. I went to drink another one, but as soon as it slid down my throat, a strange taste spread across my mouth. I took a look at the vial, and noticed the remaining purple liquid turning into gas as the vial warmed up in my hand.

I drank the wrong one.

"Uh, oh…"

My body suddenly swelled in size. My field of vision was much higher than it was previously, and the ceiling much closer now.

"It enlarged me?!" The robes on my body didn't rip due to its elasticity, but my satchel and belt had broken off. "Aw! But I just repaired those!"

I gingerly picked up my staff and the satchel so as to not accidentally crush either of them, and slipped them into my oversized pocket. This was a blessing in disguise. I was larger now— though not as large as the dragon, and could get a grip on his tail and leg. My strength also seemed to have increased in proportion to my size.

Cracks formed along the wall as I pushed the dragon through a foot— then another, until finally…

Both of us crashed through to the other side. The wall and debris crumbled behind us, sealing the entrance back out the cavern.

The dragon lunged at me and licked my face. Since it was still larger than me, it got me firmly pinned on the ground.

"Thank you! Thank you so much!"





Chapter 10 - Getting Fucked in Both Holes by a Dragon



The dragon licked at bloodied claws that had been injured from scratching at the surface of the cavern. Brilliant silver leather glimmered under the low torchlit tunnel. Upon closer inspection, he had no wings, and was much smaller than the adult red dragon I fought. My initial presumption was correct, this was a drake— a young, adolescent dragon between the age of 30-100. It would explain why his scales and wings hadn't grown in yet.

Despite his size, I was still dwarfed by a good several feet. I'd be at a disadvantage if at any point this creature decided I was food. I should remain vigilant.

Though… my fears were beginning to seem unfounded.

Without so much as another word after licking my face, it began to lumber away down the tunnel with his tail tucked between his legs.

"Wait, where are you going?" I asked, catching up to him.

"I'm… going to hide for a few more decades until I'm older. If you will excuse me…" He continued without so much as a glance my way.

When it said hide, I was reminded of Mira having described it as a reclusive dragon. Which in itself was an odd way to describe these terrifying beasts. He spoke with a meekness I never expected of a dragon if one could talk. I imagined it would be deeper, more vain in its manner of speech.

My scholarly intrigue was piqued once again. I might be the first witch to ever converse with a dragon. Forget killing him for the heart, I wanted to study it in more ways than one.

...And my crotch was already getting wet.

"I've never met a talking dragon before. I was hoping we could get to know each other?" I asked eagerly.

"Y-You want to talk… to me? Why?" The drake was taken aback by my sudden interest.

"Because you're fascinating," I declared.

"The other dragons don't think so… they breathe fire at me whenever I try to talk to them. I just want to hide alone, and maybe I'll forget how to talk after a century or something…" he said.

Come to think of it, Miuna was also an anomaly. She was the only known slime that could produce speech.

"How did you start talking? Did witches that look like me do this to you?" I pressed him.

He shook his head. "I don't know. If a witch did this to me, maybe you can take away my ability to talk? It's done nothing but cause me trouble."

Those large jewelled eyes couldn't look more depressed if they tried.

"I'm sorry. Your, uh… ailment isn't even something I know how to inflict, let alone cure," I answered.

The dragon sighed.

This tunnel, much like the architecture of the other forged world, demonstrated human tampering. Smooth, dark marble walls that could only have been constructed from magic stretched for miles. Eventually, the cold atmosphere became a lukewarm humid.

Unable to deal with the silence for much longer, I decided to spark another conversation. "How about we start with introductions? I'm Ellori Farrowghast. What's yours?"

"Dragons don't have names," he said.

"You're a male dragon, yes?" I asked.

He nodded.

"I'll name you then. I don't want to name you 'Silver,' I already have three other colors back home. How about Zeke?" I proposed, having chosen a name at random, but he seemed overjoyed by it.

"Zeke. Is that a cool name in human language?" he asked.

"It certainly sounds like a strong name, doesn't it!" I grinned.

We finally reached the end of the tunnel. The walls took a drastic change in color to a greyish-white. The temperature changed significantly as well. What was initially freezing cold at the start was now comfortably warm. The tunnel opened up to an enormous chamber, like a bathhouse of High Saquin.

Light flooded in from the high ceiling, tall enough to fit a tree from the Weeping Expanse. A pool of water was deep enough to take a dip in despite my new size. I was in awe at the sheer scale of this place. Ancient witches were certainly no pushover to create something so grand. Or perhaps vain was the better word.

Zeke lowered himself into the water and dunks his head under.

The whole talk about becoming a hermit was more serious than I thought. I wondered if there's anything I could do to help him? Dragons weren't exactly the most sociable creatures to begin with.

Sighing, I shed my robes and equipment, then dove into the water to join Zeke. He blew bubbles into the water, agonized by something in his mind.

"You're really planning to hole yourself up in here? What if you go hungry," I asked.

"I'll fly out every once in a while. I just don't want to be made fun of anymore. I hate that I can talk, and I'm weak compared to the other drakes," he said, whipping up a wave of water with his tail.

"If you stay cooped up in here, you'll never find a mate. I'm sure there's a dragon out there who won't mind your speech," I said, though I had no proof of that.

"Finding a mate is the last thing on my mind," he remarked, sinking deeper into the water.

What was I even doing? I'd suddenly become a therapist for a dragon to talk out his problems. The distress did seem genuine. Dragons were solitary creatures. However, when it came time to find a mate, it was the sole thought in their minds. After impregnating or becoming pregnant, they went back into their lone lifestyle. Once Zeke reached that point of his life, it might be too much for him to bear if he was constantly rejected.

"So, even dragons have dating problems, huh?" I chuckled to myself.

I did feel bad for him. If he were to live out his life alone here, it would be a miserable existence. His speech sounded like the biggest problem. What if I give him a little encouragement? Since I was still enlarged, this presented a good opportunity to have—

To study the dragon more intimately.

Zeke jolted out of the water as I rubbed his belly. He climbed out of the baths and huddled up against the corner of the room.

"Wha— What are you doing?" he asked, stammering.

I followed him out and said, "I've been holding myself back, but I think I need a taste of that dragon dick now."

"B-B-B-But, I'm a dragon… and you're human. We can't—" He had nowhere to flee because he let himself get cornered. I pressed my body against his still warm-leather skin from soaking in the hot water. He trembled at my touch, unsure of how to react to my advances.

As a dragon, he had known humans as tiny and fragile apes. Even though our sizes were similar, he was afraid of accidentally hurting me. I managed to coax him onto his back, laying down docile and submissive for me to do as I pleased.

My constant stimulation wore him down, and he couldn't endure it anymore. A patch of soft scales on his lower abdomen parted, giving way to a thick red dick.

From a glance, the shape reminded me of an anubian's member. The only difference was the small nubs running up the shaft, and the tip was thicker with a more triangular shape— perfect for penetrating a female dragon's scales to get to their entrance. It was about as large as my normal human size, but as I was now, it should be a perfect fit for my enlarged state.

I went down to lick the tip, already slickened by the dragon's own lubricant secretions. It was bitter, more so than human sweat, but it made my mind hazy. The more I sucked on it, the larger it grew and harder it became.

"We shouldn't be doing this— ahh… Ellori, your mouth is so hot… rrrhh!" The dragon couldn't control his moan which sounded like a purring growl.

It grew to the point where I didn't know if it could fit inside me anymore. However, that disappointment was short-lived, and I was caught by surprise as the dragon's cock split into two— one large member on top of the other.

"That's never happened before!" Zeke apologized, covering his face in embarrassment.

Meanwhile, I was in love. He had no idea what having two dicks meant to both of us. "Don't be sorry, it's going to become a lot more fun."

Now that its size was split in half, I was able to stimulate him even more. I squeezed his lower member between my breasts while sucking on the top one. It was still large and long enough that I could deepthroat it. He was getting close. Both cocks began to twitch uncontrollably.

"Something's coming out… I can't hold it in anymore!" Zeke growled.

"Ish fhine… shluurp… mmm… leh it out… shhhlluurp!"

He reared his head back, roaring and blowing fire to the ceiling. As that was happening, a piping hot load of cum drained down my throat. My breasts were drenched from his other member spewing onto me. He let out enough that it pooled around us but was still rock hard.

I needed this in me now.

"Wow… That was amazing! Was that sex?" he asked innocently.

"Not yet," I said, climbing onto his belly and positioning my cunt on his dicks. "This is."

I guided one into my pussy, lowering my hips until it reached my womb. The triangular tip of his cock must be poking through my cervix. Looking down, there's still a few inches or feet— I couldn't tell with my size anymore— left to go.

"I'm— I'm inside— ahh! It's tighter than your mouth...is this really sex?" His male and bestial instincts to breed took hold. It was his first time, but his hips began to thrust into me. Gentle at first— like he was afraid to break me. I mimicked his pace, grinding on his cock slowly.

"Haaahh… it's quite literally, nngh… the biggest I've ever had…" I bit down on my lip. The nubs scraped along the walls of my pussy, intensifying the pleasure of being penetrated. Whenever he drilled into me, the second cock slapped against my ass, teasing me to put it in. "Guh… fuck, aahhh— yes! You're so deep… I can feel it— aah!"

My sense of reasoning was robbed from me with every thrust. The moans, the wet slapping of our meat, they echoed across the bathhouse chamber. Emboldened by my cries of euphoria, Zeke grabbed my hips and butt with his claws.

I choked down the urge to cry in pain.

The dragon's eyes filled with worry. "I'm sorry! Did that hurt? It was feeling so good, I couldn't help myself."

I leaned over his leathery chest, caressing the soft scales of his belly and dragging my hands up to his snout.

"Stick your tongue out and keep fucking me," I begged.

The confusion on Zeke's face was followed by him opening his jaws. A long, slithering tongue rolled out, reminiscent of the gorgon's forked tongue. I lathered kisses on the wet piece of meat, and he took my invitation to resume fucking me.

His warm tongue licked at my face. I kept my mouth open, and it eventually found its way into my throat.

I was doing it…and I was going to cum.

I was fucking a dragon and making out with it, and he was about to make me cum so hard I might lose my mind.

Zeke's claws clenched around my waist. "It's coming out again, Ellori… do I let it inside?"

"Mmm… Yesh, leh it out inshide!" I screamed and collapsed onto his body, the orgasm draining the strength from my arms. His cock didn't just gush out, it shot the cum deep into me. The large member remained inside, keeping me plugged up and making sure that every bit it filled into my womb.

The tongue slipped out of my throat as he lay back on the ground. The enormous red cock popped out, more swollen than it previously was when we started. I crawled over his chest and wrapped my arms around Zeke's neck. The dragon snuggled into me as I kissed him.

"How was it?" I asked, cooing into his ears. "To be the first dragon to fuck a witch?"

"I've never felt anything like it. I want to keep doing it with you and make you feel good, too!" he exclaimed.

"Oh, aren't you sweet. We're in luck." I smiled, and climbed off him and onto all fours.

It wasn't the most comfortable position for my knees due to the hard floor, but it would have to do for what I wanted next. On the ground with my ass in the air, I assumed the universal mating position that all four legged creatures should know.

Zeke's base instincts took over again, enticed by the sight of my glistening pussy dripping with cum. The incredible feeling he experienced a moment ago, the need to sate his lust and desire to impregnate— it culminated with him crawling over for more.

I waited patiently, yearning to accept him, spreading one cheek to show him both holes were ready. The dragon's shadow towered over me. He stood on hind legs to his full height, positioning two glistening red masts. Their pointed tips grind against each hole, warning me of the inevitable penetration.

"Don't keep me waiting, Zeke. Treat me like a female dragon and— agah! Aaah! Yes— aaahhh, I'm going to cum from you just putting it in!" I cried.

A powerful shock ran up my body as the two rods rammed into me. My ass and pussy were stretched to their limits. The nubs massaged all the right places, driving me to another orgasm the moment they hit my deepest part. If I was a little bigger, I could have taken all of him. But this would have to do.

"Ellori… this is so much better than before… both of your holes are so tight, it's like you're clenching me!" he said over the slamming of our hips.

"Nnh… fuck me, Zeke… fill me with your dragon cum!" I pleaded.

Thick forelegs dropped down in front of me. He began to piston into me, his massive form propelled each thrust with such force that it struck the entrance of my womb. Maybe it was because I'd always been so open, but what would have otherwise hurt, was sending me to heaven each time he pumped into me. Having both of my holes fucked at the same time was the best feeling ever.

My hips clapped back against his belly as I pushed to meet his rhythmic thrusts. I stopped caring if he wrecked my inside. I was cumming so hard, the pleasure was all that I could think about.

Zeke's incredibly large tongue began to lick my back. The stimulation caused my whole body to shudder with pleasure. It explored elsewhere— my breasts, my face, even the juices spilling out from where our bodies met. The loving caress of his tongue made me weak, and if it weren't for the potions I drank earlier, I would have passed out from being overstimulated.

We were alone in this forged world. Time was slowed to such an extent that I could spend weeks here and not even a day would go by outside. I wanted nothing but my lovely dragon mate screwing me for as long as I lived.

I let my voice ring loud. I wanted to hear my own moans, the sound of myself drowning in pleasure. These echoes were music to Zeke's ears. His thrust became more intense, and with each orgasm I had, the next one became better.

"Will… Will you be my mate?" He blurted out. "I don't care about other dragons anymore— I just want to be with you!"

His sudden surge of confidence was met with my frenzied moans. Wanting more of him inside me, I answered in the only way I could. "Yes! Yes! Let me be your dragon bitch— aaahhh! Mate with me, fuck me! Fuck me like you want to impregnate me, Zeke!"

As though my words flipped a switch in him, the dragon fell into a bestial trance true to his draconic nature. He fucked me with every intention of impregnating me. It wouldn't happen, but that didn't stop the instinctual need that finally overwhelmed his mind. I was being made his mate, like a sex toy to serve his desire— I was his bitch in heat who wouldn't be satisfied from a single session alone.

The only warning I had was the throbbing. Both members gushed out cum at once, filling me up so much it jetted me away from his dicks. I fell onto the puddle of thick ejaculate, the scent of it quickly getting me horny again.

Zeke nudged my quivering body with his snout and licked my face. "I don't know what went over me! I'm sorry! Are… Are you okay?"

I grabbed him by the snout. "It was… the best. You don't need to always say sorry."

My body had yet to return to normal. Was the elixir supposed to last that long, or did it have to do with the warped passage of time in this world? It was like this for the elixir of greater panacea. Chances were if it wasn't losing effect here, it would begin to back outside.

I stood up and brushed the cum from my body. There was a drain in the ground that emptied all the cum Zeke let out and the cum leaking from my holes.

While I was in here, I might as well savor the bath. I dove into the waters to the opposite end of the pool. The dragon's jewelled eyes continued to stare lustfully at me after they had been opened to a whole new world.

"I still have a lot of things I want to ask you, Zeke." I climbed halfway out of the pool, leaning over the edge and shaking my butt at him. "But first, as your mate, it's my duty to pleasure you until you're satisfied."

Having intercourse with a dragon opened my eyes to a whole new world of sex. Up until now, my partners had only been humans and demi-humans. There were the occasional experimental sex toys that witches such as myself created— simply for scientific purposes, of course.

However, none of my past experiences compared to being double-penetrated by a creature at the top of the food chain. There were countless other creatures out there, each with their own unique shapes and sizes. I was getting horny just thinking about it. My mind was quickly taken away from those fantasies as my womb was filled with dragon cum for— Oh, I'd lost track of how many times now.

Zeke's insatiable lust was contagious, second only to his stamina. If he were any of my usual partners like Gurk, they would have tired out after a few sessions. Even Taurac, minotaurs known for their incredible constitution, needed rest inbetween.

Since my gigantism hadn't worn out yet, the effects likely prolonged due to being in the forged world, we were both happy to make the most out of a good thing.

He didn't grow weary, or maybe I hadn't seen his exhaustion. I passed out while we're having sex, and I came to conscious some time later still having sex. If I got tired and wanted to continue the fuckfest, I'd drink a stamina drought. When my legs and hips started getting sore, I popped a restoration potion. Should I ever pass out for whatever reason, Zeke continued screwing me until I woke up. Naturally, I was more than happy to oblige and continue our mating.

"Zeke, baby. Kiss me," I begged

His tongue emerged everytime I asked. It was impossible for our species to kiss, but I deepthroat his slithering meat to show him my love. I really had become Zeke's mate. While dragons normally mated once and departed, this one had grown attached instead. To my pussy rather.

As we traded spit. Another orgasm rocked my body. Zeke pistoned into me without missing a beat, intensifying the pleasure. I wrapped my legs around his hide as load after load spurted into me.

Both of his dicks came away limp at last, and while a good blowjob could bring them to attention again, I figured now was a good opportunity to stop. We could go for months in here, and I wouldn't even know. Seeing as we're both addicted to each other's bodies, we wouldn't even mind if an eternity passed.

"Zeke… this is amazing, but we should stop here…" I said.

I couldn't forsake my friends outside. Their safety hinged on my return.

"Aww, okay," Zeke said, then dove into the water to wash himself off. Then, like a dog, he emerged from the pool and shook the moisture loose from his body and licked his two penises clean until they retreated under the soft scales.

I fought back the urge to do it for him and turned my attention to the chamber. There was a single entrance, and it was the way we came in from. That shouldn't be the case. Every forged world had a room containing the crystals that kept the place afloat.

If anyone were to know anything about the tower, it would be the dragon guarding it.

"I'm curious. How were you dragons assigned to these towers?" I asked.

"It was at random," he said, stretching his long reptilian body. "You know how some species of birds just know where to go during migrating seasons?"

"Are you telling me your kind just knew?" I raised a brow, skeptical of his suggestion.

Zeke shook his head. "I wouldn't say we knew. More like instincts? The ancients of our race often tell stories about how we used to serve witches many, many centuries ago."

My brain ran dry of juice processing what he said.

"What? I've never heard of this in our history books, and witches are very particular about keeping tomes on these things!" I exclaimed.

"That's just what I'm told!" Zeke curled up at my sudden outburst.

Witches of old achieved and archived a great many things. They raised some of the greatest empires and kingdoms known today, elevated humanity to a force greater than their demi-human counterparts. These small pocket dimensions were the pinnacle of their alchemical pursuits. But taming dragons and making them subservient? Inconceivable.

Zeke rolled onto his belly and stared at me with dilated pupils. Both his penises peeking out between a patch of scales and growing erect.

Or maybe it wasn't so inconceivable. Hell, I'd practically tamed one through sex alone.

I came here with the intention of slaying a dragon and ended up bedding one instead. Killing Zeke wasn't an option anymore now that I'd gotten to know him on a personal level. It would be no different than ripping out Gurk's heart for selfish reasons.

"Say, Zeke. Do you have any qualms about killing your fellow dragons," I asked.

"Not really. If we're hungry enough, we sometimes hunt one another," he answered.

"I need a dragon's heart," I said.

"D-Did you come looking to kill me?" Zeke backed up to the far corner of the bath. "I thought we had something special going on? Aren't we mates for life?"

"Mates for life, he says… Yes, it's true. The plan was to hunt you, but I don't want to do that anymore." I approached him slowly, giving him every chance to flee if he wanted to. He didn't move, and I eventually got close enough to put a hand on his leg. "I need help out there. People I care about are in danger. If we really are— ahem, mates… will you help me?"

Zeke leaned in to lick me, leaving hot saliva dripping down my face.

"You accepted me when my brothers and sisters scorned me. I'll help!" He rubbed his snout against my chest. "Will you still be my mate when we get out?"

"W-Well, I know how to make the elixir to enlarge myself so… I guess we can be together every once in a while. Anyway, help me find a way out. There should be another entrance somewhere." I turned away before he could see me blush.

I started tapping along the walls with my staff, hoping to find a hidden room. My predecessors wouldn't have designed this place without a way out— at least, I hoped not. But as Zeke and I were about to meet in the middle after exploring the length of the bathhouse, I was beginning to lose hope.

And I repeated again out loud, hoping some greater force would answer my calls, "My predecessors wouldn't have designed this place without a way out, right?"

"Uhh. I've been guarding from the outside. It's my first time here!" His gaze turned to the light source above us. "Maybe it's upstairs?"

I threw my hands up in resignation. "Why would they put it all the way up there? It makes more sense below— the water..."

The pool was far too deep for a normal sized human to bathe in. It never made sense for it to be so large to begin with.

"Breathe fire above the water," I ordered the dragon.

He didn't question it, and unleashed molten flames above the water's surface.

"Igni vas o'rea, vanis blanchet."

Adding my own torrent of fire to the mix created an inferno. But the flames quickly fizzled out, its temperature draining into the water. The entire pool began to bubble and steam, until all the water in the bathhouse evaporated and became like a sauna.

"Ventus!"

I conjured a gust of wind to blow the heated fog towards the ceiling. The pool had been emptied, and inside etched along the marble floor were runes that we hadn't noticed before. They indicated a teleportation circle, perhaps to another room entirely.

"Where do you think it will take us?" Zeke asked.

"Only one way to find out," I said.

The moment we stood on the circle, we're teleported to another chamber of equivalent size. At the end of the room were large floating magic crystals that encircled another teleportation circle. As we approached our way out, the image of Eudora appeared above us.

"Eudora…" I uttered the name.

She looked different this time around. There were black markings on her face, like the shadow of a claw was cast over her. The dark sclera in her eyes made her appear more demonic than before.

"Hmm. Aren't you much larger than before? Or is the dragon just small?" Eudora asked, amused by our sizes.

"This is temporary. Aren't you a little too old to be painting your face?" I jabbed back with a tease of my own.

She smiled, revealing sharp incisors that weren't there before. "I'm fortunate I still have my head."

The only person she could mean was King Marcus. How much did she actually know?

"It's only a matter of time before the Order of Piety arrives in the Weeping Expanse. This is what you were preparing for, wasn't it? How do we stop Anora?" I asked her.

"It's we now, is it? Unfortunately, one of those pesky knights is already here. He goes by the name, Valor. You've met his colleague," she taunted.

Another knight of the Order of Piety? Both Aurelias and Belle adopted new names, and demonstrated monstrous strength. Valor also would undoubtedly be just as impressive.

"They were designed to kill our kind," she began. "The only way for us to stand a chance is simple: give me the soul stone of gluttony."

"And let you complete your ascension? Fat chance," I said, shaking my head.

Eudora sighed. She disappeared and Mira was brought into view. Naked and shackled, she was suspended in midair with ropes bound to her wrists. Relief and rage seethed within me, seeing that she was alive but in captivity.

"As I recall, you have plenty of friends in that new settlement of yours. I have many ways to hurt you, but I have nothing left to lose. Anora made sure of that. If you wish to parlay, I have made my throne upon a tower further east, set between two waterfalls. Why don't you come and find me?" Her image cut out before I could give my reply.

I cursed under my breath.

Zeke and I took the portal out. I decided to leave the tower intact as there was no reason to leave another soul stone lying around for Eudora to fetch. She was waiting for me anyway.

"Rio!" I called out to my familiar, and he found me in no time.

"Nya~"

It seemed that familiars couldn't enter the tower.

Wait—

Familiars were disabled as soon as they entered an anti-magic field. They couldn't enter a forged world either, despite the interior having no magic disabling effects.

"Rio, can you fly into the teleportation circle for me?" I asked curiously of him.

He tilted his head as though already knowing what would happen, but obeyed nonetheless. White light consumed his body but as the glow dissipated, he remained atop the runes.

"Eudora is unable to seize the stones herself… because she can't enter a tower? When Esmerelda told me they erected an anti-magic zone to protect against Eudora and the other witches, I thought it was to simply disable magic. Could it be…?" I mumbled to myself.

"Ellori?" Zeke lowered his large head down to me. That was when I noticed I was no longer gigantic anymore. I'd shrunk to my normal size since leaving the tower. "You're a lot smaller now!"

"This is my usual size," I said, stroking the dragon's snout. "Change of plans. We're going to go find Eudora. But first…"

I wordlessly commanded Rio to fly to the top of the tower. There was resistance at first. After all, he would be knocked out as soon as he touched the anti-magic zone. That was the point though, as I could still bring him with me but Anora wouldn't be able to see where I was headed.

Rio flew to the top, and I felt my connection with him severed. A moment later, I caught him as he plummeted down and stuffed him into my satchel for now.

I climbed onto Zeke's back and patted his wingless shoulders. His wings weren't due for some time, but drakes were still capable of running fast.

"We're heading east."





Chapter 11 - New Bedfellows



We covered a lot of ground despite the forest's rough terrain. Zeke's speed, even as a young dragon, was double that of a horse bred to race. It helped that he was familiar with much of the Weeping Expanse. Thanks to his presence, we were mostly left unimpeded by the more vicious inhabitants of the forest.

Water crashed in the distance, and the stone tower that was Eudora's so-called throne quickly came into view. There were witches hiding just out of sight but within my peripherals. They weren't attacking and merely watched me as I approached.

There were a lot more than I expected. I wouldn't call two dozen witches an army, but one wouldn't see more than two in a single place if it wasn't Grathir. It seemed not many witches agreed with where Headmistress Anora was taking our kind. Enough that they would side with the genocidal witch herself.

Could I be the one in the wrong instead?

All this time I'd cast Eudora as no different than Anora. But only one of them cared enough to save my life, and the other framed two— no, three witches for crimes we didn't commit. I foolishly operated under Anora's words that the Cackling Witch wasn't to be trusted. Maybe it was high time I made new alliances instead.

Just as described, there were two cascading waterfalls that framed the tower on either side of the tower. When I tried to commune with nature, I couldn't sense any forest nymphs nearby. My senses cut out after it pulsed as far out as a kilometer.

One witch stood guard at the teleportation circle. As I got closer, I realized she was someone I knew rather well.

"Alira? You, too?" I gawked.

"Looking good, Ellori." Alira gave me her signature two-finger salute. An old habit from the Academy. "Eudora didn't tell us you were going to ride in on a silver dragon. Where's your shining armor to go along with it?"

I hopped off of Zeke and gave Alira a hug. The two of us were in the same class year and graduated at the same time. We lost contact after she went to a vassal state of High Saquin to guide the fallen empire's restoration. Never in my wildest dreams did I expect to see her on this side of the world.

"I can't believe so many of you are on Eudora's side," I remarked coldly.

"Believe me, she cares more about us than Anora ever did. I looked up to Headmistress as a role model. Not anymore. They feel the same way." Alira gestured behind me to the other witches who had come out of their hiding places.

Many of them I recognized. I felt like I was back in school being around them. It struck me as odd that they were on the younger end of the spectrum of witches like myself. Not a single older witch among them.

"But you guys kidnapped Mira. Did you even give her a chance to speak for herself?" I asked her.

Alira scowled. "Miracella wasn't going down without a fight no matter how much we offered to talk."

I hardly believed her. On second thought, Mira did kill the witch in Randover and demonstrated willingness to commit murder.

Alira stepped aside, giving me access to the teleportation circle. I gave Zeke a reassuring pat, and tried to hand Rio to Alira. She pushed him back into my hand and shook her head.

As stepped onto the runes, Alira shouted one last thing as the light consumed my body. "We're all fighting for our lives out here. Please, make the right decision. For all of our sake."

My feet made purchase on solid ground. I expect to be battered by another harsh environment, but I opened my eyes to a cloudless and sunny day. I stood in a gazebo situated on a flat green field. A gentle breeze was all that teased my skin. Rio was still in my arms. It doesn't seem like he was ejected by the tower.

"Aren't you going to sit? Or would you rather watch the grass grow?"

I spun around to Eudora's voice. She sat across a table that wasn't here when I arrived. It was packed to the brim with platters of vibrant desserts and confectionaries. A seat slid out from under the table.

"Your throne is, uh… rather modest," I said, taking a seat.

Eudora stuffed a slice of cake into her mouth and pointed down with her fork. "I noticed your draconic companion. You had sex with a dragon. How in Edith's name did you manage that?"

"I accidentally created an elixir that increased my size— wait, you saw the entire thing?!" I choked on my own spit.

A crystal ball— another item that wasn't on the table previously— appeared, showing me the bathhouse in which Zeke and I did the deed. I buried my face into my hands.

"It was a marvelous spectacle. You're probably the most voracious witch I've ever known!" She chuckled.

The more Eudora complimented me, the more embarrassed I became.

It suddenly occurred to me that Eudora was in a forged world. This completely changed what I initially believed she had become. That couldn't be it though, this tower must be different from the others.

"Now there is a face of someone who believes she has me figured out," Eudora remarked.

"It took me a while, but it wasn't until I escaped the tower did I realize that you couldn't enter them on your own. You've… tampered with your body, haven't you? You reconstructed yourself into a familiar?" I asked, hesitating to breach the topic any further until I'd gotten a confirmation.

There was no laughter, nor a big shit-eating grin. The corner of her lips curved into a sad smile. "Then how does that explain the tower you and I are currently in?"

I thought for a moment, but a hypothesis came quick as I put the pieces together.

"The other towers were created by the witches of old, but designed in a way to prevent external magical constructs from entering. I don't have definitive proof, but if you've been digging around the Weeping Expanse, delving into forbidden tomes and magic, then I can only surmise one thing: you found a way to raise your own tower that permits our entry."

Eudora's lips widened enough that I thought she's about to erupt into her notorious laughter. Instead, she nodded and tapped her temple. "There's a piece missing, but you've about uncovered the gist of it. You're smart. Then you must be smart enough to know we cannot defeat the likes of Anora and the Order of Piety by conventional means. Your battle with Humility should have hammered that in harder than that dragon's cocks."

The tea I was sipping on shot out of my nose. I coughed out my lungs trying to catch my breath.

"Stop bringing that up!" I pleaded.

Now she laughed. It seemed almost childish. Like a kid playing a prank on her friend. If I didn't know what I knew now, if it wasn't for the black splotches on her face and horns on her head, I'd figure she was just another human witch like myself.

But this was the same woman who toppled an empire, swallowed soul stones to empower herself, and kidnapped Mira— that I couldn't forgive.

"There's only one way I'm getting out of this alive with Mira, isn't there?" I ask the Cackling Witch.

"I've come too far to stop now, Ellori. Many lives have been felled by my magic. I have no qualms killing either of you if I must," Eudora said curtly.

The tension in the air had grown thick. It was as though dark clouds could roll across the sky at any moment. But the clear day of this forged world was a facade to a much darker one outside.

When I was mocked for summoning the weakest soul, Mira taught me that we weren't defined by that which we had no control over— how we then made use of that power to did. It might seem like I had no decision here, that my choice was made for me under the threat of Eudora's monstrous power, but there was one option I hadn't considered.

I looked her in the eyes. "I know why you're so desperate to find the soul stone of gluttony, Eudora."

She leaned on the table, resting her chin on the palm of her hand. "Why is that?"

"You can't consume duplicate souls. Despite having a familiar's body, no magical construction could withstand two of the same ones vying to occupy your body. You need gluttony in order to identify the rest."

I revealed the smooth purple stone from my bag and set it on my empty plate. Eudora stared with dilated eyes, skeptical that I would part with it so easily. I slid it over to her, causing the round stone to roll listlessly on the plate.

"If this isn't gluttony, you will have killed me." Eudora dubiously picked up the stone and held it between her eyes.

"No tricks," I confirmed. "In my naivety, I thought I could be a third force in this conflict. But I've lost battle after battle, and I need to know when to admit defeat. No surprises. This is me building a new bridge."

She shrugged and offered a smirk. "Bottom's up."

Eudora swallowed the stone, followed by the black vial we both drank previously. She clenched her stomach in pain, but it quickly subsided. I had thought it would be more vicious this time, but perhaps she had grown used to it.

"Is that pride I smell?" she asked, taking a deep breath of the air around me.

"I held up my end of the bargain. Where's Mira?" I asked.

Eudora disappeared from sight, as had everything on the table except for a single wrought-iron key. A large mansion materialized a stone's throw away from the gazebo. I walked up to the door and there was a note taped to the doorknob.

It read: Third floor. Left hallway. Second door to the right.

"Uh… great way to start off our new friendship." I groaned.

I feel an enormous weight lifted from my shoulders without the soul stone of gluttony in my pocket. There might be consequences down the line by giving Eudora a fast track to the other souls, but I was alive. Mira was alive. Eudora would stay off mine and the backs of the people at home.

The key Eudora left behind fit perfectly into the ornate lock of the mansion before me. A gale filled into the building as soon as I threw the doors open. It was just as magnificent as it appeared outside, furnished in every room and had a hearth going. I followed the instructions up to the third floor, and there was another note taped to the door.

It read: Have fun.

I opened the door and a tentacle wrapped around my waist, yanking me into the room. The first thing I saw was Mira, but my relief was wiped away by the sight of her being assaulted by a large alraune in the center of the room. Mira was stark naked, arms and legs bound with vines, and even more that prodded every hole on her body.

Before I could cast a spell, the writhing monstrosity attacked me with more vines, disarming me of my staff and equipment.

"What the— Eudora!" I cried.

My mouth was plugged up by a thick vine, and another blossomed into a flower that expelled a floral scent in my face. I was no match for the alraune's strength. She giggled as we were pulled up to her grinning face.

Alraune. These plant monstrosities were aberrations created through perverse alchemical means. They were the fusion of a forest nymph's seed and a soul stone, but unlike familiars, the soul did not inhabit the alraune. Instead, the soul was consumed to fuel new life much like how slimes sought out and consumed magical sources.

From the waist down it was a giant flower with petals blossomed around its body like a skirt. The rest of her features above was that of a forest nymph. Were it not for the green skin and flower bulb on its head, she would appear almost human.

And right now, one groped me while it ravished Mira. She had us suspended in midair by the vines wrapped around us. The look in Mira's eyes was distant. She moaned every time the tentacles penetrated her, but she didn't make any effort to resist or speak.

The fumes.

Was what she sprayed into my face the same fumes released into the forest?

It must be what Mira breathed in, too. That meant it was only a matter of time before I succumbed to a similar lustful state. If only I could reach my satchel, but the alraune tossed it and my clothes across the room. My skin was becoming sensitive and my nipples perked up like mountain peaks.

The vine in my throat throbbed and spurted watery liquid down my throat. It finally pulled out of my mouth, but I was too late to cough up whatever it spilled into me.

"Wait— Cough! Eudora and I had a deal. You can stop this now," I told the alraune.

She lifted me up to her face. "This and that have nothing to do with each other. Eudora said I can have my fun with whomever enters this room."

The alraune laughed at me as two vines emerged from behind her. The tips split open to four-pronged jaws lined with tiny teeth. It was like staring into the maws of a venus flytrap with four mouths. A thin, slithering tongue rolled out and licked at my body. Both tentacles latched onto each of my breasts.

"Ah! Stop— that hurts!"

The tiny barbs bit into them, and the thin tongue wriggled around my nipples. I was brought closer to the alraune— close enough to make out the features on her face. If it weren't for the situation, I would think she was incredibly beautiful. She opened her arms to embrace me. Her mouth opened, revealing not a tongue, but multiple tendrils.

I knew too well what these are.

Alraunes, like flowers, were biologically male and female. The flower on their heads contained the pistils, while their mouths housed the stamens. She planned to impregnate me with liquid pollen from her mouth.

"You are a much more delicious specimen," she said, kissing my neck and tickling me with the tendrils in her mouth. "Like a flower begging to be pollinated."

What? She must be reacting to the boon inside me. Could it be emulating that I'm a dryad?

"Nngh… I don't… want this— nnmmph!"

The stamen tendrils pried open my mouth and found their way into my throat. She brought me closer until our lips met. The alraune's tender lips were sweet, dripping with nectar reminiscent of Flora's kiss.

My struggles were in vain. The vines attached to my breasts began to suckle on them as though trying to extract breast milk. I glanced over my shoulder to Mira, who was face down on the ground, twitching all over. At the very least, the alraune had stopped playing with her. However, as I attempted to struggle again, the suction on my chest became more intense.

"Ahh! What is sucking on my breasts…? I'm going to cum— aaahhhhh!"

The alraune's light green cheeks took on a reddish tint. The vines laid me down onto the ground, but spread my legs apart. The flower encasing her waist opened, and out stepped the alraune in its human form. Roots below her waist merged to form legs, and vines winded together to form arms.

She licked her lips, glancing down at my wet pussy. "Time to see how you taste down below, my precious rose."

The flytrap mouths clamped onto my breasts again, sending a jolt through my body. The alraune lowered herself between my legs. A dozen tendrils, oozing with juices licked at my pussy.

"AAAAAHHHH! Aaahh— hhaahh… that's— it feels crazy good, nnggh!"

I'd been eaten out before. Having a tongue pleasuring my pussy and clit was a sensation better than being penetrated. But now, instead of a single tongue, it had many smaller ones that licked me.

The alraune sighed in bliss. "You're overflowing with nectar. More. Let out more!"

My body quickly built to another orgasm, but before the climax happened, her many tongues stopped. I looked down to see her wicked grin. She opened her mouth to show me the many stamens wrapping, coiling around each other to form something like a dick.

"Wait… please, let me rest— guh!"

Another jolt silenced my pleas. The penis in her mouth screwed deep into me, so deep that I felt it hit the entrance to my womb. She pumped into me while her lips and extra vines teased my clit. Tiny tendrils began to find their way inside past my cervix, ejaculating into me.

"Aguh, you're letting out so much… I'm cumming— AAAAAaahhh!"

I couldn't take it. The veiny and ribbed coils of her member made me cum like crazy. The orgasm was so strong, my entire body down to my womb quivered for more.

She pulled her tongue out, the tips dripping with a yellowish substance. Tendrils uncoiled and sunk back into her throat. The alraune wiped her lips and sucked on her fingers.

"Mmmm. It looks like there was pollen inside preventing you from being fertilized. I made sure to remove them and injected my own," she said.

"The pollen…?"

Oh, no.

If she meant the pollen from the tennoraphallus, then she'd made my body vulnerable to being impregnated. But neither I nor Mira should have any fear of that happening from an alraune. We're biologically incompatible. However, if Eudora introduced another demi-human to us, there would be nothing we could do.

I had to think of something before this got out of hand.

The room I was in looked like an alchemy lab. Various reagents and ingredients were lined along the many shelves on the wall. Among them, I recognized a jar containing a tennoraphallus submerged in liquid.

If I could just get to that—

"Eek!"

The vines clamping down on my breasts let go, leaving an imprint from their assault. The alraune lifted my leg over her thighs and pressed our crotch together. Tendrils like the ones in her mouth emerge from her pussy to form a cock. It drilled into me, causing me to jerk back. She grabbed my shoulders and pulled me in for a kiss, allowing the tendrils to tunnel down my throat.

"Mmph… shllurp… gulp… shhhllrrp...mm!"

I was being penetrated in both places, and I couldn't help that it began to feel good. The alraune fucked my mouth and pussy, while she gyrated her hips to rub our clits together. I reciprocated her embrace by kissing her in return.

Drool and nectar dripped down our bodies, mixing in with the juices flowing out from our pussy. Tribbing while being fucked was a whole new sensation. The alraune hugged me tight, squeezing our breasts together and tipping me over to another orgasm.

The cock in her mouth and my pussy throbbed with greater intensity, culminating to a massive load flooding into me at both ends.

"MMMmmh! Gulp… gulp… gulp!"

I swallowed it all. The mixture of nectar and liquid pollen poured down my throat and gushed into my womb, heating up my body and making my head spin with euphoria. Even after ejaculating into me, she straddled my waist, keeping us connected to make sure none of it leaked out.

She seemed to have hit her limit. Her trembling body gave out. The tendrils in my mouth and pussy slipped away as she fell back, panting. I seized this opportunity to grab the tennoraphallus. Just as I got my hands on the jar a vine wrapped around my ankle. The container slips from my hand and shatters on the ground, but I was able to grab the mushroom before being pulled away.

The alraune rose to her feet. Countless vines and roots sprouted from her back.

"What do you hope to do with that, my little rose?" she taunted.

"You know, I have a little dryad back home who calls me mama. She taught me something, especially about this gift I have inside me. I don't plan on being fertilized by your pollen, but you, on the other hand…"

I pressed the tennoraphallus into my pussy and felt it binding with my body. Vines shot forward to attack but stopped short as I tapped into Flora's boon. My senses extended to the alraune. Just like when I saw the mana pulsing around me outside of Parthun's capital, I saw the magic pulsing inside the alraune.

"What's… happening?" The alraune grew desperate seeing her own vines retract into her body.

"You're at the mercy of my will now. It's time for me to have fun with you." I grinned.

Her terrified expression didn't match the haughtiness she displayed earlier. I kissed her lightly on the lips and grabbed a handful of her breasts. She is powerless in my arms. The alraune moaned meekly to my touch.

"On your knees and open your mouth," I ordered.

She did as I commanded and opened her mouth to accept my artificial cock. Unlike her cool skin, her mouth was piping hot. She took it all the way down to the base, so deep that I felt the tendrils wrapping around the tip.

The submissive expression was the cherry on top. I grabbed her face and slowly fuck her mouth, causing her to squeal every time I pushed in. A sensation I'd not felt in some time built around my crotch. Her eyes widened as the walls of her throat clenched around my throbbing dick. The tennoraphallus— my dick poured a pent-up load into her.

"Ahh— it's coming… make sure to swallow all of it… nnh— aahhh!"

Gulp. Gulp. Gulp.

I was usually on the receiving end of a cock's cum. But to hear it being swallowed by someone else was incredibly hot. Pulling out of her mouth was met with resistance. The coils refused to let go and tugged against the mushroom. I eventually wrenched out of her, then ordered her onto her hands and knees.

She obeyed yet again. I grabbed her hips, pushing the petals on her waist aside to position my dick in front of her pussy. The tendrils emerged from within her as though begging to receive me. The alraune's desire to be fertilized must be at a high. The flower budding on her head began to blossom, revealing the pistils inside— her body's way of telling me she was ready.

"Wait…" she pleaded. "I don't want to be… pollinated… please, forgive me!"

The alraune's begging triggered a deeply buried part of me that took joy in being the dominant one. "Hmm. It doesn't seem fair that you refused to stop when I asked. Consider this me returning the favor."

With her ass up, I pushed into her pussy. The tendrils wrap around my cock to guide me in.

"No— aahh… hahh— aaahhhhh!" Her screams were music to my ears.

The strands inside coiled around my dick, squeezing me as I thrusted into her. I grabbed a handful of her vine-like hair and tugged hard, causing her to cry with pleasure. Our connection via the dryad boon allowed me to discharge magic into her body, electrifying her senses to make her go wild.

Her wails made fucking her all the more exciting. A minute ago she was begging me not to do it. Now she's begging for it.

"More! Yes— aahh, fertilize me! Pollinate me!" she begged.

In her delirium, she lost balance and fell flat onto the ground. I flipped her over to face me and started screwing her in the missionary position. Seeing her breasts bounce everytime I pistoned into her made me realize why men enjoyed this position so much.

I lowered myself on top of her, pressing our bodies together and locking our lips in an embrace of their own. Her legs unraveled into roots that wrapped around my waist. She humped to the rhythm of my thrusts, and soon enough, I was close to cumming again.

The alraune's eyes rolled back, her face was completely red. She sucked on my tongue with her many smaller ones, licking up all the saliva she could while secreting honey into my mouth.

"Ahh— give it to me! Ahhhnnn— AAAahah!"

Her body quaked with the intensity of an earthquake, writhing and squirming in my grasp. Fueled by her spasming frenzy, my dick twitches violently. Ecstasy overloaded my mind as my pussy and dick orgasmed at the same time.

After every last drop emptied into her flowery womb, I pulled out, the tennoraphallus slipping out of me as I did and dropping to the floor in a puddle of its own ejaculate. The alraune lied unconscious with a blissful expression, the tendrils of her tongue hung out of her mouth and wiggled ever so slightly.

"Whew…" I wiped the sweat from my face and crawled over to Mira.

She was still passed out. I fed a potion of restoration and stamina draught to her from my mouth. In a few seconds, her eyes snapped open. Mira embraced me, keeping our lips sealed on one another. She kissed me with such passion that I became weak in her arms.

"Ellori," she whispered into my ear. It was then that I realized looking into her distant eyes that she was still under the effects of the alraune's aphrodisiac fumes. "Fuck me like your little slut."

Mira's words sent a shock up my spine. She hadn't said that to me in years. But here she was, panting like a dog in heat, face flushed red and begging for sex. We're already in a forged world, and the threat of the alraune draining us dry of mana had passed.

I grabbed a handful of the alraune's vines that tore off when she emerged from her flower. They were thick and flexible, just right to be used for rope play. My robes jumped back onto my body, and I gathered my stuff along with the tennoraphallus.

Mira followed me into the hallway. There were plenty of other rooms, so I chose one at random. A modest bedchamber with a large enough bed to lay and roll around in.

"Okay, Mira— eek!" She hugged me from behind and kissed the nape of my neck. A hand reached around to squeeze my breasts, while the other found its way down to my clit. Deft fingers pinched my nipples and sank into my cunt. "Ahh… your fingers are so good, Mira… mmmh!"

I had to wrench myself from her embrace to escape. Even though I was in bliss from her touch, I was the one who had to exhaust her libido. Mira collapsed to the ground, masturbating herself into a fervor.

The vines in my hands were inert, but I should be able to commune with them thanks to Flora's boon. I sensed lingering magic within. A simple thought coaxed them to life and the tentacles danced at my will.

"Okay, Mira. Get on the bed for me," I said, inserting the tennnoraphallus back into my pussy.

Mira obeyed, and as soon as she climbed onto the bed, I had the vines bind her wrists together. Two more vines wrapped around her ankles and pulled her legs taut to the bedpost. The last one, a much thinner vine wrapped all around her body, squeezing her breasts and pulling tight her arms behind her back.

"Guh! Ellori, for you to tie me up like this, but— ahh… I like it… this part of you… I've missed it— nngh..." She sighed delightfully.

I climbed onto bed, stroking my mushroom dick to an erect state. Mira stared in a mixture of horror and anticipation. She was no virgin, but being someone who preferred the company of women, very rarely stuck anything inside herself beyond just fingers.

Rubbing my member against the entrance to her pussy was more exciting than with the alraune. Seeing Mira, tied up and at my mercy, made me so hot I could cum at any moment. Instead of putting it in, I dry humped the length of my cock against her clit.

"Ahhn… nngh— aahh… you're so mean to tease me like this— hahh…"

Mira bit down on her lip, eyes screwed shut. She couldn't move her hips no matter how much she squirmed. Perhaps the sight of her was too much to bear, but rubbing myself on her pussy made my body tremble with indescribable pleasure. The floodgates opened, every muscle in my body spasmed as I spurted a load onto her body.

She was covered from the belly up, most of the liquid pollen cum was smeared on her breasts and face. I leaned over to kiss her, and she kissed back. When I pulled away, she pushed in vain against the restraints to reach me.

"I'm going to put it in, Mira. We've had sex so many times, but this will be our first like this." Stroking her cheeks caused her to tilt into my touch.

I grabbed her hips and pushed the tip in first.

"Kahh— nnnh… It's too big!" she groaned.

I whistled a high-pitched note. My robes sprung from my body, reforming as a gag in her mouth with a chain that split into two clamps fastening on her nipples.

"MMMMMMPH! Nnmmh!"

Mira's shuddered to a massive orgasm. Her pussy gushed so much, it soaked the bed sheets around us.

I began to push inside. Her overflowing pussy was practically inviting me in. Tiny shocks went off in my head, threatening me with an orgasm before I was even half-way in. Mira continued to squirm helplessly, but her expression said it all— she enjoyed every moment of it.

Mira nodded and moaned behind the gag, urging me to keep going. And I obliged, until she had taken every inch of the tennoraphallus. Her head reared back, in doing so tugged against the clamps. Her nipples were red and sensitive from being pinched so hard. Her pussy suddenly clenched as though trying to milk me.

We were finally doing it. The Miracella Dawncrest whom I knew since I entered the Witch's Academy. Who treated me like a sister first, and then a lover. She always watched over me, making sure I was safe even when she was in danger herself. I was screwing Mira I loved with my cock and was ready to burst. I just wanted to pump every bit of cum into her.

"I'm going to start moving. If you want me to stop, just wink with your right eye." I gave her what was essentially our safe signal, though it may not be necessary. She was still under a trance from the alraune's fumes, but at any point she came to her senses, she should at least know what to do.

I pulled back my hips and then slammed forward. Mira yelped into the gag, her eyes snapped open from the thrust. The erotic sound of our hips coming together got me going, and in no time at all, my body began moving on its own.

Each time our hips clapped together, Mira sighed with pleasure. Her fleshy insides were so slippery, allowing her to take me in easily. The ribbed walls of her pussy massaged my member and enveloped it with the heat of her body. I didn't want to pull out. I was becoming addicted to fucking Mira's pussy.

"Mmmrph— humming… I'm… nnnmphh!!"

Her eyes rolled back, and she moaned hysterically like as though possessed. Drool cascading down the side of her cheeks flung wildly as her head whipped back and forth. Mira was shaking so much even her pussy convulsed on my dick.

The stimulation was too much for me to handle as I neared my limit. I grabbed her hips and pushed as deep as I could. The tennoraphallus— my throbbing cock hit the entrance to her womb and erupted a load of cum into her.

My own pussy reached an orgasm as the bindings to my inside released. It slipped out and dropped onto the bed. The vines and gag on Mira came loose as well, falling away limp as I dropped on top of her.

She embraced me, stroked my back, and kissed my head. I realized that she finally regained her senses.

"That was wonderful." Her warm breath teased my cheeks.

"Wait… how long ago did you come back to your senses?" I asked.

Mira grinned. She inserted the tennoraphallus into her own pussy. "Since the moment you had me entangled. I think I should like to try this for myself."

Hypnotized by the sight of the glistening mushroom, I didn't hesitate to climb on top of her. Mira thrusted up, causing my legs to buckle and give out from under me. It plunged deeper with little resistance. My body tensed up, and I got lightheaded from an orgasm.

"This… fuuaahh… is a new feeling…" Mira remarked, holding onto my hips. "Are we supposed to be this tight?"

"Just wait until you cum inside me," I said, licking my lips.

That was the only warning I gave her. Judging by Mira's expression, she was overwhelmed by the pleasure of having her cock ridden for the first time. As I continued to grind my hips, I bent down to play with Mira's sensitive breasts.

"Nnhhaa… Ellori, aahh…"

Her nipples had been made puffy from being clamped for so long. I start sucking on one and tweak the other with my fingers. Mira responded by sinking her fingers into my butt and thrusting into me to meet my movements.

"I think I'm cumming… should I pull out…?" she asked

"No! Inside— fuck me and cum inside me, Mira! Aahhhh—"

Her nails dug into my hips, the throbbing cock in my pussy pulsed and ejaculated hot cum. Mira pulled me in for a deep kiss. Her lips had never been more delicious. She pushed her tongue into my mouth, allowing me to suck on the wet piece of meat I longed for.

We laid there cuddling and basking in the afterglow of sex without saying a word. Mira spat into the air. The spittle extended into a thin frozen stream that reached into her bag to retrieve her pipe. She blew into it, igniting the contents inside and filling the air around us with fumes to ease our tired muscles. Mira took a long drag and then passed it to me.

"If you're here, I imagine you were caught by Eudora, too?" Mira asked as I pulled deep from the pipe. I let the fumes linger in my lungs for as long as I could, feeling the fatigue leaving me with each second that passed.

"A lot happened," I answered, expelling the smoke from my lungs.

I explained everything that happened while Mira was away. She occasionally slipped into thought, murmuring to herself. There was no hint of remorse or grief for King Marcus' death, no surprise at the Order of Piety's presence in Parthun, nor did she offer any sort of reaction to Belle's usurping of my position.

What she did focus on was the strange weapon I described in Humility possession.

"That is called 'soul-binding,' it is black magic, which tethers the soul from a soul stone into an item. An advanced form of enchanting that tortures the soul in doing so," Mira explained. "If Anora is so brazenly making use of taboo arts, she must have more influence within the Council of Kings than we initially thought."

Mira didn't seem fazed by the fact that I had given the soul stone of gluttony to Eudora. I expected her to scold me, to tell me that there could have been another way, but she didn't do that.

"Are you not angry that I gave Eudora the stone?" I reluctantly asked.

She shook her head. "Darling, I frankly don't care who's side we are on as long as we're together. If you wish to fight in Eudora's name, I'll be by your side. I won't like Eudora, and will vehemently show my dislike towards her in the form of spiteful insults, but I will be with you nevertheless."

"I'm not sure if that's reassuring or concerning… but I'm glad."

Mira took one last pull from her pipe before emptying its contents onto the floor. We quickly got dressed and peeked into the alchemy laboratory where the alraune was sound asleep.

"Shall I dispose of that thing?" Mira asked, her staff already cackling with volatile energy.

"Let's not! I'm sure it never meant to cause harm. We can reason with Eudora to stop it from emitting its lust miasma," I offered.

I breathed a sigh of relief as Mira extinguished her spell. She began rummaging through Eudora's lab, searching through shelves and cupboards.

"Have you removed the spell from your familiar yet?" Whatever she found and didn't like, tossed away without a second glance before moving onto the next reagent.

"No, er… I met the dragon. Things happened, and I didn't kill him." I confessed, hiding my face behind a rack of vials in shame.

"And I specifically sought out an easy kill for you. No matter, look what I found." Mira produced a rock twice the size of her head. Upon closer inspection, it was not stone, but an organ. "You're in luck. Eudora had a petrified dragon's heart laying around. Hand Rio to me."

I gave Rio's limp body over to Mira. She got right to work, purifying the cauldron, adding the ingredients, and finally sinking my familiar into the alchemical waters. Mira whispered into the cauldron, causing it to billow with smoke.

Panic washed over me for a moment thinking it had failed, but she waved my worries away with a pat on the head. As the smoke subsided, Rio emerged from the cauldron, shaking the moisture from his fur.

"Rio!"

He nestled into my arms and purred.

Mira high-fived Rio's paw. "There you go, little one."

"Speaking of familiars, where's Talos?" I asked, glancing around the room for a raven familiar.

"He's outside watching from the top of the tower. I should check in on—"

The door burst open. Eudora leaned against the frame, clutching her head in apparent agony. "You've survived the alraune? Well done. Unfortunately, there is no time to rest. Company has arrived in force; Valor has found the tower."





Chapter 12 - Assault



Eudora collapsed to the ground clutching her head. The black blotches covered more of her face now. She was fine earlier, but could hardly appear to stand on her own.

"You're weakened," Mira chided. "A perfect time to kill you after putting me in that trance."

I rushed to help Eudora up. "We're on the same side for now."

Mira shrugged. Her eyes flashed as she hijacked Talos' vision. Meanwhile, I helped Eudora to her feet. She glanced at the alraune and chuckled.

"Leave it to you to screw another creature into submission." Eudora smirked.

I rolled my eyes. "Both times were your fault to begin with. More importantly, what's happening to you? The souls are too much for your body to handle, aren't they?"

Eudora gestured to the alchemy cauldron. I steadied her steps as we made our way over. She stripped off her clothes, revealing nearly half her body covered in black as though she had swam in a pool of ink. It was like a blanket of night cast over her, but there were no stars, only a pitch-dark abyss.

The alchemical waters spilt over the top as she submerged herself in the cauldron. A strained sigh escaped her throat, hoarse and shallow.

"It was before you came along. In my desperation I accidentally consumed a duplicate soul. Two souls of lust are tearing my body apart, and I must routinely placate them. I'll die a painful death otherwise." Eudora pointed to a jar on the shelf. I brought it down for her, and she emptied its liquid contents into the cauldron. A moment passed, and her body tensed up. Her expression became more relaxed.

"What was that? A sedative?" I asked.

"What? No. That was secretions from a red slime I created. It brings me to a state of sustained orgasm. That way, I don't have to deal with the pain of having my body constantly torn to shreds." Her head reared up, eyes squeezed shut and bit down on her lips as she apparently reached a climax.

"Forget I asked…" I groaned.

"Oh." By my side, Mira squinted as though trying to peer at something. She released her sight and began to head out of the room. "They've come up."

Loud explosions could be heard just outside of the mansion. It seemed both the witches and the Order of Piety had taken the battle inside the tower. A hand wiet with alchemical waters fell on my shoulder. Eudora pulled me down to face her.

"I cannot fight in this condition. You must stop Valor and his ilk from reaching the mansion, or all my research will be for naught," she warned.

"Leave it to us," I replied, steeling my resolve to face another christened knight.

Mira sneered on her way out. "Yes, yes. The old lady shall remain here bound to her bathtub while we trim the garden."

Eudora shook a fist at Mira as I closed the door behind us.

We rushed outside as the witches were being put on the defensive. They were attacked by an unseen force that they couldn't seem to deflect.

Standing in front of the gazebo was a line of two dozen knights. One of them, arms crossed and foot tapping impatiently on the ground, was much shorter than the rest. Adorned with plate armor similar to that of Humility but in gold and silver like a true shining knight, he merely watched as the invisible blows began to wear out Alira and the others.

A flash of light at the gazebo startled the knights. Talos flew out of it and perched upon Mira's shoulder. Rio, too, landed on my shoulder. It appeared whatever mechanism powered Eudora's tower permitted our familiars to stay active within.

The knights finally saw us emerging from the mansion and drew their weapons on us. Valor stepped forward and the unseen attacks on our colleges ceased at once.

Mira leaned in to whisper a warning, "Valor appears to have made invisible two swords that he can control telekinetically. I imagine this is a result of another soul-binding."

The other witches fell back to us. Alira had cuts all over her body that her robes were in tatters.

"He's too strong. We need Eudora's help." She winced in pain just climbing up the steps.

"Let us handle this," I said, handing her a restoration potion and urging them to retreat within.

"Be careful." Alira nodded and rounded up her fellows who were just as injured as she was into the mansion. Were we another minute too late, they might have sustained fatal wounds.

Valor appeared to have enough courtesy to allow the injured inside before we faced off. As soon as Alira and the others retreated, I marched forward to face him alongside Mira.

"Quite the gentleman to spare us a moment of reprieve. Although your stature leaves much for any man to desire," Mira taunted our foe as she would any with a grin.

This was a christened knight of the Order of Piety. He was no doubt just as if not stronger than Humility. Even with Mira here, I couldn't get complacent. At the very least, we knew what his weapons could do.

"My mother taught me to be kind to those less fortunate. There is no glory in chasing after wounded dogs." Valor took a bow with a posture befitting a trained knight.

Mira and I were taken aback by the youthfulness, almost feminine voice that spoke to us. She gave me an odd look and giggled uncontrollably into her hand.

"Will you do us the honor of showing us your face before we do battle?" Mira cleared her throat and asked.

"Oh! Where are my manners?" Valor shed his helmet, revealing a juvenile-faced boy whose short, messy blonde hair only accentuated his youth. "The Order of Piety, Noah Theodin. Among my fellows, I am christened— Valor."

"Aw, would you look at that? Aren't you a little too young to be playing soldier, darling?" Mira called out, no longer bothering to contain her laughter.

Valor stomped the ground, throwing a tantrum as his face quickly turned red. "I'll have you know, I'm eighteen! The mantle of Valor was bestowed upon me by none other than my her ladyship, Lord-Commander Discipline herself."

Mira puts her hands on her hips, unamused. "The runt is throwing a tantrum—"

Clang!

A sharp metallic clatter caused me to wince and miss it. The attack happened in a split second— Mira had struck the space in front of her with her staff and knocked something away. Her eyes were glowing, she had Talos' vision hijacked as he flew circles above us.

"You can see them?" I asked her.

"No, but our familiars can," Mira answered.

I hijacked Rio's vision, and just as Mira said, there were two swords floating next to Valor.

"So what if you can see them. That shall not discourage me one bit." Valor yelled. "Forward, my knights. Eudora is inside, let us face their terror with our courage!"

The winds shifted around me, moving faster than the charging knights. Mira deflected another sword, and I dove out of the way to avoid the other. I was unable to fight the way she could. Her ability to stay so in tune with Talos was on a level beyond Rio and myself.

However…

"Rio, sic 'em!"

Two spiked appendages emerged from Rio's back. He went invisible himself and barreled through the knights directly for Valor. But before he could land a blow, Valor unsheathed two more swords hidden under his cloak to parry the strikes.

"He's good for being so young," Mira remarked as she helped me to my feet . She brushed the dirt and dust from my robes, picking off tiny specks even I couldn't see. It was like she couldn't be bothered with this battle. "You should have no fear of blades, enchanted or no."

"What—Oh!"

Because I was wearing living robes, I should have incredible physical resistance on par with that of slimes.

"But asking me to just take a hit is a little… that instinctual fear is ingrained in me— whoa!"

I flinched as Mira plunged a dagger into my gut. However, the blade was stuck firmly on the surface of my robes, poking mere millimeters deep. I felt the point and weight of her stab, but there was no pain nor blood drawn. It was just like when I was being flechetted by Belle's ice storm.

"Mock me for my age and height if you wish, but even though I'm small, I possess the courage of a mighty dragon." Valor struck Rio so hard it sent him flying back into my arms.

At this point, we've dallied enough that Valor's knights had come too close for comfort.

"Mira, we should fall back," I suggested, but she was no less concerned than if she were taking a bath.

"No, need. Talos, darling, clear a path." She raised her staff to the sky.

Dark clouds formed under the artificial sun of this forged world. Talos beat his wings from above, battering the field with frigid winds. It became cold, too cold. A hail of ice rained down on the small army of knights, impaling them into the ground. The clouds disappeared just as quickly as they formed.

"I won't be defeated by the likes of such evil!" Valor tossed two more swords into the air that vanished from sight.

Mira yawned. She knelt to the ground and embedded her fingers into the dirt. Countless vines and roots sprouted from the field, forming a barrier around us and a forest of branches between us and Valor. He advanced undeterred, cutting everything in his way. Roots began to wrap around our legs and body, and Mira winked at me before our vision was taken from us. I tossed as many slumber vials to the ground as I could before we're pulled under.

We appeared on the gazebo in the next moment, watching Valor cut his way towards the barrier unbeknownst to him that we're no longer there. I held firm my staff, the fabric of my robes extended to meet my hand. An incredible amount of magic poured forth as I conjured the largest fireblast I'd managed yet.

"Igni!"

Valor realized the trap too late. The meteor crashed down on him, exploding as it impacted the ground. Mira threw an arm around my shoulders.

"Well done—"

A blade sung past me and nicked my cheek. Three more emerged from the smoke. Rio caught one out of the air. The other two clatter to the ground at my feet and became visible. Mira came between me and the barrage, readying a spell to face Valor again. But when the smoke cleared, our quarry had fallen unconscious to the ground.

Eudora had us bring Valor and his weapons upstairs to the alchemy laboratory. We stripped him of his equipment and found that they were all imbued with some form of magical enchantments. The blast of fire wasn't what did him in. The enchants protected him from that. It was the vapors from the slumber vials that put him out.

Valor awakened, naked and in the clutches of the alraune. "What— Where am I? What happened?"

Mira and I watched from the side as the other witches crowded around him with ravenous gazes. For them to be stuck out here in the Weeping Expanse gave them few options to relieve themselves. So to see a potential male companion, a young and rather cute one at that, was sure to stir their loins.

"Who would have thought the knight that was going to kill us is so cute!" one of the witches squealed.

"He's already blushing. You think he's a virgin?" another chimed in.

"I hear the Order of Piety doesn't permit sex. Someone like him must be pent-up."

Valor struggled in vain against the alraune's vines. "D-Don't think you can get away with this. The others will— ahh!"

A tendril slithered its way between Valor's thighs and stroked his penis that was quickly becoming erect. The vine split open into a mouth and began to suck on it.

"Stop! Ahh— How dare you… my faith will protect me— nngh…"

Mira offered a wicked smirk at Valor's predicament. "We're lucky this time around. For them to send someone so green, they must be underestimating us after their resounding victory in Lotherain."

"Humility is still a knight to watch out for. I dread to think I have to fight her again," I remarked, clutching my arm.

"You won't be alone next time," she assured me.

Eudora beckoned us out to the hallway. It didn't look like Valor would be getting out of that anytime soon, nor would he be resting while the alraune and witches were accompanying him. Mira blew him a kiss on our way out as he cursed at us.

"Good news is I can reverse engineer Valor's swords, strange news is there is a fragment inside him," our new ally told us.

"Do you mean to say he consumed a soul stone?" I asked.

Eudora shrugged. "It's odd. He did, yet he did not. My guess is Anora found a way for them to make use of the souls without actually ingesting them."

"Valor may know. I have ways of making people speak." Mira leaned against the wall to listen to the commotion going on the other side of the door.

"How about no." Eudora wagged a finger at her. "I've seen what you do to prisoners. You leave Valor in my delicate hands. In the meantime, I have a task for you two."

"We're only working together because Anora is our common enemy. Don't think for one second that makes us your gofers, Eudora." Mira snapped.

I stood between them before they started going at each other's throats.

"What is it that you want us to do?" I asked.

"I need a basilisk's gallbladder. My body is decaying rapidly. I'll need a fresh form soon and it is a key ingredient to creating a new construct. However, I cannot leave this tower for too long or risk expediting the degeneration of this body." Eudora reached into her bag and unraveled a spell scroll. "Behold, a translocation spell."

"To… get us to the basilisk?" I raised a brow.

"Your settlement is at the border of the Weeping Expanse, is it not?" She grinned.

The moment she said that, it became clear to me what she intended the spell scroll for. Judging by the inscriptions, it was a massive spell at that. This was a perfect opportunity for me to move the entirety of Ellowyn and its inhabitants away from the Order of Piety and Anora's warpath.

She rolled it back up, tucked it away under her robes, and stuck a hand out to me. "Bring me the organ, or the entire basilisk— whichever gets me the gallbladder— and I hand you the means to save your precious village."

"Consider it done." I clasped her hand.





Chapter 13 - Another Petrifying Encounter!



"You think Valor is going to be alright in there?" I asked Mira on our way out of Eudora's tower.

"Knowing Eudora, the boy will be fed elixirs when he tires. One his age should have the stamina for the voracious witches. His sanity… well, that's another matter." Mira pulled out a vial I recognized as an elixir of flight.

"Oh, that won't be necessary!" I ordered Rio into the air, and he sprouted draconic wings like a true dragon. Mira was taken back by the sudden spike in strength that my familiar had developed in such a short time. I'd been watching him grow and eat with little expectations, but he had managed to come a long way from a mere floating black kitty.

We're about to take off when Zeke emerged from behind the tower. He lowered his head in deference to Mira. Seeing that it meant no harm, she fixed her staff to a sling on her back and snickered.

"You're the dragon I sent Ellori to kill. What happened there, I wonder?" she asked aloud.

"Ellori and I are—"

"We became friends!" I shouted over them.

I raced over to Zeke and pulled his head down to me.

"That's not a witch you want to anger. I like you, and I don't want to see you fertilizing the ground, but she can't know we're mates," I warned.

Zeke's scales shivered with fear. He nodded in understanding. "Okay. Where are you two going? Can I help?"

"Where we're going, we'll need to be fast. Stay here until we get back," I said, stroking his leathery head. "By the way, where were you when the knights came?"

"I heard a lot of explosions and hid… I know I wasn't very helpful, but everyone looked so strong and I was scared." He whimpered to himself, clearly ashamed of his own weakness.

"There, there. For now, get inside the tower," I urged him. "The witches won't hurt you. They'll be more curious than anything."

The dragon disappeared into the teleportation circle. I returned to Mira who was impatiently tapping her foot. We took off into the air holding onto Rio's legs. Talos soared below the canopy, serving as Mira's eyes as she searched for any indication of basilisks in the area.

Basilisks were powerful creatures that could turn anything without sufficient magical resistance to stone with a single glance. As such, they could wreak untold devastation to an entire food chain if not dealt with in a timely manner. Their species were typically hunted by creatures with greater magical resistance such as dragons or slimes, without such predators to keep their numbers low, an entire forest might be turned to stone in a matter of weeks.

Fortunately, signs of basilisks were easy to spot. Not that they themselves were easy to find, but the trail of half-eaten creatures partially turned to stone was a dead giveaway.

"Hmm?"

Judging by Mira's surprised expression, she must have found what we're looking for.

"Do you see a basilisk?" I asked.

"No, but did you know there's a gorgon skulking around the Weeping Expanse?" Mira remarked, unaware that I knew exactly who she was referring to. "She appears to be hunting something."

The gorgon lived much further in and had been around longer in this part of the Weeping Expanse than we have. It might be a good idea to try and speak to her. Although… there was no guarantee she would be happy to see me.

"For all we know she could be hunting a basilisk. Let's check it out," I suggested.

Mira reclaimed her vision. Both of us drank a magic resistance potion— I wouldn't be caught unawares this time— then had Rio bring us down to the forest floor. The gorgon saw us and took an aggressive stance, but her demeanor slackened when she noticed me.

"I know you," the gorgon said to me in particular, licking her lips. "The delicious witch from before."

"Delicious…?" Mira's fingers wrapped around the shaft of her staff in preparation for a fight.

I stuck an arm out in front of Mira. "We're here to talk, remember?"

The gorgon carried a trident she didn't have last time. She was covered from tail to torso with fresh scratches and cuts, signs that she was engaged in a fight only moments ago. Nothing within the vicinity had been petrified, so whatever she fought had resistance against her.

She slithered up to us. Mira jerked back and had Talos perch on a tree behind the gorgon. Should anything go wrong, the familiar would be able to lay a surprise attack from behind.

"My name is Lantessa, I've come to learn yours is Ellori, and the one who looks like she wants to incinerate me is Miracella." The gorgon named Lantessa stabbed her trident into the ground and bowed.

"You know of us?" I ask, surprised.

"Of course. Eudora summoned me here to take care of any trespassers. I've found myself in the leisure of much free time," she answered.

"The first time we met near the kobold tribe—"

"I was searching for you with every intention to petrify you. But fun always takes precedence." She giggled. Her tongue rolled out, licking her fingers to remind me of when we ate each other out.

Mira groaned. "Eudora happened to have sent us here in search of basilisks. Have you seen one, snake?"

"You're impatient. We're having a little reunion…" Lantessa coiled loosely around Mira's body and stuck her tongue out. "Mmm. Just licking the air around you, I can tell you're oozing with quality magic. Would you like to play?"

"I'm spoken for." Mira grinned.

A vine from above wrapped around Lantessa's neck and pulled her into the air. Her tail snatched the trident in time and sliced the vine to free herself. She landed and lunged at us.

"Luminae!" Mira and I shut our eyes as I conjured a blinding light.

Lantessa reeled back, eyes screwed shut. Rio picked up her trident as it dropped from her hand. Mira and I pooled our magic together, using my boon as a conduit to connect with nature. Massive roots sprouted from the ground to bind the gorgon.

"What happened to talking?" I scolded Mira.

"Fingers slipped." She shrugged.

"Uh, huh…"

I tiptoed up to Lantessa who struggled with her restraints, but the tree roots were too strong even for a gorgon to break.

"We aren't here to fight. After all, we're on the same side now. No thanks to Eudora," I said.

"Usually I'm doing the constricting. Fine. Yes, I have seen it. I was battling one just moments before you landed. The grotesque thing is in heat and thought to mate with me." Lantessa scowled, the look in her eyes hoping the info was enough to free her.

"Good. Point us in the right direction, and we'll be on our way. The roots should retract in a few hours." Mira tapped her foot on a root.

Lantessa rolled her eyes. "Basilisks are excellent hunters. You won't find them unless they find you. Luckily, the one you're looking for is secreting an excessive amount of pheromones. Of which I can sniff out for you."

Mira and I pondered cautiously.

"Oh, please. You have clearly demonstrated your strength over me. I won't attack you. Besides, I have more to gain by ridding myself of the basilisks with your help," she pleaded.

"One wrong move from you and we're having snake tail for breakfast, lunch, and dinner." Mira waved the roots back into the earth but kept her staff in hand.

The gorgon shook the dirt from her body and stuck her hand out to me. "My trident, if you will."

I nodded to Rio and he dropped the weapon back into her hand.

Mira and I followed Lantessa for the better part of an hour until we reached a large basin. It seemed most of the mountain water collected here where they then split off into multiple rivers. The river that fed Ellowyn's water source must come from here.

I walked into something hard, a pulsing pain ran up my leg. It appeared to be a stone, but upon closer inspection, it was the body of a petrified goblin. Lantessa picked it up, revealing a large chunk of its chest was bitten into.

"Wasn't me," Lantessa remarked.

Now that we were keeping an eye out, the tall grass in the area hid many more petrified goblins. If none of them were done in by Lantessa, then a basilisk was the only other culprit. But there appeared to be too many corpses for just one to dine on.

Lantessa stopped in front of an opening in the forest floor. It looked to be at least a twenty meter drop into a cavern.

"Talos, stay here and keep watch," Mira ordered. Then she turned to Lantessa. "You're coming down with us."

"Pardon?"

"We won't be able to find it inside a tunnel system on our own. You're leading us to it," she said, leaving no room for negotiations.

Lantessa sighed and found a column along the ridges to slide down from. Mira and I flew down with Rio. The cavern's large entrance was populated with petrified goblins and body parts. This place must have been a hideout for a whole tribe of them before the basilisk got here.

The three of us traveled deeper into the cavern while I kept a light in front of us. Eventually we came to a three-way split.

"Which one is it?" I asked.

The gorgon sniffed the air, sniffed each path, but she didn't seem to know which way. "The whole place is suffocating with its scent. I can't tell which is the right path. Ugh, and it's getting me in the mood, too."

Mira made a repulsed look. "I don't like it, but we should split up. It will cut our search by threefolds."

She took the left path, Lantessa opted the center, and the right on the fork was mine. The deeper I went, the more bioluminescent algae coated the walls of the cavern. It got to the point where I didn't even need to cast a light spell.

I was confident each of us were able to take on the basilisk alone. After all, it was no dragon. At the same time, it wasn't like fighting a manticore or wyvern. I also had Rio to fight alongside me.

"Ah—!"

I slipped and splashed into a pool of water. A ventus spell whisked away the moisture but there was still a strange smell lingering on my body. I turned around to see a stone leg that I had tripped on.

When I got to my feet, I noticed a clutch of eggs tucked away behind a large stalagmite.

I thought Lantessa said the basilisk was a male. Was there also a female basilisk in the cave, too?

A shadow shifted above me, and I dived out of the way as a basilisk lunged down. I felt my body tightening as it tried to petrify me, but the magic resistance paired with my living robes kept me from succumbing to the effects.

"Rio, sic 'em!" Nothing happened. I glance behind me to see Rio having completely turned to stone. "I'm getting deja vu from this…"

The basilisk lunged a second time and constricted me before I could get a spell off. It hissed, the tongue flailed around in my face to figure out what it had caught. I suddenly felt something poking my belly, and looked down to see two erect penises emerging from underneath its scales. It had fleshy, spiky protrusions leaking secretions all along the shaft.

"Crap… so this is… the male…?"

Lantessa mentioned the basilisk was in heat, so why was it getting hard from seeing me? Unless… the liquid I fell into must have been female basilisk urine. I was completely coated in the female's pheromones and it thinks I was its mate.





Chapter 14 - Eudora's New Body



"Damn it! Now this really is a familiar situation!" I couldn't get out of its grasp. The more I struggled, the more it tightened itself on me. Forget magic resistance potion, I should have taken an elixir of strength to fight my way out of this.

Two sharp fangs sunk down on my shoulder. Pain quickly turned into pleasure as whatever strange venom worked its way into my system. If I recalled correctly, basilisks weren't poisonous. Then what it injected into me—

An incredible sensation rushed down to my groin.

"Oh— fuck, I'm cumming?!" My whole body quivered from an orgasm. "Aha… mmmh! Yes, fuck me! I mean— no! What am I saying? Basilisks… have… aphrodisiac venom?"

During my studies, I remembered learning that female basilisks were violent mates. So in order to calm them, the males evolved to develop a venomous gland that activated when they were in heat. When injected, it caused mild euphoria that could last up to several hours.

And I was just on the receiving end.

It began to push upwards, pressing its lubricated reptilian penis into my pussy. The fleshy spikes were soft, but they grinded against the walls within, causing my pleasure senses to fire off like crazy.

"No, no, no, I don't want to have sex with a basilisk— fuck…nngh, or maybe I do— Yes! Fuck me!" I screamed as I reached another climax.

The basilisk's penis was incredibly thick at a glance, but the softness of it allowed it to squeeze into me. The organ filled me up and then some, pushing so far in it reached my womb.

Lost in the fever of sex, I began to grind my hips against its body. The basilisk didn't need to move, as it had full control of its own cock unlike other species. Another slimy member pressed against my other entrance, squirming its way in.

"Ahhhh! More, harder… guh! I forgot… reptiles have two… fuck… it's so good!"

Thick cum gushed into my ass and pussy. The basilisk, sufficiently satisfied thinking that I'd been impregnated, released me and disappeared back into the dark cave. The ejaculate leaked out of my pussy as viscous liquid, almost like batter.

I laid there, still horny as hell from the venom and angry at myself for losing the basilisk. As I pushed myself up, the echo of several hissing creatures alerted me to the ceiling. Their distinct glowing, red eyes peered at me from the dark.

When they entered within the bioluminescent light of the cavern algae, I noticed bulges emerging from their lower bodies. My own body was getting tingly with anticipation.

"Time to indulge a little," I said, laying down and spreading my pussy to welcome them.

Several hours must have gone while I was getting gangbanged by basilisks. My belly was beginning to inflate with how much they poured into me. When one finished, another one took its place to plug my cunt. If the venom wore off, I was bitten again and injected with more.

Groups of snakes often coiled around each other en masse during orgies. But I was the sole female here, and the many basilisks were hungry to get a turn. I serviced them not just with my pussy, but also with my hands and mouth. One basilisk even humped between my breasts.

"Ngghhaaa— Cumming, I'm cumming so hard! Ahhh!"

By the time the last one pumped its load into me, I was absolutely beat. As it began to leave, I grabbed its tail and cast an igni spell to blow off its head. No blood gushed out since the fire cauterized its wounds. That should keep the organs inside fresh for a little while.

I might have gone a little off the deep end, but at least I remembered to slay one.

"Whew…ahh, I'm so satisfied!" My legs were shaking from getting my back blown, but a restoration potion did the trick to perk me right up.

Basilisk cum was so thick it felt like gelatin. It also had a surprising amount of thermal mass. The ejaculate from the first basilisk was still hot despite the cavern being so cool.

Once I got all my stuff in order and cleaned myself with magic, I poured a magic resistance potion over Rio. He recovered from his petrification and lunged at the basilisk corpse, carrying out the last command I'd given him before he froze.

"Rio, it's okay! It's already dead." I kicked the basilisk for good measure.

"Mrau?" Rio tilted his head, ignored me, and decided to chew into the corpse's tail.

Even though he inherited dragon traits, his body neglected to inherit the most important thing— magic resistance. I wondered if there was more I could do for my familiar to make him stronger. The last two fights we had against Valor and Humility ended in a miserable loss for him.

Rio was effective at fighting against other beasts and creatures. Naturally, as he was inheriting the better traits that would enable predators to more easily capture prey. However, against humans with magical armaments and trained in martial prowess, he was no more than a cat flailing in the air.

When Mira and I fought Valor, she didn't show the least bit of concern. Talos didn't even join the battle past casting a sleet storm to stop the lesser knights. She could have easily taken care of him without me.

"Ellori!" Mira's voice echoed down the tunnel. She and Lantessa weren't injured at all, but they smelled rancid. Both of them saw the dead basilisk at my feet at once and sighed together.

"You appear to have had more luck than we," Lantessa remarked, her fingers pinching her nose.

"What happened? Why do you guys stink?" I asked, covering my nose and mouth.

Mira pointed an accusing finger at Lantessa. "The other two passages converged much further down. We figured we might as well keep going, but her nose led us into… a pit of basilisk discharge…"

"The smell of basilisk is everywhere. Besides, you're the one who wanted us to keep going," Lantessa retorted.

"We have the basilisk now, so there's no need to fight!" I shouted, coming between them before they got violent.

Something caught Lantessa's attention. She leaned down to sniff me and then glanced at the gelatinous cum on the ground that I'd washed off me. "Oh, my. Aren't you an adventurous one."

"Erm… Let's return to Eudora, shall we? Come on, Rio. Grab the basilisk." I walked past Mira and Lantessa for the exit.

When we emerged from the caverns, Mira and I tried to wash the gunk off them, but it was going to need a lot more than just magic to remove the smell. Lantessa had a lot of choice words to say about our new alliance with Eudora, especially the host herself.

By the sound of it, they had history with each other. She was no random gorgon summoned here to do someone's bidding. Seeing as Eudora was once stationed in High Saquin, it wasn't inconceivable for them to have met. The Valisca Archipelago where gorgons made their home was just shy north of the empire.

As soon as we returned to the tower, Eudora was waiting for us upstairs in her mansion. By the sound of sex in the adjacent room, Valor hadn't gotten a chance to rest yet. They were still going at it since we left.

"Welcome back!' Eudora was overjoyed to see us and recognized the extra company we'd brought back. "Lantessa? You're still in one piece. I thought you would be in a dragon's belly about now and… what is that smell?"

"Spare me your voice, my head hurts enough as it is with this stench." Lantessa dropped the corpse of the basilisk and slithered away to look for a bath.

"There's a river behind the mansion!" Eudora called to her back. She inspected the basilisk with eagerness. "Is it just me, or is it a little small?"

"How big are they supposed to be?" I asked.

"There were a pack of them, and all they ate were goblins that weren't exactly the most filling." Mira shrugged.

"Ah, well. This will have to do." Eudora's hand turned into a frightening black claw that shredded its way into the basilisk's body. Blood splattered everywhere and intestines spilled out as she ripped out the gallbladder.

Mira grimaced at the brutal sight and excused herself. "The gorgon has the right idea. I shall look for a bath."

"Bottom floor, past the gallery and a bath awaits on the second door on the left!" Eudora said as she held the gallbladder up to the light, marveling at the organ as though it were a diamond.

"So this process of constructing your new body, how do we do it?" I asked curiously.

Magical constructs existed for ages. Their existence was humbled by a shortage of magic crystals since they could only operate with an adequate supply. Witches who had a surplus of magic crystals might find themselves running out rather quickly. It was why so few constructs were seen outside of the Witch's Academy.

From what I understood, at the center of human civilization, the Eternal City known as Thanreas where the Council of Kings held court, commissioned numerous constructs from the academy. A slumbering army that might as well be a vanity sword on display in a store.

Though I'd only learned recently that as long as there was a magic source, constructs like the anubians could live dormant for centuries. In Eudora's case, it was different. Not only was she casting spells, her construct body was likely housing her soul, which likely meant very complex alchemical processes were at work.

"Be a dear and clean this up, will you?" Eudora asked of Rio, patting his head with her non-bloodied hand.

My familiar was more than happy to dig into the basilisk corpse.

Eudora gestured for me to enter her laboratory where she levitated each ingredient into the cauldron. Some things I didn't recognize and others I recalled being incredibly rare and expensive like a dragon's heart. How she collected all these reagents was beyond me.

"As I understand it, you have a magic crystal farm. Have any to spare?" Eudora asked. I handed her the bag which she emptied every single one into the cauldron. The waters began to bubble with intensity. "Creating a magical construct is easy. But to move a soul into it is the difficult part."

She stepped into the cauldron to submerge herself, keeping the basilisk's gallbladder out of the water. One more ingredient floated into the palm of her other hand. A soul stone, but it didn't have the same deep purple.

"An empty soul stone?"

Eudora nodded. "Astute for someone who hasn't seen one before. My soul will be ripped out, sealed into this stone, which will then be embedded into the new body. I need you to help me with one thing."

"Anything!" I said, excited to be part of something so unique in witchcraft.

"When I've fully submerged myself with both ingredients, you need to zap the cauldron with a thundra spell for as long as you can. My life is in your hands."

"You…" I replayed her words in my head twice, "want me to electrocute you?"

"Precisely— do it now!" She sunk her entire body along with the last two ingredients under the alchemical waters.

"Some warning! Crap, er— thundra!"

Electricity surged from my staff, electrifying the contents within the cauldron. I expected Eudora to be screaming in agony or pop out gasping for air. I maintained the spell at a low and constant current so I wouldn't run out or magic and screw up the process.

Eventually I lost track of time, and Mira came into the room to see what was going on. She whistled for her familiar.

"Talos, darling. Thundra." She winked at me as Talos flew into the room to continue the spell. She squeezed my shoulder, easing me away from the cauldron until my spell waned.

"Thanks," I said, wiping the sweat from my brow.

Mira walked up to the cauldron. "How long has she been in—"

"Cough— hack!"

Before Mira could finish her sentence, Eudora's head emerged from the cauldron. The waters were viscous, clinging to her face like glue.

"Talos, enough!"

"No! Cough! Cough! Keep going!" Eudora demanded, her voice sounding much younger than it was before. Talos continued to zap the cauldron until she climbed and fell out of it. She brushed the alchemical waters from her face, staring into her new youthful form with glee. "Hehe… It worked! I feel so spry and nimble again!"

Mira gawked, blinked in disbelief, and then burst into laughter.

"What?" Eudora glanced up at the two of us. "What's so funny?"

I couldn't help but join Mira in her boisterous chorus, our laughter drowning out the sex in the other room. Eudora raced to a mirror and groped her own body.

"Why am I so short? What in the hellish realms happened to me? The basilisk! It was a young one, wasn't it?" She ran to me and tried to reach for my collar, but since she was too short, settled on grabbing a handful of my robes instead.

Eudora wasn't old by any means to begin with. However, the synthesizing process for her new body had made her significantly younger than before, taking on the appearance of a child. The good news was that successfully forging her new body eliminated the black impurities destroying her previous body. Though, she still retained the horns from when we first met.

"Haha… shall I fetch a pacifier for you— haack!" Mira's joke was interrupted by a tentacle wrapping around her neck and lifting her into the air. It extended out from Eudora's arm.

"I'll stop once you're unconscious," Eudora assured.

"Jokes… cough… on you, I like being… strangled…" Mira fired back, choking on her last breath and flushed.

"This body shall have to suffice." Eudora heaved a sigh and released her.

She fetched the translocation spell scroll from her drawer and handed it to me. This was supposed to be the scroll that would allow me to save everyone back home.

"Be quick, Ellori. For we must move fast," Eudora warned, putting on her oversized clothes and grabbing her oversized staff. "We've learned from Valor that two of the Order's most powerful knights are lurking in the forest, and it's only a matter of time before they find my tower."

"Is it Humility?" I asked, itching for payback.

"No. She remains in Lotherain alongside Belle. It is Glory and Abstinence. They possess the most powerful soul-bound gifted to them by Anora— the soul of envy and the soul of wrath reforged as weapons of immeasurable destruction."

Mira cleared her throat. "If they are anything like Valor, they won't stand a chance against us—"

"They are not." Eudora's interjection came swift and flat. "You two will head to your settlement and use the translocation spell to bring them here. We will then prepare an assault on Lotherain."

"Why the capital of Parthun? The place is crawling with Juna soldiers and knights of the Order of Piety. I was there when they laid siege, it was a slaughter." The memories of what happened were still fresh in my mind, and thinking about it boiled my blood.

"Because that is where we will stage our fight against the Kingdom of Juna, the Order of Piety, and Anora. Once we take care of Belle and Humility, we will claim it as our own," she explained.

As those words left her mouth, the forged world began to tremble and shake. At first, it seemed like it was beginning to collapse. But Eudora conjured a seeing lens that gave us a glimpse outside of the tower.

We were rising further from the ground of the Weeping Expanse. Then it occurred to me, the tower was being lifted into the sky.





Chapter 15 - Glory & Abstinence



Mira and I soared across the Weeping Expanse clinging to Rio's legs. This had become our primary method of travel since he was able to fly long distances in a short period of time.

The tower Eudora had lifted into the sky was significantly faster and quickly disappeared into the distance as it made headway for Lotherain. The scroll she gave me presumably translocated everything within a large radius directly into the tower. So no matter how far it had traveled, the spell should get us back there without issue.

"How convenient. I could never do this with Talos," Mira said.

Her familiar flew low and pecked hair in retaliation.

"It's handy." I nodded, agreeing with her. "But other than utility, Rio and I haven't been the best duo when it comes to battle. On the other hand, you and Talos are so in sync."

Mira poked at Rio's belly, causing him to yowl at us. "It's not about what you two can do separately, but what you can do together. Just like how you and I are so fitting for each other. You knew exactly what to do alongside me when we fought Valor. Treat Rio as an equal, not as a mere familiar."

Despite the jab she took at Talos, her familiar perched on her shoulder and affectionately snuggled under her neck. The display of affection between them made me envious.

"We're nearing your great hollow." Mira pointed to an oversized tree that extended much higher than the canopy around it.

It pained me that we were about to uproot a small chunk of the forest. This was the only way to get everyone away from danger. As soon as we landed in front of my home, Eileen and Gurk rushed out to receive me.

"Mistress!" both of them shouted together, clamouring down the steps.

Ana waved to me from the door. "Welcome back!"

"A lot more lively here than when I first left," Mira remarked, referring to the tavern girl I brought back from Lotherain.

"Wait until you see Cammy." I grinned, excited to introduce them both. "Speaking of which, where is she?"

"Cammy's in her guardian tree. She would love to see you again," Eileen answered.

"In a bit. First I need to know if everyone is accounted for in Ellowyn?" I asked Ana.

She glanced in the direction of the demi-human settlement. "I think a group of orcs and kobolds went hunting. You should ask Kati or Clem, they handle the rounds. What's up? You look on edge."

"I need you to go around telling everyone to get back into their homes. We're… let's just say we're going to have a change of scenery," I explained , leaving the rest to her imagination.

"Not sure what's going on, but listening to you hasn't gotten us killed yet." Ana grabbed Eileen and Gurk to help her corral the others inside.

Once they were out of earshot, Mira squeezed my shoulder. "If it were up to me, I would take us out of here now. But knowing you, you'll want to find that hunting group."

"Am I being too hopeful?"

Mira offered a pitying smile, but an explosion at the eastern edge of Ellowyn robbed our attention. We raced towards the commotion to see a group of knights battling orcs and kobolds. Trees had toppled over, set aflame by whatever caused the explosion.

Behind the wall of fire, a duo of knights in decorated armor watch from afar. One of them wielded a warhammer and the other a dagger. Mira trembled, not out of fear, but itching for a fight.

"There's no doubt in my mind they are Glory and Abstinence. Eudora said we should avoid fighting them if we can," I warned.

"Fine." Mira expelled a long. drawn-out sighed. "If they happen to die— oopsies."

A trio of knights came too close for Mira's liking. She froze them in place and shattered the blocks of ice encasing them. We were distracted for one second and the knight with the warhammer had slipped out of sight, leaving the second knight pointing upwards with her dagger.

We flew out of the way as a looming shadow cratered the ground where we were just standing. Stone spikes erupted from the earth, chasing us further away from the impact..

"Igni vas o'rea!"

"Mortis aceto."

A barrage of fireballs slammed into the giant, followed by a pool of death widening around his feet. The figure, who was just as tall as Humility, pressed the head of his hammer into the earth and dispelled the magic before our eyes. It was just like when I battled Humility and Belle, my magic was nullified and never took effect.

"That's incredibly rude." Mira put her hands on her hips.

"Witches are not human, therefore I needn't show manners," the knight finally spoke. It belonged to an older gentleman, soft-spoken yet authoritative.

"That's even more rude," she remarked, folding her arms.

Even though we were engaged in battle, I couldn't take my eyes off the other knight. One nearly pounded us into the earth. There was no telling what the other was capable of or when she'd make her move.

Their strengths were unknown to us. If they were dangerous enough for Eudora to caution us against fighting, then I'd need to treat this battle with care. One option was to use the translocation scroll now. Taking the knights with us might give us a fighting chance with the others.

On the other, their strength appeared more comparable to Humility than Valor. If they were more than we could handle, then I would have delivered them right to the heart of our base. I imagined Eudora wouldn't be happy about that.

"We'll have to find a way to get them away from the vicinity," I suggested to Mira. "I don't want to risk bringing them with us."

Mira nodded. "Then I shall lure them away—"

"We stick together," I interjected.

"I thought I was the clingy one." She rolled her eyes. "Very well."

I showed Rio the translocation scroll. "Take this back into the house and prime the spell. The moment I hijack your vision, drop a magic stone on it."

"Nya!" He picked up the scroll with his mouth and flew back to the center of Ellowyn.

The edge of the spell should be somewhere between Glory and Abstinence. We needed to get both of them past the threshold.

"Fly, Talos!" Mira ordered her familiar to attack the knights in battle with the orcs and kobolds. She coated the ground in a sleet of ice and glided past Glory, giving him a salute as she passed by.

He tried to take a swing, but I pelted him with fireballs and forced him to block my spells instead. One by one, Talos dispatched the knights, allowing the demi-humans to retreat. I seized the opportunity to race ahead.

Glory smashed the ground, causing a fissure to open up beneath my feet. I managed to jump over them and narrowly avoided being impaled by the spikes that sprouted from the earth.

While Mira headed right for Abstinence, Glory took the bait to chase me.

"Just stay on my ass, big guy."

I condensed ice magic into a blade on my staff and sliced the trees around me. As Glory pursued, the trees came crashing down on top of him. Simple tricks wouldn't slow him down for too long. Using my boon, nature heeded my call and roots emerged from the ground to entangle him.

"How's this?" I hurled a meteor at him, but the knight broke free in time to dispel the imminent attack by simply raising his hammer.

Glory scoffed.

"Damn it—?!"

Something struck me from behind and sent me crashing into a tree. Fortunately, my living clothes protected me from the impact. I climbed to my feet, scanning the forest to find what had hit me. A wispy projection of Abstinence stood where I was a moment ago.

"How did she…?"

Mira battled Abstinence quite a ways away from me, so how did I get hit?

Glory's warhammer glinted at the corner of my vision. I cast a protective barrier to protect myself when suddenly thick roots flung him away.

"Don't hurt Mama!" Cammy shouted from behind me.

"Cammy!"

Mira appeared at my side, grabbed mine and Cammy's hand, and drew a line in the dirt with her feet. "Now, Ellori!"

I hijacked Rio's vision and watched the magic stone drop onto the scroll through his eyes. When I released my sight, Abstinence and Glory were charging at full speed, but a pillar of light separated us.

When the light faded, we were in the serene environment of Eudora's forged world. The earth of the Weeping Expanse had embedded into the ground. It was like a microenvironment, one step past the trees and I walked into a meadow, Eudora's mansion not but a stone's throw away.

Ana came running in a panic. She staggered over to us and picked up Cammy. "What the hell just happened, and where the hell are we?"

"I did say we were going to have a change of scenery." I stroked Cammy's head. She hopped off of Ana and into my arms.

"And who is this little one?" Mira asked, her eyes full of adoration and curiosity.

"Uhh, she's—"

"Cammy!" the dryad answered aloud.

It took a while to explain everything to Clem, Kati, and the others. Though disappointed about leaving the Weeping Expanse behind, they were more than glad to abandon the danger along with it. Eudora and her witches helped accommodate the residents of Ellowyn, and many were as baffled that a child was seemingly the leader of a new covenant.

I went down to the underground garden, fearful that anything below the surface didn't come with. Much to my relief, Miuna and everything else had been transported in one piece.

"I don't know what you did up there, but my slime is still shaking. I was so scared down here!" Miuna exclaimed as it saw me descending.

"Sorry, there wasn't any time to explain. We also came under attack so being slow and steady wasn't an option."

"Is that my red slime I hear down there?" Eudora asked, entering the underground garden.

Miuna peeked over the tub and panicked. "It's you— ah... Wait, you're like half the size I remember."

A vein on Eudora's forehead bulged. "Yes, it is I. Shall I return you to a mindless slime as a reunion gift?"

"I think I want to take my chances somewhere else," Miuna remarked, shrinking in the tub.

"By the way, how much further are we from Lotherain?" I asked Eudora.

"Halfway there. I hope you're ready to do battle against the Kingdom of Juna. Personally, I'm excited to test out this new body."

In spite of Eudora's reduction in size, her magic was still as strong as ever if not greater now that she wasn't in persistent agony.

"While I'm confident that we can put up a fight, you should know that Humility and Belle aren't pushovers. Especially with whatever Headmistress Anora augmented them with," I warned.

Eudora grinned. "You leave this Humility to me. I have a score to settle with her."

"Do you know Aurelias LaRouge?" I asked.

"Know her? She was my captor when I was imprisoned for what I did in High Saquin." She placed a finger to her forehead. "I wonder if she will recognize me as I am now. Anyway, Parabelle is yours to handle. Can I trust you and Mira?"

"I suspect she's hiding the full scope of her powers, but I'm prepared to face her this time." I nodded.

"Good. These knights Anora has empowered shall make for interesting study material. I should like to make sex slaves of all of them," Eudora said, her lips creasing into a wicked smirk.





Chapter 16 - Before the Siege



The past hour had been a comical tragedy. With the influx of orcs and kobolds into the tower, Eudora's witches who had grown bored waiting their turn with Valor, were now engaged in a public orgy. Who could blame them? They were pent-up witches on their way to war.

Eudora herself emerged from the mansion to join Mira and I at the gazebo overlooking the outrageous scene.

"Don't you just love the smell of fresh dew in the morning?" Eudora asked, levitating a teapot to pour herself something to drink.

"Dew, yes. That is definitely what we're smelling right now." I put a hand to my face and groaned.

Zeke raced across the meadow with the harpy sisters on his back. The four of them became quick friends. Not quite feathers of the same flock, but the young found kinship amongst each other's vibrant energy.

The girls cawed as they passed by.

"Raa!"

"Ahh!"

From the look of it, Eudora had refitted her clothes to better suit her smaller body. She still appeared out of place among the rest of us. I heard from Alira that the others wouldn't stop cooing at her new appearance at first, but a few threats set them straight.

"How's Valor holding up?" I asked.

"The alraune has taken a liking to him. I don't think he will be escaping her clutches anytime soon. I should thank Anora for this opportunity. She created these counterparts in an attempt to overwhelm us, not realizing that she has delivered to me the very souls I need to complete the ritual." Eudora smiled. It was the look of someone who believed they had won.

I wondered if Eudora was too quick to declare victory. After all, once Anora was defeated, Eudora was still a problem herself.

"And what will you do when this is all over?" Mira dared ask the question I feared to bring up.

Eudora finished her tea and departed from the gazebo. She paused at the bottom of the steps, then glanced over her shoulder to us. Perhaps she was staring at something far off in the distance of her forged world. I heard Mira gulp and tensed her fingers around the teacup.

Our host scoffed at Mira's question. "You mistake ambition for evil. Though I will concede the two are often separated by a thin, transparent veil, I am but a simple witch. I intend to reforge our world for the better. In order to do that I must ascend and become as gods."

"There is a reason why forged worlds are all that remains of our predecessors," Mira remarked, unsatisfied with the answer.

"A consequence of their hubris. You have two hours before we arrive at Lotherain. Prepare yourselves however you see fit." Eudora disappeared back into her mansion.

I cleared my throat and rose from my seat, too. "I'm going to take a bath."

"You wish to fornicate with the goblin." Mira smirked.

"N-No! I just want to… take a… "

"Enjoy yourselves, darling. Just remember, I love you the most." She blew a kiss and raised her teacup to toast me.

I wasn't sure when Mira had become so accepting and even encouraging of my relationship with Gurk. But if she was fine with fine, would she be fine with anyone else?

My pussy was getting wet thinking about having sex with Gurk after receiving Mira's blessing. As I came through the door, Eileen was at the cauldron brewing potions and Gurk was sleeping on the couch.

"Oh, welcome back, Mis—"

I put a finger up to my lips to hush her. "I need some time alone."

"Oh, okay." Eileen turned back to the cauldron, then it hit her a second later what I really meant. "Oh! Oh... I'll, uh… go check on Cammy… Excuse me."

As soon as she was out the door, I disrobed and scurried over to the sleeping goblin. He turned in his sleep when I rubbed his inner thighs. A bulge between his legs sprung up to my familiar touch. I pulled his loose pants down and lathered saliva over his erect member.

Gurk mumbled my name in his sleep.

I took his whole cock into my mouth and sucked on it like I'd done many times before. His face contorted, eyes snapping open to meet my gaze.

"Mistress— ahh!"

His cock throbbed intensely, filling my throat with his cum.

"We're alone, so I thought we could have fun together like old times." I smiled, licking my lips.

I swallowed his load and he climbed up to kiss me in spite of it. His groping hands caressed my body, eventually finding their way to my soaking pussy. He inserted a finger into my entrance, the thrilling sensation causing me to arch my back instinctively.

As we made out, tongues voraciously playing between our connected lips, he finger-fucked with skilled fingers. I started grinding my body against his hand until I reached an orgasm and dropped limp onto the couch, his fingers slipping out of me as I fell.

"Gurk wants to make Mistress happy! Want to make Mistress pregnant one day," he said between kisses.

"One day… nnmph—When this is… all over… I'll think about it, ahh~"

I actually said it.

I said I would think about it, but I might as well have agreed. One day, I might actually carry goblin babies in my womb, impregnated by none other than Gurk. Mira might not be happy about it, but it was only for a few months. Goblin children birthed quickly. I wanted to do this for him, so we could be happy together.

Spurred on by my words, Gurk humped my belly with fervor. Just like our first time, I had to guide his cock into me. He didn't slam it in as soon as the tip touched my entrance. Instead, we stared into each other's eyes as he slowly pushed into me.

I lifted my hips to meet his cock until it was all the way inside. The missionary position, being able to see his adorable face, was the best. The moment I felt his testicles slapping against my butt, it pushed to another orgasm.

"Uguh— I'm cumming already… ahhhh! From just you… putting it in… ahhnnn…"

My trembling body was his signal to start thrusting. I was already so sensitive from cumming twice, and we'd only just begun. It was happening a lot lately. I reached climax so quickly even when I'd just put something in. Had I gone this far off the deep end?

I pulled his face up to me to kiss him. "Hehe. Gurk, you're cock really is the most compatible for your Mistress~"

His hips picked up speed. We were making love at first, but now he was fucking me, making me his woman.

"Unn, ahh! Gurk— Yes! Ahh… that's it, keep fucking me! This is practice for when you will really get me pregnant— nnnhhhaa! I'm cumming again!"

My goblin's hot load poured into me pushed me to my third orgasm. His stamina kept his hips going even after ejaculating. It was no surprise he was so eager. I was his Mistress and his personal fuck toy. How could I ever say no if he asked? Receiving his cum made me the happiest witch alive.

It hadn't even been half an hour, and I'd already climaxed so much my hips were sore. Thankfully, Gurk could keep going. I wanted these next two hours before the battle to be filled with nothing but steamy hot sex with him.

I whistled for my robes. It flew over to attach itself to my body, transforming into the cat-ears and faux tail in the back, but included this time was a collar and leash around my neck. I climbed down to the floor and shook my butt at him.

"Prrr. You liked this last time, didn't you? Come punish your Mistress with your cock." I winked.

He leapt off the couch and didn't hesitate to fuck me again, the sudden impact driving me wild with pleasure.

"Yes, fuck! There, right there…fuck me— aahhh!"





Chapter 17 - The Siege of Lotherain



Gurk and I were cleaning ourselves off in the baths when I heard Mira's voice calling to me from upstairs.

"It's time. We're above Lotherain. Both Juna and Order of Piety knights are gathering en masse," she shouted.

"I'll be right there!" I replied, still stroking Gurk's dick.

I wrapped my lips around his hard member and licked clean the traces of cum along the shaft. He moaned as my tongue continued to tease the sensitive tip. As soon as I swallowed the cum in my mouth, Gurk grabbed my face to kiss me.

He used to be so rough. Our sex was just a way to release our inhibitions, and we were each other's convenient tools to do so. Now he was gentle, like a lover who cared for my pleasure as much as his own.

When our lips parted, he wrapped his arms around me and buried his head between my breasts. A favorite place of his after my pussy.

We got changed and went upstairs to make preparations for battle. "Gurk, bring me the vials on the second shelf behind the cauldron."

"Yes, Mistress!"

Eileen and Cammy returned from the underground garden and handed me a pouch bulging with magic crystals.

"Looks like we're back to your home," I said to Eileen.

"A lot sooner than I expected." She shifted uncomfortably from one foot to the other "I wish there was more I can do to help."

"You've done more than you think. I couldn't ask for a better apprentice," I said, patting my belt stocked full of elixirs Eileen had brewed.

"Good luck, Mistress. I eagerly await your return!"

Her smile widened. I bent down to pat Cammy on the head. "Be a good girl and listen to Eileen, okay?"

"Yes, mama!" She reached up to kiss me on the cheek.

Gurk gave me the second alchemy belt. Now I should be more than prepared to face whatever was waiting down there. The three of them waved to Mira and I as we made for the gazebo where Eudora, her witches, orcs and kobolds, even Zeke, Lantessa, and the harpy sisters were waiting.

"As impressive as this force may appear, we are sorely outnumbered down there," Eudora said, sitting cross-legged on top of the gazebo's roof.

"I have scouted several key points of interest," Mira began, her sight currently hijacking Talos' vision. "Belle is in the royal manor, Humility and a large number of greater knights are awaiting us in the city square, and the bulk of Juna's soldiers and the lesser knights of the Order are scattered in large units across Lotherain."

"Why not drop the entire tower on the city?" Lantessa asked.

Eudora shook her head. "The impact would no doubt kill many of our enemies, but among those casualties will also be the citizens of Lotherain."

Mira and I stare at her dumbfounded.

She gawks back insulted. "What? Even I have a conscience. I have given Clem and Kati a mass teleportation scroll to get their respective forces as close to the eastern and southern gates as possible. Close the gates and prevent as many reinforcements from coming through as possible. Lantessa and the dragon will assault the western gate. Our foes encamped outside will only have the northern gate to enter from. I want your harpies to toll the bell tower once the three gates are closed."

"Why?" I asked.

Mira smirked, but wiped it away as quickly as it came.

"Strategy," Eudora answered, tapping her head.

Fighting Belle would be tough, but at least I had Mira by my side. I could only hope to convince my former colleague to abandon fighting for Anora and join us instead. Belle would be a powerful ally if we ever end up turning against Eudora.

One problem at a time.

I still had the key King Marcus passed to me before he was killed. What was it that he was desperate to keep away from the Order of Piety? Whatever it was, it must have been important enough for him to entrust it to a witch. If only I could have done more for him, but all I could do now was liberate Parthun. I was still its guardian witch after all.

Eudora hopped down and yawned into her palm. "That will be all. I shall take my leave first. Ta-ta!"

She vanished. As soon as she did, explosions went off in the distance. It sounded like she made herself a grand entrance.

Mira took my hand. "I will be right by you, darling."

"I wouldn't want anyone else by my side," I said, squeezing her hand.

I wished the others well as the teleportation circle beneath our feet lit up.

When my feet touched solid ground, Mira was already engaged in battle. A knight charged at me with a spear, but Rio tackled him away. I spun around to freeze in place three more coming up from behind me.

"Forgive me," I said aloud before shattering them. "In war, I have to think about my own survival."

Dark, unnatural clouds formed above where Eudora was battling Humility. A thin beam of light fired into the sky, splitting the clouds into two. It looked like the knightess wasn't hesitating to use her trump card this time. It went to show how much of a threat Eudora was to the Order of Piety.

The harpy sisters soared above us and disappeared into the clocktower from the open top. A moment later, several soldiers were tossed out of it. The sisters remained perched on the edges like gargoyles watching over the battlefield.

"There! The witches!"

A group of armed knights at the front of King Marcus' manor drew their weapons to face us. These weren't the usual soldiers, they wielded enchanted weapons. Not as powerful as the soul-bound weapons carried by the named knights, but one slip from us and we're good as dead.

Tapping into the well of magic within my soul, I drew forth the untethered magic from the soul of pride. I shot a crackling bolt of volatile energy from my staff, but a knight was able to slice through and dispel it.

I put some distance between us and blasted wind at his feet. That he was unable to cut through and was thrown to the ground. Mira lobbed a fireball to finish him off.

It pained me to have to kill them. I wanted a peaceful resolution if it were possible.

I knew they were all just following orders. If Anora hadn't become councillor, we wouldn't be fighting at all. But she gave us no choice, and we had to do what we must in order to survive. Even if it meant challenging the Council of Kings.

As we reached the door to the royal manor, a powerful blast blew us back down the path we came. Belle emerged from the mansion with her hands on her hips, familiar coiled on her upper right arm.

She raised her nose and sneered. "I thought I sensed a familiar magic signature. It's good that you brought Mira. Once I bring the two of you and Eudora, it will be my name that will go down in history."

"Shouldn't you be back in Grathir, buried knee-deep in books? Or has the witch of wrath finally made you lose your marbles?" Mira greeted back enthusiastically.

"The order has christened me Diligence now! Ahh! I'm still fuming about you taking the valedictorian spot of our graduating class!"

My companion mockingly placed a finger to her forehead. "I did? Oh, I did!"

"You skipped the ceremony to drink in town," I reminded her.

She shrugged. "I'd already graduated. No one cared for the formalities anyway."

"I cared!" Belle swiped the space in front of her, summoning a snaking fire that cut through the air. "No one is more hardworking than me. I tamed wrath itself, I've achieved so much more, and yet you're always lauded as the best!"

"I had no idea you took this so personally. Maybe you should have aspired for more," Mira said, rubbing her chin.

I put a hand to my face. "Mira, please read the mood."

"What mood?"

A massive fireblast, larger than I could have imagined, roared past and decimated a building behind us. Mira and I barely dodged out of the way.

Wrath. A greater soul that amplified their bonded witch's spells. Belle could cast a simple fireball and it would turn into an inferno, and a mere shard of ice into a blizzard. Such was the wrathful soul to imbue greater intensity into the spells.

"Careful, Mira. Just like the knights, she likely has a soul-bound item on her person somewhere," I warned.

Mira raised an eyebrow. "Could they be named as such in opposition to the original souls? If that's the case, then it must be sloth. That and wrath makes for a dangerous combination."

I was astonished by Mira's keen hypothesis. "You're able to discern that from just a name?"

The air around us grew cold as hail began falling from the sky. Black, swirling clouds formed above. We're losing visibility of the battle with every second. Belle conjured a storm onto the field and took flight on her staff.

I remained unaffected by the change in weather, but Mira had to drink a resistance potion. Just as she tossed the vial to the ground, meteors and lightning crashed down around us.

Mira hijacked Talos' vision who flew into the sky to engage Belle. I grabbed onto Rio's leg as he sprouted wings and flew up to join the crow.

I could barely see in front of me because of this storm, but spells rained down around me. It would only take a single hit to put me down for the count. There was little point casting my own spells to deflect Belle's attacks, they were much too powerful and I'd just be wasting my magic. As soon as I was close enough—

"...ch out!" Mira shouted to me from below, but her voice was drowned out by the squall.

"Out?" I repeated the only word I heard.

The clouds above me parted as something took up my entire field of vision. A meteor the size of a flaming mountain plummeted towards me.

"Rio, right! Go right!"

Rio dove away just in time. Talos descended past us. Mira was down there somewhere, but I had to focus on my own safety. The deafening impact was as loud as a volcanic eruption. A wave of force sent us hurling across the sky.

"We have to check on Mira." I ordered Rio to fly us down, but I didn't see her anywhere. The thick smog obscured my vision more than the storm did.

A strong gale blew away the debris and fog as Belle landed not far from me. The winged snake coiled on her staff hissed as she brandished it at me, preparing to cast another spell. As the smoke and storm cleared, I found Mira behind a magical barrier, and behind her was a number of the city's inhabitants. Half of the upper ward of the city had been leveled.

Mira dropped the barrier and shook her hands, blackened up to her shoulders from Belle's devastating spell. Forget about my living clothes' natural magic resistance, I would have been turned to charcoal if I took that head on. Fortunately for Mira, her familiar had made it in time to double up on her barrier.

"Is there really nothing we can do to convince you to stand down?" I asked Belle.

She shook her head. "I thought better of you. You're siding with two murderers wanted by the Council of Kings. I should be asking you to stand down. Surrender now and I can help you… nnh… negotiate for mercy..."

Just like last time, I noticed Belle's legs were a little shaky. Had she always been weak in the knees?

"Are you… okay?"

"It's n-nothing! I don't need pity from my enemies. I'm just not used to moving around so much…" she said, rubbing the back of her thighs.

"Think about it, Belle! Anora and the Council of Kings had no reason being here. They had no reason to outright execute King Marcus without a proper trial!" My words seemed to strike a chord deep inside her.

I knew. Belle should know. Headmistress Anora was always outwardly opposed to the Council of Kings, going as far as to pass off their forced curriculum as propaganda. She and her senior witches of the covenant wanted nothing more than to usurp the Council, and she was closer to her goal by being on it.

Just when I thought Belle's conviction would waver, her body writhed like she was being shocked. She collapsed to her knees, clutching her stomach, face flushed red and panting.

"I swore to the covenant, swore to the Headmistress that I would bring rogue witches to justice." As Belle rose to her feet, a distinct glimmer of sweat trickled down her thigh.

She... No. She couldn't be…? I thought.

I swallowed my dignity to ask, "Belle, did you… just have an orgasm?"

"N-No! What a preposterous thing to ask!" Belle's face turned redder than a tomato.

I needed to find a way to separate Belle from her staff. Otherwise, the entire city would go up in flames from her destructive magic. Beyond her need for recognition was a fear of being an outcast. I should use that.

"Look around you. Does this destruction look like something a witch who serves the people would do?" I asked, the accusation leaving her stunned, almost as though she were actually oblivious to what she had done.

"Don't turn this on me. You've made this difficult, and I've only had to respond in kind!" Belle fired back in desperation.

Mira drank a restoration potion and climbed to her feet. The charred flesh on her arms returned to the normal porcelain complexion.

"At what point did we ever lift a spell other than to defend ourselves?" she scoffed.

"You— but… wait, am I… in the wrong?" Belle clutched her head, finally seeing the breadth of destruction she had caused.

The spell channeling in her staff fizzled out.

"Now, Mira!" I whispered.

She dug her fingers into the ground. Half a dozen roots sprouted from beneath Belle's feet. Using my connection to nature, I reinforced them with my magic to entangle her and disarm the staff from her hand.

"Luna, to me!" Belle ordered her familiar.

The serpent detached herself from the staff and onto Belle, but a vine emerged from the roots to capture her. Belle attempted to cast magic from her hands, but without adequate movement, she couldn't perform any somatic signs to invoke spells.

"Guh… you tricked me!" she exclaimed.

"No." Mira put her hands in the air. "Well, yes. We did cast a spell at you in the end."

Talos clutched Belle's familiar in his talons and dangled it in front of her.

"Please, don't hurt her!" Belle begged.

"We won't touch a scale on her, but you…" Mira grabbed her by the chin, "You've been a naughty girl, haven't you?"

She spun Belle around and smacked her ass. She yelped and jolted forward in her restraints.

"Something you noticed?" I asked Mira.

"You also noticed it earlier," she said, pushing Belle's robes over her back and tugging down her underwear.

"Wait, stop! Don't look there!" Belle screamed.

Between her rosy cheeks, buried into her butt, was a small silver chain coming out of her hole in what I could only surmise was a buttplug. Mira and I looked at each other amused while Belle grumbled silently in defeat and embarrassment.

Something about it emanated with magic. The only other conclusion we could come to— the powerful magic on par to a soul-bound weapon, was coming from this thing Belle has plugged into her ass.

Mira blew a cold breath on it, causing Belle to recoil and her ass to twitch. "Let me go! I'll do anything. Just don't—"

I looped a finger around one of the chains and tugged. As I did, Belle arched her back and suppressed a moan. She didn't sound like she was in pain, if anything she enjoyed it despite her protests.

"Aaieee! No, anything but that… don't pull— nnnghhhaaa! If you do… I'll…!"

Another hard tug popped out the silver buttplug, leaving her asshole empty and gaping for a brief second before closing. Belle's body convulsed as she squirmed against the vine-like restraints.





Chapter 18 - Parabelle Ivethrow, the Witch of Diligence & Wrath



Belle's defeat marked the retreat of Juna's soldiers and the knights of the Order of Piety from the upper wards. As soon as they saw the only witch on their side bested, they knew there was little hope for them here.

Though our victory came swift and at few casualties, the same couldn't be said of the battle raging in the lower wards. Eudora's skirmish against Humility carved a desolate swathe through Lotherain's marketplace. The southeastern portion of the city had been reduced to rubble.

I wasn't sure if Eudora and the other witches had the same sense to protect the citizens as Mira did up here. In the distance, the deafening ring of the belltower tolled three times. Talos dropped the serpent familiar into Mira's hand and flew in the direction of the northern gate.

"What will happen at the north gate?" I asked Mira.

She dropped a hand atop my head. "War is no pretty affair. It brings us no pleasure to do this, but it is what must be done."

Mira tugged on a vine wrapped around Belle's body and pulled into King Marcus' manor. Our business was done up here, but the battle continued below.

"Shouldn't we help them?" I glanced down the hill where soldiers were still pouring towards the square.

"We've done our part." She shook her head. "Besides, if Eudora dies, that's no skin off my back. If she lives… well, I'd like to speak with our diligent little witch before Eudora has her turn."

I followed them in. The estate was the same as I last remember it. King Marcus' body was nowhere to be found, yet the dried blood that stained the floor of his study still remained. The sight of it made me nauseous.

Mira retracted the restraints from Belle and pushed her to the floor. "Strip."

"Huh?" Belle uttered with a blank look.

I threw Mira the same look. She noted my confusion and shook Luna who was squirming in her grasp. "Best not to risk any more surprises. People are at their most vulnerable when they're naked, and Belle is in no position to decline."

I was beginning to pity Belle. "Oh, come on. There's no need to humiliate her any further—"

"I'll… I'll obey…" Much to our surprise, Belle did as she was told and stripped herself bare.

Mira rubbed her chin thoughtfully, squinting as she took stock of this abrupt show of submission. She placed a finger to her lips, and wore a grin that told me she has other plans brewing in her mind.

So I stayed quiet.

"Hold her for me, will you? Your mistress and I need a moment alone with Belle." Mira handed the struggling serpent to my familiar.

Rio picked her up in his mouth, and she began to coil around his body until he was entangled and panicked. He flew out of the room, crashing into pottery and furniture on the way out.

Meanwhile, Mira reshaped the vine in her hands to a much shorter length, magically molding it into a thin whip.

"On all fours," she ordered.

Belle cursed under her breath, then obediently dropped to her hands and knees. Black painted nails dug into the fur rug and clenched a handful of bristles.

"Perhaps you will enjoy this more than I, but know that I shall savour every moment that you are beneath me. Answer my questions, Belle— why is the Order of Piety here?"

Eyes screwed shut and arms trembling, Belle answered in a resignation. "Headmistress Anora sent me along with them to siege Lotherain, it's all I know—"

Crack!

"Kuh…" Belle clenched her teeth.

The whip came down hard on her butt, leaving a red mark where she was struck.

"How many greater knights like Humility are there?" Mira asked.

Belle bit her lower lip and swallowed hard. "Six... Humility, Valor, Glory, Abstinence, Discipline, and myself!"

"Haven't seen Discipline yet, have we?" Mira jotted the names down in a notebook.

"No, but the rest we've encountered already," I confirmed.

Humility was currently doing battle with Eudora. Valor we had defeated. Glory and Abstinence, from the short time we had fought them, demonstrated themselves much stronger than the other two. I could only fathom how strong Discipline might be.

"Tell us about Discipline. Who is he?" Mira tapped the whip against her own leg, the look in her eyes was eager for Belle to slip up.

"She is Giselle Artoire, Lord-Commander of the Order of Piety. Discipline has stayed behind with Headmistress Anora in Thanreas and left Abstinence in charge. By the way, did you face El— Abstinence in the Weeping Expanse?" Belle asked, something in her voice that showed worry for the latter knightess.

"Who said you can ask a question of your own?" Mira frowned.

"It's fine." I put a hand on Mira's shoulder. "We ran from her and Glory. Not sure what they're up to now."

Belle appeared relieved. It seemed to me there was some history between them.

"Tell me, what is the average circumference of a Grathirian wombat's testicle?" Mira asked with a grin.

"A— what?"

Crack!

"Guh— Nnghh!"

"Mira, You did that on purpose!" I crossed my arms and glared.

She shrugged. "It's boring if she actually answers every question."

"Is the interrogation over? May I stand up now?" Belle asked, sweat now beading on her face.

"No, you may not," we replied immediately.

I was starting to think Belle's blushing face wasn't due to being embarrassed. That looked like a sex flush to me, a look that people showed when they were aroused. A quick glance between her legs and I saw her crotch was wet.

"Belle, don't tell me you're enjoying this?" I asked.

She refused to meet my eyes. "No…"

When I pointed out Belle's arousal to Mira, she simply chuckled to herself. Rummaging through Belle's satchel, we found a number of potions and alchemical ingredients. A hidden compartment underneath the bag, accessible by a drawstring made to look like frayed piece of rope, revealed a plethora of sex toys.

Mira pulled out another butt plug with nubs along the shaft. She spat on it and knelt down to rub Belle's ass with it.

"Wait, not that one... uuguuh, ahh— aaaahhhhh!" Belle's eyes went wide, climaxing as Mira pushed the plug into her.

"There used to be a rumor at the Witch's Academy," Mira began, pulling another item from the satchel. This one wasn't a sex toy, but appeared to be a collar and leash. "Parabelle always wore a mantle and cloak to hide a collar around her neck. I thought to myself these rumors outrageous— I believed you to be a prude, seeing as your disposition is always so upright and fastidious."

Mira bent down low enough to meet Belle's face. Her mouth hung open, still panting from the orgasm she just had. From back here, I could make out from the trembling legs and gushing pussy that Belle really was enjoying this.

"Little did they know, you were as much a deviant as the rest of us."

The moment Mira fixed the collar around Belle's neck, she snapped from her blissful trance, eyes snapped open with fright. When she pulled at it, the inlaid opaque gems glowed with energy, and to our surprise, realized they were magic crystals.

"What have you done?! I designed this to not come off unless I—" Belle stopped short of finishing the most important part of her sentence.

"Unless you what?" Mira tugged on the leash. The gems brightened with greater intensity, causing the collar to shrink and suffocate her.

"Nnngh! Unless I… obey one-hundred commands from whoever holds the leash…" The collar loosened back to its normal size, allowing her to breathe again.

"I like it. We have a pet now, darling." Mira nodded at me with delight.

"This feels so wrong on so many levels," I said, shaking my head in contrast to her amusement. "Belle, how did Anora convince the Council of Kings to send the Order of Piety to Parthun? A move like this would put dozens of kingdoms on edge."

"Because… King Uldrin of Juna was the deciding vote that put Anora on the Council. In exchange for the seat, she would support the motion to send an army to quell the rogue witches in the Weeping Expanse," she explained.

The pieces began to fall into place, and I was able to finish Belle's answer for her. "And in doing so, frame King Marcus for conspiring with witches. The King of Juna would seize Parthun for himself with Magistrate Semeyon acting as his puppet."

Mira paced up and down the room, pulling Belle along to crawl beside her.

"Anora knew mine and Eudora's names were enough to persuade the motion to pass. Just how long has she been plotting this?" she wondered out loud.

At some point, the explosions outside had ceased. A large swathe of land outside the walls of the city were left smoking. There did not appear to be any more fighting. It was difficult to tell from here if we came out victorious or not.

Mira's eyes flashed as she hijacked her familiar's vision. She handed the leash to me and began to head out. "I'm going to check on the battle. Stay with Belle and don't take your eyes off her. You may want to drink a few potions in case I don't return."

"Why did it come to this…" Belle sighed.

I drank four vials pulled out from my satchel and felt my body rejuvenating. The fourth one tasted different. It was sour with an earthy taste. When I brought the vial up to my eyes, I saw the residual pink liquid pool at the bottom.

"Gurk…" I muttered under my breath.

If I remember correctly, the pink liquid was the same secretion from Miuna after it absorbed the tennoraphallus. A pressure built between my legs until a bulge poked at my robes.

When I lifted up my robes, a large penis sprung up and stared back at me. Belle glanced over her shoulder and was shocked to see the male organ at my crotch.

"Ellori, y-you're… I didn't know you were like this?" She backed up to a corner, pulling the leash out of my hands and keeping her eyes trained on my new penis.

"This is a misunderstanding, I'm… I drank a random potion thinking it was a stamina drought, but…"

The organ felt real to the touch, and the sensation of gripping it made my legs weak. It was completely unlike the tennoraphallus. I hoped to gods this was a temporary effect.

My body was getting hot, particularly my pussy and penis. Having Belle gawk at it wasn't helping the situation.

"I know what this is." Belle flew into a rant. "You want to humiliate me further, is that it? I get it, I lost. Ahhhhh! Parabelle Ivethrow, the Witch of Wrath and Diligence lost. Guh… but no matter how much you humiliate me, I won't give up. So go ahead. Order me to suck your dick. Fuck me. Make me your pet toy. I don't— don't care, I can take it!"

Overwhelmed by her exclamation, I began to lose my sense of reasoning. As though all the blood in my brain was rushing down to my lower head. "Uhh— No, I don't… that's not…"

"Do it!" she yelled.

"F-Fine! As punishment for trying to take over my Parthun, and your complicity in regicide, suck me off!" I picked up the leash and ordered.

Belle did as she was told and crawled to me. She opened her mouth and teased the tip of my cock with her hot tongue.

From the moment Mira plugged her ass with the new butt plug, whipping her repeatedly, and the icing on the cake with the enchanted collar… it was as if she wanted this, pining for a chance to be treated like a toy. To make matters worse, the demure look on her face as she slobbered over the glans made my head all fuzzy.

"Belle, I'm going to cum…!"

"Spray it all in my worthless mouth... shlluurrp… shhlluurp, ahh! I lost because I didn't work hard enough— shhllrrpp… haa… I can at least… repent by making you feel good… but, wow… you're harder than diamonds…"

My throbbing cock unloaded into her mouth, and she swallowed every drop of it. She continues to pleasure me, her head bobbing up and down my still erect member.

I wasn't even sure what I let into her mouth. Biologically, I couldn't produce fertile semen as a woman. Unless the strange liquid I drank also gave me testicles— which it didn't— then it was impossible.

Whatever the case was, I needed to find a way to reverse this. Even though it felt good, so good in fact that I was about to cum again, I didn't want to be stuck with a penis forever.

"Belle, you don't have to— Mmmh!" My dick, still sensitive after cumming once, having her lips work the shaft with such technique made me orgasm a second time.





Chapter 19 - The Calm After the Storm



An ear-shattering crash boomed in the distance. Eudora's tower had landed just outside of the southern wall of Lotherain. Whatever had happened, it seemed the battle came to an end in our favor.

From up here, I saw many Juna soldiers and Piety knights laying down their arms. Beyond the city, those who were afforded the chance were fleeing in haste to the east.

"Why do you side with the genocidal witch?" Behind me, Belle was putting her clothes back on. The collar remained fastened around her neck and the leash was in my hands. "Mira I understand, her actions in Randover proved she's just like Eudora. But you? You were such a gentle junior. You wouldn't hurt a fly, but now you would kill without a second glance."

"We aren't on Eudora's side. This is only out of convenience. I know this is hard to believe, but Headmistress Anora isn't the same instructor we had years ago. She's willing to frame witches, order the assassination of kings, and strike political deals that could hurt tens of thousands of innocent people."

Belle's silence informed me that my words had taken some sort of effect. She wasn't stupid. She graduated second at the top of her class, right behind Mira.

Her scholarly contributions to the Academy made her a contender for a seat on the Elder Board— the highest honor a witch could obtain in this era.

Wait…

"Anora promised you a seat on the Elder Board, didn't she?" I asked.

She didn't need to answer. The astonishment on her face that I had come to such a conclusion told me everything I needed to know.

More than anything, Belle sought recognition for the work she had done. There was no higher accomplishment than being on the Elder Board, and Anora's departure in becoming a member of the Council of Kings, meant a seat was ripe to leverage as bait.

"Belle, I know—"

"You can never understand!" She shouted, her eyes welling with tears. "My family never even knew the comforts of a thatched roof, let alone a warm meal. Everyday is a struggle to live. I can finally be of use to my mother and father. If I make it to the Elder Board, I'd finally be able to afford them a mansion to live in."

I knelt down and put my arms around her. Hot tears trickled down my shoulder.

"My service is the only way I could give them a warm home to live in."

"Humanity has no place in the world Anora wants to create," I said, raising her face to meet my eyes. "You saw the lengths she's willing to go. Defiling the Order of Piety with profaned soul-bound weapons, regicide, all this deception is so that she can revive the Crimson Wars."

"And Eudora is any better?" she asked.

"No, but right now, Anora is the greater threat." I couldn't tell her that Eudora also has planned to reforge the world. Whatever that meant. Mira seemed to be the only one with an inkling, but we were both clueless to whatever grand scheme she had in store for Talmora.

Belle pointed to the leash in my hand. "You could just order me to help you, and I would have no choice but to obey otherwise."

"I can't be the one to make this decision for you," I said, shaking my head.

Talos flew into the room. Mira likely sent him to call for us.

"Wait, I need to find something—" Before I went looking, Belle grabbed my shoulders and procured a hand-sized jewelry box from her satchel.

"I presume you were looking for this?" she asked, handing the box to me. "Don't think I didn't notice King Marcus handing you the key."

"And you didn't try to open it?"

"It felt… wrong to tamper with a dead man's belongings," she admitted painfully, recalling his brutal death at the hands of Humility.

Talos cawed impatiently from the doorway.

This dick still hadn't disappeared yet. I really hoped this thing was temporary and disappeared when the substance's effects run its course. Mira could only take this in one of two ways: be disgusted by it or wouldn't leave me alone. And it seemed like the latter was the more likely scenario.

We gathered our stuff and followed Talos down to the lower wards of the city. The destruction was just as I expected. Hundreds of homes have been destroyed, razed in the battle that just took place. The presence of demi-humans in the city wasn't helping our case either.

Kobolds and orcs were on the receiving end of the abuse. Lotherain's residents hurled rotten food and debris, and the demi-humans had no choice but to take it. With the battle over, the witches directed our forces back to the tower.

"Where's Eudora?" I asked Alira, who was rounding up the last of the kobolds and orcs.

"She's already back in the tower experimenting on Humility. That knight was something else; she maimed six of us before Eudora finally put her down. Regular humans, witch hunters or no, shouldn't be wielding such powerful weapons." Alira wiped the sweat from her face and blocked a ceramic plate thrown from the human crowd.

A few able bodied witches remained in the city to help repair what they could. Even though we're being branded as the invaders, it went a long way to help others when it wasn't our problem. I was glad my fellow sisters hadn't forsaken what it meant to be a witch in this era.

In our past, we were bred to wreak havoc. In our hubris, we were made to pay for our arrogance. We knew now our place was by humanity's side, to help them pave a future in which we could co-exist.

Yet there were those who would jeopardize this tenuous, symbiotic relationship— namely, Headmistress Anora.

"So, Belle was on the enemy's side?" Alira took a long look at the collar and leash around Belle's neck.

She declined to answer and instead said, "As you can see, I've lost."

"Heh. Seeing as you're wearing a collar of domination, I hope you're ready to receive your due punishment later," Alira remarked, licking her lips.

Talos took off from my shoulder and landed on Mira's as she returned from the north gate. One would think she would be happier now that the fighting was over, but she appeared more disappointed than anything.

"The remnants of Juna's soldiers made a full retreat north, meaning they're escaping back to their kingdom. On the other hand, knights of the Order of Piety are headed southeast." Mira glanced up to the sky as though making calculations in her head. "Presumably to regroup with the secondary force that was with Glory and Abstinence."

"Where were you just now?" I asked her.

She thumbed back where she came. "Taking care of the rabble. The traitor Semyon had fled before the battle took place. You wondered where the Parthun army was when the Order of Piety laid siege— it was because the magistrate bribed the less loyal commanders to stand down."

High Magistrate Semyon was an opportunistic weasel all along. To think I willingly took his abuse when he stationed his soldiers outside of my home.

Leaving Lotherain to Alira and the other witches for now, we headed to Eudora's tower on Mira's suggestion. As soon as we teleported onto the gazebo, Gurk raced up to hug me. The stimulation caused my penis to twitch, and he backed away suspecting something strange.

"Mistress feels weird?" Gurk's head tilted to one side, staring at my crotch.

Mira snatched the leash from my hand. "Be a good girl and see to the goblin's sexual needs, will you?"

"What?!" Both Belle and I were shocked by Mira's abrupt order.

The collar began to tighten around her neck. "Guh, with a goblin…? C-Come here, mister goblin… I'll make you feel really good…"

"Gurk doesn't want anyone else but Mistress!"

The two of them ran circles around me until Gurk took off towards the forest with Belle closing in.

"Ah! But Gurk is my goblin…" Although he might not accept me with the way I am right now.

On second thought, this might be for the best. Belle could be his cum dump for a while until I figured out how to get rid of this penis.

Inside the mansion, we're treated to the familiar moans of Valor being sexually tormented by the alraune. His voice, however, sounded a higher pitch than I last remember.

"Eudora's experiments are effective, to say the least." Mira opened the door to the alraune's room.

Valor, or his real name, Noah's body had undergone some changes. I recalled he was a young man, but the breasts on his chest and long hair that reached his waist made him indistinguishable from a girl if not for the penis.

He had been completely feminized in the span of a few days. Valor and the alraune were locked in a passionate embrace. A thick vine ravaged Noah's ass, while he penetrated the alraune's pussy.

The protesting groans I heard before were replaced by eager moans and tongue-tied suckling. The pious knight that was once Valor now became a whore indulging in a sea of pleasure.

I shut the door.

"I didn't need to see that."

"Mira, Ellori? I'm in the room across from you, come in!" Eudora called from a door behind us.

Inside, Humility— Aurelias was on her knees, shackled to the stocks in the center of the room, stripped naked of her armor and clothes. Every inch of her body was toned and chiseled, a testament to her raw strength but useless to her without the enormous sword.

There were ethereal hands fingering her pussy and ass, pinching her nipples, and fondling every inch of her body. Despite being stimulated in her erogenous zones, Aurelias continued to put up a brave front.

"This is what you call experimenting, Eudora?" Mira chuckled.

Eudora stroked Humility's backside. "Faith is what connects their bodies to the soul stone dwelling within their weapons. In order to draw out the soul, they must be broken in mind and heart. What better way is there than this?"

Sweat beaded on Humility's forehead. "Nnngh… There is no greater trial than to withstand a witch's foul perversion of lust… this is nothing…"

Eudora snickered. "I could throw her to the orcs. That body of her's is sturdy enough to handle it, but I don't believe that will be enough. As I understand, she killed your sovereign. Perhaps you would like to have a turn, Ellori?"

I had plenty of things in my great hollow. The anoragrathi, a sensitivity wand, among other things. "I do have some ideas."





Chapter 20 - Revelations



We had Humility moved to Ellowyn. She remained bound to the gallows, on her knees in front of my great hollow. There was no greater shame than to lay oneself bare to the public.

Gurk and Belle were going at it inside the house when I returned. Since I didn't want to disturb them for too long, I left as soon as I grabbed the wand and a few other things.

Dozens of lustful stares from both the orcs and kobolds eyed Humility, waiting for a chance to have their way with her. Unfortunately, they would have to wait. Eudora entrusted the knightess to Mira and myself so that we might break her.

No one, not even the most pious, could resist their god-given instincts. When you were stimulated to such an extent, the body had no choice but to react. The pious Humility was no exception. Her puffy nipples were erect like mountain peaks and her pussy soaked the grass below her.

"Your foul magic will not defeat me. Better you hand me to the beasts and get it over with." Humility put up a brave front despite being surrounded by two witches and countless horny demi-humans.

Mira scoffed. "Valor said something similar. Now he takes pleasure in the company of an alraune."

While they spoke, I casted a handful of anoragrathi seeds to the ground. Once I poured the growth serum over them, the seeds quickly burrowed into the ground and sprouted into their mature form. They whipped around, searching for something to latch onto and found the knightess.

"Ha! You seek to break me with mere vines? I'm offended— ah!" Her ass jerked back as a tentacle wormed its way into her pussy.

"You caused a lot of grief for me. First you killed King Marcus, then you nearly killed an innocent girl. Does your order truly fight for the people?" I asked, holding back more that I wanted to say.

Humility winced as the tentacle picked up speed. Some of the spectators had begun masturbating to the sight of her miserable state. It was a good thing I made sure with Eileen that Cammy is sleeping. I would have hated exposing this to her at such a young age.

"Nngh… The Order of Piety… are defenders of humanity— ahh! You witches are the threat… nnhhaa!" Humility was barely able to speak as the pleasure brought her closer to climax.

I hadn't even used the wand yet.

"You can hardly speak. Are you having fun yet?" Mira asked, brushing Humility's cheek. "Tell me, you must know. Why was Anora considered a seat on the Council? The very power meant to oversee witchcraft?"

"Ahh— haah… I'm not privy to that… and even if I was, I wouldn't tell you a thing— wait! No, not there! Guuuhh, ahhh!" Her refusal to comply was met with a tentacle drilling into her ass.

Mira pulled out her pipe for a smoke, enjoying every moment that Humility was sexually tormented.

"You've been fiddling with that thing. What is it?"

"It's an enchanted wand that can make someone's senses go wild. I was thinking about using it on Humility, but I doubt she'll have the cognitive ability to hold a conversation once it takes effect," I answered, twirling the wand in my hand.

"To affect someone's body to that extent? I'm impressed you are able to create something like it," she said.

"Oh, I didn't make this! A merchant sold it to me. His name is— it was… huh?" No matter how hard I searched my memory, the name wasn't coming to me. I distinctly remembered his face, the unnerving voice, but nothing else.

I believe his name started with an M… why am I having such a hard time remembering it?

The wand slipped from my hand. Mira caught it before it hit ground and returned it to me. "Humility won't speak to us anyway. Fire away, I say."

"I suppose you're right." I waved the wand in Humility's face. Almost immediately, her moans became twice as loud, wailing into the trees. Her body writhed and tensed, eyes rolled behind the lids.

"Ahh— nnghhaa! This feeling… so powerful— and good! AAaahahhhh!" The knightess screamed with delight.

As though on cue, another tentacle emerged from the ground and plugged her mouth shut. The two penetrating her from behind throbbed with intensity, then unloaded the white substance onto her body before retreating into the ground. Another two sprouted from the earth to fill the now empty holes.

"Ah. What a pleasant sound." Mira closed her eyes to listen to Humility's pleasured moans.

"Careful, Mira. You might become a voyeur at this rate," I teased.

"Hah! Please. I have eyes only for you, darling." She pulled deep from the pipe, then kissed me as she blew the fumes down my lungs.

Her hand reached down to my crotch. I tried to scoot away, but she grabbed hard, refusing to let go. She knew. She definitely knew.

"Mira…?" I could do nothing but squirm in her arms.

"Don't think I haven't noticed. When it comes to you, I know everything there is to know— every little change down to a misplaced strand of hair." Mira brushed the bangs from my eyes. "Though I'm unsure why this has happened to you, I intend to enjoy it as much as I can. Later."

She pecked my lips once more and let go, humming as she took off towards Eudora's mansion.

"Wait!" I called out. "What about Humility?"

"When the plants are done with her, let the orcs and kobolds have their fun. Someone as inexperienced as her will break. It is inevitable." Mira waved back, disappearing past the treeline.

Damn it, Mira. You can't just whisper sweet things to me and leave me dry like this. I'm pretty sure I have a boner right now.

I didn't have to look under my robes to know. It was an obvious thing swinging between my legs. Now I understood how men felt to be blue-balled.

Revenge wasn't as sweet as I thought. Humility was being reduced to a slut, the very person who killed the king I swore to protect, but I didn't feel vindicated at all.

I was reminded of King Marcus' lockbox.

"When the anoragrathi retract to the ground, you guys can go next." I told the orcs and kobolds before heading into my great hollow.

Belle rode Gurk to another orgasm as I got inside. She was covered head to toe in ejaculate. The leash was in the goblin's hand, and his slamming hips told me he was a lot more eager than he was initially. I just hoped he hadn't made too many requests to run down the collar's one-hundred orders.

"To be made to cum… by a lowly goblin, I'm— agguuuhh, aahhhhh!" Belle threw her head back as another orgasm rocked her body.

I went to the second floor and took a seat on my bed. The lockbox wasn't very large, nor was it as gaudy as the key. When I turned the lock, my hands felt a magic ward within it being dispelled. This was important enough to be protected by magic. But that shouldn't be possible since King Marcus hasn't worked with a witch until me.

Unless he had and I wasn't aware of it?

Just what was inside that he wanted to keep out of the Council of Kings' hands?

I opened the box to a ruby-set silver ring nestled in a satin cushion of the same color. The longer I stared at the gem, the more blurred my vision became. I'd never seen a cut like this before. Angles and corners that did not make sense, surfaces that seemed to distort the space around it, yet at the same time perfectly symmetrical.

For all I knew this could be an enchanted ring— no, it must be. King Marcus would have no reason to put magical wards around an ordinary ring. The smart thing to do was to divine it with alchemy, but my hands moved on their own, slipping the ring onto my index finger.

As it reached the base of my finger, the space around me melted away and was replaced with a world on fire. The sky was thick with smoke and cinders, and before me was a castle in which the gates had been breached.

I was no longer in my great hollow. I stood with an army of knights, banners from a dozen different kingdoms and empires fluttered against the backdrop of the burning sky. In the distance, towers much like the ones in the Weeping Expanse emerged from the ground. Countless bodies littered the field from my feet to the castle gates.

"Foward!" a powerful, commanding voice ordered.

The army at my back marched towards the castle. A man who gave the order looked very much like King Marcus. Perhaps an ancestor. He wore heavy plate armor that was tarnished and caked with dried blood on every inch of metal.

"An army of your covenant sisters and demon-spawned familiars stand between us and Edith Percouli. Defeating her ends the Crimson Wars for good. Are you ready to turn your magic against your own sisters, Anora?"

My response was lodged in my throat. He just said Anora. It couldn't be the same one, could it?

After all, the Crimson Wars was centuries ago.

If my studies served right, the siege on Edith's castle was the final stand against witchcraft, and ended in humanity's favor. I didn't remember reading about a witch siding against her own covenant. The war was a black and white conflict between humanity and witchcraft.

And what followed was a hundred-year persecution of witches that brought us to near extinction.

I swallowed hard, recalling that this final stage of battle only had a handful of survivors left.

"Hold on!" I tried to call out, but my body yanked forward and I was in a dark chamber with corpses hanging from the high ceiling.

The smell of rot was heavy in the air. A woman laid dead in the center of the chamber, a body belonging to none other than Edith Percouli. She bore demonic features of black horns on her head and splotches of discolored skin on her face.

There was no doubt she consumed soul stones to become as powerful as she was.

"Well done, Anora. You have earned your freedom with this," the same man said.

I turned to the voice only to feel cold steel plunge into my chest.

My body— Anora's body collapsed to the floor, staring up at the hanging cadavers. The knight sneered. He grabbed my hand and severed it at the wrist, pulling the ring from the finger before tossing the hand away. He and the remnants of his entourage leave, but in their absence Edith's monstrous and bloodied visage stood above me.

"Naive of you to think they would ever grant you clemency. For what they fear and cannot control, humanity will always seek to destroy. Worry not, Anora. I shall seek vengeance in your stead."

She dragged me towards the far end of the room as the castle crumbled around us. A bubbling cauldron awaited.

I returned to my senses to the sound of a frenzied sex session downstairs. My body was still intact.

What I saw just now wasn't an illusion, it was a glimpse into the past. This enchanted ring seemed to have captured Anora's final moments and then some. If what I saw was true, the Anora I knew wasn't the Anora I believed her to be— it was Edith all along.

Mira, Eudora, and I sat at the gazebo once again, discussing the latest revelations that I came across from the ring. Each of them wore it in turn and confirmed to experience the same vision into the past as I had. Now the trinket rested at the center of the table on a silver plate as we pondered the dire significance of this knowledge.

"Edith Percouli, the first and only witch of pride, is the only witch to have successfully tamed the prideful soul and survived," Eudora finally said after a long silence.

Her ordinarily whimsical demeanor was absent, replaced by an expression that was both deep in thought and grim. When it came to Anora, we thought she was just an ambitious imitation of Edith. Now that we knew her true identity as the Crimson Witch of old herself, made her nefarious goals all the more terrifying— because she nearly succeeded before.

Edith had become the quintessential witch that we should strive not to become. Her unhinged lust for power led her to ignite the Crimson Wars that slaughtered tens of thousands. For her to reach a position of authority within the Council of Kings was evidence that we had underestimated her influence.

Mira grimaced. "Edith was defeated before; she can be defeated again. We just need to finish the job, unlike the knights of the past."

"The problem now is she's so ingrained in the Council of Kings, no one will believe us. It's we who have been branded rogue. No one will bat an eye to seek Anora's guidance in how to capture us," I explained, frowning at the hopelessness of our situation.

It wasn't as though we could just deliver the ring to the Council of Kings. Should it fall into Anora's hands first, then we would lose one of our leverages against her. However, the ring was useless to us as it stood now, damning as it was to her.

"I do not care to be second in a world ruled by Edith Percouli. She must die, no matter the cost." Eudora kicked the chair out from under her and tossed Belle's silver buttplug. "I've already consumed sloth, I have no need for another. Return that to Belle, or consume it yourself."

I gagged a little in my mouth at the thought. Frankly, returning Diligence to Belle to earn her trust was our best option. We needed that level of firepower.

"How do you propose we beat Edith?" Mira asked the question on all of our minds.

"We should contact our sisters from the other kingdoms. If we can make contact with them before Edith does, we can convince them to join our cause," I suggested.

Eudora materialized a map of the region onto the table. "We have Elvyra at Arundal Republic to the north, and Margaret at the Principality of Lycaster further northeast. However, both monarchs are members of the Council. It is wise to assume Edith has already reached out to them."

The problems just kept appearing. Elvyra was in the same graduating class as I, but it wasn't as if we were good friends as Mira and myself were.

"No matter how I look at it, we're vastly outnumbered," Mira said, rubbing her temple.

"We'll need to raise an army. Beseech help from other sources." Eudora made an outrageous suggestion.

"Like who?" I asked.

"Talmora is a large place. Not every sovereign nation believes a united confederacy is in their best interest. No doubt seeing Parthun and Randover, two kingdoms invaded by the Council, has put neighboring leadership on edge." She zoomed out on the map, revealing the entirety of our continent that was Talmora.

Her finger landed on a domain that was outside of the Council of Kings' jurisdiction— Vessyra, a theocratic republic that worshipped the Goddess of Love and Lust of the same name. A nation ruled by elves and demi-humans that we on this side of Talmora had been warned against fraternizing by the Council.

"It's been at least two centuries since we've made contact with others beyond humanity. You think Vessyra will welcome us with open arms?" Mira asked, tapping the map impatiently.

"You will go and find out," Eudora said.

"What?" Mira and I blurt in disbelief.

"By you, I mean the two of you and Belle will serve as emissaries to broker an alliance."

It sounded like Eudora was making a joke, but her hardened expression showed otherwise. For all we knew, three witches traveling to Vessyra would be seen as an act of war. There was a good chance we would be killed on sight before we even reached the city.

"This is the only way. They hold enough animosity towards the Council of Kings to be considered potential allies," Eudora pleaded.

"What can we offer them that they would even consider joining us?" I asked.

Eudora zoomed back into our side of Talmora as well as the Weeping Expanse. "Have you ever wondered why the Council, sworn to oversee witches, does not extend their hand to the rest of the world? Would not witches be born elsewhere, as well?"

She raised towers from the ground, much like the towers that dotted the forest. White lines connected each of them like a web, and a translucent blanket of dust swept over Talmora that appeared to converge in the Weeping Expanse.

"Magic," she continued. "For years the Witch's Academy and the Council of Kings have starved the rest of the world of magic. The towers, the Weeping Expanse, our ancestral sisters bore fruit here because the convergence of magic is under our feet, and they trap it here by means of siphoning pillars."

A chill ran up my spine. The reason the towers were so full of magic, that soul stones collected indefinitely… was because we were sapping magic from the rest of the world?

I wanted to protest, but what she said made sense.

"A caged bird cares not from where the feed comes. It knows only that the hand provides." Eudora rapped at her head. "Gluttony has allowed me to sense the flow of magic. These manufactured feeding troughs must be destroyed so that magic may circulate back to the world."

Mira slammed down on the table so hard the plates and teacups clattered. "In doing this you will usher in an era of witchcraft never before seen. To offer magic to the rest of the world is—"

"The only way." Eudora remained firm on her stance. "No single entity should hoard this power."

So this was what Eudora meant when she swallowed the stone at the first tower.

I took a deep breath before offering my thoughts. "What you suggest is radical, but you're right. Magic isn't ours to monopolize. It belonged to the world first, and it's only right to return it. Mira?"

"Very well. If you're fine with it, so am I." Mira squeezed my hand, though there was plenty she still wanted to say.

I returned the gesture by squeezing back. "As long as you're with me."

"Good." Eudora clapped her hands. "You must depart immediately. By now, Edith will have realized that Belle and Humility failed to hold Lotherain. She will likely send Discipline, their combined might with Glory and Abstinence may prove too much for us to handle."

"What will you do in the meantime?" I asked Eudora.

"Oh, the usual— research how to destroy the towers for good, bolster our defenses, sleep with old demons, and broker alliances elsewhere," She said casually.

Mira and I blinked in disbelief. "I'm sorry, what was the second to the last one?"

"Time is of the essence! Here take Luna. I've already ripped out Edith's eyes." Eudora flung the serpent familiar into the air and she flew into my grasp.

Luna, Belle's familiar, coiled gently up my arm like a sleeve. Her tongue slipped out, tasting the air around me. She was surprisingly docile and cute for how destructive she enabled Belle to be. I felt bad for letting Rio and Talos bully her.

"Uhm… Ellori, your goblin is insatiable…" Belle approached us with trembling legs, thighs dripping with cum and face flushed red. "He knew a lot of tricks that took me by surprise… and by the way, I think Humility passed out in front of your house."

"Perfect! I shall go collect the knightess. You three, on your way now." Eudora slapped Belle's butt on the way out.





Chapter 21 - In Search of Vessyra, the Demi-human Bastion



With three people hanging onto the legs of a creature as small as a cat, our method of travel had become incredibly cramped as of late. Regardless, Rio wasn't slowed by the extra weight. We made headway into the mountains as dark clouds gathered above us.

"Oh, gods. I'm going to be sick…" Belle vomited off to the side, the contents of her stomach plummets down to the earth on some unsuspecting wildlife. "We're really doing this? Making contact with the demi-human nation of Vessyra?"

"You should be rejoicing. Eudora gave you a chance to escape," Mira teased, yet in her hand held the leash to Belle's true freedom.

"Now, now, Mira. We're supposed to be working together. What is Vessyra going to think of three bickering witches?" I fired back.

"I won't run away! I have to find out for myself if what you say is true. Seeing a vision is one thing, but I need to find out from Edith— Anora herself. Confronting her is the only way." Belle spoke with renewed conviction.

She was in as much disbelief as we were after witnessing the ring's vision. In spite of the shaking revelation, her resolve remained unshaken.

Mira scoffed. Her head jerks back as she hijacks Talos' vision. He flew much lower to keep an eye out for an old witch's tower somewhere in the mountains. Belle and I were also on the lookout, but the evening mountain fog robbed our visibility by the second.

"Do you really think a witch would have made a home in such a frigid place? What if Eudora is going senile?" Belle asked.

"As questionable as her knowledge may be, she hasn't given us cause to doubt her yet," I assured Belle.

According to Eudora, a witch of old had built a tower out here centuries ago. The sole purpose was to house a runic teleportation circle connected to another circle in Vessyra. However, it had long since fell into disuse and likely ran out of juice.

As we continued further, rain and hail began to batter us. Belle erected a barrier around us, and I conjured a magical fire to keep warm, but the cold still cut right down to the bones. Even through my living robes.

Mira cursed under her breath. "Belle, I swear to the covenant— if you conjured this storm—"

"Oh, pardon. Maybe I should have made it rain fire instead. I wish I was strong enough to create something this tremendous!"

"Mira's got a point. This storm feels almost unnatural, as though it were a spell." The other two fell silent as soon as I made the suggestion.

Mira's head cocked to one side. "I found a cave. We should take shelter to wait out the blizzard."

We landed at the foot of the cave as per Mira's directions. Belle raised a wall of ice at the entrance to ward off the cold, and we used the magic crystals to emanate heat. No matter how much we clutched the crystals to our bodies, we weren't getting warmer.

Mira had us each pop a magic resistance potion, but still we were not feeling any better.

"This confirms it. We're trapped in a conjured blizzard. A powerful one at that." Mira clicked her tongue.

We lost track of time as hours went by with the storm not letting up. No amount of our own could keep us warm, and at some point, our familiars had gone inert. The cold bit down to my very core, and I could barely feel my fingers and toes anymore. Our lives might very well end here if we didn't do something about the freezing temperature.

"M-Mira… Belle… we should at least try to fly back…" I received no answer. Both of them had fallen unconscious, their breaths coming out shallow and labored. "This is bad. I have to… get us out of here…"

When I got to my feet, the remaining strength in me was drained away and I collapsed to the floor. I managed to drink a restoration potion, but it didn't restore me in the slightest. A loud banging from the barrier was all I heard before I lost consciousness.

I awoke under an animal's pelt in a torch-lit cave, a large bonfire crackled next to me. My companions were still unconscious with our familiars laying motionless in a pile. Something bumped me hard on the head as I got up.

"Ow— uwah!"

The skull of a saber-tooth hanging by a rope stared back at me. There were half a dozen other skulls of large beasts in here as well. More disturbingly was what looks to be an enormous mammoth pelt laid out at the back of the cave.

A low voice rumbled from behind. "Witch, awake?"

I picked my staff up and spun around to a towering yeti. The ape-like face with sharp fangs and red eyes glared down at me. He carried a large tusk half the length of his body, bloodied at the tip.

"Don't come any closer!" I screamed. Nothing happened when I tried to invoke magic from my staff. "What?"

A hulking arm reached out to me. I shut my eyes and prepare for the inevitable deathblow—

But nothing came.

I opened my eyes and felt the yeti's large hand petting my head. "Eh… Hello?"

The yeti stomped past me, dragging a dead and skinned wolf towards the fire. He skewered the beast on the tusk and fixed it to spit-roast above the bonfire. It was anything but aromatic. It stunk something fierce, but now that I had a chance to rest, my hunger was really setting in.

"Did you perhaps rescue us?" I asked the yeti.

"Find witches in old wolf cave. Broke open thinking wolf inside, but find witches instead."

He spoke at a similar level of intelligence as Gurk, if not a tad more articulate. We should consider ourselves lucky. If things had turned out differently, the yeti would have considered us food.

Fortunately, we aren't dead.

Yet.

Unlike the other cave, this place wasn't affected by the unnatural cold. In fact, I felt perfectly fine when I should be freezing in this frigid place. The entrance, which was but a short sprint away, was wide open and the warmth from the fire wasn't escaping.

The yeti sat cross-legged on his mammoth pelt, watching the wolf slowly roast. He didn't appear aggressive in the slightest. I approached him with unsteady steps until I was close enough to take a seat next to him. Despite this, he neither flinched nor reacted negatively to my presence.

It might be that he had interacted with his fair share of humans— maybe even with demi-humans.

I stretched my arms out to the bonfire and felt its heat seeping into my body. It was a natural fire alright.

"How is it that this cave is so warm? Isn't there a blizzard going on outside?" I asked.

I flinched as the yeti reached out to me, but he picked something up from behind me on a shelf carved into the cave. A crystal ball the size of my head sat nestled in his large hand. A myriad of dull colors swam within, expanding and contracting like a living cloud of smoke.

There was no way I could have noticed this before. It undoubtedly emitted an anti-magic field, which explained why I wasn't able to cast magic and why our familiars were inactive.

"Where ball goes, no snow, no cold."

He tore off the wolf's leg and bit it. Blood dripped down his jaws, staining his bluish-white fur.

"Did you find this from a man-made tower? One that may have belonged to a witch like us?" Distracted by the way he appetizingly ate the wolf's leg, made my stomach rumble. He noticed my stare and tore off a strip of flesh for me to gnaw into.

"Tower tall like tree, made of stone and mortar?" he wondered aloud, nibbling on the bones.

"Yes, that must be it! Can you take us there?" The yeti would make for a perfect guide, but he seemed apprehensive.

In that case, I'd have to convince him another way. Fortunately, Mira and Belle weren't awake yet.

I crawled between his legs to encourage him, stroking the enormous red member peeking out from under the thick fur. "I haven't thanked you yet. It must be lonely up here. Maybe I can provide you some comfort in return for saving us?"

After coaxing it to an erection with my hands, I dragged my tongue along the length of his shaft. In no time, I had it lubricated in my saliva. The moment it slipped into my mouth, the yeti groaned, his throbbing cock unleashed a thick load into my mouth.

He must have been really pent up to ejaculate so quickly.

"Uurr… feels different than with hand," the yeti said, slightly embarrassed.

My heart lit up. "Does that mean you're a virgin? In that case, how about I be your first woman?"

The internal anticipation meter in my crotch went out of control as the yeti nodded, eager to feel the pleasures of a woman's body for the first time. Luckily for us, he hadn't gotten soft yet even though he came recently. His first blowjob must have stimulated him enough to keep the raging hard-on going.

"Just lie down and relax, okay?"

The yeti laid down on the pelt, staring at me as I serviced his cock with my mouth. The whole thing was about the size of my forearm, but I was able to get it down to my throat.

"Shllurrrp… mmmh— sshhhlrrrpp… haahhh…"

With my free hand, I massaged his testicles which he seemed to like. Sucking down to the base wasn't an option, but I got a good rhythm going, bobbing my head up and down the shaft. Everytime the tip hit the back of my throat, the yeti moaned in bliss.

He ejaculated again, the second load much thicker than the first. I swallowed it all, feeling the warm cum slide down my throat.

I was supposed to be pleasuring him, but now I was getting horny. My penis is getting hard. Of course, it was. The piece of meat was as much a part of my body as my flesh and bones. This just meant I shouldn't take all my clothes off. I lower my robes down to my waist to give the yeti a good look at my breasts.

Climbing on top of him is the easy part, but I had to adjust my cock under the robes so he wouldn't notice. As I lowered my soaking pussy down on his dick, taking it into me inch by inch, the yeti suddenly grabbed my waist and pushed it in all the way.

The intense, sudden penetration sent a powerful shock up my spine. "Fuuucck, I'm cumming— aaaahhh!"

My quaking body settled down to a gentle tremble.

"Witch inside feels good!" The yeti exclaimed.

I glanced over to Mira and Belle who were both still asleep. Part of me was fearful that they might awaken any second, but I needed this dick in me. It was so big and hot. I wanted to cum again so badly.

The yeti and I got into a good pace. While I grinded my hips, he raised his slightly to thrust back. His hands came up to grope my breasts, and as soon as he pinched my nipples, it sent me into another orgasm. My convulsing body sent him to an orgasm, too. Hot cum gushed into my pussy as I milked him for every drop.

"Aaaahhh…! Haahh… if I didn't know better, I'd think you've done this before... " I complimented while humping myself against his broad, furry chest.

It's not enough. My own cock is about to explode. I want to rub it, but I also don't want to freak out the yeti.

An idea suddenly came to me.

"Wait… " I got off of him, cum spilled out from my pussy as we parted.

On my hands and knees, I shook my butt at him. The yeti crept forward, positioning his cock at my entrance. He shoved it in all at once, hands held firm on my waist as he began to piston into me.

"Ahh, nnhaa— so good… nngh…!"

While he fucked me from behind, I licked my hand and reached down to stroke my own dick. The sensation was sublime. My pussy and dick feeling good at the same time, the building intensity from both elevated my pleasure senses to a new high.

While the yeti's cock throbbed inside me, mine throbbed in my hand. His hot cum gushes into my womb a second time. I lost strength in the only arm holding myself up and fell flat onto the pelt. The yeti continued to pound into me. As he did, the thrusts caused my penis to grind against the soft fur of the mammoth pelt. Thanks to the mixture of cum and sweat lubricating me down there, it kept my member from chaffing.

I was getting close, the soft bristles massaged my cock so good that I could cum at any moment. The yeti picked up speed, fucking me harder and faster. Since it was his first time with a human pussy, he wasted no time screwing me silly.

This wild ape-like beast fucked me to submission, and I couldn't get enough of it.

I buried my face into the pelt and moaned into it. "Mmmhh! Good… more— aahhh! I love your cock…!"

My body began humping the fur, pressing my cock against the pelt to feel even better. Soon, the pressure built to the point where I was unable to hold it in anymore. I orgasmed from both my cock and pussy, nearly losing consciousness .

"Yes, yes, yes! Fill me up— nnghh… aaahh, haaaaa!"

We continued to have sex for the next few hours. Even when he'd been wrung dry of cum, his dick remained at full mast. Fucking in front of my unconscious friends made the thrill more exciting. I must have cum at least five more times before they began to stir.

I hopped off the yeti's meat pole and pulled up my robes. He threw a random pelt over his groin to cover himself. Mira raised her head first, shaking away the grogginess. Her eyes snapped open as she saw the yeti to my side. She reached for her staff, but just as what happened with me, she was unable to invoke magic.

"What in the nether realms happened?" she asked.

"Just… five more minutes…" Belle murmured.

With my two companions awake, I explained what happened and why we were unaffected by the cold here.

Mira held the crystal ball next to the bonfire and tugged on Belle's leash to bring her closer. "You were the foremost expert on imbuing magic to items in the Academy. What do you make of this?"

"I studied the imbuing of magic to items. There's a difference." She adjusted the collar on her neck and cleared her throat. "You don't see this sort of craftsmanship anymore. The only instances of magic negation of this level are dryadic anti-magic fields or through soul-binding techniques."

"The crystal ball itself isn't a soul-bound item?" I asked.

Belle shook her head and handed it back to me. She pointed to an etching which made out the initials: T. K.

"This confirms my suspicions— the witch who was sent here was none other than Tamara Kingsly. A witch of old as powerful as her is the only one who could have conjured this persistent storm, and created this crystal to traverse it."

Mira cracked her neck and stretched her legs until the joints popped. "Well then, we have found our way to the tower. Shall we get going?"

The yeti brought the crystal ball along as he guided us to the witch's tower. It was as though a large dome barrier was moving with us, but really just the orb dispelling the conjured weather phenomenon in our trek forward. We cut through the blizzard like a hand wiping away condensation on glass.

At last, we reached a stone tower half-buried in snow. Nothing but a few blasts of fire couldn't clear. Inside was a modest home that doubled up as a laboratory. Books and frozen ingredients cluttered the shelves. An inert alchemy cauldron rested in the center of the room, likely unused in centuries.

Belle found the teleportation circle downstairs in a large open chamber that appeared to have served many rituals in the past. Mira and I fixed the magic crystals on the receptacles. It wasn't until the yeti stepped far enough away with the anti-magic ball that the circle reacted.

The yeti waved as the teleportation circle lit up with activity. "Bye, pretty witch! Come back next time for more sex!"

"You did what?" Mira glared at me.

"That was supposed to be a secret!" I pulled my cap low to cover my reddening face.

The light consumed us, teleporting us to where we hoped would be the right place.

We emerged on the other side. The curtain of light surrounding the circle faded away, replaced by a wall of spears and swords drawn on us. Elves, half-beasts, demi-humans that I only knew of from my studies had us surrounded.

A tall dark-skinned elf in white ceremonial robes like a wedding dress emerges from the crowd. Her expression was full of intrigue and apprehension. Before we could explain anything, three shackles were tossed at our feet.

"Put your staves down and chain yourselves lest you wish to be skewered," the dark elf demanded of them.
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