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Chapter 1 - Vessyra, the Demihuman Bastion

We were thrown into a murky cell, with moss-covered stone walls on every side and not even a window for fresh air to come in. A heavy wooden and iron-bound door was all that stood in our way to freedom. However, our staffs, equipment, and inactive familiars had been confiscated, taken elsewhere out of sight. On the other side of the door, from the slat of iron bars, we could make out six heavily armed demihumans of varying races guarding the cell. Seated around a rickety table that was just a wooden board on top of a cut tree trunk, they were playing cards and didn't look all too concerned about us trying to escape.

"They underestimate us. Shall we show them why they are mistaken?" Mira suggested, already weaving a spell in her hands

"Absolutely not!" I said, putting myself between her and the door. "We're here to negotiate an alliance, not start a war on a second front."

Belle picked up a loose pebble on the ground and set it aflame. "All I saw were metal-forged weapons and leather armor. Even the dark elf woman didn't have a magic signature. Then it's true that we really have been siphoning magic from the rest of the world."

It looked as though they were prepared for our arrival. The chamber we had landed in wasn't in the same shape of disrepair as the witch's tower. They believed the teleportation circle would be used eventually, and were ready to respond in case of an attack.

To them, we were the invaders.

I banged incessantly on the door until one of our jailers sighed and came eye-level to the slat. A lupine snout peeled back from snarling and piercing amber eyes in an ocean of gray fur stared at me.

"You like making noises so much, we'll come in there and make you scream louder!" The lupine man growled.

Mira squinted and took a step forward. I waved for her to stand down, and she reluctantly did so with a sigh.

For them to make such a threat to a witch must mean they weren't aware we could cast spells without our focusing element. The shackles on our wrists made somatic spellcasting difficult, but we weren't at all crippled by it. I had to be careful not to jeopardize our chances of brokering an alliance.

"It's important that we speak to your leaders," I pleaded. "We came on a mission to warn you that all of Talmora is on the brink of a second Crimson War."

"The only danger we see here are you three witches." He huffed a foul breath through the opening that smelled of ale and returned to his card game.

Several hours went by with us waiting in the cell. No one was being sent to speak to us, nor were they offering any food. Fortunately, sharing in the yeti's hunt filled us plenty— me, more than the others— but hunger isn't an issue. Instead…

"I can't hold it in any longer…" Belle's legs were crossed over tight, holding in nature's call.

There was no drain in the cell for her to go either, and I doubted our jailers would let her out either. Her only choice was to let it out on the ground

Maybe I could use this. The wolfman was quick to anger.

I snatched Belle's leash to give her an order. "Act like a dog and relieve yourself at the door while barking."

"Seriously? At a time like this?" she whimpered, then got up to head for the door.

"No, no. Dogs do not walk," Mira said, quickly taking interest in my plan.

Belle dropped onto all fours and crawled to the door. She pulled her robes up, lifted a trembling leg, and let out a golden stream. The liquid began to flow under and out the door.

"Ruff… ruff!"

Amused, Mira stroked Belle's head and scratched her chin. "You're a good little dog, aren't you? Be more convincing."

Despite the humiliating scene, Belle went through with the entire act. Her crotch started dripping with more than just urine, and her tongue flopped out like a panting dog. She even committed to the act by leaning into Mira's petting.

A guttural snarl erupted from the humanoid lupine and a commotion followed suit as his peers tried to stop him.

"You think you can mock me and get away with it?" The door swung open to the furious beastkin. Belle backed away, and when he came in to reach for her, he didn't see Mira pressed to the side of the door who had stuck a foot out to trip him to the ground. She unveiled a knife hidden under her robes and pressed it to our attacker's throat.

"Any closer and his blood will be mixing in with the piss at your feet," Mira warned, giving pause to the other demihumans jailers.

I kept my eyes trained on their weapons. "We don't mean any trouble. Please relay to whoever is in charge that we only wish to speak."

"Hard to believe you when you have a blade pressed to a loyal subject's neck."

The group parted ways for a feline-eared woman to enter the room. Her long, orange hair gave the impression of a mane on her shoulders, and her skin was coated in a thin layer of fur of the same color. Yet her face was clearly that of a human.

She donned the same white dress as the dark elf we saw earlier. Their robes were as sparse as undergarments, thin fabric around her waist and chest left little to the imagination. It was as though the silken mesh was merely draped over her breasts rather than bound around her body. A gust of wind could blow it right off.

Mira whistled sharply. "If the guards were as bodacious as yourself, we wouldn't mind being disarmed."

One of the fair-skinned elves clicked his tongue and brandished a scimitar at us.

"How dare you speak that way to a High Priestess!"

"It's alright." She pressed a hand to the back of the blade and lowered his weapon. The rest heeded her, sheathing their weapons without even being ordered.

With the danger passed, Mira put away her own weapon and let the wolfman go. He returned to the feline priestess' side, no longer displaying the same aggression with her around.

"You're a High Priestess? The one who governs the city of Vessyra?" I asked.

She bowed with the grace and elegance of a queen. "I am one of three. My name is Sheila Agoris, High Priestess of the Vessyra, the Goddess of Love and Lust."

Their architecture and masonry was not too different from that of Grathir or Parthun. Smooth cut stone was evidenced to Vessyra having both skilled masons and the tools with which to craft. In turn, meaning there were blacksmiths and carpenters, leading me to believe there is a thriving social and trade system.

demihumans were not primitive as we were led to believe.

Sheila and the guards escorted us to her personal chamber after much protests by the latter. To say she was quick to trust would be correct, but she did come off as more open-minded. A stark contrast to the icy reception the dark elf priestess gave us.

Not once since arriving here did we step outside to see the light of day. The room we teleported into, the dungeon we were incarcerated in, and now through the wide, candle-lit corridors of wood to Sheila's bedchamber had all been under a single roof.

There were what could only be described as branches and vines that formed the twisting walls. Occasionally, a small critter would peek out of a hole in the side of the walls, then scurry back inside. The ceiling was layered with a thicket-like canopy, with woven lanterns that housed a swarm of glowing flies which added to the illumination. Our feet clacked on a somewhat unsteady ground with the texture of a tree trunk.

We may very well be in the heart of Vessyra, but just how big was this castle?

We came to a stop in front of large ornate doors, possibly fifteen feet high and ten wide, whereupon her guards opened the chamber for us to go inside. One of them whispered a derisive remark about us to the priestess, but she eased their concerns with a gentle smile. The doors closed behind us, and the lack of footfalls suggested they remain outside in case something happened. We were still no more trapped than in the cell.

Sheila's room was a grand bedchamber. Silk and satin sheets blanketed an enormous wooden bed. Curtains of the same make were draped down from windows as tall as the ceiling. There was a balcony in which we could see just how vast Vessyra was— and how high we were.

I pressed my awe-stricken face to the glass to see homes woven alongside and into trees. Their round, stone architecture was built in such a way as to allow roots and branches to grow on the buildings. There were no straight roads. Instead, they winded around trees so as to preserve them from being cut down. Townhouses and cabins faced the packed dirt of the city streets which extended for miles. Weaving through the trees were harpies much like the harpy sisters I met. demihumans, many of whose races I had no word to put a name to, dotted the city from here to the edges. Vessyra was a place in perfect harmony with nature.

Lotherain was a pale imitation to this.

Yet in the sea of green, there were signs of decay spreading across the landscape beyond the confines of the city. Even the potted plants on Sheila's balcony were withering.

"Behind this veil of beauty, Vessyra is suffering from famine. Our harvests dwindle with each passing year. A handful of grain is worth more than a bar of iron, and the soil beneath our feet is indistinguishable from sand." Sheila pushed open the window and stepped into the balcony, then beckoned for us to come closer.

I stepped out first and accidentally disturbed a pile of mottled leaves. Another leaf had fallen gently on my head, and when I plucked it off, my gaze was drawn up and behind me. The 'castle' was actually a gargantuan tree. We had been within it the entire time.

Emaciated demihuman children frolicked below, jumping into the much larger piles of leaves for fun. One of them waved to us, and Sheila waved back.

"We know why this is happening. It can be resolved by restoring magic to your lands." I told her.

"And I suppose this comes with a price?" Sheila asked.

"We need your manpower," Mira said, as she and Belle were making themselves at home lounging on reclining seats on the balcony. "The Council of Kings has been honey-trapped by a powerful witch. We stand at the edge of war and need your numbers to fight against them."

Sheila averted her gaze from us. "I knew one day we would need to breach the Frigid Vale to survive. What I didn't expect is that war would be the price for our survival."

"You believe us? Your other priest didn't bother to hear us out," Belle groaned.

"Gale, the dark elven priestess, does not trust your kind. Ceris sees reason, but she is cautious. We want nothing more than to help our people, but unless all three High Priestesses agree, then we cannot motion Vessyra to join you," Sheila explained.

"Leaving empty-handed isn't an option. How do we convince the other two?" I asked, only to have the door burst open and interrupt us.

An army of armed demihumans poured into the room. Behind them, like the incarnations of day and night, a dark elf and light elf entered after. The dark elf we were already acquainted with, and the other elf must be the third High Priestess, Ceris. Unlike her fiery counterpart, the porcelain-skinned elf's demeanor was reserved, unreadable even.

Clearly, by the surprise in Sheila's face, she wasn't expecting them.

"Ceris, Gale? I—"

"I'm disappointed in you, Sheila. To invite witches into the very room we make love in? You fraternize with enemies, and they would sooner seize our lands than help us." Gale chided the feline beastkin priestess, who had become speechless from the accusation.

It felt like we had intruded in a lover's quarrel. With all three priestesses present, this was my chance to appeal to all of them.

But how? I need something to prove to them—

My foot tapped against one of the many potted plants.

"Forest nymphs!" I exclaimed, my outburst drawing their attention to me. "Forest nymphs can bless the land with bountiful harvests, but they cannot be born in a place so barren of magic. I possess a dryad's boon. Watch!"

I bent down to touch the withering plant. The magic inside me flowed from my hands and into the plant, breathing life and verdant colors back into it. As the flower buds bloomed, gasps filled the chamber.

This wasn't news to Mira, but the others were astonished that I could restore life so easily. The otherwise quiet and reserved Ceris was particularly impressed, and she casted her jewel-glint eyes in my direction.

"Is it true that you can replenish our lands?" Ceris asked.

"We can," I assured her. "But if the Council of Kings and Edith has their way—"

"I've heard enough! It was witches who cursed our lands to begin with. There is no way we can trust them, especially not if they seek to hold a debt over us!" Gale yelled over me.

The dark elf demihuman was the last who needed to be convinced.

"What will it take to get you to trust us?" I ask her.

"Nothing. I would sooner spill your blood to have it fertilize the land." she snarled.

"There is one way," Ceris said, placing a hand on Gale's shoulder and the very touch placated her in an instant, and somehow sent an almost sensual shiver through the dark elf. "Vessyra shall judge them instead."

Sheila and Gale were shaken by this.

"Oh? What trial?" Belle sat up from the seat, having taken interest.

Sheila clutched her own voluptuous body, emphasizing the breasts underneath her thin robes, and quickly going red in the face. "A trial to gauge your physical endurance and mental fortitude. It is a test reserved for the priestesses of the highest caliber, which tests their devotion to Goddess Vessyra."

"You three," Ceris began, holding a pendant around her neck in the carving of a rather shapely woman, "will lay with our most devout kin and reach coitus under the eyes of Goddess Vessyra."

Mira, Belle, and I traded awkward glances.

A single word escaped our lips at once, "What?"

Mira erupted into laughter. "That's it? I mean… cough— I thought we would face a bloody battle or help fetch an ancient relic."

"Let me get this straight. We're to have sex with your people as a trial?" I asked the three High Priestesses.

Grinning, Gale looked down her nose at us. Sheila and Ceris, on the other hand, didn't find this to be a laughing matter.

"Not one, but several," Gale said. "I doubt any of you will be able to persist through the trial. You will faint before your second partner and wish you had magic to help."

None of us were really affected by her insults.

Belle leaned in to whisper, "I think they have the wrong impression of witches."

"I think so, too. Even so, we should be careful," I whispered back.

Belle, Mira, and I nodded to each other and accepted the High Priestesses' trial.

I said we should be careful, but really that was directed at myself more than anyone else. This was a serious matter, yet my body was getting turned on and my penis was gradually getting erect. The new addition to my body might pose a problem. They were going to find out that I was no ordinary woman during the trial. Having sex meant inevitably revealing the other part of me once the clothes come off.

Ceris placed a hand on an elven guard and said, "Run along and tell the devout to gather at the Amphitheater of Affection. A Trial of Vessyra shall be held at this very instant."

"Yes, High Priestess!" He took off running out the chamber first.

The guards and high priestesses guided us down the castle to a wide marble corridor, reminiscent of the tower I walked through with Zeke. Our echoing footsteps alerted lesser priests and disciples to step aside for our passage. However, unlike the tower, what awaited us at the end of the hall was no bathhouse, but three wooden doors wreathed by tree roots. Behind those doors, a clamor of cheers and murmuring from a crowd could be heard.

Sheila appeared in front of me, her eyes showing worry. "It may be daunting, but for all our sake, please prevail and convince Gale otherwise."

I'm glad she's misinterpreting my anticipation of a gangbang as hesitation. What would they think if they found out we witches were just people who enjoy this sort of stuff?

"Behind these doors await your trial," Ceris said, standing before the leftmost door. "The Goddess' most devoted shall be receiving your love. In order to pass, you must bring them to coitus without yourself losing consciousness. May Vessyra, the Goddess of Love and Lust embrace you."

She extended a hand to one of us.

"Which one of you shall come with me?"

Belle stepped forward first and grabbed a hold of Ceris' hand. "I'll finish them before you, Mira. Count on it."

They walk through the door to the sound of applause. That definitely sounded like hundreds of people.

"Belle always has to make it a competition." Mira sighed.

"Mira… I know you promised never to lay with anyone other than me, but—" The rest of what I had to say was silenced by her kiss.

She pulled away, smiling. "I will take no pleasure in it, but as I lay with others, I shall only think of you. They will not stand a chance against me."

Leaving me with those words, she marched into the right door with Gale following behind her.

I drew a deep breath to steel myself and followed the remaining High Priestess, Sheila, out the door. We came into a cone-shaped room with vines hanging down just out of reach from a gargantuan tree root that served as the ceiling, and a wooden partition to my left and right. Before me were two demihumans I was seeing for the first time— a short, humanoid hyena I recognized as a gnoll, who had splotches of black fur against the prickly brown coat. The other was an effeminate elven boy that reminded me of Valor, his youthful face framed by blonde hair like Ceris. They were both naked, granting me the sight of their already erect members.

Behind them and beyond the stage was an audience. The full scope of this arena was an amphitheater in which the stage we were on was divided into three parts, and I was in the center.

Suddenly, the familiar sounds of Belle's moaning and her cheeks getting clapped reached my ears.

My penis was at full mast now because of it, and seeing a crowd before me wasn't helping one bit.

Sheila bowed and stepped aside for the two demihumans to approach me. I gulped hard as their hands started feeling me up. The gnoll's curious paws tugged my robes down to my abdomen. A long, wet tongue whipped out to douse my breasts in hot saliva.

The elf wasn't as brave as the gnoll and stuck to groping me instead of exploring it. I lifted his chin up to my face and planted a deep kiss on the cute elf. His eyes went wide and face turned red up to his pointed ears. Soft and supple were his lips, almost like a woman's.

Both of their cocks humped at my thighs. They were getting impatient. Both were so different in shape compared to humans. I couldn't wait any longer, but I didn't want to accidentally reveal my own penis.

I dropped to my knees and marveled at the deep red color of the gnoll's cock, and the slight curve to the right of the elf's smooth rod. Holding them by the base, I began to lick both at the same time, drawing gasps from their lips.

When not sucking on one, I rubbed the other on my breasts, and alternated to keep them stimulated. Having two cocks in my face, my hands wrapped around the modest girths, and tongue stroking the shaft, I could keep this up forever until they climaxed.

As it seemed, however, so could they. The gnoll and elf held back well. My jaw was growing tired before they finally spurted their first load. Their tastes weren't any different from the ones I had before, maybe a little sweet from a unique diet.

I shouldn't forget that this was still a trial. If I lost myself to sex completely, I might end up succumbing to pleasure and pass out. I was the one who needed to control the pace of the trial.

The gnoll went behind me to start humping my butt. He pressed the piping rod between both cheeks and grabbed my waist, causing me to yelp from the claws biting into my sides. His excitement reminded me of Gurk, eager to get it in as quickly as possible before any foreplay.

In that case, I figured obliging would be the best and tried to guide the gnoll's throbbing cock into my pussy. However, his rapid thrusts missed many times, poking my butt and thighs. Eventually, it took only one precise thrust for him to plunge into my ass instead.

"Nnngh! Fuck!" I bit my lower lip as the gnoll buried every last inch of himself into me.

I pulled the elf to me holding his cock. He didn't need any coaxing and more accurately led his member into my soaking entrance. I had to keep my hand around my crotch to keep the elf from noticing.

The onlookers grew more raucous as our threesome neared climax. Being fucked from behind, making out with the elf as he screwed me from the front— the memories of the gangbang with the demihumans back home came rushing back, bringing me to an incredible orgasm.

"Gods, yes… Keep screwing me!" I beg them, hooking my free arm around the elf's shoulders. "Pour everything inside my holes— aaahhhh!"

Our three-way tower toppled. The elf and I continued to grind our hips together, and the gnoll hadn't stopped drilling into my ass. I noticed Sheila masturbating off to the side, staring at us with lust in her feline eyes.

On my fifth round with the gnoll and elf, after cycling through many different positions, they ejaculated their last load on my cum-drenched breasts and had enough. They couldn't stand any longer. Their legs and hips had given out.

I successfully outlasted both of them, but I wasn't yet satisfied. With both hands under my robes fingering my pussy and stroking my cock, I still wanted more.

"Did I prevail?" I asked Sheila, who had risen from her seat and let the thin dress drop to her ankles.

"Not yet," she said. "I am to be your third and final partner."

My heart skipped a beat at the thought of having sex with the feline high priestess. She and the other two were the epitome of beauty. It was hard enough to keep from staring while she wore the thin veil of a dress, but now that she was truly naked in front of me, it was difficult not to be excited.

The cheering crowds no longer registered in my mind. I was focusing solely on Sheila. The warmth from her fur and skin seeped into mine as we embraced, then our lips met soon after.

Though a beastfolk, the front of her body and face was as smooth as human skin. A coat of soft fur ran down the length of her arms, and from the spine to the tail. When I brushed my hand down her back, her quivering lips and tongue from the purring vibrated against mine. The sound of it enticed me to suck on her tongue, feeling the tiny bristles that scraped against me like she was grooming me.

"My… You are more formidable than I expected." Sheila pushed me away to part our lips at last. "As High Priestess, it is still my duty to test your mettle."

She tried to pull my robes down, but the fear of having my penis discovered had me tugging against her.

"You mustn't resist. You will fail the trial otherwise," she whispered.

Not wanting to jeopardize our mission here, I relented and allowed my robes to fall the rest of the way. I was expecting Sheila and the audience to be disgusted. The sharp gasps and silence that followed was exactly what I expected to happen. The cheering stopped. All that remained was the sound of heated sex on opposite sides of me.

There was no doubt what the audience was staring at as I stood naked in front of them.

"Is that what I think it is…?"

"Like Vessyra herself!"

"The Goddess!"

To my confusion, however, the amphitheater exploded with joy and cheered with greater fervor.

This I wasn't expecting.

"By Vessyra…" Sheila uttered, seemingly smitten by my penis. Slender fingers wrapped around my hard member, sending a shock of pleasure up my spine. "So real to the touch… so big… and… beautiful."

"Does… me having this not perturb you?" I asked.

"Nonsense! How could any of us possibly be perturbed?" She rubbed my cock against her supple cheek like a precious gift, then kissed the tip.

My body ignited as I watched her lips enveloping my penis down to the base. I could feel it rubbing against the back of her throat. Her long, feline tongue massaged me, working itself along the shaft with the experience of someone who had mastered fellatio. The bristles added to the unique stimulation.

Her mouth was so hot, like she was breathing fire. But there was no pain in the burn, instead it drove my pleasure senses through the roof. I climaxed into her gullet, letting every bit of ejaculate I didn't know I had into her throat. She reared her head back, letting the penis slide out her mouth to lick clean and staring seductively into my eyes as she did so.

Like a real animal in heat, Sheila got onto all fours and raised her butt to me. The tail swayed with eagerness, rolling up and unfurling to beckon me closer.

"I want it inside… I'm sure you will find me accommodating." Sheila smiled.

"You don't have to tell me twice," I said, going down on her.

Sheila jolted when I started licking her pussy first. Her passionate yowling caused some members in the audience to do away with decorum and pleasured themselves where they sat.

The priestess herself, in an attempt to seek even greater pleasure, planted her face on the hard ground which freed up both hands to knead her own breasts.

"Nyyaaahh— haa… aahhhhh!" Sheila spasmed as I tugged on her tail. The moment I pressed my tongue into her folds, she succumbed to her first orgasm of the trial.

My victory had already been secured. Now that I'd gotten her to climax, her body would stay sensitive for a while.

"Ellori…" she moaned my name, panting. "Give this naughty kitty… your love…"

I obliged her. After giving her pussy one more good lick, I stood on my knees and positioned the tip of my cock at the fleshy pink entrance.

Intense moans from Mira's side distracted me. I was worried for a second thinking it was Mira, but that wasn't her voice. It was someone else's. Could it be Gale?

"Please, don't make me wait any longer." Sheila was rubbing her slit against my member, tears in her eyes.

"I hope you're ready, Sheila." As I entered, her slit parted open to accept the entire length of my cock. I went in easily because of how wet she was, and was welcomed in by a shuddering vise of her hot flesh.

Sheila was overcome with pleasure.

"Oh, Goddess! Yess! Ahhhh— aaaahhh…! It's better than I thought!" Her screams were every bit intense, if not more than my neighbors.

The walls of Sheila's pussy clenched me hard, begging me to fill her up. With my hands on her ass for leverage, I began to piston into her. Every thrust was met with a crazed moan, a mix between meowing and whining.

"More, faster! Don't stop giving me your love— aahh! I'll receive all of it!" Sheila screamed into the crowd, who echoed her back with proclamations of love and devotion.

Pressure built quickly on my crotch. I grab her waist and slam as deep as I can, pouring a massive load into her womb. Sheila threw her head back, eyes showing a frenzied zeal.

"I can feel it, Vessyra!" she shouted. "My Goddess, I can feel your love— aahhhnn! You send your love through this witch… and I accept it, I want it all— nnhh… aahh!"

The priestess fell forward as I let out the remaining load onto her back, staining the orange fur coat. Seeing her face, an expression lost to pleasure, I knew I had won.

"Sheila… I can still keep going." I rolled her onto her back and laid on top of her in the missionary position.

Our lips found purchase on one another again, trading the taste of our saliva— exchanging vows of love under the eyes of her people and their goddess.

Sheila tapped out on my shoulder and murmured between kisses, "I'm spent… you have won…"

"I heard you," I whispered into her ears. "But I want more of your body."

Hours must have gone by. The moans from Mira's arena had stopped, and all I heard was the sound of smooching and sucking from Belle's side. Even our audience, some of whom had leapt from their seats to come closer, had grown exhausted with their limp members in hand.

My penis was also spent. I lost track of how many times I came inside Sheila.

This body of mine didn't produce ejaculate before, so why was it doing it now? I hoped I wasn't fertile. The last thing I wanted was getting my potential allies pregnant.

Sheila laid convulsing on the ground, her tongue hanging out and eyes rolling back still in the aftershocks of her climax. Ejaculate caked every inch of her breasts, face, and thighs.

I wiped my face of sweat and took stock of the audience who was enamored by my performance, then asked, "I guess it's my win?"


Chapter 2 - The Goddess Vessyra

I carried Sheila out on my back where Mira was waiting, standing triumphant over Gale. The dark elf's face was covered in sweat. She panted to catch her breath, likely having been soundly defeated as well.

Mira smiled upon my return. "Finally! I was getting bored waiting around."

"By the look of it, your final trial was a high priestess, too?" I asked, to which Mira noded in response. "I'm going to be honest, it sounded like you were committing a war crime over there."

"The elf talked up a storm about how I would submit to her technique— until I showed her who was better." Mira stuck out her tongue— the same tongue which felled many courageous women in the past.

"How did you… ahem, handle the men?"

"They were beneath my feet." She pointed to her ground and wriggled her toes.

I should have expected as much.

Belle was the last to emerge from her arena, crawling out on her hands and knees. The light elf Ceris sat atop her back, one leg crossed over the other, holding the leash in one hand, and rubbing her human pet's butt with the other.

"Am I really the last one out?" Belle exclaimed. Both of her buttcheeks are red, probably from being spanked by the high priestess. If I recalled correctly, her arena was just as loud as Mira's. Except it wasn't Ceris' voice I heard, it was Belle's.

"You were enjoying yourself, from the sound of it," I teased, trying to keep from laughing.

Ceris hopped off Belle's back, allowing the witch to finally climb to her feet.

"Ceris was… unrelenting." Belle shuddered.

"What's the verdict? Have we passed your trial?" I asked Ceris, who was the only priestess conscious enough to hold a conversation.

"It was certainly different. Nevertheless, all three of you have passed Vessyra's trial," Ceris said. "I doubt Gale will protest any longer after being so soundly defeated. For now, let us speak back at our bedchamber."

Gale and Sheila came to consciousness by the time we returned to their room. The dark elf had turned the other cheek, avoiding eye contact with us as Mira stared at her with a smug grin.

Meanwhile…

Sheila hadn't stopped stealing glances at me since she came to.

"By the love of Vessyra, you have earned our trust." Ceris and the other two bowed together, then took a seat in front of us. "As I understand it, you activated the teleportation circle from the other side? That should allow us to bypass the Frigid Vale."

Belle shook her head. "I don't mean to be the bearer of bad news, but the teleportation circle drops us right in the middle of the unnatural, magic-draining storm. Going by how long we were flying, I estimate the radius to be nearly 130 kilometers in size."

"As witches, perhaps you know of a way to dispel it?" Sheila asked optimistically.

"No," Mira said. "For a spell as powerful and enduring as that requires a vast amount of magic to sustain. Do you know of any enormous stone towers nearby? Or giant magical constructs?"

The priestesses hesitated to answer, falling silent as they appeared to struggle with what next to tell us.

"Our old texts tell of a dragon summoning a great blizzard that would not subside," Ceris finally answered.

"A dragon? Here?" I repeated doubtfully.

Gale nodded to affirm what Ceris said. The dark elf fetched a book from the shelf for us to read. Skimming through it, there were many mentions of a dragon, but all of them were exaggerated and likely falsified.

However, one passage caught our attention. It suggested that the dragon appeared nearly seven centuries ago.

But what does a dragon have to do with any of this?

"You believe this dragon to be the cause of the Frigid Vale?" Mira asked, peeking over the reams.

"It is the only thing we can think of. We thought to wait until it passed away of old age, hoping that its death would end the storm," Ceris said.

"What do you two think?" I asked Belle and Mira, both of whom still had their noses buried in the book.

Belle's demeanor grew increasingly more concerned the more she read the book. "If they saw a grown dragon seven hundred years ago, chances are it was already one or two centuries old at the time of the sighting. That would classify it now as an ancient dragon or a great wyrm."

"I wouldn't mind trying my hand at killing an ancient dragon," Mira remarked to the surprise of everyone.

"Of course you are… Well, the dragon is our only lead, so it's worth investigating." While I didn't echo Mira's enthusiasm, we couldn't overlook the possibility of it having to do with the storm.

The dragon I fought was an adult red. Zeke was an adolescent. Great wyrms were three times larger. It wouldn't be easy to bring down.

The priestesses looked as though they wanted to protest, which was understandable considering the insurmountable task of fighting a dragon. I was terrified at the idea of fighting one even as someone who had magic. I couldn't imagine how they felt as regular people.

Sheila rose from her seat and pressed a hand to her heart. "We will have rooms prepared for your stay. Your possessions will be returned to you shortly."

The rooms they prepared for us were down the hall from the high priestess' own bedchamber. It was much smaller and less grandiose. No window or balcony to step onto, the bed was furnished with quilted sheets instead of silk, and only a single candle illuminated the interior.

I ran a hand along the rough surface of a tree branch protruding laterally from the wall. A piece of bark broke off at the mere touch. When I tried to commune with the heart of this tree, a faint response pulsed back.

Rio was curled up on the bed. He awakened when I patted his head, and stretched his limbs to their limits before going to groom his paws.

A knock drew my eyes to the door. Mira entered in a purple and black nightgown with Talos perched on her shoulder.

"I had Talos search for the dragon, but there were no traces of it along the mountains. No signs of fire, claw marks, or half-eaten animals." Mira sat next to me and scratched Rio on the chin.

"It might be a magical construct, and the high priestesses were mistaken," I suggested.

"Possibly, or…" She trailed off. Suddenly Talos took flight, picking up Rio in his talons. My familiar yowled back in surprise as he was carried out of the room. As soon as they were gone, Mira climbed on top of me and grinded her waist against mine. "Don't think I couldn't hear what you did to the kitten priestess. It's my turn now."

Mira licked and nibbled my lower lip. Her embrace was tight, suffocating— yet warm and secure. She pulled my robes up, slender fingers wrapped around my penis that was quickly growing erect in her hand. I couldn't take my eyes off the deep red of her irises.

As we stared longingly at each other, she shifted her waist down, and I felt my dick enveloped by her. It wasn't hot and full of lust like Sheila. With Mira, she was inviting and pleasant.

"Ahhh…" Mira sighed into my ears, sending pleasure dancing up my spine.

When Mira clenched, it brought me close to climaxing. We didn't have to move, didn't need any long strokes or hysterical thrusting— she humped against me with a touch as gentle as if caressing my face.

"When this is over, we should settle down in Vessyra. I know you have your little dryad girl, the goblin, and even an apprentice, but you will always be mine," Mira whispered.

"You don't mind if they come along?" I asked.

She sealed my lips and grinned. "As long as I'm your favorite."

I leaned up to kiss her. A pair of slender legs wrap around my waist. Mira began to bounce on my dick with more intensity. There was no stopping her hunger. The more we went at it, the more lustful she became.

If I could really impregnate her right now, I would.

To live with Mira and settle down in a quiet, beautiful place like Vessyra was a dream. Everyday would be like this. Locked in an embrace. Basking in each other's love.

Mira shuddered in my arms. She stifled her moans between my lips. The pressure below me built to a feverish pitch. A rush of pleasure cascaded from my head, pulsing down my body. I hugged her tight as that pressure exploded, and something gushed out of me— specifically from my dick.

Mira didn't let me go even after our climax. We stayed connected like that the rest of the evening until she fell asleep.

I pulled the covers over Mira and sneaked out while she slept. The hall was dim, lit only by the torches every twenty or so feet from each other. A pair of patrolling guards nodded at me as they passed by, more polite now than when I had first arrived.

"Ellori?" From down the hall, Sheila carried a lamp and a book tucked under her arm. "Were you unable to sleep?"

"I thought about taking a walk. Since you're here, I wanted to ask— How come you and the audience chanted the goddess' name during the trial?"

"Well… it's because your body is the spitting image of the Vessyra," she said, turning bright red and pointing to my crotch.

I must have misheard.

"You're telling me Vessyra is depicted with a man and woman's private parts?" I asked, taken aback.

Sheila raised the pendant statuette of the goddess closer to my face. Sure enough, the bulge between her legs, hidden behind a robe, wasn't some random design. It was quite clearly a large cock.

"The goddess loves all," Sheila whispered, clutching the pendant closer to her heart. "Hehe. Having sex with you, I truly felt Vessyra's embrace. It's as though she was loving me through you— perhaps she is living in you!"

"Uh…" I took a step back but her hands latched onto mine.

"Sheila," Ceris called to her from around the corner. "Ellori has had a long day, and I'm sure she is eager to rest."

"Of course." Sheila let go of my hand and cleared her throat.

Although reluctant to leave, she acquiesced to Ceris, who winked at me before leaving with her colleague. The two of them departed down the opposite way. I wondered if there was a hierarchy between them. The way Ceris carried herself made it seem as though she had more sway.

With the high priestesses gone, I was given free rein to explore the castle in relative peace. The rest of my encounters were with guards who flustered at the sight of me— likely because they saw me with a dick during Vessyra's trial.

I was beginning to think they had the wrong impression of me. The last thing I needed was for them to mistake me for the Goddess Vessyra herself. Which didn't seem so far-fetched, seeing as how Sheila was head over heels for me.

Fortunately, Ceris was there before things got out of hand.

The longer I walked through these halls, the more I was getting a hang of its layout. There was a curvature to the hall and passages, confirming my theory that the castle was built in a cylindrical fashion along the interior trunk of a tree.

I reached a staircase where Belle was leaning against the wall staring out of a window. She didn't see me coming, so Luna hissed to get her attention.

"Thinking about running away?" I teased Belle.

"Oh, don't tempt me. I'll jump out this window right now!" Belle fired back in jest. "Even if I did, I wouldn't get far. We run out of magic here, there would be no way to replenish it. We'd become normal humans."

The inevitability of what happened if we stayed wasn't lost on me.

I followed Belle's gaze to a group of drunk beastfolk getting rowdy in the streets. They were violent with each other, striking out with claws and fangs. But it was ultimately just roughhousing between friends.

"I don't know about you, but I like being a witch. Losing the awesome ability to control the elements doesn't sound as fun," I said, willing a nearby sconce alight with a snap of a finger. A trick I had learned from Mira.

Belle propped her elbows on the window and leaned out. "Unlike you and Mira, I became a witch to give my parents a better future. Imagine how I feel learning that I'm actually robbing the future of others in trying to do so."

When I placed a hand over her shoulder, I find that she was trembling.

There were no words that I could offer. The rest of us were just as complicit whether we were aware or not. Witchcraft had committed a crime worse than the Crimson Wars, one that lasted throughout the centuries— hoarding magic for ourselves, and leaving dry the rest of the world.

Luna rubbed her head against Belle's face in an attempt to cheer her master up.

"You're not going to break down on me, are you? We need you to shove it in Edith's face," I said, trying to appeal to her better nature.

"I know, I know. I'm not giving up. That's not in my name. I'm going to shove a fireball in Edith's ass and become a Headmaster students can be proud of." Belle bear hugged me so hard she squeezed the wind out of my lungs. Even Luna coils around my shoulder for an embrace. "I have you to thank for knocking some sense into me."

"Witches stick together after all. And since you're still awake, I was hoping you can help me with something?"

Belle pulled away and gave me an incredulous stare. "Did I just fall for a trap?"

I convince Belle to accompany me down to the bottommost floor of the castle. We entered a vestibule— one end was a grand archway leading out of the castle, and the other to the base of the tree this place was built on.

We chose the direction leading us further into the vestibule, the hallway growing wider the deeper we went until the path opened up to an enormous, circular chamber. At the center was a tree— as large as the pillar towers in the Weeping Expanse— that had dug its roots into the ground. Countless columns and support beams were embedded along the trunk, some of it absorbed into the tree as it grew over the years.

A single elven guard patrolled the area, making circles around the great tree. I grabbed Belle's leash, but she slapped my hand away.

"You don't have to tell me, I know what you want. Consider this a freebie, okay?" Belle handed Luna to me and waltzed out into the open.

The elf stopped her, keeping a spear between them. They were too far for me to make out what was being said. A minute went by, and the elf put his spear down and followed Belle out of the chamber.

"Alright, Luna. You ready?" I whispered.

Luna hissed back in agreement.

The tree was surrounded by a shallow pool of water fed into it by a drain system. I put my hands against the trunk and sensed the same weak signature I felt earlier. It was alive. Barely. If the earth around it was rich with mana, it might have given birth to a forest nymph.

I wouldn't be able to he;[ birth one, but I could at least grant the tree some lifeforce. With a handful of magic crystals, I pressed my palm against the trunk and proceed to mend the wood over them. I also emptied the only vial of growth enhance serum into the water.

Like a resuscitated heart, the tree began to beat with life again as mana flowed through its roots and branches. A humming voice spoke to me, not with words— but a gentle, thankful groan.

"If you do give birth to a forest nymph, I have a cute dryad daughter who would like to meet you." I smiled.


Chapter 3 - Shambling Ancient

The next morning, Mira and I checked in on Belle who I couldn't find after she disappeared with the elf. We found out why when we enter her room. The scent of sweat and sex assailed our noses.

Belle awakened to a puddle of cum beneath her waist. The elf spooned her from behind like lovers after a passionate night.

"Ughh… I hope you're grateful. This damn elf found out about the leash and wouldn't leave me alone the whole night…" Belle mumbled, clutching her head.

"Rise and shine, Belle. We have a dragon to slay!" Mira kicked the elf off the bed and sent him scurrying out naked.

Facing a dragon that was potentially at the age of a great wyrm was no easy task. We each had five restoration potions, one potion of greater magic resistance, and three stamina draughts left after foolishly taking some during our journey across the unnatural storm.

We were a lot less prepared than I'd like to be, but we had no choice.

I wanted to see the priestesses one last time before setting off, but they were nowhere to be found within the castle. A guard told us that their presence was sought for outside. There appeared to be a lot fewer guards and attendants within the castle today. Our footsteps echoed down the halls without impediment.

We find out why as soon as we emerged outside.

Hundreds of people had gathered in the plaza just outside of the castle entrance. The high priestesses were kneeling in prayer, staring up at the tree that was their home.

Sheila leaped to her feet to greet us, tail wagging excitedly behind her. "You won't believe what happened! Vessyra— the Goddess Vessyra has blessed us!"

She pointed to the great tree upon which their castle was built on.

Much of the buildings were built along the trunk of the tree, as I expected. Pillars held up extensions of rooms and chambers extending from the tree. I could even see the balcony of the high priestesses' bedchamber.

But what Sheila pointed to was much higher. Among the sea of green leaves and dark brown branches were clusters of red balls— fruits. The tree was producing fruits. A harpy flew down, bringing a basket full of them.

Ceris took one from the basket. At first glance, it looked like an apple. But there were horizontal ribs along the fruit and appeared soft to the touch. She bit into it with a juicy crunch. Her eyes went wide in astonishment, a trail of pink liquid dripped from the corner of her mouth.

"Incredible," she whispered. "The bastil fruit… sweet, with a hint of sourness. The tree hasn't borne fruit in centuries. For it to do so now, so timely along the witches' arrival— it must be fate."

Ceris' gaze fell squarely on me in the same way Sheila looked at me last night. It sent shivers up my spine more than the idea of fighting a dragon.

Mira stepped between us, hands braced on her hips. "Yes, yes. A very beautiful tree. Gawking at it won't rid ourselves of the dragon. Shall we be on our way?"

The three priestesses kneel before us with their hands over their hearts.

They said in unison, "Go with the embrace of Vessyra."

"You've grown more docile." Mira taunted Gale by patting her head as she was kneeling.

"Guh… Go with the embrace of Vessyra…" Gale repeated, blushing from ear to ear.

We fly using our usual transportation method— clinging onto Rio's limbs. Behind the demihuman city was a mountain range. An expansive ridge served as a natural barrier that separated west and east Talmora.

"There must be a more appropriate way to travel…" Mira sighed. "Weren't you able to fly?"

"I can while using the Diligence stone, but it only works when I conjure my own winds— and I'm not about to waste my mana pool before a big fight," Belle explained.

In the distance, several kilometers northeast was the ridge where the unnatural weather phenomenon began. Talos flew low to watch for any signs of a dragon, but Mira's frown indicated that she was having a hard time finding any.

"A dragon, especially a large one, should leave behind a trace. But there is none to be found. Why?" Mira asked, directing it to herself more than to us.

She had a point. An ancient dragon needed to eat a lot, and consequently leave behind charred bones and remains. Some areas of this ridge, including the forest below would also show burn marks. Neither of which we had come across.

"Wait," Mira suddenly shouted. "I found a cave. A massive one with something inside it."

Rio brought us down to the ridge. The ground beneath us was harsh, one wrong step and we could be tumbling to our deaths. Along the side of the mountain, true to Mira's words, was an opening into a cave in which the entrance was as tall as a tree and monstrously wide.

Inside the cave was the gargantuan corpse of a great wyrm. We had to crane our necks to see the top of its head, and the rest of its body was much deeper inside. Almost a thousand years of rot had decayed it down to bones, portions of its body still had scales clinging to the skeletal frame, and the sinewy webbing of its wings was tattered with holes.

"The dragon does exist… but it's dead," Belle whispered in awe.

Was our coming here for naught?

Just as I thought that, a sparkle of light caught my attention.

Within its ribcage, suspended by a stone formation like a stalactite and stalagmite meeting in the middle, was a glowing crystal. I moved closer to inspect it until the ground beneath me trembled. A swarm of screeching bats flew out of the tunnel.

The skeletal dragon began to move.

"It's neither living nor dead— that's a dracolich! Everyone out, now!" Mira shouted.

The dracolich rose to its full height, scrapping the skeletal spine against the cavern ceiling. Decrepit scales shook loose from the body and crashed at our feet. It towered over us, larger— monstrously larger than anything I'd ever seen.

A very primal fear clawed at my soul, awestruck by its terrifying visage.

An undead dragon. A dracolich. A creature of nightmares.

Belle summoned a gust of wind and whisked us outside of the cave. The spell softened our landing, but our feet made purchase on decaying ground. The soil was blackening, and grass all around us withered and crumbled to dust.

"I wanted to fight a living dragon, not an undead one." Mira sighed.

"How are we supposed to kill something that's already dead?" I asked desperately.

"Like this." Mira buried her fingers into the dirt. Massive tree roots to emerged and wrapped around the dracolich, pulling it back into the cave it was trying to crawl out of.

At the same time, Belle conjured a blizzard around us much like the one we escaped from, but it didn't hurt us nor drain us of our magic. She took to the sky, raising her staff with Luna coiling around it to the sun.

"Athra'tis, keemi pracht vanis sleuth!" Belle's voice echoed across the mountain range. The elements heeded her call. The blizzard she conjured converges at the tip of her staff. She aimed at the mouth of the cavern. "Vas o'rea!"

The icy sphere fired into the cave, exploding and filling the interior with a frozen sea of spikes. We were blasted with a cold front blowing away the decaying grass until only dirt remained under my feet.

Our victory seemed assured as the ridge fell silent—

Until the barrier of ice began to crack and splinter. A boney claw punched through it, followed by the skeletal head of the dracolich. The jaws opened, letting loose a horrifying roar like a thousand nails against a chalkboard, shattering the icy impediment.

Freed from its prison, the dracolich flew into the sky, shrouding the entire ridge in its shadow. It circled above us but didn't leave the area.

Now, the real battle has begun.

"Mira, Belle!" I shouted to get their attention over the creature's screeching. "When we were inside, I saw something in its core. Like a glowing crystal as it came to life."

The two of them squinted to get a better look, but from down here all we saw was its underbelly of tarnished scales.

A firestorm of purple meteors rained down upon us. With Luna's help, Belle raised a barrier of ice to shield us from the attack. Mira further reinforced the wall with her magic.

We were sitting ducks. This battle of attrition wouldn't end in our favor. The longer we stayed on the defensive, the more we spent magic protecting ourselves. And once we were finally exhausted, we would have nothing to fight it with.

"We need to ground it. I'm going up!" I shouted before grabbing onto Rio's leg to fly towards the dracolich.

Mira called to me, but her words were drowned out by the explosions. Rio took me above the dracolich, and I saw clearly the human-sized magic crystal within its ribcage.

"Igni vas o'rea!" I dropped a fireball onto its back, but the spell didn't so much as breach the skeletal frame, let alone hurt it.

Belle flew up next to me with a storm brewing at her feet. "Dracoliches retain all resistances and magic strength from when they were alive. Nothing short of advanced magic is going to hurt it."

Gargantuan roots rose from below, entangling the creature's body. Mira was trying to bring it down, but its strength was too much for her magic.

"Give me a lift, Belle." As soon as I leaped into her arms, I ordered Rio to attack as well. "Go for the wings, we need this thing as close to the ground as possible."

"Mrau!" Rio slammed into the dragon and sunk his teeth into the joint between the shoulder blade and the wing.

Unable to keep steady in flight, the dracolich plummeted to the earth where Mira bound it with more roots.

"With me!" Belle shouted.

The two of us combined our magic, incanting taboo power words that blistered and burned beneath our skin. My living robes kept me unscathed for the most part, but Belle's skin began to steam.

"Egora mes, aqua vanis slueth o'rea," we whispered together.

Luna opened her mouth, and from it, frigid water fired out like a geyser and froze over. An icy shard as large as the dragon itself formed in front of us. Fire and lightning swirled within.

Belle reached out to pat the icicle, sending it crashing down and impaling the dracolich below. We landed to find Mira blowing away the dust and debris with a flick of her wrist. The creature laid still, anchored to the earth by our shard of ice.

"I see the core now, but it looks like you just barely missed it." Mira chided as she approached the dead dragon. She weaved roots into the skeletal frame. "Don't worry, I'll finish it off for you."

"Oh, please. We were only an inch or two off." Belle rolled her eyes.

Mira glanced over her shoulder and sneered. "Not working hard enough, are we—"

Belle and I noticed too late, and Mira couldn't have seen it coming. The dracolich snapped its jaws on her. Just as we thought the claymore-sized teeth would sink into her body, Mira compelled the roots to entangle its skull, keeping the lower and upper jaw from clamping down.

"Mira, get away from it!" I rushed over to help, but a barrage of purple fireballs launch towards me. A barrier of ice erected from the ground to block the spells.

Inside the dracolich's open jaw, something ignited. It unleashed a breath of fire that consumed Mira before she even reacted— fire so strong that it licked at the barrier in front of me. When the flames subsided, a charred shadow without a shred of fabric on her staggered back and collapsed, a smoking mess.

My heart dropped. Despair gripped my mind. The sight of Mira lying motionless like a piece of charcoal filled me with blinding rage. A surge of energy welled up within me. Black tendrils seeped out of my body like those similar to Eudora.

A pair of sharp talons landed on my shoulder, reeling me back from the edge of wrath.

"I'm still alive, but barely." Mira's voice came through from Talos' open beak.

Without needing me to say so, Rio swooped in to fetch Mira's charred body from the dracolich. He dropped it down between me and Belle.

"I don't smell as good as I thought when I'm burnt to a crisp," Mira said through Talos.

Belle pinched her nose and grumbled. "You're in an uncharacteristically joking mood for a roasted witch."

I bent down to administer a restoration potion into Mira's mouth. Her body began to rejuvenate, but it wasn't as fast as I'd like. Pouring more wouldn't speed up the process, her body had to mend itself. It must be the lack of magic across the lands that was slowing the healing.

Talos flew onto my hat and said, "I'm not out of commission quite yet. I can still assist you through Talos, but don't count on my body."

"We're running low on magic. Nothing we throw at it is working. What can we do?" I asked.

The dracolich was still stuck, thrashing on the ground with the ice shard impaled through it. It wouldn't be long before it freed itself, and we would be back to square one.

"It's you," Mira said, flying in front of me. "I can sense the prideful soul stirring within you now that I'm inhabiting my familiar."

I instinctively clutched my chest. I hadn't given the soul stone of pride much thought since I swallowed it. There hadn't been a desperate need since I fought the adult red dragon. However, I did feel its power swelling when I thought Mira had died

I resolved to swallow it that time, so I had to take responsibility for this power.

"How do I use it to defeat the dracolich?" I asked them.

"The souls are all necromantic in origins— pride more so than the others. Black magic is our best shot at getting through the dracolich's resistances to destroy it." Belle said, falling into thought.

Mira nodded her little raven head in agreement.

I was still terrified, but my conviction remained strong. With the soul of pride, I could do this.

"Hold the dracolich down for as long as you can!" I shouted, racing past the barrier.

The creature slammed its claws into the ground, digging trenches into the earth as it tried to wrench itself free. Limp tree roots sprung to life again, coiling around the body. Ice formed on the arms and legs, weighing it down from escaping.

When I reached into my well of magic, a dark and unnatural presence pulsed alongside my heart. A surge of power frothed violently to the surface, manifesting and blending into my magic signature.

The robe I was just wearing had completely changed, much darker and savage than it appeared before. It flared back, giving the impression of black wings. The neckline and hem, an amorphous haze like vapor oozed with necromantic magic.

This couldn't be from just the soul stone of pride. Was something else granting me this magic?

Extending my hand toward the dracolich revealed a wispy tether that connected to the core. It wasn't the only chain. I saw many more that led off further into Talmora. I looped a finger around the one connecting to the dracolich and tugged until it snapped.

Suddenly, the dracolich lurched and crashed forward.

The magic core inside went inert. I detected not a single trace of magic within it.

"Ellori… what did you do?" Belle asked, keeping her distance from me.

"I'm not sure," I answered honestly.

A gust of wind battered me from behind, nearly knocking my hat off. My new regalia vanished and returned to the usual Academy-issued robes.

Belle pointed behind me where the unnatural storm previously had been was now gone.


Chapter 4 - High Priestess

Our trip back to Vessyra was made in silent reflection and theorizing what exactly I invoked. It was nothing like the first time I used the prideful soul— No. It was pride, but another power seemed to have manifested.

It felt both divine and demonic.

When we returned to the city, the inhabitants welcomed us with open arms. They received us with drinks in their hands, many were already sloshed and others danced in the street. There were some brave enough to have sex in the open, to the excitement of onlookers.

The high priestesses rushed out of the castle to meet us.

"We felt a strong wind blow this way. Were you successful?" Sheila asked, her tail wagging in anticipation.

"We were." I nodded. "The barrier between Vessyra and Talmora has been dispelled."

Ceris grabbed my hand. "Then as promised, we will assist you. Vessyra blesses us on this day. Surely, you have time to stay and celebrate this victory before leaving?"

Mira, who had come to consciousness on the way back and wore only a cloak after losing her robe, agreed to a well-deserved celebration. With the unnatural blizzard dispelled, we would be able to take the teleportation circle back to the witch's tower and fly back to Lotherain in no time anyway.

"There is one thing we neglected to tell you when you completed Vessyra's trial." Gale opened a lockbox in her hands, revealing three gold necklaces with the statuette of the Goddess hanging from it.

The priestesses each picked one up to put around our necks.

Mira inspected the necklace, unimpressed by its design. "I noticed you three are the only ones who wear this. What is the significance of it?"

Sheila, Gale, and Ceris stepped back, bowing their heads and putting their hands together in prayer.

"Passing Vessyra's trial also makes you eligible to become high priestesses, should you so choose. Nothing in our laws states there can only be three." Ceris smiled.

Mira, Belle, and I were flat-out stunned.

The celebrations were held all across the city. It wasn't a victory just for us, but also for the demihumans seeking to save their dying lands. The battle had only just begun, and I was sure they knew that.

With Eudora searching for a way to destroy all the towers, a greater battle yet lie ahead in the form of one Edith Percouli. Our efforts would mean nothing if we couldn't defeat her. She no doubt had the means to raise the towers again using old magic.

Worse, as a member of the Council of Kings, she would undoubtedly sink this continent into a war greater than the last. Mira believed the newfound power within me was the key, but I wasn't so sure. The soul stone of pride, Flora's boon… whatever it was that dwelt within my soul wasn't something I could depend on reliably.

"Is something troubling you, Ellori? Perhaps our cuisine is not to your liking?" Ceris ushered the children clinging to her dress away, seeing them off with motherly affection. She sat next to me on a table laden with food and drinks I hadn't touched. My own plate had grown cold, and the wine hadn't seen so much of a sip.

"No! I'm flattered that you would throw a feast for us, especially in a time where you see so little harvests." I started digging into the stew and recognized the distinct flavor of the bastil fruit blended into it.

She placed a hand over mine. "You need not force yourself in front of me."

On hearing that, I felt inclined to eat more. I was mesmerized by the glimmer in her eyes, the way the moonlight bounced off her fair skin. She was every bit as beautiful as books described the elven race. The exoticism of their physical features— the pointed ears, high cheekbones, and unusual lullaby-like voice.

Seeing one in person, I could imagine why humanity likened them to the image of gods.

"Is there something on my face?" she asked, cocking her head to one side.

I shook my head, flustered that I was caught staring. "S-Sorry! I didn't mean to stare. I was just—"

"Entranced by my appearance?" Ceris giggled into hand.

My face went hot from embarrassment.

"Walk with me. I know an abandoned home with the perfect view of the moon." She extended a hand which I gladly took.

Ceris led me further away from the main festivities that they became a dull murmur in the distance. There were fewer residents here, mostly older demihumans who preferred to live out the rest of their days in peace. Trees were spaced further apart, but homes were built farther up the trunks where the branches began.

We climbed the spiral stairs along one wizened tree. Not a single leaf in sight, every gnarled branch was missing the most vital piece to absorb sunlight in order to grow. It was very likely this tree had long since died.

A small cabin awaited us at the top, right below where the trunk split into hundreds of smaller, jagged branches. Inside, a single carpet enough to cover the entire floor was laid out along with a pile of linen sheets. There was no roof, and the windows were curtainless. The pristine view of the moon and stars shown above us. Ceris stifled the light in her lantern, yet it did little to darken the surroundings.

The cabin was plenty illuminated.

Ceris smoothed out the sheets and beckoned me to sit next to her.

"I understand witches of the modern era serve kingdoms, guiding human civilization to greater heights. I think it is a wonderful thing to use your magic for good. Perhaps one day, Vessyra will have a witch of its own."

"It might be closer than you think, but there's still so much to do." When I sat next to her, she scooted closer to me. "Sending your people into war is the last thing I want to do. I wish there was a peaceful resolution, but we're way past that now."

"If it should ever come to that, I can fight. Believe it or not, my family belonged to an ancient order of witch hunters," she stated proudly.

"You— really?"

Ceris' eyes remained fixed on the sky. "There is a story passed down in my family, it tells of an ancestor who allied himself with humans to slay a green dragon— oh, my apologies, this must bore you…"

"Not at all. Please, keep going!" I urged.

"His companions nicknamed him 'Daggers,' after his pointed ears. He was skilled in all sorts of weapons— swords, bows, even a slingshot to ambush unsuspecting beasts with. In that party was a human woman, Rachel Lorcaster, whom he fell in love with. Her family shunned them both, for they were nobility and could not be seen with a half-human child. So, they schemed to have him killed one night in an ambush, dressed to be seen as bandits. While he perished, his wife and child survived. Do you know of the elf I speak of?" Ceris finally asked after telling me of her ancestor's tale.

There were plenty of stories in the past that ended just as tragically. Co-mingling with other races was bound to lead to romance. Those prejudices had carried strong over the centuries. Such relationships were frowned upon by humans.

"What was his name?" I asked.

Ceris took a deep breath and said, "I am not surprised that you do not know. It is a well-kept secret, and you are the first outsider I have told this story to. My ancestor's name was Adellis Verner."

The words were caught in my throat.

Verner.

As in, King Marcus Verner. First King of Parthun?

"I see the name is familiar to you. By the look of your somber eyes, there is no good news to be heard," she said, anticipating the worst.

"I served a king who carried the same last name. So your full name is Ceris Verner?"

"It is," she confirmed.

I pulled out King Marcus' ring, the one that gave whoever wore it a vision into the past. The magic enchantment had since gone inert, without recharging it with magic from a magic crystal it was nothing more than an heirloom.

When I presented it to Ceris, her eyes went wide with recognition. "This— this ring! Adellis gave this ring to Rachel as a symbol of their love. I never thought I would see it in person."

I helped her slip on the ring, which fit perfectly on her ring finger. "In that case, I'm glad that it's back to its rightful owner."

"My lady Ellori. It is as though you are proposing to me." Ceris closed her fingers around my hand, and reached up with the other to stroke my cheek. "It isn't fair that Sheila took pleasure in your body. Would you show me the same love under Vessyra's gaze?"

Ceris disrobed, letting the beams of moonlight reflect off her fair skin. I was getting an erection just staring at her body.

"I had a feeling you had ulterior motives…" I failed to realize I had backed myself into a corner. "You aren't any different from Sheila after all."

"As fellow priestesses, it is normal for us to lay with one another," she said, wrapping her lithe arms around my neck and nibbling on my ear.

"Nngh! I'm not… I didn't agree to be a priestess yet…"

"Maybe I can convince you. I am quite confident in the act of lovemaking." Ceris pushed me down and climbed onto my waist. She grinded her wet slit against the length of my cock, humping it as it's pressed between my stomach and her pink opening.

The voluptuous elven body was accentuated by the shadows along her curves. Laying my hands on the soft skin of her hips enticed me to explore more of her.

Biologically speaking, an elf wasn't too much different from a human. Sheila didn't feel too different, but being able to toy with her feline ears and tail, controlling her pleasure that was unfamiliar to humans turned out to be addicting. If it was the same with an elf's ears, I could put her at a disadvantage.

"I know that look. Belle gave me the same look when she thought she could tease me by playing with my ears. You humans are so naive to think elves are weak to such things." Ceris leaned down to nibble on my earlobe, causing me to arch my back in response to the ripples of pleasure.

While I was still shaking off the sensation, a new feeling that was much hotter and wetter rubbed against me below. Ceris lowered herself slowly, savoring every centimeter that slid into her.

"Wait— Ceris, ahh! You're too tight…" I was losing my mind before we even got to the actual fucking.

Ceris brushed her lips teasingly against mine, but never close enough for a full kiss.

"You could be feeling this every night. We can make love, drown ourselves in lust day in and day out. Sheila and Gale will be there, too. All three of us, ready to receive your love."

The walls of her pussy clenched so tight that I thought she had put it in the other hole, but the incredible lubricated sensation said otherwise. She began to bounce on top of me, and as she did, her breasts bounced with her.

"Ahhh! Finally… I can feel it— nnnghh… I can feel what Sheila felt! The tender love and sweltering lust of Vessyra— aaahhh!" Ceris made to stifle her voice.

The elf I thought was demure and reserved, turned out to be a horny woman made zealous by her religious belief. Right now, she was acting out her fantasies of having sex with someone she saw sharing the likeness of her Goddess.

My sense of reasoning gradually chipped away with each thrust. The more I pumped into her, the louder her moans became and the better I was feeling. With the canvas of the full moon and stars behind her, she writhed on top of me as though dancing to an audience— of which I was the sole spectator.

Ceris pulled me to a sitting position, her arms wrapped around me like vines, squeezing my body so much that our breasts were squished together from the tight embrace. She stroked my cheek with the back of her hand, our faces lingered so close that our lips were only an inch apart.

I couldn't control myself any longer and initiated the kiss. Strands of her blonde hair came between us, but didn't stop my tongue from invading her mouth. I was being sucked on both ends of my body— my tongue and dick were buried deep and the pleasure showed no sign of subsiding.

A warm, tickling shiver left me lightheaded as a different kind of pressure built at my crotch. It only happened recently since I had sex with Mira and Sheila in Vessyra, like a dam was beginning to break.

Ceris' movements became frenzied, her thrusts were accompanied by gyrating hips and humping our chests together. My tongue was pushed back into my mouth as she found the strength to seize the initiative.

"I can feel it," she whimpered, catching her breath between kisses. "You're cumming soon… pour your love inside me, Ellori! Aahhhh!"

Then, as though Ceris was being electrocuted, her entire body shuddered violently in my arms. The trembling coupled with her convulsing pussy around my dick was the final push that shattered the dam.

This time for sure, I felt it. As my throbbing member burst, a gushing sensation erupted from within me. Ceris shoved her tongue down my throat, moaning into my mouth. Our drool dribbled down to the juices pooling beneath us.

Ceris succumbed to the pleasure and fell backwards, gasping for air. When I pulled out of her, white liquid leaked from her pussy.

"Is that… but I…?" Stunned by the impossible sight of what can only be semen coming out of her, I quickly recomposed myself and gathered a sample with an empty vial from my satchel.

"You witches are truly odd people," Ceris said as she watched.

"You have no idea."

We got dressed and spent the rest of the evening talking about Parthun. Not about the war or racism against demihumans, but about the food and culture instead. Ceris was dewy-eyed from listening to it all.

"I think I would like to go to Parthun," Ceris declared.

"Diplomatic means or no, demihumans aren't well-received there. It would be dangerous for you as a high priestess," I warned.

Ceris walked over to the window and shut her eyes as a breeze blew in. It was getting chillier the longer we stayed out.

"Your fellow humans are not so open-minded as witches. What they need is love from Goddess Vessyra, which I and my disciples can provide. Perhaps then they will not see us as a threat," Ceris said, leaving the window to return to my side.

I hadn't considered that. Once the armies of Vessyra arrive in Parthun, the other kingdoms of Talmora would see them as invaders. Edith and the Council of Kings would use that as the impetus to convince neutral kingdoms to their side.

But Vessyra wasn't a foreign god to the human race. We just didn't worship her as ardently as these demihumans did. Bridging alliances on shared gods might actually prove effective.

What we needed to do was slowly wean off Edith's potential allies, and have them join us.

...with the prospects of sex from the demihuman race?

This sounded so outrageous, it might actually work.


Chapter 5 - Homecoming

The next morning, Ceris and I brought the proposal up to our colleagues. It was met with a cautiously optimistic reception.

"I suppose screwing your way to victory isn't an unfamiliar concept," Mira remarked, intrigued by the plan.

Belle agreed. "If the gods are out there, you won't see me complaining about divine help."

The rest of us expected Ceris' fellow priestesses to be against the idea, but—

"No fair! I want to go with the witches, too!" Sheila protested.

Gale chewed on her thumbnail, muttering to herself. "A lush, new land rife with miserable humans to bend to Goddess Vessyra's love and will…"

"You two must stay," Ceris said, pulling them into an embrace. "There will be a time when you can follow after me. But for now, our people here need guidance. Gale, sound the alarm to our oathsworn and bannerlords. Sheila, prepare as many of-age priestesses as possible."

We headed to the chamber in which the teleportation circle back to the witch's tower resides. Our footsteps echoed louder than when we were last here. Beside the circle we arrived upon, there was another one next to it. There were already magic crystals on it, but the entire circle was currently inert and unpowered.

Mira tapped her foot on the second teleportation circle to get our attention. "This one will lead to Lotherain as soon as I set up the circle there. It took an entire night even with Belle's help; the witches of old were no simpletons to have created so many in the past."

"Does this mean we may travel to and fro as we wish?" Sheila asked, brightening up.

"No!" Belle lifted a finger in Sheila's face to keep her from stepping on it. "It must be used sparingly. The circle is too small to transport an army, they must yet travel on foot. Use the circle only for something important."

"Okay…" Sheila's feline ears drooped.

"Come, sisters. Bid me farewell." Ceris drew the other two in for a passionate three-way kiss.

Their tongues rolled out, licking lips and slipping into one another's mouths in turn. They lavished each other with deep kisses meant for lovers, not just colleagues or friends. Belle turned away, embarrassed, but Mira whistled at the sight. I swallow hard thinking that if I became a high priestess, they would be including me in that.

Once all three had their fill, Ceris held each of them in her arms, savoring in the warmth of the embrace. Then she took to our side, standing beside us on the active teleportation circle.

"When next we see each other, it shall be on lands as fertile as Vessyra's womb." Ceris bowed to them.

The other two bowed as well and offered their blessings, "Go with the embrace of Vessyra."

Etched runes beneath our feet brightened. We were sucked into the spell and came out on the other side, in a tower that was still chilly from the recently dispelled blizzard. Belle rushed to a broken window and returned to us confirming our suspicions.

"The unnatural storm is gone," Belle said in a voice full of relief. "There's still snow outside, and I want to be next to a hearth, but at least our magic isn't being sucked out of us."

Our flight back to Lotherain was made in haste. There was no telling what could have happened during our stay in Vessyra. Eudora and the other witches were strong, but they weren't empire-strong.

Mira and I clung onto Rio while Belle flew through the air carrying Ceris on her back. A storm cloud underneath her feet kept her afloat. It was a technique I wanted to learn, but to fine-tune ventus and aqua to enable flight wasn't something just anyone could achieve, especially without her… quirk.

As we got closer to the Lotherain by midday, I dread the thought of having to face the two knights of the Order again.

Abstinence.

The female knight who was the interim leader in place of Discipline. Last time we did battle, Abstinence was able to create projections of herself to attack. She wasn't the only one to worry about either. Glory proved impeccably powerful, so much so that Mira and I had trouble facing him.

However, as we crested over the hill to the city, there were no knights and witches doing battle, no armies camped out in preparation for a siege. In the time that we were gone, the Order of Piety should have had ample amount of time to march here. But they hadn't. Not a single Piety knight or Juna soldier in sight.

Landing in the city square, the first person I saw was Alira, busy directing her fellow witches and demihumans to rebuild the destruction left behind from the siege. From the look of it, they had done a lot in a short period of time.

"Alira!" I shouted, sprinting towards her.

"You're back!" she shouted in return, throwing her arms around me. "Thank goodness. We've been without leadership while you were away. Eudora's cooped up in the tower. She won't tell us anything."

"Did she say why?" I asked.

Alira shook her head and gazed at the tower that was now on the northern end of the city, just beyond the wall. She suddenly pulled away, seeing the guest that we had brought with us.

"Is that an elf? A real elf?! Wow! They're prettier than the books described." Alira buzzed around Ceris like a fly to a fruit. Alira wasn't the only one. Our guest attracted the attention of a crowd of demihumans and humans alike who had never seen an elf until now.

Either that or they were gawking at her essentially naked body because her outfit was so revealing.

Ceris didn't appear bothered by the attention, likely accustomed to it being a high priestess in Vessyra.

I grabbed Ceris' hand and pulled her towards Rio. "We're going to meet up with Eudora to get caught up. I'll tell you everything later, Alira."

"Aw, alright."

"In the meantime, assist me in setting up the teleportation circle." Mira hooked an arm around Alira and Belle's elbows, dragging them towards the king's estate.

Ceris and I headed to the tower, teleporting onto the empty gazebo. Before I took even another step, thick roots wrapped around my ankles, tripping me to the ground.

"What the?!" I pushed myself up to find an adult dryad clinging to my back. She gazed at me with beautiful emerald eyes, grinning from ear to ear.

"Welcome home, Mama!" the dryad exclaimed.

"Flora…? No— Cammy? You're so grown up!" I reeled her into my arms, and her familiar thick vines entangled around my body.

"It felt like you were gone forever. I wanted to go find you, but Eudora wouldn't let me out," she said.

Her manner of speech had also matured. Equating her physical form to human age, it was as though she had grown to her late twenties. Time did slow down significantly. Several days outside must be months in here. However, that shouldn't cause people dwelling within forged worlds to age any faster inside. Dryads aged much slower than humans. Could she have gotten her tendrils on a growth enhance serum?

"There, there. I'm back now." I stroked her head affectionately.

Cammy shared a startling resemblance to Flora, albeit there were differences when it came down to the finer details. The flowers growing in her hair were in full bloom, branching veins could be seen beneath the skin, and instead of leaves her chest and crotch were covered in bark-like coating.

"This is… a dryad? She calls you mother?" Ceris asked, extending a hand to help us up.

At full height, Cammy was a head taller than me.

"It's a long story," I answered, scratching my nose in embarrassment.

"Good that you are successful," Eudora announced on her way out of the mansion. "At least, I should hope?"

Ceris tilted her head to one side, rightly confused at the sight of a child speaking to her.

I stepped in to clear up the misunderstanding. "This is Eudora Faust. She's much older than this, and extenuating circumstances have led her to… taking the appearance of a young body."

Ceris placed a hand over her chest and bows. "I am one of three High Priestesses of Vessyra. We have heard your call and accepted your proposal. Is it true that you can breathe life back into our lands with magic?"

"It is, but it will not be easy. Where are Parabelle and Miracella?" Eudora asked me.

"Working on a teleportation circle to connect Lotherain to Vessyra," I said.

Eudora took a few steps back and stretched out her arms. Tendrils of magic dropped from her fingers, like strings to a marionette. They fell to the ground, weaving a map of Parthun and the Weeping Expanse. Towers containing forged worlds rose from the earth, hundreds dotting the landscape.

It was the same interconnected web of mana lines she showed us before we left for Vessyra.

"Look carefully. See where they converge," Eudora said, continuing to weave magic into the map.

Deeper south into the Weeping Expanse lie a major convergence point that wasn't there before, on a tower that was significantly larger than the rest. From that tower, a single connection led east, then northeast, then north outside of Eudora's seeable map.

"The mana lines are all leading to one tower, which then redirects that energy north. What do you suppose lies north?" Eudora asked.

Between Grathir and High Saquin, the line leads to none other than the Council of Kings' seat of power— "Thanreas, the Eternal City," I replied promptly.

"What does it mean?" Ceris searched us for answers.

Eudora crossed her arms, brows furrowed in frustration.

"I was wondering why Glory and Abstinence haven't laid siege to us. They have the perfect pincer attack sieging from the south with Juna from the north. Our coming to Lotherain was a miscalculation. The Order of Piety wanted control of the forest all along, because they now protect that grand tower. Whatever Edith is plotting, there lies the answer."


Chapter 6 - Ellori, the Futanari Witch of Parthun

Eileen didn't see me coming into the great hollow. She was too immersed in concocting something over the alchemy cauldron, working with the honed focus of an artisan craftsman. Occasionally, she nodded, shook her head, and gasped as an idea came to her, then jotted into a journal on the side.

I snuck up from behind without alerting her. There were more shelves than I last remembered, each layer occupied with potions and elixirs. The journal page she was writing into was filled from end to end with measurements and crossed out equations, a testament to her hard work.

"You've been busy," I said over her shoulder.

"Uwah! Mistress?!" Eileen tripped over her skirt, but I grabbed her before she tumbled into the cauldron. She gave me a big hug, and I reciprocated the warm welcome. "Wow. It feels like ages since I've seen you."

Unlike Cammy, Eileen didn't look a day older than I last remembered. As long as forged worlds were fueled by magic, people inside wouldn't age faster than those outside despite the stretch in time. Witches of old use this method to achieve a pseudo-longer lifespan. It wasn't something that could be done as easily in the modern era since it required vast amounts of magic for each living soul inside.

"There's someone I'd like you to meet. This is Ceris." I stepped aside to introduce the elven priestess.

Eileen was awe-struck. The words were caught in her throat, and she had to shake the jitters to find her voice. "M-My name is Eileen. It's a pleasure to meet you, Ceris!"

"Likewise, Eileen." Ceris took both her hands. The warm smile and touch was all it took to seduce a human.

"Did you make all of these on your own?" I asked, inspecting the many vials and beakers on the shelves.

There were some I didn't recognize. Some looked as thick as cement and others were like clouds in a bottle. Among them were restoration potions, stamina droughts, and even an elixir of gigantism which I was pretty sure I only mentioned in passing to Eileen. Yet here it was, perfectly brewed.

At least I hoped.

This means Zeke and I can— Wait… why is my first thought to drink it and have sex with a dragon again… Have I fallen so far?

"Many of them I just go by the book. Others I've experimented on and wrote it down for future use. I made sure to brew extra of the ones you use most often," Eileen said proudly.

"I couldn't ask for a better apprentice. At this rate, you could make a living being an alchemist rather than just a witch." I patted her on the head, and she relished in my praise.

It warmed my heart to see the once timid girl scraping by in a tavern, now finding an interest that stoked her youthful fervor.

I took another look around my home expecting to see a horny goblin, but he wasn't here. "By the way, where's Gurk?"

"He helps out at the farming plots. Should be back any moment—" Eileen was interrupted by the sound of the door opening.

"Mistress is back!" Gurk dropped the armful of carrots and raced up to me. He jumped up, throwing his arms around my neck and surprised me with a deep, tongue-whipping kiss. I heard Ceris and Eileen gasp in embarrassment, but I was too absorbed in the moment to care. The taste of my goblin lover, his sharp teeth scraping against my tongue, I had missed it.

When he finally pulled away, I was already wet as a whistle and eager to have him fuck me. Unfortunately, I don't think he would appreciate the new addition to my body.

"My, Ellori. It seems you are well-loved here. Almost as though you are a high priestess of this place." Ceris knelt down to meet Gurk at eye-level. He was just as stunned by her beauty as the others.

"I'm sorry I can't offer you the same hospitality you showed me, Ceris. It isn't as lavish as your palace, but please make yourself at home. If you need anything, let Gurk and Eileen know."

Our little town of Ellowyn was a demihuman residence anyway. She shouldn't feel too much out of place.

"Nonsense, this accommodation is more than enough. I shall begin preaching the love of Vessyra to your people. Perhaps beginning with this one?" Ceris asked, kneeling down to stroke Gurk's cheek. He swallowed hard and looked at me as though seeking permission.

"Yes. You may." I sighed.

"E-Even if Gurk has sex with other females, Mistress will always be mate!" Gurk exclaimed, causing me to blush.

While Gurk was helping Eileen fix up a late lunch, I spent this time filling my satchel and alchemy belts with potions. There was no telling what we would encounter in the megatower. Forged worlds fed with enough magic could create whole universes, rife with never before seen creatures.

Before that, we had to deal with Abstinence and Glory, a whole army of Piety knights who were guarding it.

It wouldn't be an easy battle, but one that must be waged.

I also pocketed the potion of gigantism. There may be a need for brute strength rather than magic. We had to prepare for everything.

My mind was set at ease when I gaze into the room. Ceris fitted in just fine, chatting with Cammy, Eileen, and even Rio. As a high priestess who engaged in social interactions on a daily basis, she had a knack for charming people with gentle speech alone. She already put others at a disadvantage by being practically naked.

As drowsiness began to take hold of me, glancing up at the shelves of potions and thinking about drinking a stamina drought, an idea came to mind. I asked Eileen upstairs to speak to her alone while the others were eating.

"You've been dabbling in alchemy a lot. I was wondering… if you can create something to cure me of an ailment?" I asked, my eyes shifting unsteadily over the railings to make sure no one is listening to us.

Eileen beamed with an eagerness to please. "I'll research it! What do you need?"

I put a finger up to my lips, urging her to keep quiet. Swallowing the rest of my pride, I lifted my robes up to reveal the currently limp penis.

"This…"

Her eyes cast down below my waist. She blinked a few times, unsure of what she was seeing until realization hit like a fireblast. "Whaaaaa—"

"Shhh!"

Eileen shut her mouth and apologized.

"Did you always have that?" she asked.

"Of course not! It happened when I drank Miuna's secretions from dissolving a tennoraphallus. It's been over a week and hasn't disappeared, I'm beginning to think it's permanent," I explained.

"I could look into it…" Eileen continued to stare at it with a hint of repulsion. "But if the effects aren't wearing off like they should, you might be out of luck."

I spent the next hour before I left walking with Cammy through our prospering village. Just like herself, the landscape around us had also grown. Homes and dwellings were much larger, demihumans were cohabitating just like in Vessyra, and each residence had a smaller farming plot to contribute to the community.

Orcs, kobolds, and humans alike bowed as we passed by. I quickly learned that it wasn't to me, but to Cammy they were offering their reverence to.

We passed the cistern that was still running despite being displaced. However, that would soon stop once the crystals run out of magic. Translocating the village into the forged world was supposed to be a temporary solution. We couldn't just dump them outside of Lotherain and expect the humans to just get along with them.

The green scenery was gradually being replaced with a tint of orange and red as the autumn season approached. Even here, nature was still bound to the laws of time outside. Orc and kobold children frolicked about, jumping on raked piles of leaves and making trouble for their human mothers.

It would be nice for them to grow up without having to worry about war. Then there was my adopted dryad child, who had already matured despite how much I wished she didn't have to face this turbulent era.

"I'm sure you have a lot of questions about my sudden growth spurt, Mama. I can hear it in your heart," Cammy said as we walk along the beaten paths of the village.

"Seeing as you were half my size when I left, surprise doesn't even begin to describe what I'm feeling. How did you grow so much?" I asked.

"I'm not too sure myself. At first I thought the number of my worshippers increased, but that isn't so. Eudora believes it has to do with being inside the forged world, that my guardian tree is absorbing more magic than it normally would," she said.

On top of having worshippers, the growth of a dryad was dependent on the magic in the soil. Come to think of it, I never asked Eudora what exactly was powering this forged world. Did she have soul stones at the top of the tower, too?

"Mama?" Cammy stopped in place before me and grabbed my head. "Did you know you have become fertile again?"

"...Eh?"

My brain drew a blank.

Cammy let go of my face and knelt down, putting a hand on my stomach.

"Flora's boon still resides strongly in you, and since I am a seed born of her, we are connected. I can feel the fertility within you. However, it isn't in your womb— it's your… other part," Cammy explained, putting a hand to her chin and falling into thought.

My mouth flopped open like a fish out of water.

"Are you… telling me that my ejaculate is… fertile?" I asked

She nodded to confirm my suspicions. "Yes, likely since a few days ago."


Chapter 7 - The Tower That Pierces the Heavens

Mira and Belle stopped working on the teleportation circle at Eudora's behest. It would have to be something they continued on after we returned.

If we returned.

As we prepared to leave from the southern end of Lotherain, a dragon came charging in to see me off. Zeke's platinum scales shone with the brilliance of diamonds from the sun's rays. Not something I would have noticed when we were in the forged world or under the thick canopy of the Weeping Expanse.

He nuzzled his large head against my chest. On his back, just where the shoulder blades were, the scales had begun to split to reveal protruding bones. Zeke's wings were finally growing in.

"I know the dragon who guards the tower you're going to," Zeke said, drawing the attention of Mira and Belle who were double checking their equipment. "He's an azure dragon, but no one's seen him in months. Be careful, everyone."

Belle elbowed Mira on the arm. "Look, a chance to slay a living dragon. Don't get toasted this time."

"Would it be too much to have Ellori tap into that mysterious magic again?" Mira asked.

Cammy helped me identify several magic signatures within my body. Normally, living things that exuded magic should exert a single one, yet several resided in my body— Flora's boon, the soul stone of pride, my own, and an unidentified source. It could be that the mix of these signatures amalgamated into what we saw that day fighting the dracolich.

There was no way to be sure without using divination magic, but we lacked the reagents to conduct the ritual.

"I don't know if we can trust whatever is dwelling inside me, but we should only depend on it as a last resort," I answered.

The three of us began our flight to the Weeping Expanse. Along the way, we surveyed the destruction left behind by Juna and the Order's invasion into Parthun. Hundreds of caravans of traveling families headed north towards Lotherain, seeking help from a king who was no longer alive.

Flying over the abandoned ruins of villages and seeing the remnants of villagers weeping over their losses cut into my heart.

We came across a large tract of farming fields scorched black. Along the road, a single wagon rested unmoving, tilted on its left. A family of four stood around it, with an older gentleman shaking his head at a wheel stuck in the ditch.

I wanted to go down and help, but how much time could we afford?

"Alright, Rio. Bring us down," Mira suddenly said, poking my familiar's belly.

Before I could ask what was going on, Rio flew us down to the family.

Two children, no older than ten, hid behind their mother as we landed. The man who was inspecting his broken wheel, grabbed a hammer from inside the wagon and brandished it at us.

"Stay back!" he shouted, fists clenched so tight his knuckles turned white.

I gave my staff to Mira and put my hands up to show I mean no harm. "You should know me! Ellori Farrowghast— I served King Marcus and Parthun."

The man didn't loosen his grip on the hammer, but he put himself between us and his family.

"The Order of Piety burned our town looking for rogue witches. If we turn you in…" he said, gritting his teeth.

"It won't bring back your home," I finished his sentence. Tears streamed down his already red eyes. The children began to weep, too. "I want to help you, that's all. I'm going to step forward to lift your wagon out with magic and fix your wheel now, okay?"

However, as I stepped forward, the man jerked in my direction and raised the hammer. I didn't flinch, neither did the blunt side of the hammer come down on me. I heard him swallow hard, his eyes shifting to the inside of the wagon.

When I followed his gaze, I found an old man lying inside the wagon. He clutched his chest in pain, face pale, and eyelids fluttering. It was all the signs of vertigo caused by dehydration.

Instinctively, I reached for a restoration potion on my belt. But I couldn't go any further lest I risk him attacking me. If that happened, Mira would no doubt fire a spell to protect me.

"That man inside, I can help him."

The man before me was also delirious from a lack of water. In fact, they all were. By the cracked lips, sunken cheeks, and wrinkled skin despite their age, they hadn't had food or water in some time.

One of the children, a young girl, tackled her father from the back. "Papa, she says she can save grandpa! Please!"

His stiff lips quivered. The hammer dropped to his feet. He stepped aside and carried his daughter back to his wife and son.

I hurried to administer a restoration potion and stamina drought. In a matter of seconds, the old man came to consciousness, staring up at me as though seeing an angel.

"Thank you…" he whispered.

I helped the man sit up, and the rest of his family rushed over to him.

"Grandpa!" The children jump into the wagon to embrace the man they thought was going to die not but a minute ago.

Good thing Eileen created potions in bulk. I had enough for each of them, and then some for myself later. Already the family of five was looking a lot healthier, calmer, and at ease.

The man, who moments ago wanted to bash my brains in, shook my hand and introduced himself as Eaton. "We can't thank ya enough. With all that's going on we thought witches had gone mad and made a mess of the country. You aren't… rabid like the knights described ya to be."

"I made a promise to your king that I would protect Parthun. My only regret is that I couldn't do a better job," I said, patting the children who were now throwing their arms around me.

Mira cast magic to repair the wheel by regrowing wood over the cracks, and Belle was able to raise the heavy wagon out of the ditch by conjuring an icy ramp. We provided them with enough rations to hopefully reach Lotherain, but the rest was up to their determination.

As they left, I heard their daughter exclaim, "Mama, Papa! I want to be a witch when I grow up!"

And that, more than anything, was enough to make my heart swell and tears to run down my cheeks. Mira embraced me from behind, resting her head atop mine.

"You embody the best of what we should be. If you should ever begin to lose sight of the sweet girl you are, I shall remind you. It is what I love most about you, after all." Mira kissed my head, let go, and petted me the same way I did to the children.

"Maybe we'll find a room for you two in the tower," Belle joked as she took flight.

We traveled much farther into the Weeping Expanse than we had ever gone before. With every mile, the canopy gradually rose, trees were much taller and thicker. Powerful presences could be detected below, forest nymphs and creatures that escaped the forged worlds of the towers did battle.

Eventually, the trees had outgrown the towers themselves, consuming them under the canopy of the forest. One stood tall in the horizon, reaching so far into the clouds it might even breach the heavens. A colossal stone tower with rows upon rows of archways that went around the surface. There was no true entrance, but we did know, as was true of all these towers, there was a teleportation circle at the base.

And guarded by the knights of Piety.

"Another way to destroy the tower is to remove the soul stone at the peak. Mira?" I glance over to see her hijacking Talos as her familiar soars out of sight into the sky.

"I'm not seeing an end point. Talos cannot fly any farther without freezing solid. If our familiars can't go up there, I wouldn't recommend us trying either," Mira warned.

"You're joking!" Belle exclaimed, craning her neck to the sky. "Something that tall and we couldn't see it from Lotherain?"

We weren't able to see it until a few miles back. There must be some sort of magic keeping it out of sight when not nearby.

"So our only way in is down…" I muttered.

There wasn't a single fiber in me that wanted to face them.

Mira grabbed Belle's leash and asked, "You know your former companions best. How do we defeat Glory and Abstinence?"

"There's no easy answer to that. All I know is Abstinence was a prankster, she always used her projections to tease the other knights. Glory is your stereotypical knight in shining armor, stoic and proud. His strength is only second to his indomitable spirit."

Belle bit down on her lips. Her life would also be in danger. The knights weren't going to discriminate and would see her as another witch to be dealt with. I was sure she would search every corner of her memory to give us an edge.

"I think…" she began uneasily, "our best bet is if I face Glory, and the two of you take on Abstinence. The greater your numbers, the easier you can handle her projections."

The three of us nodded to each other. We descended into the forest, drinking magic resistance potions and stamina droughts expecting a fight, but when we arrived, the base of the tower was empty.

Not a single soul in sight except for the chirping of birds and curious forest animals skittering by. The tower was just as intimidating below as it was in the sky. The radius was so large, it was as though I was staring at one long wall.

Mira and I tapped into nature's roots, but aside from the signatures of trees and animals, there were no human or large monsters nearby.

"Maybe they went inside?" I suggested.

Belle sucked on her teeth. "It's possible. There is no better defensible position than inside where our familiars cannot function. This… is turning less in our favor."

"There's no turning back. Let's go," I told them.

We put our familiars into our satchels and stepped onto the teleportation circle holding each other's hands. Mira's reassuring smile was the last thing I saw before white light robbed me of my sight.


Chapter 8 - Mating with a Minotaur

"Nngh…?"

I woke up lying on a bed, underneath darkwood ceiling boards in a small room the size of which a modest inn would offer. The smell of fresh linens and lavender in the air tickled my nose. There was a wash bin in the corner of the room, a rag hung on the side, dripping water to the floor. On the flat surface of every cabinet, night stand, and table were candles that lit up the otherwise windowless, dark room.

No one else was in here. No Mira. No Belle.

A memory scratched at the back of my mind. There was an important mission I had to complete, but I just couldn't place a finger on what it was.

My equipment and staff rested at the foot of the bed, and my hat hung on a bedpost behind me. All I had on me were my living robes. As I got off the bed, the door to the room creaked open. I reached for my staff, but stopped short of grabbing it when I saw who came through.

He ducked coming in so that the horns didn't scrape the top of the door frame. The large musculature outline of his body behind the smooth brown coat of fur, the loin cloth hiding the incredible cock between his legs that fucked me to submission last time, there was no mistaking it.

The minotaur grunted excitedly seeing me.

"Taurac!" I jumped out of the bed, flying into his arms.

Taurac embraced me with his muscular arms. I leaned into his chest, feeling the nostalgic warmth of his touch.

"I thought you didn't survive the tower's collapse. Is it really you?" I asked, my voice quivering from excitement.

There was another part of my body quivering as well. I couldn't stop these primal urges bubbling to the surface. Seeing the minotaur whom I had shared such an intimate time with, and genuinely believed dead, had me in a mix of emotions

Taurac nodded. "Come here after Ellori disappear. Stones fell down, hit head. Everything, black. Wake up here."

"I don't remember how I got here either…" I said, clutching my head.

Without warning, Taurac ripped my robes off my body and carried me to bed.

"Wait— what?" I fell onto the bed and his meaty hands spread open my legs. I panicked, fearing something that was hanging between my legs. But it wasn't there. My memories were hazy, but I distinctly remembered having a penis.

But that couldn't be. I was a woman. Unless something gave it to me…?

"Taurac can smell. Want to mate again," he said, taking me away from my thoughts.

The minotaur lowered his snout between my legs. A hot breath teased my clit. The large bovine tongue rolled out to lick my pussy, mixing his saliva with the juices leaking out from me.

Everytime the tongue brushed against my clit, tiny shocks shot up my spine, causing me to gasp. I grabbed a hold of his horns and threw my legs over his shoulders, spreading myself wider for him to lick.

I wanted it now. His tongue wasn't enough. I needed the slab of meat between his legs to slam into me and fuck me silly again. But Taurac hadn't had enough of tasting my pussy yet. The more he licked, the wetter the sheets around us became.

The wet meat in his mouth worked wonders. I was melting like ice on a summer day in Grathir. I let go of his horns to massage my breasts, kneading them and pinching my nipples for added stimulation.

"I'm going to cum… from your tongue— aaahhh!" I sat up, grabbing his horns as the first orgasm hit.

Even as I was coming down from the climax, Taurac continued to slurp up the juices that my body gushed out. When he finally had enough, he raised his face to meet mine as I was still panting.

"Good boy. You sure know how to treat a lady," I said, stroking his snout.

"Want Ellori to feel good. Saved Taurac when attacked, did not deserve Ellori's kindness," he responded with broken speech.

It reminded me of someone else I know who had trouble grasping proper speech. He was green, and short, and… I couldn't quite put my finger on it.

Taurac's incredibly large cock fell atop my stomach with a thud. Just feeling the weight of it turned me on. I pushed Taurac to take a seat at the edge of the bed, so I could start returning the favor with my mouth.

It was too big for me to take in. I would have to dislocate my jaw in order to give him an actual blowjob. But I could lick all around it, letting my drool slide down the shaft and to lubricate the inevitable fun we were going to have. I sandwiched his cock between my breasts, rubbing it as far down to the balls, and all the way back to the head. My whole body was in use to pleasure him.

Soon, his member throbbed as it neared climax. While my tongue teased the tip, my breasts massaged the shaft. The inevitable made me anxious. The thought of being coated in his hot cum makes me salivate like crazy from my mouth and pussy.

"Are you getting close? It's alright, cum everywhere— spray it all over me!" I shouted with joy.

Taurac reared back his head as his throbbing cock spewed out cum like a geyser. He showered me with the very thing meant to fill my womb. Some of it made it into my mouth as I opened wide. The viscous cum drenched my body. I rubbed it against my clit, spreading it over myself like lotion. Much of it wastefully landed on the floor.

I knew he had a lot more stored in those two enormous semen banks of his.

He suddenly lifted me from where I'm standing and sat me on top of his waist. Taurac kissed me with licks and nuzzles. His tongue stroked my face like a wet towel, lighting up my senses and sending my heart soaring. My mouth opened to receive it, laying kisses along his snout and tongue in return.

The massive cock, wet with my spit and pussy juices dripping onto it, poked against my entrance. His tip pried open the slit as Taurac began to enter me, his arms wrapped around my back to keep me from struggling.

A brief moment of fear welled up within me. Taurac looked me right in the eyes as though asking for permission to proceed. Even now he cared about how I felt. If I didn't want to, I knew he wouldn't continue.

But I wanted it.

"It's ok, Taurac. Show me how much you love me," I purred, stroking the mane behind his head.

He pushed into me slowly. The pain came rushing back as my pussy was stretched to its limits. We stared longingly at each other, and his eyes told me he was ready to stop any moment. I wanted it deep enough for the tip of his cock to kiss the entrance to my womb.

"Uuug… oh, fuck… ahh—!"

The pain was unimaginable, yet I felt it nonetheless. The vagina was a very elastic tunnel of flesh to begin with, but only up to a certain point. Taurac licked the tears from my eyes as they streamed down my cheeks.

It must be because I'd taken so many now that I was used to larger cocks. With every inch I took in, my mind flashed white, but bit by bit I got him into me until he couldn't fit any longer.

"I did it… it's all in, and I didn't need to use the… the…? What am I… trying to remember— guh?! Oh, no— I'm cumming, aaaahhhh!"

Then it happened. The second Taurac moved a muscle, my whole body jolted. Like a chain reaction, one explosive orgasm after another robbed me of my consciousness.

I came to lying on Taurac's chest, his cock still buried inside me. He saw me awaken and grunted with relief. My pussy appeared to be more accustomed to it now, but it was still a challenge to take.

"Are you ready to fuck me, Taurac?" I asked him.

The minotaur nodded. His large hands groped my backside and ass with eagerness.

There was still so much of him left to take, but I'd have to settle with fucking half his cock. I started bouncing on top of it, riding my bull like a horse. The walls of my pussy clung so tightly to him because it was stretched to the limits.

The bulbous head scraped against my insides, it didn't even need to hit me in the right spot, just thrusting made me climax constantly. My body was on fire being reunited with one of the best lays of my life. It was as if I was going to be split in half, but the pleasure overwhelmed the pain so much that I couldn't think of anything else.

Once again, I'd become a bitch in heat. I was enraptured by the hot rod of flesh plunging into me. A slave to my base instincts. Taurac was taken away from me before. Not again, I wanted to stay connected like this forever.

I couldn't hold back my voice anymore. I didn't know who else was here or on the other side of these walls, but I needed to scream. Whenever he rammed into me, it was lights out, then a wave of pleasure hit me like a tsunami.

I threw my head back, moaning and writhing. "Yes! Fuck me, Taurac! Fill me up with your bull cum— aahhh! Let's stay here and mate forever, I want this cock fucking me until I die— aaahhhhh!"

Taurac's cock throbbed inside me, the earthquake-like tremors made me go wild with another series of orgasms. In that moment, we climaxed together. His cum gushed into me, and since his cock had me plugged up, all of it filled into my womb.

When he pulled out, a river of ejaculate flowed from my pussy.

Just like the first time, the two of us ended up doing it at every corner of the room. No place was too sacred. We experimented in every position possible, but my personal favorite was the mating press. Having him on top of me, my legs wrapped around his waist while cum poured into me, there was no better feeling being dominated by him.

I used my living robes to give me different outfits, it didn't seem to matter because he would rip them off everytime. That was, until my robes turned into cow ears and horns at the top of my head, and extended around my neck to form a collar and cowbell.

The sight of me bearing similar features to his female counterpart coupled with the collar, triggered the inner beast within him. Taurac fucked me so hard, the bell on my neck chimed louder than our lustful moans.

I lot track of time having sex with Taurac. It felt so good, wrapped in his strong arms and being caressed by his thick tongue grooming me clean. Every orgasm gave me a glimpse of heaven. I knew nothing else but the pleasure of being made to climax as we mated.

Taurac's thick cock was all I cared about, and I was okay being a slave to it if I could continue to beeing treated this way.

We didn't need to clean our mess. Taurac's spilled cum, the soaked sheets, even the ejaculate on the walls and ceiling disappeared when the clock struck midnight. It was like the room refreshed itself anew.

There was a large wooden tub that filled with water every evening like clockwork. We washed ourselves of the grime and sweat from making love all day, and then proceeded to do it there after pulling the drain plug.

Food was also delivered twice a day, once in the morning and again at night, by a shadowy figure at the door. We ate, left the plates outside, and they would be gone the next moment. When we went to bed, we fucked until I pass out, and woke up in the morning for another round.

Our daily routine had become a cycle fueled by lust.

One day, like any other unassuming day, Taurac was railing into me when there was a knock at the door. This was a first, and I felt compelled to see who it was.

"Taurac— ahh! There's… someone at the door, we should answer it— oh, I'm going to…!" I cum hard on top of him. He pulled me off his member and laid me on the bed, licking my body clean with his tongue. I rested for a moment to catch my breath, letting him groom the ejaculate off me.

When I felt my legs again, I kissed Taurac on the snout and threw on a blue silken nightgown to answer the door. No one. Up and down the hallway of dark mahogany walls, illuminated by candles, stretched into the darkness as far as my eyes could see. In front of me and along the walls there were other doors, set between them were paintings of strange humanoid men.

They had cephaloid heads, but wore fine clothings of noblemen. Others were more bestial. They had hair all over their faces, horns growing out of their foreheads, with horizontal pupils like a goat's eyes.

I was about to shut the door and return to Taurac when I noticed a letter on the ground. It was addressed to me, my name written on it in cursive letters, but whose handwriting I didn't recognize.

The contents of the letter reads:

'You may not remember me and may remember even less now. We are already acquainted, from a trade made in calmer times. This is your invitation to join me for dinner, so that we may bargain once again. However, if you wish to continue with this indulgent life, then you only need to burn this letter to return to your blissful ignorance.'


Chapter 9 - Illusions and Tricks

My head was suddenly bombarded with a whole slew of memories— my years studying at the Witch's Academy in Grathir, my relationship with Mira Dawncrest, the Weeping Expanse, Eudora the Cackling Witch. Everything flooded back into my mind all at once. I fell back and landed on the firm body of Taurac who helped me back to my feet.

I placed a hand on his muscular, fur-coated chest and apologized. "As wonderful as it would be to spend an eternity making love with you, I have a world and friends to save. I can't stay here."

"Taurac understands. Will fight for mate," Taurac answered.

I collected my things and made sure everything I came into the tower with was still in my satchel. They were, and so was Rio, still deactivated due to this forged world's mechanisms. I drained a few potions down the hatch. Strength and stamina returned to me at once, and I was ready to set off to explore the forged world as we intended.

Taurac and I march down the hallway that seemed to stretch on for eternity.

The doors led into identical rooms as the one I woke up in. One thing was for sure, we weren't walking around in circles or being led through an infinite loop. When I disturbed something in one room, the next room was spotless. Backtracking revealed the rooms I left a disturbance in had not been fixed.

More disconcerting than the endless hallway were the paintings. They oozed with magic, as though painted with crushed magic crystals mixed into paint.

We had been walking for what felt like hours. My vision was beginning to blur. From the corners of my eyes, I saw inexplicable things in the dark mahogany halls. Whoever was waiting for me for dinner must be growing impatient.

"If I'm invited, where am I supposed to go?!" I yelled down the hall, my echo was the only voice that responded.

Taurac continued to open door after door, looking inside, and then closing them gently so as to not break the knob and hinges. He even checked behind the paintings, and gingerly fixed them back on. It was amusing to see the giant demihuman so careful with things.

"Maybe there's some sort of clue in the letter?" I asked myself.

I read it out loud again, hoping that it triggered something. One sentence stuck out to me in particular.

This is your invitation to join me for dinner.

"Is the letter the key?" I wondered aloud.

Taurac looked at me and shrugged, just as clueless as I was.

I held the letter up to a random door and said, "Excuse me! I have an invitation to—"

The doorknob turned on its own and the door swung wide open. So, it was a riddle the entire time.

We entered what appeared to be a significantly larger hallway than the one we came from. The walls to our left and right weren't so claustrophobic anymore, but the ceiling rose into darkness. Before us was a dinner table which also stretched further into the room until all there was was pitch darkness.

"Please, take a seat. Any seat!" someone whimsically urged us.

Taurac and I were hesitant to listen to the disembodied voice. For all I knew, this was a trick to get us to drop our guard. We slowly walked down the chamber, following the length of the seemingly endless table.

The voice taunted us as we walked.

"Oh, don't be so modest. You must be tired, yes? There is food on the table for you. All you need to do is take a seat," it said.

Sure enough, the table that previously had only dinnerware was now supplied with food. A whole roasted hog, pineapple slices, fried slabs of sturgeon with a side of lemons… the list went on. Taurac eyed the table ravenously. His stomach growled louder than a dragon.

I shot Taurac a mean look. "We don't know if it's poisoned. If you eat that, we're not having sex anymore."

Taurac grunted in disappointment. I chuckled at how easy it was to convince him. I might have said that to rein him in, but chances were I was more likely to give in to lust first.

"You're no fun." The voice sighed, this time more exasperated than playful. "I even have mead. Do you like mead?"

"Whoever you are, we're not falling for your tricks!" I shouted back.

"Why do you have to be so difficult?" it asked.

We spent the next hour walking down the hall with the voice throwing insults at us, teasing me about my sex life, and with knowledge of things it shouldn't have known unless we knew each other on a personal level.

Eventually, I had enough.

"Alright, already! I'm taking a damn seat…" I grumbled.

Taurac and I sat down on the closest seats.

As soon as our butts touched the red and flower pattern cushion of the seat, the whole room blurred like I was being yanked at lightning speed. I came to an abrupt stop, dizzy and on the verge of throwing up.

I clutched my head, trying to keep my head from spinning.

"Welcome!" an excited voice exclaimed in my ears.

I scooted back several feet in my seat and nearly fell backwards.

To my right, a tall gentleman dressed in red, white, and purple robes, one side of which was striped and the other checkered. He wore a monocle over his right eye and a jester's cap on head with tiny bells that jingled from every little movement.

"It's been a while, hasn't it, Miss Witch?" the man in a jester suit said.

"The way your letter was written… you speak as if we know each other? I don't recall ever meeting someone like you, and you're pretty impressionable…" I replied, shuffling my seat back into place.

The man reared back, clutching his heart and making a pained expression. "I'm terribly hurt. Most terribly. We have met, but my name is easily forgotten for a reason. Perhaps this will jog your memory?"

He clasped his hands on the surface of the table. Upon parting them, six restoration potions appeared in the empty space.

Six restoration potions…

A name that started with an M…

"You're Morten Sinau? The traveling merchant!" I gasped.

It was all coming back to me now.

Morten was the man traveling on a wagon pulled by oxen who claimed to trade with demihumans. He was the one who sold me the sensitivity wand for six restoration potions.

"Yes, it is I! Hello, again!" Morten greeted me enthusiastically. He definitely didn't sound like the Morten I had spoken to. The man I met before was a simple merchant, but this one… was a clown. "I see your confusion. Morten is not my name. I go by many names, for my masks are many."

The strange man called Morten rose to his full height. His skin was white as snow, or perhaps it was make-up he had on. He stood several feet taller than Taurac, carried a cane tipped with a laughing skull, and wore white satin gloves in which the middle finger was colored black.

There were many gods in Talmora. Some we learned in the Academy as primordial shapers of this planet. Then there were those whose names had been lost to oblivion or forcibly purged from history, never to be spoken of again.

A terrible presence thickened around me. I wanted to laugh at the ridiculousness of the situation I found myself in. I recognized the entity before me, a man whose name was among those stricken from the books. One that was taboo to speak of around witches and holy knights.

"I am Demos, God of Illusions, Foul Tricks and Worn Masks, Whisperer of Jokes, He Who Laughs & Weeps, The Dancer in the Moonlight, and most of all…" The entity before me extended a hand in my direction as though asking me to finish his name.

I swallowed hard and uttered his final most notorious title, "Father of Black Magic."

Demos' smile widened and curved like that of an early crescent moon, his teeth shining just as brilliant and blinding.

Movement shifted behind me. Taurac rose with the intention to protect me, but I urged him back into his seat.

"It's fine. If Demos wanted to hurt us, he wouldn't have hesitated. Isn't that right?" I asked the god.

Demos shrunk to human size and returned to his seat as well. "I would never hurt my dinner guests! Especially not you, because we have taken a mighty interest in you."

We?

"So, what is a god like you doing here? Did you get stuck, too?" I pressed him.

He gawked at me in disbelief. "Heavens, no. I'm an occupant. Like you, silly. I rather like this place, teeming with magic. Of course, I can leave anytime I want, but why would I? It's been centuries since I had a physical form— though temporary— I'm finally alive again!"

Demos filled his plate with food from the many entrees, gorging himself with roasted pork and wine. He was everything I didn't expect of a god— unrefined, boisterous, impish, but I supposed this could only be true for the trickster god.

Next to me, Taurac watched as drool slipped from the corner of his mouth.

"There is no trickery with the food," Demos assured us with a grin that makes it difficult to believe.

Regardless, hunger got the better of Taurac. He helped himself to the feast laid out before us.

I, however, wasn't hungry. I slid the invitation letter to Demos. Hundreds of questions swirled through my head. Only one stuck out to me.

"Your letter asked about making a bargain. What exactly do you mean?" I leaned forward on the table to show my interest, and Demos did the same as though about to reveal a big secret.

"We want the woman you call Edith dead just as much as you. However, we want you to sit on that throne," Demos said.

"You want me… to take her place?" I could only imagine what that meant. "You keep saying 'we' but you're the only god here."

"What are you saying? You're the one who brought her here. Isn't that right, my dear sister, Vessyra?" The trickster god turned to a figure across the table.

A woman who wasn't sitting there before, glared at Demos, looking down at him from her nose. However, the expression softened as she turned to me. Almost affectionately so.

She wore a smooth wedding gown, with a veil and mantle embroidered with golden leaves draping down her shoulders. Pointed ears poke out from a lush of wavy, blonde hair, most of it kept from covering her eyes by a golden tiara.

This, as Demos introduced her, was none other than Vessyra, The Goddess of Love and Lust.


Chapter 10 - Meeting Gods

Not one, but two gods sat before me. One was Demos, the mischievous god of trickery. The other was Vessyra, the loving goddess of fertility. Neither benign nor malignant, they were deities of a higher plane that exerted subtle influence upon the world.

We were taught that while gods were powerful entities, they were subjected to the same laws that governed the universe as us mortals. Some might wonder, even I dreaded to think, that there existed higher beings than they.

Vessyra scowled at her brother. "You are tactless and without manners. Reign yourself in before I silence your flippant mouth myself."

My mouth hung open. Who knew the Goddess of Love and Lust was so snappy. Or in this case, dealt with godly familial problems through violence.

Demos pinched a thumb and index finger together over his mouth, and then proceeded to quite literally zip his mouth. Undeterred by Vessyra's threats, his wide, crescent grin still lingered as though to taunt her.

This was surreal. It didn't seem to register for Taurac. He was content stuffing his face full of food. I was witnessing history being written.

Vessyra's eyes settled firmly on me, her warm smile brought comfort to my otherwise trembling nerves.

"What my impertinent brother meant was that we were robbed of a promise from a certain witch," she said in an almost harmonic voice.

"By a certain witch, could that be Edith Percouli? I saw the vision, witnessed Edith come back to life after she was made a mangled corpse. Don't tell me that was your doing?" I asked.

Both of them nodded.

"Our magic has waned, and we will disappear once that final spark goes out. Many of us solemnly believed Edith would restore us. This grand apparatus was designed to convey magic into us, instead she redirected its power into herself," Vessyra explained.

Demos unzipped his mouth to speak. "We want you to hang the bitch and finish what she set out to do."

"Why me? Why not someone stronger like Eudora or Mira?" I glanced down at the glass of wine, the reflection of my weaker self stared back.

Vessyra appeared at my side. Even kneeling, she towered over me. "Because you are kind—"

"And your sex drive is insatiable!" Demos chimed in, interrupting Vessyra who glared daggers at him.

"Ahem. That is part of it," she continued, putting a hand to her face. "You're able to charm others by way of your body. It's as if you are my proxy. You do not know this, but ever since you passed my trial, a piece of my power has been embedded into you. In fact, this strength has already been tapped into once."

"The power that helped me defeat the dracolich? But that power didn't feel divine. If anything it seemed warped!" A mixture of fear and astonishment welled up within me.

Thinking back to my darker form, how I was so easily able to sever life, terrified me.

Demos came behind me and clenched my shoulders with ten gangly fingers. His touch was frigid, a stark contrast to Vessyra's warmth.

"That, my dear, is pride's doing. My stones are like oil and water to Vessy's power. You will just have to juggle them to find the perfect balance," he said.

"What exactly is Vessyra's power?" I asked them.

Vessyra walked over to my other side where Taurac was sitting, chowing into a roasted boar's leg. She stroked his head and he didn't seem to mind one bit. The look she gave to him, even to me, was one of affection like how a mother gave to her children.

"By love and lust, you siphon a portion of their magic by reaching coitus with another. And because you ingested a soul stone, that magic is stored into it," she answered.

It took a few seconds for her words to register in my head.

"So did… did you turn me into a succubus?!" I cried out.

Demos backed away and returned to his seat laughing.

"Please, you are nothing like those foul demons. You are something greater," Vessyra said, trying to calm me down.

It seemed like every decision I made had played into their hands. Whether I liked it or not, I'd been embroiled in the gods' proxy war against mankind Edith.

I wondered how Mira and Belle would take the news that I'd been championed by gods to do battle.

"Fine. As long as the gods have no ill-intentions, I'll restore you. But first, I want to know where my friends are," I demanded.

"Why, they are dining alongside us!" Demos exclaimed.

I glanced down the table to find both Mira and Belle sitting next to each other. They had blank expressions on them, seemingly not all there in the head. I ran up to Mira and tried to shake her awake, but she didn't respond.

"They are like that for their own sake. If they were to lay eyes on our forms, it would burn out their retinas," Vessyra said.

She stated that as a matter of factly, yet I could see them just fine.Was it their power that dwelled inside me that protected me?

There was one more thing they didn't address. I promised the High Priestesses and their people that I would restore their lands. Eudora had plans to dismantle the towers completely to flourish the whole of Talmora with magic again.

But it sounded to me like Vessyra and Demos wanted that magic for themselves.

"How much of this magic will be going to the gods?" I asked cautiously.

There was a glimmer in their eyes, like a thief laying eyes on someone's pouch of gold. Even they couldn't hide their very mortal-like greed. I knew right then that whatever answer they were going to give me, wasn't what I wanted to hear.

Vessyra's hands cupped my cheeks. From just her touch, it felt as though I was being lifted onto a cloud. Bliss enveloped me from all sides.

"I understand my worshippers' plight. Humanity and demihumankind will continue, but if the gods perish, we are gone for good." Vessyra's words came out not like an explanation, but like an admonishment, warning me not to disobey her.

I swallowed hard the retort stuck in my throat, thinking better than to respond with any attempts to reason. Their morality was not tempered by virtues.

"So where's the exit room? I have to sever this tower's flow of magic traveling to Edith, but I can't do that while I'm stuck here."

For the first time, the two gods shared a look other than one filled with spite and derision for each other. They rose from their seats and made their way to the only door in this chamber.

I had Taurac carry Mira and Belle, and we followed close behind.

When the door flung open, I was battered by dry winds that robbed my throat of moisture. A bleak and barren landscape of obsidian crags stretched as far as I could see. Above it, just as somber as the ground, was a black sun with a burning ring that cast an unnatural red backdrop across the sky.

Demos stepped forward and threw his hands out. "Welcome to this tower's forged world. Rife with demons and hellspawns that scoured your world in Crimson Wars."

"Unfortunately, we cannot accompany you," Vessyra confessed regrettably. "Zertos, a greater demon rules this world, and we make shelter here only by his amusement. His castle lies at the other end, and within it, should be your way out, as well as the tether to sever this tower's magic line."

"What can you tell me about Zertos?" I asked her, my scholarly mind hungry to see my first demons in person.

"He's a fat one, gorged himself on this world's magic, and has more appendages than he knows what to do with. The intrepid knights are there with him. Handle them as you see fit," Demos answered with disgust.

The knights he mentioned must be the Order of Piety. So they did enter the tower after all. If they and the demons were working together, breaching Zertos' castle would be tougher than I like.

Taurac and I entered the desolate plains, and immediately the dark star's heat beat down on us like standing next to a furnace. The shuddering doors behind us begin to close. Demos waved to us goodbye, and Vessyra stood as still as a statue, like parents seeing us off.

"Don't forget our deal," Demos said as the doors closed.

Deal.

They made it sound so harmless.

Save the gods, and let the demihuman kingdoms of Talmora starve. Or, let the gods die, and preserve the lives of tens of thousands of demihumans.

Was there no in between?

Why did I have to make this decision? What would Eudora do?

A thick tongue brushed my cheek. Taurac grunted and gestured forward to the long road ahead of us. Tall, black spires of stone, the howls of unrecognizable creatures in the distance, and a damning decision I was forced to make awaited us. Had I known we were going to set off into a place like this, I would have eaten my fill of pork, too.


Chapter 11 - Demon Domain

Taurac and I had been walking for the better part of an hour, and it was beginning to seem as though the landscape was endless. Black canyons and landforms were all I saw , not a single tree or castle in sight. With the heat bearing down on us, I didn't know how much longer I could last on my dwindling waterskin.

Mira and Belle hadn't woken up yet, and I was hesitant to use a potion to bring them to consciousness. We restocked before coming out, but there was no telling what we might encounter out here.

I should consider us fortunate that we hadn't come across a fight yet. Some of the lesser beasts and demons, namely flying imps, had steered clear of us. Likely sensing the magic signature within us witches being too powerful to handle.

"Found cave." Taurac alerted me to an indentation along the canyonside.

It wasn't really a cave than it was an alcove, but it provided us some shelter away from the harsh sun. Taurac laid the sleeping witches on a bedsheet he stole from the mansion. I tried to shake them awake, but neither responded.

As soon as I sat down, I felt something between my legs slap against my thigh. When I pulled my robes up, the penis I thought I had lost was back.

I wasn't sure if I should feel relieved or disappointed.

"Demos…" I muttered the trickster god under my breath.

He probably put an illusion on me to make it disappear. Why? Just to get a good laugh?

Or rather…

Since Vessyra put in me the power to drain magic from another creature through sex, was their intention to make me stronger by draining? Yet Taurac was perfectly fine despite our romp. He showed no signs of magic deficiency like exhaustion or delirium.

"Time may be slowed here, but every minute I waste is progress not being made towards defeating Edith. Traversing this wasteland would be so much easier with Rio…" I opened my satchel to see my little furball inert as a corpse.

Without magic flowing through familiars, they might as well be dead. I couldn't imagine it being a pleasant experience.

I had no choice. I needed help, and we couldn't afford to stay here much longer. Six restoration potions were all I had. I should spend two to wake up Mira and Belle, and hopefully make headway in finding Zertos's castle together.

Beginning with Mira, I raised her head and poured the vial's contents into her mouth. I did the same with Belle and prayed that the potion's effects set in quickly. After a minute, when I thought they weren't going to awaken, Mira's eyes snapped open first.

I was surprised that her immediate reaction wasn't to blast Taurac as soon as she saw him. Instead, she scanned the surroundings, took note of the minotaur and myself sitting leisurely next to them, and pulled out a waterskin to wet her parched throat.

"I guess we're not addressing the minotaur in the room?" I asked her.

"Last time I awoke," Mira began with a harsh croak, "we were freezing and you were fraternizing with a yeti. Leave it to you to find us in a similar situation, except it is sweltering, and with a different creature."

I threw my arms over Mira and she returned the embrace. We parted away as Belle awakened next with a start.

"What the hell— minotaur?!" Belle backed away, hands sweeping the floor for a weapon to defend herself with. Her panic subsided when she saw Mira and I staring back at her, stifling our laughter. "Everytime we go somewhere weird, I'm always waking up in an even weirder place. Can someone explain to me why we're baking in a literal hellhole?"

Mira and Belle accept everything I told them leading up to where we were now without a hint of doubt. Maybe because we'd been encountering plenty of unbelievable things lately, and this had become yet another unbelievable journal entry in our lives.

Not even the mention of the gods fazed either of them. Belle, however, shared my doubts about my godly benefactors' intentions.

"It would have been fine and all if the gods took a back seat in this, but they appeared right before you. They practically beseeched your help," Belle said, putting emphasis on the desperation they demonstrated. Then to Mira she asked, "I want to know what you think. These are the same gods that had given Edith the means which brought about the Crimson Wars. This rewrites history as we know it."

Mira sat with her legs crossed, smoking from a pipe. She stared long and hard into the distance, then to her own satchel where Talos was currently stored.

"Maybe we don't need them. Talmora doesn't need them, but they need Talmora. Chances are they mean to restore the entire pantheon, not just themselves. That would suck dry the entire planet— eventually, witchcraft may disappear entirely." She exhaled a puff of smoke and emptied the contents of her pipe to the ground.

Mira was right to an extent. Gods like Vessyra and Demos had already shaped this world into existence, they had no reason to tamper with it anymore. Letting them live meant allowing them to run their influence rampant, good or bad, it didn't matter to them. Yet it feels wrong to just abandon the gods as well.

Or perhaps, that was my selfish naivety at work again.

"Either way, we need to find Zertos before anything else," I said, picking myself up and brushing the dirt from my robes.

Mira nodded in agreement. "A demon should make for fine alchemical reagents. I'm salivating just thinking about dissecting it."

"Gods help us…" Belle gagged.

As we exited the alcove, a caravan of demons marched along a beaten road of the valley. Flying imps surveyed the lands from above, and hulking beasts with spikes protruding from their spines pulled cage wagons made of bones and black metal. They were occupied with naked humans, likely knights from the Order of Piety.

A female demon soared into view with black, feathery wings. She had the appearance of a human, but skin as red as blood and horns jutting from her forehead. A mane of black hair cascaded down her back and chest, like a male lion's crown of fur. She wore a dark gray chestplate with chainmail underneath, and a shredded skirt at her waist.

The demon cracked her whip in the air and shouted, "Zertos wants these bags of meat delivered to his castle soon. If we're late, it won't be my head that rolls!"

"You won't see me shedding a tear." Mira chuckled, watching the ensemble parade northwards.

None of us had ever met with a demon before, and only knew them as scheming creatures of a plane separated from us by a thick veil of magic. Our books would have us believe they were akin to greedy merchants and opportunistic aristocrats.

"I doubt they will be keen on letting us hitch a ride." Just as I uttered that, an imp spotted us and shouted to his cohorts below.

Belle brandished her staff. "What do we do? Fight? I'm not looking to be a demon's next meal!"

A gang of imps made a nose dive towards us with spears and tridents. Mira stomped the ground, paused for a moment and realized that there were no plants in this desolate land. She nudged Belle on the back instead.

"It's your stage, darling."

"Hah! Depend on me, will you? Finally admitting that I'm your better?" Belle gloated, and then summoned a gust of wind to knock the imps from the sky. She put her hands on her hips, raising her nose into the air. A proud smile adorned her face.

"Why are you two like this?" I put a hand to my face and sighed.

The female demon descended to meet us, but remained in the air to keep her elevated advantage. She gripped her long whip tightly with a spiked glove, eager to lash out at us. Being this close, I recognized her features as an erinyes. A demon that got off to doling out punishments.

"Three witches accompanied by a minotaur. Did that pesky jester of a god send you?" she asked.

"Actually, we're looking for—"

I opened my mouth to answer her, but she spoke over me instead. "Doesn't matter. You will be fitting gifts for Zertos—"

The erinyes was blown out of the sky by a massive fireball. Belle and I gaped at Mira whose staff was smoking at the crystal.

"It irked me that she interrupted you." Mira shrugged.

Four ropes shot out from the smoke and binded our arms to our bodies. Belle tried to cast a spell, but nothing came out of her staff. The magic within me was sealed away, I couldn't tap into it.

"Anti-magic?" I muttered.

When the smoke cleared, I saw the erinyes' whip had split into four separate ropes that entangled us. She cackled victoriously until suddenly the bindings slacken and fell away.

Mira had her dagger out. She casually cut my bindings, then moved to free Belle and Taurac from theirs. My magic returned to me

"I… I could have thought of that, too…" Belle grumbled, rubbing her wrists.

The erinyes' eyes twitch with rage. She pulled out a black stone the size of a marble, reminiscent of the black sun above us.

"This was supposed to be a last resort…" she said, tossing the orb toward us. I was about to dive out of the way when Mira instead punted the marble back to the erinyes. Her eyes went wide before being swallowed by a black portal that opened up from it.

Even from here, we felt the suction as it began to draw us in. I caught a glimpse of what was beyond the portal— a dark and dank room that appeared to be a dungeon.

"Shall we go in after her?" Mira asked.

"That erinyes is the only intelligent demon we've come across so far. We'll have her tell us everything we need to know about Zertos." I nodded at the proposal.

Belle agreed and lifted all four of us into the portal with her moving storms.

We came through the other side, landing on chiseled stone floors instead of dirt and rock. The dungeon was dark, tinted with a red hue and lit up by few torches that barely illuminated the room.

Chains and shackles were bolted to the walls. A table full of different sized mouth gags and whips of varying length were on display. There were chairs with something shaped like a penis at the center of the seat. The luxurious bed was the most out of place in this dungeon, like it was plucked right from a nobleman's bedchamber and dumped in here.

Mira pointed to the corner of the room. Trapped in an iron cage, hands clutching the metal bars, was the erinyes. She was furious and terrified.

"Oh, how the tables have turned," I said to her, crossing my arms and taking in the view of all the toys we had to torture her with. "Whatever shall we do with you?"


Chapter 12 - Breaking the Erinyes

The three of us forcibly stripped the erinyes and moved her from the cage over to the wooden pillory. We also placed an iron shackle and ball around her ankles, then bound her wings together with rope to keep her from flailing.

Mira couldn't keep from laughing. She slapped the erinyes' ass, causing the demon to wince in pain. This act of sadism was making Mira seem more like a demon than the one we were about to interrogate.

"When I get out of here, you will regret messing with me. I am a greater demon! I serve as Zertos' flail of punishment!" the erinyes shouted.

"Surely a greater demon such as yourself has a name," Belle goaded the demon by stoking their excessive pride.

It worked.

"My name Thelia, a greater demon of punishment! I serve—"

Mira lashed Thelia from behind with her own whip, leaving a red mark on her already crimson skin. The demon clenched her jaws shut as she swallowed a scream. Mira dragged a finger along the whip mark, scraping a nail against it.

"You squeal adorably for a seemingly fearsome demon," Mira teased.

I knelt down in front of Thelia to meet her at eye level. The look she gave me was filled with rage, but there was a hint of fear in her. Of us.

"First of all, where are we?" I asked her.

The dungeon did have a door, but we agreed not to open it without any idea where we were. So far, nothing else had come through, and we couldn't discern any noises from the other side.

Thelia faced away from me and refused to answer. Mira whipped her again, harder. Tears beaded at the corners of her eyes. She might be a demon, but I was beginning to feel bad.

Unfortunately, we didn't have time to play nice.

"Taurac, why don't you relieve yourself with the demon?" I nudged the minotaur.

"What? You dare defile the likes of me? Stop it, don't you dare!" Thelia growled, putting up a brave front.

He grunted and eagerly stomped behind the demon, whose brave cowl melted to one that fraught with trepidation.

Mira watched on curiously, then asked Taurac to step back a moment.

"We wouldn't want to kill her. Allow me to make her ready for you," she offered.

Taurac moved away to give Mira room. She positioned herself behind Thelia's butt.

"Mongrel, don't youl… I'll— eeek! Aaahhh, wait… how are you— no, stop! Stop, stop, stop! I'm— aauhhh!" Thelia moaned so loud she sounded like a shrieking banshee. She writhed in the pillory, struggling against her restraints to no avail.

When Mira was done, Thelia had been reduced to a twitching mess and her legs had gone limp. Sweat and juices from her pussy trickled down her thighs. Mira wiped the drool from her lips, beaming with a triumphant smirk.

"My research has yielded that demons taste no different from humans," she remarked happily.

Belle sighed incredulously. "You're terrifying in more ways than one, you know that?"

With Thelia wet, Taurac tried again. His thick cock which previously faced resistance, now slid right in as he breached her.

"AAAAHHHHHHH! NO, I'M GOING TO BREAK!" Thelia howled.

I was getting wet watching Taurac put it in her. I had to shift my penis around in my robes to prevent it from sticking out awkwardly since it was getting erect.

I lifted Thelia's sweat-ridden face. Despite drifting in and out of consciousness, she winced every time Taurac thrusted into her. A bright-red tongue hung out between plump lips and sharp incisors.

A part of me wanted to drop my pants and shove my dick into her mouth. Though, seeing as she wasn't too fond of us right now, I might end up losing it instead.

"Unless you want to see what a demon and minotaur crossbreed looks like, you better answer our questions." I patted her lightly on one cheek.

Thelia's eyes snapped open, returning to the reality of being railed by a large demihuman. She lurched forward, choked on her own spit, and shuddered uncontrollably.

"I'm… aaghhh! It hurts— please, you're going to split me in half! No more, no more! It's coming, I'm— aaaaahhhh!" Thelia came back to her senses in the midst of a climax, but Taurac still hadn't had enough.

I signaled Taurac to stop penetrating her, otherwise she would lose her sanity before we even got a chance to talk to her.

"So much for a greater demon," I taunted.

"Mark my words… I will have your heads on a stick when I get out— AAAHHNN!" Thelia was silenced by Taurac's rough thrust into her.

Since Thedia was still being difficult, Mira rolled over a cart full of masochistic instruments. There were nipple clamps with small weights at the end of the chains. She gasped harshly as soon as I put them on her. Taurac seemed to enjoy what I did. She might have clenched her pussy when I put the clamps on her.

Still, Thelia remained uncooperative.

"What if we stick something up her butt?" I suggested to my colleagues.

There were plenty of sex toys in this dungeon. Being the kind of demon Thelia was, she must have used all sorts of things to torment her captives. Too bad for her, she was now on the receiving end of it.

"A grand idea." Mira nodded in agreement, then to Belle, "Why don't we stick one of your butt plugs into her. You have plenty to spare."

Belle backed away, clutching her satchel to her chest. "You're not coming near my belongings. Besides, the golden rule of butt plugs is to never share. That's downright filthy!"

"Looks like the Witch of Wrath and Diligence has nothing up her sleeves to help us. Or in this case, her butt," Mira chortled. Just as we were about to go back to rummaging for something to torture Thelia with, the low hum of pulsing magic signaled our attention back to Belle.

"I… have this?" She held in her hand black anal beads that squirmed in her grasp. The sex toy appeared to be alive, throbbing into varying sizes at random intervals and reacting to the magic Belle pumped into it. "I, erm, don't use it. Maybe we can try it on her to make her talk?"

Mira and I stared, mouths agape at perhaps one of the most outrageous contraptions we had ever laid eyes on. We knew Belle had a fetish with sticking things up her butt, but these contracting and expanding anal beads took the cake. Even though I've had anal sex before with plenty of people and creatures, that looked nothing short of painful to me.

"You made that, didn't you?" I asked Belle.

"I imbue a great many things with magic. Doesn't mean I always use them," she retorted, clearing her throat at what was obviously a lie.

Mira grabbed Belle's leash and asked, "Have you used this abomination of a butt plug before?"

"Y-Yes… I have… twice," Belle answered, pulling her hat low so we couldn't see the embarrassment in her face.

Belle's anal beads were probably the most sadistic instrument in this room next to Mira and the iron maiden. It might just work. Sure enough, the moment we brandished them in front of Thelia, she cracked upon seeing the beads expanding to the size of an apple.

"No, anything but that! I really will— aaahhh… break… I'll talk. Just get him out of me… I beg of you!" Thelia exclaimed. Tears ran down her cheeks and cum down her legs. At some point, Taurac ejaculated into her without us noticing. Her fertility might be in danger, but that wasn't our concern.

I patted Thelia on the head and nodded for Taurac to pull out. His penis slipped out with a pop, leaving her pussy gaping and twitching. Mira pulled the demon up by her horn to face us, the defiant scowl was no longer present and was replaced by a submissive demeanor.

"No more chances. Answer our questions or we put this up your ass," I warned.

The fear in her eyes was palpable. We might have broken her, but she was still a demon to be wary of. There was no telling what they could be scheming, and one wrong move would turn our advantage upside down.

"You are in Zertos' castle. The portal was calibrated to send us directly to my chamber," Thelia answered.

All of us gripped our staffs tighter. If what she said was true, we had been dropped right into the hornet's nest. We made the right choice not to investigate beyond the door.

"What happened to the Piety knights?" Mira asked. "There were two whom I doubt could be felled so easily."

Thelia's meekness gave way to an excessively proud grin, flashing the sharp fangs in her mouth and exclaiming loudly, "Those human dogs in tin suits stood no chance against my horde. The tall one proved difficult, but even indomitable might wears down eventually. The quiet one has broken bread with Zertos and apostatized. Your ilk has grown strong over the centuries, but the gods' weakening influence will herald our return—"

Meanwhile, in the middle of Thelia's spiel, Mira snatched the anal beads from Belle, walked behind the demon, and stuck the first two two into her ass.

"Uhhiiii— You bitch!" Thelia screamed.

Mira grimaced and shoved a few more in.

"I'm sorry! Please, no more…" she begged.

According to what she told us, Glory had been defeated. Which would be good news, if it wasn't for Abstinence going turncoat on the Order of Piety.

"In all my time speaking with Abstinence, I never pegged her for being weak of heart. She was the most zealous of the Order, perhaps even more so than the Grand Knightess herself," Belle said.

Our interrogation wrapped up with us releasing Thelia from the pillory, but we bound her wrists together with her own whip because the anti-magic affected her as well.

"You're going to bring us to Zertos whether you like it or not," Mira ordered.

Thelia was apprehensive. Of course, she was. We're asking her to take us to her master, a demon that was much stronger than herself. However, left with no choice but to obey or have more anal beads stuck into her ass, she agreed to take us there.

"Am I… not allowed to dress myself to be presentable to Lord Zertos?" the demon asks.

Mira took a long, lustful look at Thelia's body and said, "No, you may not. I intend to savor myself of this sight for as long as I can."

Thelia was every definition of attractive. Her being submissive, a stark contrast to her aggressive nature as a demon, was also quite a turn on. And Mira being the ladykiller she was, clearly had no plans to let a gorgeous demon woman off the hook so easily.

We exited the chamber and into a courtyard of petrified trees long dead. Dark, gothic architecture surrounded us everywhere we looked, pointed rooftops and grotesque gargoyle statues glared at us from above. A cobblestone walkway led us to a stone bridge, passing over a canal of crimson river.

Beyond the bridge, a horde of lesser demons snarled. Flying imps blotted the sky. Bone hounds and flesh golems blocked our way. There were unrecognizable demons that I'd never seen before, not even in my studies. All of them carried weapons or brandished claws and fangs sharp enough to tear us to shreds. Some of them saw their erinyes, naked and in chains, and popped an erection.

"Should have guessed we would be noticed eventually," I said, taking a step back and holding my staff between myself and the demons.

Mira slammed the base of her staff on the ground, willing the dead trees to life. Belle, too, had taken an interest in our new foes. Their scholarly conscience, hungry for knowledge that was appropriate of a witch, emerged in full force demonstrated by the wicked grins on the face of an insurmountable force.

"Ah, demon-slaying. Back to our roots!" Mira cackled.


Chapter 13 - Horde

Another demon was felled, burnt to a crisp by mine and Mira's combined firepower. Others were flung off the castle and into the river. Frozen imps plummeted from the sky and shattered upon hitting the ground. Lesser demons unlucky enough to be under them when it happens bludgeoned to death without realizing.

Suffice to say, the battle against the demon horde was a one-sided slaughter in favor of the witches. Their numbers were many, but their resistance against magic was almost nothing. If it were a group of greater demons, we might have been in trouble. But they were really all just cannon fodder.

Even Taurac had an easy time handling the lesser demons, while leaving the larger ones to us. His large trunky arms battered many foes.

Their seemingly endless numbers dwindled to a mere trickle until eventually the last imp scampered away. The courtyard of dead trees was now littered with dead demons.

Thelia's mouth hung open the entire time, witnessing the carnage that unfolded from the wholesale slaughter of her kin. To make her more traumatized, Belle had gone into alchemist witch mode, carving into dead demons to collect their organs and blood.

Mira patted the erinyes on the shoulder. "Oh, yes. We have grown strong over the centuries. Now bark once if you promise to be a good girl, or twice if you would like to end up in a vial."

"Arf…" Thelia uttered.

As we passed by scores of dead demons, I felt my body rejuvenating even though I hadn't taken a potion. More specifically, a tangible sensation of their magic signature gathered into me. I had to hold myself up with my staff to keep from falling after becoming light headed. The influx of extra mana was getting me more drunk than drank a bottle of wine.

"What's happened?" Mira asked, helping me towards a tree to lean on.

My head was beginning to spin. Closing my eyes helped a little, but it was like swimming against a vortex inside my own mind.

"I think the soul stone inside me is absorbing all the magic from the demons we killed." Unable to stand any longer, I planted my butt to the ground.

I couldn't see anything with my eyes shut. The feeling of my staff and Mira's hand brought me comfort.

"If excess mana is the issue, maybe you can throw spells around to discharge yourself," I heard Belle suggest.

Mira helped me raise my staff into the air.

I incant the words to invoke a fireball, "Igni vas o'rea!"

"What—!"

Belle and Mira expressed surprise as something roared off into the distance.

"What? What happened?" I asked, desperate to know what happened.

When I opened my eyes, I saw a massive fireball on the scale of Belle's level of spellcasting, burst into a devastating explosion far above the castle. Something that destructive could have destroyed the locale if I hadn't aimed into the sky.

"Did I do that?" I asked them.

My companions nodded in unison.

Belle placed a hand on my forehead and a finger to my jugular. It was a method of detecting signs of mana deficiency or overdose. It wasn't effective 100% of the time because it took the relative temperature between both places, and a number of factors could make an inaccurate diagnosis. For witches, the throat should be warmer than the forehead. This was due to magic having a thermal mass, like moisture in the air collecting heat and causing an increase in humidity.

"You're heating up, almost like a fever. There's definitely a surplus of magic inside you," Belle explained.

"On the bright side, my head isn't spinning anymore after casting a whole star into the sky," I remarked dryly.

Mira tapped her lips thoughtfully. "There's no telling how much you have stored inside you. One misplaced spell inside an enclosed space will blow us to smithereens."

She was right. I was the biggest liability if we went in to fight. On the other hand, I was just as big of an asset.

"I'll leave the fighting to the two of you and Taurac then. You can leave keeping an eye on Thelia to me. If she tries anything funny, I can blow both of us up."

"You— What?" Thelia turned to me with a frightened look, the blood draining from her face enough to make her red skin tone take on a pale tint.

I lifted my staff up to her face and asked, "You won't misbehave, will you?"

"N-No…" Thelia muttered.

Mira narrowed her eyes on Thelia.

"Arf!" The demon quickly corrected herself.

Before us were grand double doors of ornate designs detailing demons in a constant struggle against one another. This was all that stood in our way from getting to the main part of the castle. There didn't appear to be any handle or lock with which to open.

Mira gave Thelia a hard shove forward.

"Lord Zertos forgive me…" Thelia whispered.

"You no longer serve Zertos. We're your new masters now. Do I make myself clear?" Mira asked.

It was cruel enough that we had her in chains and walking around naked. Now Mira sounded keen on bringing the erinyes back with us. We were beginning to seem like the demons instead.

Thelia dragged her hand against a sharp fang in her mouth. Deep, crimson blood pooled on her palm which she smeared against the door, staining the etchings that decorated it. The blood began to spread, covering the entire surface of the door until it was completely red.

The doors shuddered open, grinding against the stonework floor. We were stricken by a gust of cold wind. Odd. Air normally gushed into a room and not the other way around.

As soon as we entered, the doors closed immediately. The hall was much larger than it appeared outside. Just like Demos' house of madness, it stretched on into the infinite darkness. The air was somehow fresh.

"Hello!" I called out.

Hello… hello… ello… lo…

Only the sounds of our echoing footsteps responded.

"I'm rather disappointed," Mira suddenly said. "I expected corpses to hang from the ceiling, giant demons with bloodied clubs, or I don't know— a trap!"

Belle glared at her. "Why do you have to jinx us like that? Can't we just chance upon Zertos, kill him, and go our merry way back to defeating Edith?"

My mind wandered back to the tower with the enormous bathhouse. "I'm in no rush. If anything, I could go for a hot bath."

We walked for what felt like an eternity. In fact, we had been walking straight for so long, we should have come to the other end of the castle a while ago.

"Why don't we question the demon?" Belle asked, at which point we all turned to Thelia.

"I-I am not sure. Yes, these halls and chambers are distorted in dimensions, but we should have come across other pathways by now… I think?" Thelia stammered. Her fear of reprisal prevented her from speaking to us with a clear head.

Something answered our frustration as we came upon the only door since coming inside here along the left wall, framed by two torches on either side of it.

We opened it, but didn't step inside. The four of us eyed the entrance suspiciously.

"That's definitely a trap, isn't it?" I asked the group, to which they replied with an affirmative nod.

Belle tossed an empty vial through the door. It shattered as it hit the ground.

Nothing happened.

"We should send the demon in first," Belle said.

"And possibly lose our only tour guide? She wants a chance to escape. I think not," Mira declared, shutting the suggestion down before giving it a thought.

"You just want to keep the erinyes…" she mumbled.

It was an unassuming entrance like any other. But for a door to just appear the moment we asked for one was suspect at best. Just like Mira said, this place was strange for there not to be some sort of welcoming party, or any attempts to dissuade us from proceeding further. Especially since we were attacked by so many demons.

Taurac grunted, "Will go first. Owe witches my life."

I was hesitant about letting Taurac go through a potentially trapped door after already losing him once. However, we were stuck here unless we swallowed our fear and took the plunge. As much as I hated to admit it, Taurac was the only one we could afford to lose here.

"Be careful," I told him.

The minotaur ducked in order to get his horns through the door. He made a few brave steps into the room, heavy footfalls of his hooves clopped loudly from the empty wing. By the time he stopped in his tracks, there was a good thirty feet between us.

"I guess it wasn't a trap?" Belle wondered aloud.

"I'm beginning to despise these towers…" Mira sighed.

I followed after them, keeping Thelia in front of me so I could keep an eye on her. Just as we passed through the door, a light shot up from beneath our feet— a magic circle formed below us.

"It was a trap!" I managed to shove Mira and Belle off before the circle activated.

The next I blinked, I found myself under the same red sky and scorching black sun. I was stripped naked with nothing but a chain on my neck that led into the ground, upon a stage of an outdoor amphitheater. On the half-circle seating area before me, sat demons of all kinds that holler and applaud.

It was like the trial of Vessyra all over again, but with demons instead of demihumans.

"Mmmph! Mmmnnn— mmrrrph!"

To my left, Thelia was also chained up but being gangraped by a group of wingless imps. She was plugged up in every hole, but that didn't stop the demons from using her hands and hair to jerk themselves off with. A line had formed awaiting their turn to have their way with her.

Two succubus demons entered into my field of view, grinning with wicked intent.

"Welcome to the entertainment venue," a pale blue-skinned succubus wearing nothing but a sash said.

The other one, a lighter red than Thelia with short, purple hair, knelt down and pressed a finger to the tip of my penis. "You're our main event today~"


Chapter 14 - Succubus Toy

The two succubus were a lot more attractive than the ancient tomes back at the Academy depicted them. Both were no taller than myself, walked on cloven hooves, and their skin took on an unnatural color like Thelia's. But unlike the erinyes, webbed wings beat from their backs and a smooth tail whipped between their legs.

With voluptuous bodies tempered to make men and women alike weak, succubus fed on the magic from other creatures. They were parasites of the demon race. It was believed they were once disciples of Vessyra, but after drinking deep of the demonic influence, fell and became what they were now.

"I can't believe I'm seeing real succubi for the first time— wait… This isn't the time to be giddy," I scolded myself.

The pale blue succubus pinched my nipple between her toes and squeezed. My body twitched with pleasure, inflamed by the audience before me and the idea of being ravished by sex demons.

"Don't worry. You will enjoy it," she said.

"But not as much as we will enjoy you," the pink one chimed in, dragging her tongue along my erect penis.

Pleasure reverberated through me.

"You carry the scent of something absolutely delectable dwelling inside you," they said together.

From what I remembered in my studies, succubi nose and taste buds were keen on detecting magic. But nothing in what I learned taught me how to get out of this situation, especially when they had me chained by the neck.

"I don't suppose you ladies can take me to Zertos?" I asked politely.

The one teasing my breasts with her feet erupted into laughter. Lesser demons from the audience hooted and hollered. I was probably the first human witch they had seen, and the many erect cocks were evidence to their eagerness to fuck me. Some tried to climb onto the stage, but the two succubus kicked them off with a snarl.

"Master Zertos is too busy for the likes of a mere witch. We shall entertain you instead." The blue-skinned succubus pressed a hand to her chest. "My name is Xana."

The other one bowed. "And I, Lorica. Once we have our fill of you, the rabble shall have their turn."

Instead of fear, it was excitement that bubbled within me. Even though there was a line of demons waiting to fuck Thelia, it seemed that the one they really wanted was me. Of all the times to be horny, this wasn't one of them. If I couldn't find a way out, I was going to become a sex toy for a bunch of demons.

Struggle as I might, the chain kept me from invoking magic. There must be another way to fight back.

Lorica lowered her head between my legs and gripped my penis at the base. Her long, hot tongue made circles around the tip.

"Never have I seen such a fine specimen. Not only are you delicious, but you bear the pleasures of both man and woman," Lorica said, before enveloping me into her steaming mouth.

My body shuddered from the intense pleasure granted to me. Lorica twirled her tongue as she bobbed up and down my dick. While this was happening, Xana pulled me to a sitting position, then pressed her plump lips to mine. She occasionally bit my lower lip, but sucked on my tongue as though trying to swallow it.

They assaulted me on both ends, and I was powerless to stop them. A very tangible sensation of magic left me through my mouth and penis, setting off warning bells in my head. Letting them do as they pleased felt good for now, and when the lesser demons took over to rape me, it might even be enjoyable—

No! At this rate, I really will lose and become their toy.

I had to fight back the only way I know how. Only my neck was bound. The rest of me was still free to move as I wished.

Lorica and Xana sensed my sudden resistance, and intensified their tongue-work on me. I grabbed a handful of Lorica's purple hair. Instead of her giving me a blowjob, I started facefucking her instead. My other hand ripped away Xana's sash that was in the way of getting to her crotch. Her body jolted when I brushed against the wet slit of her pussy. Pressing two fingers in was all it took to make her weak.

"Two— er, three can play at this game…" I said, beginning my counterattack.

Now we are on even ground. Xana even had to recompose herself before occupying my lips again, and Lorica's mouth smacked against my dick like she was breathing fire on it. The magic being pulled out of me was locked in a tug of war between the three of us. I could fight back. Vessyra gave me the means to do so.

That's right!

As unbelievable as it was, the Goddess made me similar to a succubus— with the power to drain magic from creatures I had sex with.They might be succubus, but I might as well be one, too.

Despite resisting the inevitable climax, Lorica was too skilled of a succubus. Her blowjob brought me to climax, and I ejaculated into her mouth. Some of my magic drained away with it. Lorica rose to her feet, chin dripping with my cum.

Xana yanked my hand away and my fingers came out steaming. She was the more surprised of the two succubus, and there was now a look of worry on her face. I had felt her pussy convulsing. She was getting close and was afraid to orgasm.

It was all I needed to know that there was a fighting chance.

"Now that I had a taste, I can't resist any longer…" Lorica pressed a foot to my chest and pushed me back on the ground.

"Lorica, wait. I don't think she's—" Xana tried to stop her fellow succubus, but the lust in Lorica's eyes were dead set on tasting more of my magic.

My dick, slickened by her saliva, slid right into her soaking cunt. It was hot. Nothing like when I had sex with Mira or Sheila. This demon's internal body temperature was so high, it felt like it was on the verge of melting right off.

Lorica, however, wasn't hanging on so well either. She nearly keeled over and braced both hands on my shoulders to keep upright. The mere act of putting it in made her weak.

The horny succubus didn't wait or foreplay, she bounced on me like she was afraid it would disappear if I pulled out. Meanwhile, Xana fingered herself off to the side as she watched. Lesser demons from the crowd had come to the edge of the stage for a closer look, still scared to climb up for fear of reprisal.

"In my years of laying with humans, never have I had such prime meat! Yes— aahhh, keep fucking me!" Lorica cried.

Everytime I slammed into her, she threw her head back from pleasure. Her moans had become hysterical shrieks. There was still some fight left in her, as I soon learned from the tail rubbing against my pussy. When I thought teasing was all she planned to do, it penetrated deep into me.

"Nnngh! You can… do that with a tail?" I winced. Bit by bit, I was beginning to lose my mind to pleasure, too.

I underestimated Lorica. Her tail pistoned into me, stirring my inside like a real penis— no, it was better than a penis. The smooth surface of her tail, the arrowhead-shaped tip… it rubbed places that no regular penis could.

The more I lost myself to the moment, the greater the flow of magic leaked out of me. I had to take control.

"Aha! What's wrong, little witch? Can't handle a succubus' pussy?" Lorica taunted.

Mustering all the strength inside me, I turned the tables by getting on top of her instead. The rough transition almost made me climax early from her pussy clenching tighter.

"I won't be defeated so easily either." Xana stood in front of me, eager to get in on the action, her legs spread apart and positioning her pussy in front of my face.

I swallowed hard, staring at the pink flesh against her blue skin. It seemed we were all the same color inside. If Mira were in my position, she would make quick work of Xana. But she wasn't. I had to make do if I wanted to get back to them.

Not wanting to keep Xana waiting, I licked around the folds of her vulva. She gasped, clamping her hands on my head to hold me in place. Thinking back to the way Mira pleasured me, I teased the succubus' clit with my fingers while thrusting my tongue into her pussy.

It wasn't enough. They were succubi after all. This was just another fuck. I lubed up my free hand with the juices gushing from Xana's pussy, and felt around her butt. In no time, I found her asshole and shoved my finger in.

Xana cried out. The moment I did, her pussy clenched around my tongue. Xana wasn't to be underestimated either. Her tail whips around, searching for the last hole to be filled— my own ass. "In that case… nngh, I have to return the favor…"

There was little I could do but accept it. Her tail drilled into my ass, and my entire body seized. Both of their tails fucked me while I ate one out and screwed the other. Unlike them, I was being stimulated in three different places, and it was getting harder to think straight.

We were locked in a threesome, and I was at a disadvantage against two succubus. But as I got closer to climaxing, I noticed they were, too.

Something glistened at my feet. Next to the sash that I pulled off Xana earlier was a metal key. Neither of the succubus realized it yet, and Xana's eyes were screwed shut as she enjoyed my cunnilingus.

I picked up the key and quietly unlocked myself. As soon as the chain clattered to the ground, Xana and Lorica's eyes snapped open.

"When did—?!" Xana flew back, putting some distance between us.

Lorica's hands glowed with magic. She unleashed a fireball between us but not before I whistled for my living clothes back on. Lorica tried to fly away, but I willed tentacles from my robes to pluck them both from the sky. The lesser demons in the audience, including the ones fucking Thelia, saw their succubi in danger and rushed in to help.

Another tentacle returned my staff to me. Picturing Belle's method of spellcasting, I invoked a storm of ice to freeze the approaching demons. Now the stage was littered with frozen statues. I made sure to leave Thelia out of the crossfire, but she had long fallen unconscious from her gangbang.

To make sure Xana and Lorica couldn't fight back, I chained them up with the same collars they had put on me and Thelia.

"Wait a minute…" Lorica stuttered. "Let's talk this out!"

I grinned at them as more slithering tentacles emerged from the fabric. "I haven't fed my clothes any magic crystals for almost a month. It's starving, and lucky for you, I'm still hard. So here's what's going to happen— I'm going to screw the both of you into submission, and then you'll be taking me to Zertos."


Chapter 15 - Confronting Zertos

Lorica and Xana laid on the ground a twitching mess. Their disheveled hair, erratic gasps, and rolled-back eyes informed me that I had given them an incredible, if not the best sex of their lives.

The slimy tentacles retreated from their holes and returned to form my robes. It was brimming with magic now, filled and satisfied after draining the two succubus. As it turned out, the living robes synergized well with Vessyra's gifted power. After all, these clothes became an extension of myself when worn. I could drain magic more efficiently now.

"Filthy curs! How dare you lay your disgusting hands on me! I am a greater demon, you are all but lesser mongrels." Thelia was busy venting her anger by stomping the demons I had frozen earlier, shattering them into smaller shards of ice.

It wasn't enough for her to just break them. She made sure to grind her feet, annihilating any trace that they had existed.

"Thelia, they're already dead!" I shouted, trying to get her to stop. She faced me, then realized the situation she was still in. "Don't forget, you're still our captive."

The erinyes gulped and cast her eyes to the ground.

"All this time we were biding our time to lay siege to your world. Yet we find that you witches have become something akin to monsters," Thelia said, trembling where she stood.

I raised a brow, trying to gauge whether she was scheming by feigning weakness, or anything that a demon might try to free herself. If Mira or Belle were here, they wouldn't care and have us move right along.

Vessyra said I was perfect for their powers because of my kindness, but I felt as though it had more often than not been taken advantage of. In fact, this whole agreement with the gods might not have been in my best interests.

"Centuries of practicing witchcraft does that to us. If you don't want to end up an icicle, you better not try anything funny," I warned Thelia.

With our combined strength, we tore the chains from the stage to use as the succubi's leashes. Thelia gave each of them a good smack to wake them up. I had made sure not to drain too much so they remained alive. Their legs were a bit wobbly, but they could at least still walk.

When we went back inside the castle, the entire scene had changed to something other than the neverending dark halls. Cart-sized metal links were interconnected to serve as walkways, connecting to floating obsidian land masses. Below us was a churning pool of lava. Aside from the oversized chains, no other paths were offered to us except where we had come from.

"Believe it or not, this is the true appearance of Zertos' castle," Thelia said, craning her neck up. "It isn't an exaggeration to say that the castle is a part of Zertos. It may be why we weren't getting anywhere. He only allows us to meet with him if he so wishes."

"And you neglected to tell us this earlier… because?" I asked, invoking magic onto my staff.

Thelia staggered back, raising her arms to defend herself like a cornered animal.

"I thought if I wasn't of any use, you and your fellows would have no reason to keep me alive…" she said meekly.

Foolish. As if Mira would have let her go so easily.

Walking around with two succubus on chain leashes and an erinyes scared out of her wits, it clicked in my head that I was looking like the bad guy here. I rubbed away the coming headache and sighed.

"Look, we have no reason to— okay, maybe the others do— but I have no reason to hurt any of you. All we want is to stop a greater threat that's happening outside. We need Zertos to cooperate, or we will make him cooperate," I explained.

It might have been more than I should have mentioned, but I kept it pretty vague. If gods could make alliances, who was to say demons wouldn't try the same. It would make for a miserable time if Edith Percouli herself got in touch with demons first.

When the witches of the Crimson Wars imbued the souls of demons into familiars, they summoned untold number of terrors that wreaked havoc on Talmora. Even years after its end, we weren't entirely out of the water yet.

As fate would have it, Abstinence had made a pact with Zertos. Whatever that meant had to be anything but good. We began our ascent with Thelia leading the way. I figured now was the best time to get more information out of her without the other two terrorizing her.

"I want you to tell me about the deal made between Abstinence and Zertos," I asked Thelia.

She hesitated to answer at first, then her shoulders slackened.

"Some time ago, a large group of brazen knights laid siege to Lord Zertos' castle in search of something. They cut through our forces with magic unlike anything we had ever seen. One made clones herself, and the other caused the ground beneath our feet to fissure." Thelia stared into the palm of her hands as though recalling the battle she had with them.

I could only imagine. She spoke of the christened knights of the Order of Piety, Glory and Abstinence. Both of whom Mira and I were not so eager to face after our first bout.

The erinyes continued, "They were somehow able to negate Zertos' control of the castle, and eventually came to his very chamber. I was there when it happened. None of us could believe what happened next— the one you call Abstinence proceeded to kill her companions."

"What?" I choked on my own spit.

What reason did Abstinence have to sabotage the Order's goals? The christened knights up until now were all zealous fanatics, going as far as to make use of soul-bound weapons they considered profane.

No, maybe it did make sense.

They were willing, by any means necessary, to mete out their blind justice as long as it served the Council. Or rather, so long as Edith led them to believe it was in their interest.

Thelia took a deep breath before going on.

"The deal was that Zertos would provide the soul stone of a high demon, in exchange for setting us free into your world," she finished.

I stopped dead in my tracks. The chains pulled taut, and the succubi were forced to stop walking. We had already come to the end of the chain. A large, iron-bolted door embedded into the side of this suspended stone monolith was all that stood between me and Zertos. I knew he was behind it because of the massive magical signature within.

"Demons in my world? Not on my watch…" I bit down on my lip and pushed open the door.

A foul stench rushed out, the low groan of a large creature shrouded in the unlit chamber rumbled. It was like walking into a cathedral. Pews had all been pushed to the sides of the room, stained glass as tall as the chamber itself depicted demons and witches in battle, and gray pillars of polished marble were beset between them.

We weren't alone. Humans and demons occupied the pews, the floor, and some were airborne, all locked in the rapture of intercourse and sexual deviancy. A group of imps ravished a woman loudly begging for her next orgasm. Another was stuck in a wooden pillory and being whipped by a succubus.

They must be the remnants of the Piety knights.

"How do you like the entertainment? I cannot partake due to my… circumstances, but nothing is more enjoyable than watching the pious ones fall to lust," a voice bellowed.

Sitting at the front of the cathedral was something like a mountain of fat as tall as the ceiling. An oversized demon with many smaller horns protruded from his head. A thick tongue licked an even thicker pair of lips as he watched me approach. Two heavy forearms patted his rotund belly, while the other two made a bowing gesture. He appeared immobile, but one could never be too careful with a demon.

Rather than fear, I was more repulsed than anything else.

"I'm not exactly a voyeur, but I won't judge someone for their kinks. I presume you're Zertos?" I asked.

Though he couldn't move from his spot, the demon towered over me and had cast a shadow large enough to reach the door. One by one the torches on the columns ignited and gave light to the dark chamber.

"I am. I have fought your ilk before, puny witch. Before you try anything, know that a demon of my caliber is not like the lesser ones you so easily slaughtered. I could squash you like an insect," Zertos threatened.

Before Edith, before the Crimson Wars, witches served as the frontline against demonic threats that slipped into our world. It was too bad that when the danger passed, we turned that power to our fellow man.

"Lucky for you, we're not looking for a fight yet. You and your army have taken residence in a forged world that I need to destroy. This is me asking you to kindly leave, or be obliterated when it collapses," I explained.

Zertos' laughter shook the cathedral. It felt as though the roof was going to crumble in, then I was reminded of what Thelia described to me— that the castle was part of Zertos.

"Amusing. The other three in your party are still stuck in my castle. You would condemn them and your petty gods that reside here? You can't destroy this tower even if you tried!" he exclaimed, laughing and patting his stomach like a drum.

Vessyra and Demos said the demon engorged himself in magic. All this time we had been searching for the room where the magic crystals were powering this forged world. Could it be that he consumed them whole?

"You… ate the magic crystals, didn't you?" I asked him.

"Finally catching on. Witches are slower than I thought," Zertos chided, erupting into another raucous laughter.

Well, then there was only one thing to do.

"I have a better idea." I emptied the potion of gigantism down my throat, and soon I began to grow in size. Thelia and the succubus sisters grew smaller and smaller until I reached Zertos' height. My elastic robes stretched and enlarged with me. Powered by the magic I had drained earlier, a dozen appendages emerged from my back. Suddenly, he didn't look so confident.

"Well, well. You have more bite than bark, it seems." Zertos' tone turned serious.

I returned a devious smile. "I'm going to pull the magic crystals right out of your stomach."


Chapter 16 - Subjugating Demons

Zertos was only a greater demon— no more a demon in the same class as Thelia or the succubi twins, Lorica and Xana. What set him apart were the magic crystals he swallowed, much like how I was still a human witch despite having consumed a soul stone. Even so, letting my guard down could prove fatal. I still didn't know where Abstinence was, if she were even still here.

The demon women I brought with me escaped my clutches and retreated to the back of the room. It didn't look like they had any intentions of helping either of us. But at any point I began to lose, their opportunistic nature might set their fangs on me again.

A barrage of fireballs shot from his mouth. I raised a wall of ice to block the volley, but the ensuing impact sent shards flying across the room. Fortunately, no one was hurt. Many of the knights were being raped behind pillars or beneath the pews.

"Last chance, Zertos. Stand down or it won't end well for you," I warned, offering him a clemency.

"Pitiful witch. Only the weak bargain!" Zertos opened his mouth to unleash another spell, but the tentacles of my living robes wrapped around his throat. The fire was snuffed out, and the demon was left grasping at his neck, clawing vainly to free himself.

More appendages emerge from my robes to restrain each of his four arms. I had him soundly immobilized, more so than he was before. He tried to choke out an insult, but the words erupted in frustrated gurgles instead.

I put a foot to his chest and pushed. He collapsed like a tree, slowly, creaking, until the satisfying crash of him hitting ground boomed.

"You were just a meager demon after all," I teased.

Beneath the fat and between two stumpy legs was a rather small penis for his size. It wasn't the gargantuan elephant trunk that I was expecting, it was instead like a turtle peeking out of its shell. I dared call it cute.

"Awww. Maybe someone wanted to get big to compensate for their small little thing?" I cooed at him.

"You won't get away with this. When that knight reaches Edith and the demons come pouring out, we'll see who's laughing!" he shouted.

Hearing Edith's name stirred the fury inside me. Fire and smoke billowed from my robes, burning away the fabric until it became the black, wispy regalia from when I fought the dracolich. The tips of each tentacle sharpened to a point, and I angled the blades at Zertos' head.

"What's this about Edith and Abstinence?" I asked.

He wouldn't speak. If fear couldn't convince him, I had to go at it from another angle.

"What are you— stop that!" Zertos squirmed as I pressed the sole of my foot against his turtleneck of a penis.

I recalled Mira mentioning that she made the men during her trial climax using nothing but her feet. A part of me was curious. What better way to try it myself than to use a demon and humiliate him at the same time.

"What's the matter? Big bad demon afraid of a little stimulation?" I teased.

Zertos clutched at the tentacles pinning him to the ground. The elixir of gigantism not only increased my size, it also raised my strength by an absurd margin. He couldn't hope to fight back in a battle of pure strength, and with my tentacles wrapping around his neck and hands, he couldn't cast spells either.

As I continued to tease his cock with my foot, pinching it between my big toes and kneading it with my sole, his struggles began to subside. Now was the time to strike.

I compelled two tentacles to pry open his mouth, and another to reach down his throat. Zertos became many times more animated, writhing and screaming to get me to stop. The tentacle slid through his esophagus, down to his putrid stomach, until it made purchase on something hard. In fact, there were several dense objects.

He choked and gagged, his cock twitched with contradicting excitement despite the panicked struggle. The moment I pulled the first pulsating crystal out of his gullet, his member ejaculated thick cum all over my foot.

"So you have a foot fetish and a choking fetish? I won't judge." I giggled into my hand.

"Screw you, bitch!" Zertos snarled.

I stuck another tentacle in when he opened his mouth to speak.

This went on for a few minutes. Each time I pulled one out, Zertos shrunk in size until I held five giant crystals, and he reduced to the size of an orc. Without all the bloat, I recognized him as a greshka. A pig-faced demon with the ears and snout of a bat. He was still fat in appearance, but much less so. I could crush him under my foot if I wanted to.

"If you liked my foot so much, maybe I should step on you as you are now." I offered him the most wicked grin I could muster.

Being evil wasn't my tune, but demons shouldn't be treated any other way than with fear or demonstrating superiority over them. They weren't like humans and demihumans who, with enough kindness, might be won over. These creatures of another plane knew only to dominate others.

Zertos fell to his knees and apologized. "I don't want to die! The deal— I only brokered it between the witch called Edith and my masters!"

Previously, Thelia informed me that Zertos gave Abstinence a soul of a high demon. They were a class of demons cut from a different cloth and could be viewed as the overlords of their kind. Zertos being a greater demon couldn't have gotten his hands on something like that without help— or if he was used as a pawn by another demon.

"Keep talking. What was that about setting demons free into my world?" I asked, stomping the space next to him.

"I don't know! Ask the witch. She's the one who came up with this bargain. She somehow found a way to bring us into Talmora," Zertos squeaked.

And the demons were willing to give anything for that to happen.

"Wait… the soul stone… How did you entrap a soul to begin with? That's not possible, not even through advanced witchcraft," I said, but Zertos looked at me cluelessly.

No matter how much I thought about it, something didn't add up. A soul was intangible. We've only recently discovered that soul stones could be created at the top of the tower. Did they kill a high demon in this forged world to trap its soul?

The only one who knew more on the topic of soul stones was Demos— the very god who created them. An itch at the back of my head made me wonder if he had a hand in this bargain. I thought he was on our side, but maybe it was more complicated than the gods initially led on.

Unless Demos was playing us all for fools.

I didn't like that one bit.

My enlarged size made arranging the crystals a lot easier. If I was small, this would have taken ages. As I currently was, I could lift each one with a single hand. The circle in which they were originally positioned was where Zertos had sat before I knocked him over.

All it took was moving them back into place to begin floating again. All five crystals hummed, like a chorus in church, they played a synchronous melody that drowned out the moans of sex that was still going on.

Zertos, now powerless, was made to submit to Thelia. In their hierarchy, erinyes were several ranks above greshkas despite being under the same categorization. It was amusing to watch her whip him for the torment she was put through earlier.

"Thelia, order the lesser demons to stand down. No more raping the knights," I demanded.

"Right away!" Thelia kicked Zertos hard on the rump before going to fulfill my orders.

I picked up Zertos, who fitted perfectly in one hand, and plopped him down in front of the crystals. "You can will this castle by your whims using magic. Find my companions and lead them here."

Not wishing to get on my bad side, all four of them went right to work. The erinyes began whipping the demons to stop. Lorica and Xana joined her, using their powers as succubi to force the lesser ones to heel. Zertos obeyed without protest, going to work using the crystals to channel his magic into the castle.

Never in my life would I imagine myself ordering demons around, but here I was. My own little tyrant. A giantess tyrant.

"All I wanted was a peaceful life in the forest." I sighed.

The spell Zertos incanted was complex, possibly only usable in this forged world brimming with magic. It seemed to function like Demos' neverending mansion. Entire floors shifted and groaned as they moved from place to place, morphed by magic to stretch and widen.

I remained on guard because letting the demon who I had humiliated go around casting spells could turn on me. Fortunately, my worries were unfounded. The doors to the cathedral creaked open, and in came my three companions.

"Ah. Everytime we are reunited with you, there is a surprise waiting for us. This time, you've become a giant." Mira chuckled. She ignored the demons and naked knights to meet me at my shins.

Belle gave the demons the stink-eye walking past them, and Taurac appeared to have found himself a greataxe to wield while I was gone. None of them appeared particularly injured, but I supposed that was only natural being how capable they were.

"Mira wouldn't admit it, but she was crying crocodile tears about losing both you and the erinyes— bwuooh!" The rest of Belle's sentence was interrupted by Mira jabbing an elbow into her ribcage.

"You figured something out. Go on," Mira urged her.

"Bitch… These towers remind me of an experiment we did back at the academy," Belle began, rubbing her side. "Magic-detecting tuning forks, once embedded into the soil, will vibrate. Planting three forks in the soil and connecting each arm with string causes magic to flow through them."

"Severing one string causes the magic flowing through it to flow into the others, correct?" I recalled the same experiment.

Belle nodded. "I believe Edith was smart enough to ensure that if we destroy or sever the connection to this tower, the remaining tethers will create another megatower."

"Then what do we need to do?" I asked both of them.

"Think of a bathtub full of water. There are multiple drains. I just need to plug up the biggest one that's leading out of the Weeping Expanse. In order to do that, I need to stay behind to constantly redirect the flow," Belle explained.

Leaving Belle behind with a bunch of demons while occupied with the tower's magic flow wasn't the best choice. If only there was—

My eyes fell on Zertos.

"Maybe you don't have to stay behind, Belle. We may have another choice, a less willing one," I said.

Belle and Mira followed my gaze to the greshka, who had no idea what we were about to do. We proceeded to chain him up with the same shackles placed onto the succubi, then pinned him against the ground next to the crystal formation's runic circle.

"Well, looks like it worked." Belle clapped her hands, marvelling at Zertos' incapacitated state.

The tower shuddered for a moment, but the tremors subsided. It must have been the tethers rearranging themselves. With the anti-magic shackles keeping Zertos from struggling, all we needed to do was ensure nothing could help him out.

Mira caught on to what I was thinking and pulled Thelia into our group.

"You demons like making deals, yes? How about becoming a turncoat? You have seen what we can do. There are hundreds of us out there in Talmora, do you truly think demons stand a chance?" Mira asked the erinyes.

"N-No…" Thelia stuttered.

"Be a good girl and keep an eye on Zertos. If you're ever released into our world, we may even show you mercy. If we find out that you betrayed us, there is nowhere you can fly to escape from me." There was a certain point where we began to sound like the real demons. Mira might have crossed that line. She was probably the closest thing being how sadistic and cunning she could be. Her threat was heard loud and clear.

"Nothing will happen under my watch, I promise!" the erinyes exclaimed.

"Taurac stay behind to guard. Confident we will see each other again," Taurac said.

"Goodbye, my friend." I put a hand on his chest and smiled, then joined Belle and Mira at the teleportation circle in front of the altar.

In a flash of light, we emerged from the tower to the fresh scent of evergreens and gargantuan oaks. It was dark out, and a lot more humid than before we arrived. Not much time should have passed, I estimated no more than two weeks had gone by, seeing as we had likely spent months inside that forged world.

Our familiars cuddled up to us as they awakened from their slumber.

The trees rustled violently. There were no winds to cause the disturbance, but our exit from the tower had drawn some attention. Each of us raised our staffs expecting a fight, when suddenly, three harpies shot out from the trees.

"Raaa! Raaah!"

Red, Blue, and Green dove into the clearing and tackled me to the ground.

Mira and Belle stowed their staffs. The tension has vanished at the sight of friendly faces.

"Oh, you three. Don't tell me you came to pick us up?" I stroked each of the harpy sisters' heads as they snuggled into my chest. 


Chapter 17 - New Horizons

Eudora demanded a full report as soon as we returned to Lotherain. We told her everything about the demons, the gods, what happened to the Order of Piety, but I neglected to tell her about the powers gifted to me by Vessyra and Demos.

I had asked Belle and Mira to keep it a secret from our host as well. Neither of them saw Eudora as our ally to begin with. At least not completely. Our alliance was conceived out of convenience. It only so happened that Eudora's goals were the lesser of two evils.

Now that we had reached out to the citizens and priestesses of Vessyra, we realized how far-reaching the consequences of Edith Percouli's actions were. It was no longer about the human kingdoms, but also the livelihoods of hundreds of thousands, if not more whose lives were being robbed.

"To even rope demons into her mess. That Edith is something else… it's despicable, really. At the same time, intriguing." Eudora sipped thoughtfully from her teacup. The smile on her face didn't match the somber news we delivered. If anything, she took joy from learning that demons were involved.

The four of us sat under the gazebo, dining on the many pastries before us. Eudora always somehow made food and drinks readily available despite never leaving the tower.

"At any rate, the three of you were successful in cutting Edith off from her pie. Well done," she said.

Mira rolled her eyes and asked, "This two-way street isn't exactly working out. Where are you to show for your progress in dismantling the towers?"

Eudora waved a dismissive hand, then rang a bell on the table. Not but a few seconds went by and a young woman came running out of the mansion in a frilly, light-blue dress. I quickly discerned, however, that I had mistaken the woman for none other than Noah— Valor, of the Order of Piety.

His blonde hair had grown down to his shoulders. If it wasn't for the color of his hair and distinctly young features, I would have been none the wiser. Before we left, I recalled he was given to the alraune as a sex slave and underwent some form of feminization.

"Yes, Lady Eudora?" Valor spoke in a much higher pitch than I remembered.

"What in the name of Demos did you do to him?" Belle asked, shocked by how much the feminization had changed him. Of course, she would be the most astonished of us. They served together briefly. Even if it was a short stint, they must have developed some sort of friendship.

Eudora slapped his ass, causing him to squeak in surprise. Valor's face flushed red. His breasts even jiggled as he wriggled uncomfortably from where he stood.

"You all remember, Noah Theodin. His name is Noelle now. Aren't you?" Eudora asked, her hand stroking his backside.

"That's right. I serve Lady Eudora now," he answered.

When Eudora said she was going to make sex slaves of the captured knights, I didn't think she was serious. I shuddered to think what she had done to Humility.

Eudora nudged him forward. "Tell them what you told me, Noelle."

"Before we departed for Parthun, I overheard Councilor Anora and Her Ladyship, Discipline speaking privately one night. I had only caught a snippet of their conversation, fearing that I would be caught eavesdropping. However, in that brief moment, I heard what I could only describe as another, more demonic voice in the room."

The three of us digested this information with an ounce of skepticism. We couldn't be sure if Noelle was lying to throw us off. If what he heard was true, then either there was a demon in the room with them, or one of them was a demon.

My money was on Edith, but then the captain of the Order of Piety had every reason to cut her down right then and there. In which case, was Discipline the demon? Or were they all in an alliance with one another?

It wasn't so far-fetched seeing as Edith knew to bargain with demons. Her network of information, including centuries' worth of archaic knowledge in old magic made her a formidable foe.

"You may leave." Eudora dismissed her slave knight. Noelle curtsied, and disappeared into the mansion. She turned her attention back to us— Mira in particular. "To answer your question: no, I haven't. I was beginning to wonder if those towers have some sort of connection to Edith. Otherwise, how else would she have known demons wormed their way into that forged world?"

"Either way, she no longer has access to that infinite well of magic. If you think she still has a connection, maybe we should be directing our efforts to breaking the other towers?" I suggested.

"That would take way too long. You saw how many we passed by just to get to the megatower," Belle reminded me.

Eudora cleared the table with a snap of a finger, vanishing even the pastry Mira was about to toss into her mouth. A map of inner Talmora manifested in their place.

"Your next task will be to perform subterfuge in none other than Parabelle's former sovereignty. Parthun is under our control, and though we have found allies in Vessyra, we are still sorely outnumbered. What we need is information— what are the citizen's sentiments regarding their King? What allies or coups can we incite to weaken him? Who has currently taken Parabelle's place?" Eudora proceeded to lay out an entire plan to overthrow an entire kingdom.

This was, after all, the Cackling Witch whom Anora had sent to set in motion the downfall of High Saquin. It made me queasy hearing all the little details to dismantle a kingdom from bribing relatives, introducing a plague, to using propaganda to turn the common people against the noble and royal class.

They were all suggestions, and no solid step-by-step plan on what we should do.

By the end of it, Eudora had only a single suggestion, "I want you three to bring the high priestess with you."

The three of us jumped out of our seats.

"I'd understand bringing her to a kingdom on the fence about who to side with, but Juna? They attacked Parthun outright!" I objected.

Belle joined me with her own retort, "I know King Uldrin. He comes at a hot second to High Saquin regarding his revulsion for demihumans. Ceris won't be safe there."

"That's why the three of you will protect her if it comes to that. I should hope you do not seek out fights on your own, merely sow the seeds of a rebellion," Eudora said.

"We have already talked this over while you were away. I agreed to Eudora's plan," Ceris said, walking up to the gazebo.

The priestess was joined by two large lamias— or, so I thought. They had pristine, ivory clouds of fur along the length of their bodies and tails, thick wolf-like ears that twitched with excitement, and a hardened underbelly of scales. Eyes like moons against black sclera flicked to each of us in unison. Where fur didn't cover, revealed smooth, pale gray skin.

It appeared that Eudora was already acquainted with these creatures. Ceris noticed we were staring and introduced them, "Oh, forgive me. These two are Io and Mana. They are my guards."

"I am Io," one said, bowing.

"I am Mana," the other confirmed, bowing.

They both spoke and stared forward blankly. It was, suffice to say, unsettling. Their emotionless expressions made them hard to read. I could make out that they appeared embarrassed locking eyes with us but stared nonetheless.

"Gale, out of an unnecessary abundance to protect me, sent some of our greatest warriors here first. Io and Mana are bunyips, deceptively powerful cousins to the lamia race," Ceris explained.

"They look so… fluffy…" I found myself saying. It was hard to resist the urge to pet them.

Belle felt the same way, and had to pry her attention away back to the map to suppress the urge.

The meeting didn't last much longer after that. Eudora had made the decision for us with Ceris' blessing. Even the bunyips assigned to protect her didn't so much as protest the dangerous decision.

While the other two left to put the finishing touches on the teleportation circle, I went back home with Ceris and was greeted by my two housemates bickering. Eileen and Gurk had their hands locked in battle, with the latter clearly trying to escape the other.

"I need you to test this potion, Gurk. How else will I know the effects?" Eileen had an uncorked vial hanging over the goblin's head.

"No! No more! Last one made Gurk sick. Eileen try instead, no more Gurk!" he protested.

"It's fine, I have an elixir to remove negative effects!" She swept Gurk's legs out from under him. He fell to the ground, Eileen seized this opening to empty the vial's contents into his mouth and pinched his nose shut. Gurk gurgled and choked, but the liquid had all but drained down his throat.

"What in the name of the gods are you two doing?" I called into the room with my hands on my hips.

The two of them finally realized I had returned and raced up to greet me.

"Eileen makes Gurk drink weird potions!" Gurk hid behind me and growled at Eileen.

"I needed a test subject and Gurk was the only one readily available. Eudora requested that I concoct something to change a person's form to that of a human," Eileen explained.

"It is true. If I, Io, and Mana are to come with you, then we need proper disguises." Ceris nodded to confirm what Eileen had said.

They thought this far out to create something never done before. If successful, this would prove extremely useful.

"How are you going about it? No one's ever created a potion to change someone's physical form before. Yet it sounded like you made some sort of progress?" I asked.

Eileen's face turned bright red. "Well… recently, we discovered by accident that sperm had some magical properties…"

My mind drew a blank.

No alchemist had ever thought to use ejaculate as an alchemical reagent. I never would have considered something so preposterous to begin with. When it came to alchemy, Eileen was able to connect the dots where I couldn't begin to fathom.

"When you told me about what orc semen did when dissolved by Miuna, it gave me an idea. I thought maybe synthesizing with sperm could yield different outcomes. So I… erm, asked Ceris to collect some from around the city. I'm still a virgin, just so you know, as pure as they come by!" Eileen clarified hastily.

"So does it work?" I asked.

"I believe it did." Ceris cleared her throat and pointed to Gurk.

The three of us, including the bunyips who came in with us, gasped as we saw a short, very human Gurk.


Chapter 18 - A Little Surprise

The goblin whom I had come to know and adore as my friend and sex partner had lost his green skin color. Gurk was still bald, short, had pointed ears, and a larger than normal nose than that of a human. However, his skin color was fair if not a little pale.

It was actually kind of unsettling.

Eileen inspected him with renewed interest. She furiously jotted her observations into a notebook. "Well, trial one worked as expected— change in skin pigment. Other physical features indicative of the original race are still present. Further tests must be conducted. Next trial, use coagulated blood of a newborn doe and ground ginger."

She wrote as fast as she spoke. I was impressed and exhausted just listening to her. Eileen had come a long way since the skittish tavern girl. It was possible she had surpassed even myself and Mira when it came to alchemy. I couldn't even feel jealous, my heart swelled with pride knowing that she grew into her own shoes.

Which reminded me—

Ignoring Gurk who was undergoing a mental crisis about his new look, I pulled Eileen aside. "Have you found a cure for my… ailment yet?"

"I'm sorry, Mistress. It isn't really a cure so much as it is a growth. Asking me to develop an elixir for it is the same as asking for an elixir that removes your arm. Nothing short of chopping it off will do the trick," Eileen said in a hushed voice.

I shuddered at the thought of amputating my own dick. Was I just stuck with this from now on?

"I did, however, create dozens of new batches by feeding Miuna tennoraphallus!" Eileen procured a lockbox in which several dozen small vials glistened in their pink color.

"You've got to be joking." I gasped.

She shrugged, closed the lockbox, and returned it to the shelf where it was plucked from. Her eyes shimmered with the luster of minted gold coins. "There are plenty of women out there who want what you're packing. And they'll pay good money for these."

Still at the door, Ceris waved and beckoned me outside.

"Alright, I'll leave you to it…" I said exhaustively to Eileen, then turned to pat Gurk on the head. "Be a good goblin and listen to Eileen, okay?"

"But Gurk not right color! Gurk think Gurk dying!" was all I heard him shout as I closed the door on my way out.

Ceris and her bunyips sat against one of the great hollow's roots that was half-buried in the dirt. When I sat next to her, she handed me a wooden comb. Mana, who was distinguishable by the horizontal scar running down her abdomen, rolled onto her stomach in front of me.

"They love to have their manes groomed," Ceris said while combing Io.

The moment I started combing Mana's pristine fur, she purred with delight. Her eyes stared fixedly at me, the lack of emotions made her hard to read. If it wasn't for the purring, I couldn't tell if I was doing it right. They were quite literally cats, but with the body of a snake.

Mana wrapped her arms around me and snuggled her head into my chest. Yet her gaze remained on me. I put a hand over her eyes, and when I pulled it away, she cocked her head sideways. When I scratched her ears, she leaned into it, mouth hanging open in apparent bliss.

Just like a cat.

"How's your stay been so far?" I asked Ceris.

"The orcs, kobolds, and witches are very welcoming. The humans, not so much. They see me, stare, but do not approach. Some offer spiteful glares." Ceris scratched Io's ear, eliciting a high-pitched purr instead of the low rumbling.

I wanted to tell her it was because humanity was wary of anyone not like themselves. Even among humans, we were hateful to each other. Ceris surely suspected this. Though, her being a demihuman living amongst other demihumans, it must be an inconceivable concept to understand the indifference.

If I told Ceris that I had met with Vessyra, how would she react? Or if I had told her their Goddess wished to be empowered at the cost of countless lives? Or that I seriously considered leaving the gods to die so that I might save mortal lives instead?

What I wouldn't give to be blissfully ignorant again.

"You seem to be in a lot of stress, Ellori. The people's derision does not bother me. I've been a high priestess long enough to know that people can change. With time, of course. Just like yourself," she said.

"If it was my choice, I would chain you to my home so you couldn't come along. There are worse people out there who will do more than just give you a dirty look." I knew first hand having lived in Grathir. The further north we went, the lesser humans thought of non-humans. Cities in High Saquin collared and clipped the wings of desert harpies, Thanreas castrated orcs and goblins, centaurs were used as pack mules and fed grass like horses. The last of the elves within inner Talmora died centuries ago, any remaining bloodlines were so diluted no more descendants had elven features.

Ceris' greatest enemies once we leave the safety of Eudora tower were traffickers under the Council of Kings' payroll. She could very well end up as some rich human king's exotic pet. I could never forgive myself if that happened to her.

"This was a decision I resolved to make. Nothing will change my mind," Ceris answered my pleas with defiance. Her gaze wandered into the distance. "I have yet to visit my late relative's manor. Will you accompany me?"

"Of course."

We headed for the gazebo to leave the tower when Eudora intercepted us. She shoved a scroll into my hands.

"What is this?" I got my answer when I opened it— a translocation spell.

"As much as I love the company, your tenants will need to vacate the premises. I only have so much magic powering this tower, I don't need to feed the lifeforce of several hundred extra living souls," Eudora scowled.

"Ah…"

Eudora was right. We had been overstaying our welcome. I couldn't fathom how much magic we've drained letting so many people live inside the tower. Ever since we got back, it was do this, do that, sent to one location after the next that it left me with no time to relocate them.

She pushed me onto the teleporter without giving me a chance to respond. "I've already calibrated the landing. On the far western side of Lotherain, just outside of the walls. The soil should be fine with proper tilling and terraforming alchemy. Ta-ta~"

Ceris, myself, and both of the bunyips landed on solid ground in the middle of the city square. Many of the residents were startled at first, then resumed what they were doing without a second glance.

I guess they had become far too used to things coming in and out of the teleportation circle.

Aside from a few glances, most people avoided making eye-contact with us. The general tension in the air was apprehension. Of us.

As soon as we got to the mansion, I heard bickering coming from King Marcus' throne chamber. I saw right away why when we walked inside.

Belle was on the ground etching the runic inscriptions by herself and with eyes closed. Mira watched and sipped wine from the comforts of the throne seat.

"Who just came in? Ellori? Do you see this slave driver? She used the leash to order me to do all the work by myself! With my eyes closed!" Belle yelled. Her face contorted with anger, but her body language was obediently inscribing the floor.

"She told me she could do this better than me with her eyes shut. I simply humored her," Mira countered.

I crossed my arms, giving her the stink-eye.

"Fine." Mira finished the wine, grabbed Belle's collar, and ordered her to stop and open her eyes.

"Oh, thank the gods. I need to water the flowers. I'll be right back…" Belle hurried out of the room with Luna flying close behind.

Ceris stared at me aghast. "I cannot tell if the two of them are friends or not."

"They're friends. They just won't admit it," I answered.

"I'm still peeved that she raised her staff against us. She is only with us now because we won. Had it gone the other way, she would still be serving Edith. Besides, Belle tried to hurt you. That's unforgivable in my book, but I have more or less forgiven her," Mira said.

I rolled my eyes.

Meanwhile, Ceris had left my side to explore the former king's manor with restless curiosity. She turned over books and parchments, studied the seat where Marcus used to conduct his audiences, even the hole in the wall where I had escaped from interested her. But what captured her attention the most— a portrait of Marcus Verner, the king himself.

It was tragic to know that they could have met in better circumstances. If I was stronger then as I was now, I might have been able to protect him.

A cool hand pressed against my cheek. Ceris stood before me with a warm smile. "I know what you are thinking. Do not blame yourself."

I returned the smile, but it didn't stop me from feeling guilty.

"Alright, that should do it." Mira sheathed her dagger and stood up to stretch her arms. She gasped, then heaved. Ceris and I looked at her wondering what was going on. Mira glanced back at us, unsure. Suddenly, she put her hand to her mouth and ran to the hole in the wall in time to vomit outside. "Huh. That's never happened before."

Mira had no idea.

Ceris did.

I did. I knew why. The timing since we last had sex lined up all too well.

"Mira, I think you're pregnant," I said.

Mira listened to my explanation with a blank expression. Some details she already knew, others— namely the part of me being fertile, she didn't. She remained speechless by the end of it, and we sat in the king's chamber in awkward silence.

"So, I'm pregnant," Mira finally muttered, rubbing her chin.

"Yes." I nodded, then thought of means to resolve the situation we were in. "Cammy can probably confirm for us. But don't worry! We have ingredients to create a brew to cause miscarriage—"

"No!" Mira shouted. She shot to her feet, both hands on her belly, pacing back and forth in front of the throne. Her outburst surprised everyone in the room, including the unusually emotionless bunyips.

I was baffled and at a loss for words. All I could ask was, "Why?"

"Because I love you." Mira grabbed both my hands and stared me right in the eyes.

"W-What are you saying all of a sudden?" Now I was confused and blushing.

"Oh, my." Ceris and her two bunyips watched with renewed interest.

"Mira… now isn't the time to have kids or… I don't think I'm even ready for…" Broken sentences sputtered out of my mouth.

Her hands clenched tighter on mine, but they were gentle at the same time. The determination in both her voice and gaze told me she wouldn't move from this topic until we've settled it here.

"Being who we were, I'd long given up any hopes of children. I thought we could maybe adopt some litter runts when we retire from all this work, find a quiet place in the countryside— all that really mattered to me has always been and will be you. Now that I know I can bear your… our child makes me the happiest witch alive."

Unlike me, Mira was so much more eloquent, composed. She was so mature for her age, knowing what she wanted despite the turbulent circumstances we're in. The more I looked into her eyes, the more secure I felt trusting my life in her hands.

When I was in the tower, mind hazy from the amnesiac spell Demos' mansion had on me, it was Mira who came to mind that brought me back to my senses.

My nose suddenly tickled, and my eyes stung. I yanked my hands away from her grasp to pull the hat down and cover my face. A warm sensation pulsed inside my chest. In this moment, despite everything that was going on, I was happy.

"I still don't understand what you see in me," I said, trying to keep my excited voice from quivering too much.

A hand fell onto my head. Mira patted me, and I glanced up to see her warm smile.

"Where do I begin?" she asked.

"On second thought, never mind. It's just going to be embarrassing," I answered.

"Then it's settled. We shall have this child, and you shall be mine hereafter. Shall we seal the commitment with a kiss in front of the audience?" Mira gestured unabashedly towards the others.

Our three guests watched with glittering eyes. I pushed Mira away and cleared my throat.

"Please. Think of us as invisible spectators," Ceris said.

"No, I don't think I will!" I told the priestess.

Io and Mana's ears perked up. They leaned into one another and whispered out of earshot. Then Io turned to Ceris and asked monotonously, "How did they manage to produce an offspring?"

"Our illustrious witch, Ellori, has a penis and her ejaculate is fertile." Ceris winked at me when she answered.

"Curious," Io said.

"Very curious," Mana repeated.

Both of them who had been staring at me and Mira now had their eyes firmly set on my lower member.

It occurred to me that Ceris was also another person whom I had sex and came inside of. I couldn't let this panic show, otherwise Mira might not take that news kindly. Ceris and I would need to have a talk later to keep this a secret, at least until I can break the news to Mira amicably.

This was becoming very complicated.

Belle threw open the doors and sighed. She had returned from her adventure to relieve herself.

"I'm back and— " Her eyes flicked to each of us, taking in the change in atmosphere since she had left. "And everyone seems to be in a brighter mood?"

Mira threw an arm over Belle's shoulders and dragged her towards the teleportation circle still in the works.

"I shall have to tell you later, and it will be over the finest bottle of wine!" Mira declared.

The flabbergasted Belle gawked in disbelief and asked, "I'm not used to this fraternizing side of you. Should I be worried?"

Ceris and I left them to the teleportation circle to continue touring the late King Marcus' manor. It was hard to concentrate with my heart soaring. I was on cloud nine. I wanted to make this work out with Mira and spend the rest of my life with her.

"You haven't stopped smiling since we left the chamber," Ceris teased.

"When I became a witch, I thought my life was going to be filled with work on top of work. The idea of one day putting away my staff to settle down— or even having a baby, wasn't really what I had in mind," I said.

We got to the royal bedchamber, a modest room without many belongings or furnishings. Judging by the direction we walked, it was towards the back of the castle. It faced westward and had a balcony to come out onto much like Ceris' and her fellow priestess' own room. However, there was no grand bed, nor silken sheets or finely crafted furniture. It was a simple room with a simple bed, a full bookcase, and a study.

Ceris took a seat at the bed and let her bunyips wander about. I sat down next to her.

"Genuine happiness is a rare find these days. If you have found love, you must seize it," Ceris urged. "We high priestesses are actually sworn to each other, and love one another as much as the next."

"Wait a minute… does that include the three of us, too?" I asked.

"Of course. We six are in one big open, polygamous relationship whether you knew it or not," she said, grinning.

I was suddenly lightheaded. She rubbed her stomach in the same way Mira did. I knew right then and there, that she could very well be pregnant, too.

"I don't even want to know how many people I've possibly gotten pregnant." I buried my face into my hands.

Ceris laughed. It might be funny for her, but it was a big deal for me. I didn't want to see a bunch of children that were the result of me running around.

"If I wasn't pregnant, would you like to finish the job?" she asked, tugging on her thin robes.

Memories from the night after defeating the dracolich reminded me of our intimate encounter.

I shook my head of the thoughts and temptations.

Eileen had collected additional vials of Miuna's secretions. I wonder if Ceris would like to surprise her priestesses when she returned to Vessyra.

Once Ceris had seen enough of her distant relative's home, we traveled west outside of Lotherain to translocate Ellowyn from the tower. When I coaxed the spell scroll to life, a pillar of light flooded the area around me. The originally flat, albeit somewhat bumpy terrain materialized the familiar surroundings of trees and even the great hollow that was my home.

The scroll worked, and I successfully transported the village and its inhabitants outside of Parthun's capital.

"Okay, Gurk. You stay there while I gather some more ingredients!" Eileen threw open the door and was surprised to see us. "Oh, Mistress. Ceris, and… wait… how did we get here?"


Chapter 19 - Infiltration

Preparations to travel to Juna took several days, bottlenecked by Eileen working tirelessly on a concoction to disguise a demihuman as a human. By the second day, every witch including Eudora offered to lend a hand, but she refused all help citing that we would just get in the way. On the third day, after going without sleep all night, she shouted loud enough to startle Mira and I from our sleep.

Mira lifted her head from the pillow, glanced at me, and then dropped back into bed. I dressed myself to check out the commotion. Eileen had bags under her eyes, but she held a batch of vials like a fisherman holding the biggest catch of their life.

"I did it Mistress… If you don't mind, I'm going to borrow your bed." Eileen handed me the lockbox full of the new concoction and went upstairs.

"Well done, apprentice," I heard Mira say to Eileen.

"Thanks. Now if you will excuse me… I'll be passing out for the rest of the week," she said.

By the time Ceris, Io, and Mana came by to test out the new potions, Mira had gotten dressed to join us downstairs.

"Does Eileen not want to see the culmination of her hard work?" I asked Mira.

"Poor girl's tuckered out," Mira answered.

I apologized to Ceris and the bunyips. "Gurk was supposed to test the concoctions for your safety, but he's hidden himself somewhere."

"No worries. I think he has suffered enough mental trauma from being force fed so much." Ceris giggled into her palm.

The three of them each took a vial, stared into its contents, and drank it in a single gulp. Nothing happened at first. They looked at each other suspecting that it was another failed brew. Eileen sounded so sure of herself, yet—

Io and Mana clutched their stomachs. The long, snake-like tails began to shrink and form legs. Their long, gray fur became a jungle of hair instead, their bodies were as smooth as human skin instead of covered in scales. Ceris, too, lost her most defining elven trait— her pointed ears shrank and rounded out.

Perhaps the most surprising changes were the bunyips, whose entire physicality had changed. They explored each other's smooth skin, groping their arms and legs.

"You're human," Io said of Mana.

"And you as well," Mana said of Io.

Both of them were still incredibly tall, but not abnormally so that it would bring attention to them. Something else, however, might be a problem. The moment they took a step forward, they collapsed to the floor from trembling legs. Neither were used to walking with legs and feet.

"If my calculations are correct, the effect should last up to two days," Eileen said, peeking from behind the railings. She retreated back to bed, not even bothering to marvel at her own handiwork.

Ceris found a mirror to inspect herself in.

"This is incredible. Magic and alchemy… what powerful tools you all possess," she muttered.

They didn't get so much as a minute to themselves when Eudora barged through the door uninvited. She took note of the demihumans' changed appearances. "Well, if this isn't a pleasant surprise. I assume you are all ready to depart then?"

"We are. But about performing subterfuge— what exactly are we going to do in Juna?" I asked.

The corners of Eudora's lips curved into a devious smirk.

"I have learned from Parabelle that King Uldrin of Juna and his inner council are quite the lechers. At the heart of the kingdom, in the capital city of Semiramis, there is a renowned brothel which his associates frequent— the Lady's Garden. I have arranged your travel with human traffickers. You all will infiltrate the city as prostitutes."


Chapter 20 - The Lady's Garden

"That bitch, Eudora… When we get back, I'm going to string her up with razor wire," Mira growled.

We were already in the back of a wagon bound for Semiramis. Mira hadn't let go of the plan Eudora set in motion. Complaining was all she could do. Each one of us knew deep down that this was the best course of action to infiltrate Juna, no matter how humiliating it was.

"Could be worse. You could have this stupid collar on you," Belle remarked, holding the leash to her face.

Mira snatched the leash from Belle's hand and ordered, "You will offer a fellatio to the first man you see after setting foot in Semiramis."

"Mira, you cunt! I can't believe you— er, I mean… yes, of course!" Belle changed course, gasping for air as the collar tightened.

Io and Mana couldn't be convinced to stay behind. They had sworn to protect Ceris, and they would do so until their deaths. Which was why Eileen needed to perfect the polymorph elixir for them. Ceris, too, needed to conceal her elven ears. Otherwise she would be shipped off to Thanreas, never to be seen again. It took the bunyips a few hours to get used to their legs. They were still wobbly, but were able to walk just fine over time. Running was a different matter.

All six of us were dressed in shredded burlap frocks to give the impression of being poor. One good tear in the wrong place would render me naked. We witches had to keep our familiars far and above, and once we got to the city, keep them clear away from the castle. To ensure the success of our mission, the newly appointed witch— whoever she was— mustn't suspect witches or familiars were infiltrating the city.

Belle, in particular, would need to stay out of any higher officials' eyes to avoid being recognized.

"This is necessary in making our final move against Edith," I reminded Mira. "Neither she nor King Uldrin will see this coming."

"Regardless, I'll be damned if some wretch laid a hand on me or you." Mira sighed, then reached absentmindedly into her tatters only to grasp at nothing.

"No pipe?" I asked.

"No pipe," she confirmed.

While the three of us weren't as enthused about traveling to Semiramis, the bunyips and Ceris were the opposite. They were seeing new sights wherever they laid their eyes on. Rolling plains of green, blossoming fields of flowers, and plenty of smaller, bustling villages between Lotherain and Semiramis.

Ceris saw what her people could have— a flourishing homeland. I imagined this was just as important a mission for her as it was for us.

The bunyips, on the other hand, looked like they were about to pounce on anyone. Even if they were in a human form now, it was difficult for them to suppress their instincts. Once we got to the brothel, I should keep an eye on them to administer the elixirs at the right time.

One of the traffickers glanced over his shoulder, flashed a toothless grin, and said, "Nearly there to 'Ramis. Maybe me an' me boys be yer first customers at the Garden, heh?"

"Sure, if you want the rest of your body to be as bald as your head." Mira pointed an ignited finger at the man's face.

He turned around and said nothing more.

"I've never been to Semiramis. What's it like?" I asked Belle.

"It's a terrible place where crime runs rampant." Belle scoffed. There was no nostalgia or inkling of someone who missed their home. She spoke with such venom that her lips practically dripped with it. "King Uldrin does nothing to protect the citizenry from the many illicit syndicates in Juna. They pay him to look the other way. I was assigned to Uldrin not to safeguard or restore order, but to make sure he paid his dues to the Council."

"Snakes are everywhere. You should have culled the cutthroats yourself when you had the chance," Mira said with a taunting smirk.

Belle rolled her eyes, unwilling to take the bait. "Not all of us can take lives as easily as pulling weeds.

"There she is, ladies! Ain't she a beaut?" Lucas, the escort Eudora contracted to lead us shouted.

The first thing I saw of the city of Semiramis was the absurdly tall walls that surrounded it. Guards with metal-pointed helmets stared down at us from the towering ramparts.

Beggars and vagabonds lined the road leading up to the city. They held out their hands, pleading for even the dullest of coin. One of our escorts flicks a sovereign mint, a gold coin which was the highest piece of official currency within the Council's domain. The poor folks went in like a pack of hungry wolves, biting and clawing at each other to get their hands on it.

Ceris watched on, saddened by the sight of the fighting.

"I had no idea. Even in such rich lands, they starve?" she asked.

"This is human greed. It's not the worst of it," Mira answered

It had gotten dark by the time we arrived in Semiramis. Tall complexes, their windows boarded up with rotting planks, held up by crumbling mortar between bricks that hadn't seen repair in decades were common. Rats roamed freely, hunting their next decaying corpse or spilled food. Grey and brown cobblestone roads had been smudged black after years of neglect.

The depressing atmosphere changed when we passed into what Belle called the Mecera Ward. Unlike when we first entered, there were many more guards here. Streets were smooth and paved in cement. Street corners had fenced plots of foliage and trees. Residences were individual mansions separated by their own smaller stone walls.

Disparities between the rich and the poor were stark, to say the least.

Mecera was where the Ladies' Garden resided, and a large wooden signpost surrounded by flowers made sure everyone who passed by knew. It was a three-floor building situated at the corner avenue between the main thoroughfare and multiple smaller streets. Being so close to the many taverns in this market square maximized exposure to visitors and potential customers.

As we climbed off the wagon, our lead escort whispered to us, "Let me do the talking. Gotta put on an act, so just play along."

A pair of large men with clubs under their arms guarded the entrance. One of them opened the door and shouted inside. Meanwhile, Belle bit her lip and walked up to an older gentleman passing by.

"W-Would you… like a blowjob?" She gulped.

"Er… Excuse me!" The man flustered and ran away.

Mira laughed at Belle's expense, who came back relieved that she didn't have to debase herself in the middle of the streets. The laughter was cut short when a rather rotund woman in an extravagant silken dress waddled out. She reeked of fruity perfume, her entire face was like a painting with all the make-up she had on.

"What took so long, Lucas? I had customers waiting all day for the new arrivals!" the woman bellowed.

Lucas had all six of us lined up before the mountain of a woman like we were freshly baked pastries on sale.

"Forgive me, Madam Gestain. Ran the wagon into a ditch, we did. But here we are, fresh batch from Parthun. Bunch of farm lassies who ain't got no homes no more. These cunts were more trouble than they were worth," Lucas said, slapping Mira on the ass.

Belle and I gasped. We tried to give Mira a look not to act out, but it was too late. She grabbed Lucas by the arm and twisted him until he dropped to the ground.

"You don't touch the goods," Mira snarled at him.

Madam Gestain leaned down to inspect Mira closely, and she returned the glare.

"I like you. Reminds me a little bit of myself. I'm sure there will be plenty of folk that want the extra spice and kick," she said, then threw her arms out as though to welcome us to our new home. "I paid a pretty mint for you lot. So as long as folks pay, they do get to touch the goods. Girls who aren't obedient will be made lessons of."

A foul mixture of beer, perfume, and sweat permeated the air. The first floor of the establishment was a tavern, where prostitutes drank with guests until they were too drunk to fuck, or just drunk enough to loosen their coinpurses.

We could see the second and third floor from below. They weren't so much as floors as they were just stairs leading up to a walkway where the prostitutes' rooms were. It was also where they worked. Some women could be seen leaning over the railings to see us entering.

All in all, it was surprisingly well-kept. Filthy wasn't my first thought, shockingly clean was a bit unexpected.

"Girls are on the clock all day. If someone comes to you looking to fuck, turn them away. They pay me five sovereign mints to fuck you, then you take them to your room. The house takes four-fifths of the cut, and you take one-fifths. Is that clear?" Madam Gestain asked.

We nodded silently.

She then gave Belle the stink-eye, more specifically, her collar. "And why are you still wearing that? That idiot Lucas forget to take it off you?"

Belle swallowed hard and answered, "A… a witch put this on me. It's magic that… makes me obey whatever someone commands…"

"Hoh? Some folk will pay good money for that kind of play." Madam Gestain rubbed her fat chin.

The next three days were spent having sex with all manner of customers.

Even in the dead of night, if a paying patron came in, we still had to fuck them. Madam Gestain controlled when and how much free time we were allotted, which wasn't very much. I might have had dicks inside me longer than I didn't. I had to be creative in hiding my penis, pretending that I liked getting fucked laying face down, or just taking it from behind was enough to get patrons off my back.

King Uldrin never set foot in here, but several high ranking officials in his court had. We couldn't get to them because the Madam assigned her favorites to tend to them instead.

Most of the girls here were incredibly friendly and supportive with one another. It actually felt like another covenant. The few that scorned the rest were the highest earners of the establishment, and they looked at us newcomers with disdain.

What little free time afforded to us was spent exploring the Mecera Ward to find the grassroots of a rebellion. Suffice to say, we had no luck. Even Belle was none the wiser of any attempts to sow chaos when she was guardian here.

On the morning of the fourth day, we were getting our first payday. Mira received a hefty amount despite how small our cut of the profits were.

"Color me surprised. Never would have guessed so many men in this city like getting stepped on and cursed out. But whatever gets the gold flowing in." Madam Gestain snickered.

Mira sneered as the brothel owner proceeded to the third floor.

"If I had a mind maggot or the proper reagents, I could bend her will to us. Actually… I wonder if I might actually be able to grow one," Mira whispered.

"Taking over her mind would give us more time to investigate the city," I agreed.

A man who had become Ceris' regular emerged from her room. She followed soon after and waved him goodbye.

"Aren't you enjoying this a little too much?" Mira asked her.

"Pillow talk makes people much more vulnerable than alcohol can, and humans simply love talking to anyone that showers them with attention. Rejoice. That man happens to be a member of the Silver Cross— a group of renegades unhappy with King Uldrin's rule. Perhaps this is the lead we needed?" Ceris flashed a triumphant smile.

This was it. Ceris had secured the information we sought. Now, it was time to take action.


Chapter 21 - In Search of the Silver Cross

We planned our free time to leave the brothel together in the early evening. Thanks to Ceris setting up a meeting with a member of the Silver Cross, we became one step closer to our goals in Juna.

All six of us set out to the Mecera Ward to an abandoned distillery. We were dressed in low cut dresses that had our breasts spilling out. We looked like out-of-the-job tavern wenches.

Streetlights and paved roads, cast iron fences into private residences, fountains at every avenue… all of it reminded me of Grathir. It was so nostalgic to be in the heart of human civilization after so long. However warming to my heart it was, an unsteady weight bore on my mind.

This was all at the sacrifice of countless demihumans beyond inner-Talmora. Ceris' people were starving while my people grew fat on vain luxuries. If I had to choose a place to settle down with Mira, I would be in Vessyra and not in any human-led city.

Though few, there were demihuman slaves chained with collars and shackles. Goblins were used as manservants, orcs made to be in forced labor, and centaurs humiliated as pack mules.

It also troubled me to see how many guards and soldiers lingered and patrolled about. After forcing the Juna army to retreat from Lotherain, King Uldrin must be on edge about a counter attack. Parthun was the closest neighboring country, and it was currently swarming with witches.

King Uldrin was also a councilor, the very one whose deciding vote put Edith on the Council. They had to be working together. She wouldn't leave Juna undefended, especially if its fall meant our threat to her was real. Chances were, Edith had a safeguard in this city in place should it be attacked. We had to find out what that was, too.

"I'll say it again, Ceris— I'd be a lot more relieved if you stayed back at the Ladies' Garden," I reminded her.

"Six women in a group is sure to be an awkward sight out here despite the crowds," Mira grumbled.

It was made worse by what we were wearing. Most people in this area dressed in fine clothing with flashy embroidery. Our outfits were not so extravagant. In fact, we had plenty of guards asking where we worked and if we even belonged in Mecera.

Ceris bowed apologetically and glanced back at her two human-disguised bunyip guards. "Bernard wouldn't meet with you unless I was there, and these two refused to leave my side."

We were just passing the marketplace, only another ten minute walk to the distillery, when a couple of guards recognized Io and Mana and started hitting on them. Having guards tail us would ruin our only chance at meeting with the Silver Cross. Mira stopped us at several fruit vendors and pretended to shop.

Apparently, the bunyips were fast becoming favorites in the brothel. Their lack of expression and disinterest were seen as submissively attractive. I learned from Ceris the reason for that was because bunyips were very selective of mates. They had been forcing themselves to play pretend-prostitutes for our sake.

The guards didn't stop hounding Io and Mana even after getting the cold shoulder treatment. Mira's patience was waning quickly, and I feared the worst.

"Come on, baby. Madam Gestain is committing highway robbery. You can at least let me have some fun on the house," one guard said to Io.

"You're breaking my heart. I thought I always gave you a good time whenever I visited," another said to Mana.

Both bunyips turned the other cheek.

"Your breath stinks," Io said to her suitor.

"Your penis is small. I fake my orgasms," Mana said to the other.

Mira's hearty laughter drew eyes from others in the marketplace. Unhappy with their embarrassment, they threatened onlookers with jail time if they didn't mind their own business.

They were both equipped with scaled leather, bearing the insignia of a horned owl. Aside from a shortsword and buckler, they weren't very well-armed. A small group of people could easily overwhelm them, which was why they resorted to fear instead.

The taller of the two guards stuck a gloved finger a little too close to Mira's face. I thought she was going to bite it off or start a fight, but she was noticeably indifferent, if not a little giggly.

"Listen, whore, one more laugh out of you and I'll break your ass in." They stared at each other for what felt like an eternity.

As he turned away to leave, Mira erupted with a very audible and exaggerated, "Ha."

He stomped back up to Mira, but his companion tugged on his arm. At this point, I was fearful of the guards' lives.

I pulled her away while apologizing, "We didn't mean any offense. Madam Gestain doesn't give us a lot of time, so we'd like to spend it alone!"

Mira rolled her eyes and sighed. It somehow seemed as though I robbed her of precious playtime.

"Here I was hoping for a fight…" Mira pulled a branch out of her pocket and started chewing on it.

"What is that…?" I hesitated to ask.

"Helps with the withdrawals," she answered, gnawing into the bark.

It had gotten incredibly dark. This side of Mecera wasn't tended to much as evidenced by the broken streetlights, not a soul in sight, and the many trash piles littering the roads. The distillery had most of its windows broken, and all but the largest equipment had been vacated or stolen.

"This should be the place," Ceris said.

Mira shut her eyes and hijacked Talos' vision. She scoffed a moment later.

"I didn't expect this to be easy." Mira leaned back on an empty barrel and crossed her arms.

Not long after, three large men emerged from the shadows with blackjacks and hoods to conceal their faces. Ceris, in her naivety of how humans operated, tried to greet them. I quickly pulled her behind me.

"Which one of you is Bernard? Or are you with the Silver Cross?" I asked, putting myself between Ceris and the thugs.

"We ain't saying shit. What I wanna know is why a bunch of whores're poking their noses where they shouldn't?" their presumed leader asked.

Mira took a step forward to confront them, but I knew how that would turn out and stopped her. I gave her a knowing look to not use magic.

"Right. I almost forgot." Mira drew her dagger instead.

"That's just as bad! We want to talk, not hurt them," I scolded her.

Mira relented to give me a chance to speak with them. However, none of them sounded particularly interested in talking, much less eager to reveal anything about the Silver Cross. They were cautious because we were prostitutes at the establishment often visited by King Uldrin's inner circle.

That could be used as my advantage.

"The Silver Cross is going to be stamped out before you change a thing in Juna. Within the brothel, we can hurt the King where he wouldn't expect— his own people. Blackmail, kidnapping, you want the patrol routes to Juna's guard captain? We have that, too, and more."

It was hard to tell behind the masks if I'd gotten through to them or not. All I could glean from them were hasty whispers and a hint of apprehension. If I were in their position, without magic and under the tyranny of King Uldrin, I would be cautious, too.

"An interesting proposal." A young woman with fiery hair, and a cloth mask to cover the bottom half of her face, stared down at us from a stack of crates behind the three men. I hadn't noticed her until she spoke. Even Mira was surprised by her sudden appearance.

"Milady, you shouldn't be out here!" one of the thugs said.

"Oh, shut up. We haven't made any progress in the past three months, and shit's just getting worse around here. I'll take a beggar or whore if they think they can offer anything because I'm at the edge of my nerves!" the woman complained.

They didn't seem to realize yet, but the men had revealed who their leader was by calling her 'milady'. She must be someone high up in the Silver Cross' chain of command. This was a good start.

The woman studied each of us carefully, but raised an eyebrow looking me up and down.

"The Ladies' Garden, eh? We'll come and find you to, uh… ascertain whether or not you can be trusted," she said, then whistled to her companions to turn and leave. "But if any of you are full of shit, we'll spill your innards into the gutters."


Chapter 22 - Ravenous

The next morning, I woke up to two large bunyips lying on either side of me. These beds were only large enough for two human beings, yet two demihumans had cramped up what little space it offered.

Judging by their appearances, the disguise potions must have worn off. I needed to get them their doses, but as long as I was pinned between them, I couldn't get up no matter how much I tried.

"Io. Mana, I need to get up. Wake up!" I whispered.

If Madam Gestain or anyone other than our group walked in, then our plans to upend Juna would be in jeopardy. The whole city would fall into an uproar over witches and demihumans infiltrating the city.

I had to think of something.

The room was a quaint living space, like a slightly upper end tavern room. Even a quiet knock could be heard from the other side due to the walls being so thin.

Nothing short of yelling came to mind. I was about to give up hope when Io opened her eyes.

"Thank goodness. I need you two to get off so I can give you— h-hey!"

Io licked my cheeks. Her tongue traveled down my neck and to my breasts where she sucked on a nipple.

"Now's not the time for that…" I tried to push her away with my one free hand, gave up and tried to push Mana off to free my other hand, but they were both far too heavy. Suddenly, the sheets were pulled away from my body. Io eyed my erect penis hungrily. "Io, let's talk about this... I need to administer you the potions before someone walks in on us— aahh!" A hot mouth clamping down on my erect cock knocked the air from my lungs.

My hand found purchase on Io's hair. It was like grabbing a pile of cotton. There was so much fur, it was like a layer of armor that prevented me from getting to the head. Pushing her off was impossible. She was much stronger than me.

The bunyip's head bobbed up and down, her tongue coiled around my dick like it was a snake itself. All the while she stared at me, those silver pupils that shone like the full moon. It was as though she wanted to gauge whether I enjoyed her blowjob. Even though I was terrified that someone could come through that door at any moment, my body couldn't lie.

"Oh, gods… your mouth is amazing. I haven't had a blowjob like this since the alraune… ahh— ohh, I'm cumming!" I grabbed her head, fingernails digging in and finally finding her scalp under all that fur.

Io responded by tightening her tongue and lips, wringing me for every drop of cum I had. She wouldn't stop sucking. I stared back at her, and for once, the corners of her eyes creased into what seemed like joy.

"Pet me more," Io begged.

"Like… this?" I grinded my fingers into her head. It took my all to get past the fur, since it would spring back against my strength.

Her expression showed pure joy, like she was orgasming from having her head stroked. Io's breathing grew shallow. She shut her eyes to savor the pleasure.

"No fair, Io." Mana had awakened and wanted in on the action. "High Priestess Ellori, I also want to be pampered."

"High Priestess…" I echoed under my breath. It must be Ceris' doing that they started calling me that.

Both of them stared with beady eyes.

"One hand for each of you. But I need you two to drink the potions right after, okay?" I stroked both of them with each hand, occasionally scratching behind the ears which I found they enjoyed very much. The tips of their tail shook like a rattlesnake's rattle.

I knew very little of bunyips. The extent of my knowledge went as far as what Ceris had already told me. Mana sprang on top of me. Her arms wrapped around my body, and she crawled up close with her lips puckered. It was hard to resist. I leaned in to kiss her. A thin tongue like the gorgon Lantessa, slithered into my mouth and coiled around mine. While making out with Mana, the other returned to my dick for a second round.

This was different from other demihumans I'd been with. Gurk had coarse human-like skin, orcs were smooth like silk and leather pulled taut, Taurac had a coat of fur but it was thin and bristly— a bunyip, however, was so different. Smooth, cloudy, like being enveloped by a bed of wool. Their tongue work demonstrated the same skill as Mira, but being long and thin allowed them to play with me in unique ways.

Mana's thick and powerful paws that could crush wooden boards with a simple clench, kneaded my breasts gently. She was extra careful, pinching my nipples to make me feel good. My hands were free to do what I wish now, so I returned the favor by exploring her body. Whenever I pinched her nipples, her tongue reacted by squeezing around mine. The normally emotionless bunyip moaned as we kissed.

My dick traded one wetness for another. Io straddled my waist, grinding the entrance of her pussy on top of me. Scales of her underbelly had parted to reveal a pink, fleshy interior. It glistened, wet and dripping, enticing me to plunge into it. I felt the heat of her internal body temperature emanating even though I wasn't inside yet. As she lowered herself onto my dick, enveloping and massaging me with the folds of her pussy, I couldn't help but erupt as I slid in.

"How does it feel?" Mana asked her sister.

Io threw her head back and shuddered. "Ahh… I feel the High Priestess' love… it's so warm and hard…"

"Hahh… that should be my line," I said, trying to keep from losing my mind to the pleasure. The bunyip's inside was so hot that I could cum again at any moment if she started moving. Thick scales and fur insulated their bodies and turned them into ovens. My dick felt like it was melting.

We suddenly rolled on the bed and I was now on top of Io. Lying on top of her compared to the bed was night and day. She made for a better bed.

Io grabbed my waist and made me thrust like I was a sex toy. There was nothing I could do to contest her strength, so I let it happen and took pleasure in her pussy squeezing me dry. While I laid on top of Io, the other bunyip, Mana, went behind us and licked my entrance. Just the sensation of her tongue against my pussy brought me to a sudden climax.

"You two, wait… I'm going to go crazy…" I mumbled deliriously.

"I want more. Fill us up and pamper us!" Io grabbed my face and pulled me in for a kiss. Our lips collided and lit fireworks in my head.

I was being eaten out while having my dick wrung dry. They made me cum from two places at once and it was too good to stop. The bunyips were on a different level of strength, and the longer I felt the comforts of their fur, the more I wanted to give in.

Io pulled her tongue out of my throat and pressed my head against her chest. Buried between her breasts and fur, my body stiffened as another orgasm built within me. The walls of her twitching pussy clenched around my throbbing dick, and we climaxed together.

"I'm cumming— I feel it, High Priestess! Aaahhh!" Io tightened her grasp on me, drowning out my moans in her breasts. I pushed myself off and fell onto the bed beside her.

Mana approached me with hunger in her eyes. "Wait… Mana, I need to rest— eek!"

"No rest," she said. "I want to be filled like Io. Show me plenty of love, too, High Priestess."

It wasn't over yet. Mana coiled around me like a snake would constrict their prey. As she did, my dick slid into her wet hole. We embraced, sharing in the taste of our lips and tongue. Her body had me firmly trapped and immobile. It didn't hurt. In fact, it was pure bliss to be trapped in a funnel of fur. The undulating movements of her tail caused her pussy to vibrate.

"What is… gods, I'll cum again if you keep doing that— mmrph!" My protests were silenced by Mana's lips. She grinded against my dick until I came. My entire being melted in her arms.

While catching my breath, Mana rubbed her head against me and begged to be petted. Since she was still constricting me, I was in no position to refuse.

"Bunyips are so spoiled. If only Rio was more like you," I sighed.

I stroked Mana's head, dragging my fingers through her mane to unknot the strands and matted tangles. She enjoyed every moment of it. I vaguely recalled Ceris telling me that they liked being groomed

Io crept up from behind wanting to join, but I only had so many hands. Eventually, she too coiled around us. Mana's hips began to move again. My dick was beginning to grow erect again from the stimulation. Neither of them had enough. Everytime their tails unwound and shifted positions, I found myself fucking a new hole. Our threesome lasted well into the morning.

The door swung open and in marched Madame Gestain without a care for privacy. Fortunately, I had managed to get Io and Mana to drink their potions a little while ago. The proprietress only walked in on the two of them in human form lounging naked in the bed. I sat dressed at the vanity desk.

"You two, get back to your rooms. You have customers waiting!" Gestain barked.

Io and Mana didn't hide their disdain. They rolled their eyes, got dressed, and left the room. It was just me and Madame Gestain. She glared at me, as though trying to make up any slightest offense I'd done to upset her.

Having found nothing, she sneered and said, "You have a customer, too. It's a woman."

"A woman?" I repeated after her.

"Don't look so surprised. The Ladies' Garden services anyone willing to pay. Man, woman, or beast. Make them happy, make them a return customer, or it's off to the gallows to be made a public toilet of." Her threat rang on deaf ears.

Madame Gestain could certainly try if she wanted to. Mira, Belle, and I would sooner burn this place to the ground. She didn't know how lucky she was to get away with treating us so poorly as prostitutes. Any witch with some semblance of pride would have incinerated her. We were only playing nice to fulfill Eudora's goals, and by extension, our own ends.

"Understood, Madame Gestain," I answered obediently.

Satisfied with my half-hearted answer, she left. Someone else took her place and shut the door coming in.

This woman was dressed in a beautiful, blue and white gown embroidered with roses, the center of which were studded with opalescent gemstones. The lower half of her face was concealed by what appeared to be an expressionless ceramic mask.

"I asked the fat cow to get me a girl with tits the size of her head, and she gave me the right one after all," the woman said, laughing. She paused and took notice of the confusion on my face. "Ya don't recognize me?"

I squinted and searched my memories of her. It wasn't until she took the mask off and everything clicked. The only person that came to mind was the woman from last night.

"You're from the Silver—"

"Sh." She put a finger up to her lips and winked.

We never exchanged names. The only information they had of us was that we worked at the Ladies' Garden. There were at least twenty-five girls in total within the establishment, and she managed to single me out. She mentioned she was going to find us instead, I just didn't expect it to be this soon and in such a manner.

The fiery-haired woman lifted her dress to reveal a knife sheathed to a strap around her leg.

"Still don't trust ya yet, but we're about to find out if I can. Ya can call me Quinny. For now, why don't ya take off yer clothes?" she ordered, brandishing the knife in my direction.

The woman twirled the dagger in her hand with the confidence of someone who had killed before. She was serious about her threat. Yet she didn't know all the facts, like the person she threatened was a witch, or that she was about to get a big surprise once I stripped down.

"Don't make me wait, hun. I paid good coin to get in here," she said.

"Alright… you asked for it." I undid the belt on my robes and let it drop to my ankles.

My guest stared me right in the eyes, but as the gears turned in her head, I could pinpoint the moment they grinded to a stop. Quinny blinked, squeezed her eyes shut, wondering if what she saw was an illusion. Her jaw dropped, as did the knife in her hand. The sound of metal clattering to the hardwood floor snapped her back to her senses.

She quickly picked up the knife and took several steps back.

"W-W-What is that ya have there between yer legs?" she stammered.

I put my arms on my hips and proudly flaunted my assets. Even after being wrung dry by Io and Mana, the ridiculousness of this situation and showing myself to a stranger got my little friend excited again.

"I thought a woman like yourself would know a dick when she saw one," I teased.

"Screw you, lady!" Quinny was trembling now. She held the knife with both hands, but it looked as if it could slip from her grasp at any moment again.

"If you insist," I said, taking a step forward. Quinny backed up against the door. Her hand found purchase on the doorknob, but she hesitated to leave. She had come to see if the others and I could be trusted. Hightailing out the door would ruin her chances of finding a potential ally in us.

"Fine. Put that away and take a seat where I can see ya," she said.

Although I had to put away mine, Quinny didn't put away hers. She stood by the door as though ready to bolt out at the first sign of trouble. I offered her a seat, and she refused. I offered her a drink, and she refused. This woman was on edge every step of the conversation.

"I ain't about to apologize for coming in here like I'm ready to slit yer throat. Got too many trying to screw us over. From my angle, I got a bunch of whores looking to meet. Gonna raise some red flags," she said.

That swung both ways. It was best to hold back from telling her too much.

"My friends and I came from Parthun. We're here to pay King Uldrin back for ransacking our homes." So far, it wasn't a lie. Just heavily omitted. I gauged what she thought of my revelation, and the answer was— she's hooked.

Quinny leaned against the door and chuckled. "Uldrin's got balls. I'll give 'im that. Too bad he got his shit kicked in. Whole lot of Juna soldiers came crawling back. Though, all that's done is put Semiramis under martial law. Ya seen it, soldiers and guards strut around like they expecting an invasion."

Quinny didn't know it, but she gave me an important piece of information. Eudora suspected as much after we repelled Juna and the Order of Piety from Parthun. With Juna being the closest adjacent kingdom, King Uldrin was right to fear retaliation. Raising defenses around the city and the borders cost resources. Mouths to feed, money to build fortifications.

The Kingdom of Juna was already on its way to collapsing. We had to give it a kick, and the Silver Cross was going to be the metal toe.

"All of ya got strings on ya, and someone back in Parthun is pulling 'em. King Marcus is dead, witches sit on his throne. Which can only mean yer in league with them? Or maybe yer lot're witches yerself?" As soon as Quinny said that, I had to physically force myself not to react.

I underestimated Quinny. She was a lot more perceptive than I gave her credit for. Of course she was cautious. Trying to undermine a kingdom came with it a whole slew of dangers.

How could I earn her trust without revealing too much? Or was revealing ourselves as witches the right play?

No. It was far too early. Just as Quinny was careful of us, we had to be careful of them.

"If I was a witch, do you really think I would have acted kindly to being threatened?" I asked in response.

She seemed satisfied with the answer. A smirk crossed her face.

"I like ya. Maybe I really will go for a round with that cock of yers," she said.

I crossed my arms and played hardball. "Unfortunately, you're almost out of time. Would you like an extension?"

"King Uldrin will be sending a shipment of treasures bound to Thanreas. Thinking it's a bribe to the Council. Course it'll be heavily guarded by all manners of beastlies I don't wanna tangle with." Quinny fished out a scroll and tossed it to me. I recognized it as a spell scroll right away, one that contained the runic etchings of a simple igni. Whatever she wanted me to do with this, I could easily do myself. "That there is a magic scroll I paid a hefty amount for. Ya find some way to unchain those monsters, fire off that scroll, and we'll come in to swoop the gold."

"That's it?" I asked.

Quinny raised a brow, and I realized the mistake I had made too late.

"Ya could end up as the beastlies' next meal, and you ain't scared? Seen a lot of 'em in Parthun, eh? Well, even if ya fail, we've got a back up plan. No skin off my back if ya'll die," she said.

I let out a stale breath. No normal human would consider approaching demihumans as a walk in the park. Fortunately, she chalked it up to being a citizen of Parthun.

Without another word, Quinny stood up and spat into the palm of her hand. She extended it to me, this time not at all reluctant about our close proximity. I spat on my hand, too, and shook on it.


Chapter 23 - What Lays Hidden

Mira, Belle, and I ventured into town to one of the many public bathhouses in Mecera. The girls at the brothel recommended a place they frequented, an indoor bathhouse in which women and men alike used together. Instead of a single, large pool, there were multiple smaller hexagonal pools built from terracotta bricks, marble, and stone.

We three took leisure soaking in hot water poured out of a saucer from a cupid statue's hands. It was a welcome relief to all the sex we had been having— or rather Belle and I had been having. Mira never took anything in and had only been using her feet, which had made her a niche celebrity to a subset of patrons.

"Somehow, I doubt it's just gold in there," Mira said, sipping on a glass of wine.

"I'm with Mira on this one," Belle chimed in. "King Uldrin wouldn't assign five hundred soldiers to just guard a caravan, and that's on top of two hundred Piety knights, fifty enslaved orcs, and twenty centaurs."

Nearly eight hundred guards did make for an obscenely large force to just ship gold from one place to another. Especially when the path towards Thanreas was under the Council of Kings' jurisdiction. it was suicide for any bandits or outlaws to make any attempts to raid them, too. So just what was Quinny and the Silver Cross planning?

"If not gold, then what else could it be?" I asked.

We thought long and hard in silence.

Then it hit me. King Uldrin and Edith were colluding with one another. There was one thing he must be staking his life on, one thing that Edith plotted to submerge Talmora into chaos— the key to opening a portal for demons, Abstinence.

There was no other explanation. Abstinence couldn't make the journey on her own. That was too much of a risk.

"They're escorting Abstinence back to Edith under the pretense of transporting gold," I told them.

Mira took the glass away from her lips and grinned.

"Possibly. I wonder if Eudora knew it was going to turn out this way? We were about to let Abstinence fall into the Council's hands since we lost her trail, but now..." Belle licked her upper teeth.

"Whatever the case is, if Abstinence really is in there, then all cards are on the table. Quinny thinks it contains gold, but this goes way beyond their field of expertise," I said.

"So, what? Is the plan to kill Abstinence?" Mira asked, her voice teeming with eagerness.

Belle smacked Mira's arm. "We're bringing her back to Eudora. Gods only know if killing her ushers in hordes of demons. There are thousands of innocent people living in Juna ignorant of what King Uldrin is doing."

Mira downed the rest of the wine and waded through the water to me. She straddled my waist, stimulating my penis until it was erect, and pushed it into her.

"W-Wait, right here? Now?!" I panicked, flailing in the water. The warmth of her pussy, further heated up by the hot water, was melting me.

"Are you guys— oh, come on. In front of me? Seriously? I'm taking the rest of your wine." Belle ignored  the glass and went straight for the whole wine bottle instead.

Unbeknownst to the other patrons in the pools around us, Mira was riding me to an orgasm. Even as my ejaculate gushed into her, she didn't stop. I was becoming lightheaded when she pressed our lips together. A sweet, passionate kiss that I reciprocated. Eventually, our romp drew a crowd. The excitement of being watched stirred the butterflies in my stomach. They saw us above water, but had no idea I had a dick buried into Mira below the surface.

It wasn't until I came into her a second time did she have enough and was ready to leave. Meanwhile, Belle was blowing bubbles with her head half-submerged in the water. She had been masturbating to our little show

"Well then, it's time to return and get an early shut-eye, yes?" Mira suggested, casually climbing out of the waters.

The plans had been made. We would intercept the caravan en route to Thanreas, secure Abstinence, and bring the knight back to Eudora. Unfortunately, Ceris didn't like it one bit that we were leaving her and the bunyips behind. As soon as she found out about the plan, she, Io, and Mana stormed into my room to confront me.

"We came here together, it's only right that we go with. Io and Mana are plenty strong, they will be a great asset in case the fighting gets rough." The High Priestess was keen to follow us, but the danger was far too great to get her involved. None of us had any idea what Abstinence was capable of with whatever Zertos put in her. However, that wasn't enough to convince the elven woman.

Belle took my side to talk them down. "All we're doing is capturing one person. Once we return, we'll beeline it right back to Lotherain."

"Please, Ceris. You've done enough by helping us get in contact with the Silver Cross. Stay here with Io and Mana where it's safe," I pleaded.

Knock. Knock. Tap.

That was the designated pattern to tell each other if it was one of us at the door. Since the five of us were in my room, that only left Mira. But when the door opened, we were surprised to see Madam Gestain come through, followed by Mira who shut the door behind them.

"I raised a mind maggot," Mira said, giddy as a child finding candy.

"You didn't…" I rubbed my head in disbelief.

"I sure did. Watch— " She snapped her finger, causing Madam Gestain to stand up straight. Then Mira made an order, "Squat and croak like a frog."

Madam Gestain did exactly just that, and with the perfect baritone pitch.

"Ribbbiiiit!" she croaked.

"Gods… damn it, Mira… and why did you do that?" Belle asked.

Mira rolled her eyes as though she hadn't just put our entire plans in jeopardy. Or maybe she did know and wanted to mess around as much as possible before leaving.

"I know what I'm doing. Madam Gestain won't know when we leave, and neither will she pester Ceris and the others while we're gone. Besides, after seeing what mind maggots can do first hand in Randover, I just had to try it!" Mira explained.

Ceris relented with the three of us badgering her to stay. She gave us Vessyra's blessing, an ironic thing to do since I had the Goddess' power dwelling within me. I welcomed nonetheless.

As we made our way to the north gate where the caravan was set to depart, Mira hijacked Talos' vision to get our familiars in place. They had all our equipment, and we planned to change into them if things got hairy.

Quinny's predictions were spot on. Soldiers and guards packed the city as much as the citizens. A dozen different banners of King Uldrin's retainers and vassals were present, which went to show how scared they were of an invasion from Parthun.

They were technically right, since three witches— their nightmare scenario— had infiltrated Semiramis. Too bad they wouldn't know what hit them until it was too late.

At the gate, a number of shackled orcs loaded crates and barrels onto wagons, each pulled by a mix of horses and centaurs. There were twenty carts in total, and only a few in the back had coverings to conceal the contents within.

A large crowd had gathered to watch whatever it was their King was sending out of the city. Their murmurs were filled with evident frustration.

"I heard Uldrin's sending a pile of gold to them wankers at Thanreas," one man whispered to his companion.

"For what? He been raising our taxes and giving it away just like that?" his friend complained.

Another group was more enthused about the prospect of King Uldrin appeasing the Council of Kings.

"Who knows if them witches're coming here. Maybe the Council can send more help," an older lady said, clutching an effigy of an unknown god.

A younger lady, presumably her daughter, nodded in agreement. "What we need're more of them Piety knights. I'd be safer with them around than our good fer nothing city guards."

Mira pulled back from Talos' vision. She released the spell and reported the positions of the escort.

"About six hundred lead the front on foot, a hundred in the rear on horseback, and a mix of another hundred guard the sides. The wagon we are looking for is at the very front, painted in maroon with gold bandings around it. I sensed magic scrolls are plastered on the inside. They are definitely transporting something other than gold," Mira explained.

"Now the question is, how do we hitch a ride without appearing too suspicious?" I mumbled.

Belle pointed to an older gentleman wearing a metal-pointed helmet. He was on horseback, barking orders to his fellow riders. It was clear his status was a superior or commanding officer of the unit guarding the rear.

"I have an idea. Follow me," Mira said, then grabbed Belle's collar and pushed through the crowd.

"What?" I went along with Belle, who was trying to steady her footing while Mira tugged on the leash.

"Milord!" Mira shouted.

We were quickly surrounded by a group of riders, a dozen swords and spears ready to poke new holes into us.

"What is the meaning of this?" The soldiers made way for their officer to come through.

"Lord Egel, these wenches burst from the crowd calling for you," a soldier said.

A stern glare bore down on us. Lord Egel's plate armor was pristine, untouched by battle. More likely than not, he was all show and no bite. He leered at us with lecherous eyes, and I understood right away what Mira wanted to do.

"Milord, we hear you're bound for Thanreas. We beg you to take us with you, so that we may start life anew there. Madam Gestain is a thieving hog who doesn't leave us more than a pittance," Mira begged.

Belle and I were stunned at Mira's theatrics. My jaw practically dislodged. It took every bit of willpower not to react in any way to suggest she was acting.

The officer sneered at us. "And why should I care about stowaway whores? I'm better off taking you back to Madam Gestain. She would give me free patronage thereafter for returning escapees."

"Perhaps we can… make it worth your while? Your stay at Thanreas might be lonely," Mira pleaded.

"Say I take you with me. A massive city like Thanreas has plenty of places for you to slip away. I'm not buying it." The officer turned his horse, but Mira wasn't going to let this chance pass up.

"This is no trick. The leash in my hand is magic. Madam Gestain put it on my companion due to her disobedience. It makes her subservient. You can even try it yourself, Milord! You need only make a request." Mira offered the leash to the officer. He snatched it and stared at the leash dubious of its potential.

The officer tugged Belle forward and said, "Strip."

Belle did as she was told, disrobing herself of the tattered, burlap dress. She went red up to her ears and glared at Mira, who winked in return.

"A whore getting naked is nothing new. Anyone could feign an order as simple as that," he said. While Belle was being made an exhibitionist out of, Egel mulled over what he could subject her to that would prove Mira's words. His eyes fell to an orc, who was delivering a barrel sloshing with liquid inside to the backmost wagon "Orc, it's your lucky day. Get over here before I cut your throat."

The orc, not wanting to lose his life early today, sat the barrel down where he stood and hurried over in a huff. He was sweating all over, old lashings scarred his body from the neck down to his legs. A loose pair of pants was all he wore.

"No sane woman would copulate with these creatures. Avail yourself to the orc and give us a good show, will you?" Egel tugged the leash so hard Belle tripped over in front of the orc.

"As you wish..." Belle said.

At first, I felt terrible for Belle. Then I remembered that she, of all people, enjoyed this sort of play. Her breath grew shallow as she pulled down the confused orc's pants to reveal an arm-sized penis. She dropped to her knees and began performing a blowjob on it. The guards gawked with a mixture of disgust and awe. Egel, however, was certainly enjoying himself.

I kept quiet. Mira, in her infinite talents, played the damsel to such perfection that she might be better suited on the stage.

"Y-You're a terrible man… but if this is what it takes, you see how we are willing to debase ourselves?" Mira put a hand over her mouth and wept.

By the time the caravan was ready to go, Belle had been fucked to submission, filled to the brim such that her pussy gushed with cum when the lucky orc pulled out. Some of the soldiers who weren't wearing heavier armor shifted uncomfortably, probably to adjust their erections.

"That's about all the fun you'll get." Egel kicked the orc with the spurs of his greaves. He turned to us with a wicked grin and tossed the leash back to Mira. "Heh. Get onto the back of the last carriage. You three will make for fine company later. The rest of you, get back into formation! We're about to set out!"

He rode away, nodding to himself. I helped Belle get up and dressed.

The other soldiers slowly dispersed, after having an eyeful of Belle. Some of them muttered spitefully and enviously amongst each other.

The inside of the wagon was cramped. Crates and barrels filled with grain were stacked haphazardly on top of each other. As the wagon moved, it seemed like they could collapse and crush us at any moment. Mira sat on top of a rectangular box full of spears, eating an apple she found in one of the many containers. Belle laid flat on her belly, rubbing her ass. She was still sore from being taken so roughly by an orc, but she had a look of satisfaction from being thoroughly humiliated. Or rather— thanks to being humiliated.

About two hours had gone by, and we were entering the remote countryside of Juna. Rio and Luna had slipped in while the soldiers weren't watching, and no one suspected a thing seeing a raven land at the back of our covered wagon. We were at last reunited with our robes and staff, the soldiers outside were none the wiser thanks to the wagon's covering.

"With every passing day, I despise you all the more intensely, Mira…" Belle sighed.

Mira grinned and said, "Hah. In another lifetime, you would be calling me mistress!"

"Alright, you two. Settle down, we have work to do. Shall we get started?" I asked, eager to find out what was inside the front vehicle.

"Ladies! Why wait, when we can get started… huh?" Egel opened the flap to peek inside, but he went silent seeing the three of us.

Belle tipped her hat and bowed. "Allow me to be the opening act— igni."

"Witches! We're under—" A fireball cut short Egel's warning, knocking him to the ground, a rolling, charred mess. The rest of the wagon's cloth covering burned away. The three of us conjured a firestorm that derailed the caravan, inciting panic to the hundreds of escorts. Soldiers were thrown off horses, wagons combusted and tipped over, and the army scattered to avoid the onslaught of spells.

We flew to the front of the caravan using Belle's flight spell and found the red wagon with the gold bandings. She raised a barrier of ice to separate us from the hundreds of soldiers closing in. Mira was right, there was serious magic emanating from within.

"What do we do? Pick up the whole wagon?" Belle asked.

"Rio, grab it and let's go!" I ordered.

Rio unfurled his draconic wings, but as he got close, a blast of magical energy sent him hurling into my arms. A clawed, black hand broke out of the wagon, then another. Abstinence pulled herself out.

We gasped at the terrible sight. She looked nothing like Mira and I last remembered her. Her armor was charred black, melded into her body. The closed helmet she wore opened and closed like gnashing jaws, and a tail extended from the top, whipping around like a dragon's tail.

"That's not the Abstinence I know… What the fuck is that?" Belle asked in horror.

Abstinence groaned, like the sound of a door creaking open in an empty chamber. Her voice was hollow, and echoed with each breath.

"Councillor Anora will cleanse this world of impurity, and I will do whatever it takes… The Order of Piety, Eleanor Mycasta… Christened— Abstinence!"


Chapter 24 - Eleanor Mycasta, Abstinence

"What kind of magical enchantments were so weak that she could just burst out of it?" Mira asked.

Abstinence clutched her head, screaming in agony. Whatever was afflicting her must have been from Zertos.

"Relax, Elle! We used to serve together, remember? It's Belle!" Belle shouted to her former comrade in arms.

"Hey, you made that rhyme," Mira said

Belle smacked Mira on the arm. "That was not intentional. Is this really the time for your quips?"

"We got work to do. The barrier won't last, look!" I pointed to the ice barrier where soldiers were banging their weapons on it, cracks snaked up and began to shatter. Other riders made haste to skirt around it instead. Orcs and centaurs were being whipped into helping, their combined strength would break the barrier any minute now.

Mira rubbed her chin in thought, and Belle continued to plead with Abstinence to stand down. If Belle was so confident that the knightess would come to her senses, then she must have a semblance of a moral compass to allow for discourse.

However, that very demonic form of hers didn't appear to leave much room for discussion.

"What was Abstinence's strength again?" Mira suddenly asked.

"Oh, uh… Didn't it have something to do with her—" Before I could answer, the knight in question vanished, then reappeared in front of us, driving a clawed gauntlet into my gut.

The impact sent me crashing to the ground hard. If it weren't for the living robes taking the brunt of the hit, my stomach would have been eviscerated.

Mira and Belle engaged Abstinence with close quarter magical arts, a martial form that allowed witches to stand toe to toe against foes that could easily close the gap. Everytime the knightess disappeared, Mira predicted where she would appear and erected a barrier to block the attacks. Belle took the offensive, condensing powerful spells into fiery punches.

Unfortunately, Abstinence was too quick for either of them. She easily overwhelmed them with devastating swipes that slipped through the barrier's blindspots.

"We need to hurry!" I muttered, willing black tentacles to emerge from my back. It, too, proved useless. Whenever I made purchases on Abstinence's arms and legs, she would disappear and leave me grasping at air.

"Mraa!" Rio pawed at my feet.

"What is it, Rio?" I noticed Rio had dug into my backpack and pulled out a familiar wand, the very one that made someone's body overly sensitive. "You don't mean to tell me to use this… do you?"

Rio flew up to me and deposited the wand into my hand.

"Whatever you're planning down there, do it now!" Mira shouted to me.

"Just don't hurt her! We don't know if Elle's death might trigger the portals to open!" Belle added.

"If someone were to tell me Demos' stupid orgasm wand would save the day, I would have thought them crazy." I sighed then waved the wand in Abstinence's direction. "Here goes nothing… Belle, Mira! Move!"

Both of them scattered. Abstinence teleported to where they were a moment ago. The wand lit up, as did the knightess. She began to squirm in place, clawing her own body, particularly at her chest and groin area.

"It worked?! Somehow, I hoped it wouldn't— but I'll take it," I said. But the wand had run its course and turned to ash.

Abstinence fell to the ground. The three of us kept our distance. She clawed at herself, playing an ear-splitting cacophony as metal armor was ripped away piece by piece, until all that was left was a naked woman, drooling from the mouth and whose hands groped her own body.

"What did you do?" Belle asked.

"Ha! So the wand has felled two knights now?" Mira cackled, reminding me of how we broke Aurelias. She kicked the knightess onto her back. Abstinence veins had grown dark and pulsed with foul magic— black magic. She had passed out. "I guess I'll grab her," Mira said. "Our job here is done. Shall we pick up our dear priestess and her guards and return to Lotherain?"

Not yet. The barrier was on the verge of breaking, but I had to do one more thing. I had Rio lift me into the air. He flew us high enough that my voice could reach both ends of the caravan.

"Orcs, centaurs, goblins! You're stronger than this. Better. Do not settle for enslavement. Cast away your chains, gather your fellows, and head to Parthun. We won't shun you away. we'll welcome you with open arms instead!"

The demihumans did nothing, as I expected. They were far too outnumbered by Juna and Piety knights to attempt any form of rebellion. However, the seed of insurrection had been planted.

Then, much to my surprise, a centaur broke his shackle and that was all it took for the rest to follow suit. The humans were scared at the sudden act of disobedience, but the demihumans didn't attack them. Instead, they began to abandon the caravan.

I pulled out the igni spell scroll and shot a flare into the sky.

The sound of horns blared in the distance. In seconds, riders on both sides of the road poured over the hills in this direction.

"Alright. Let's go!" I signalled to the others.

As my party and I flew away, we were astonished by the sheer size of the Silver Cross. They numbered in the hundreds. I recognized Quinny leading the charge, her fiery mane of hair trailing behind her. She glanced up and saw us, but we were already too far to see what expression she made.

We returned to a city in panic. The northern and western gates of Semiramis had been shut. Hundreds of soldiers hurried to the southern and eastern end of the gates to do the same, but not before we reached inside ourselves. Citizens barricaded themselves inside their homes, shopkeepers boarded up windows and bolted down doors. Soon, the city had become eerily quiet, nothing but the sound of ringing tower bells echoing across empty streets.

No one bothered to pay us any mind since we had changed back into our rags. To them, we were just whores scrambling to get to safety.

Ceris, Io, and Mana were waiting for us outside of the Ladies' Garden. They had four horses ready to go. Mira's head cocked up to the sky.

"Into the brothel. Now!" Mira ordered.

We rushed into the lobby to a number of girls gawking at us. Not a second later, Belle and I felt a chill run up our spine. The sensation lingered right above the brothel, but after another moment of idling, it continued south.

"What was a witch?" I asked.

"Her signature was particularly strong. You don't think she noticed us, did she?" Belle reached for the door only to have Mira snatch her hand.

Mira's eyebrows wrinkled. She peeked out the door herself and gave us the okay that the coast was clear.

"Well then, ladies. We shall be off." Mira bowed to the prostitutes inside. "You will find Madam Gestain a little more… malleable from now on."

We rode out the northern gate after bribing the guards with a large sack of gold. They were kind enough to tell us that the city was soon to be under siege. Mira wanted to circle around to find out who it was, then decided against it when I protested. She sent Talos instead and caught a glimpse of the sieging army's banner— a sparrow holding a ribbon, an emblem none of us recognized.

It was getting dark. Lotherain was another day's ride away, and figured now was as good a time as any to make camp. At least out here, in a remote region of Juna, there was little risk of encountering anyone. The worst we could come across in the savannah were lions, but the bunyips, having returned to their original form, acted as a great wildlife deterrent.

Belle was staring hard at Abstinence. She had been unconscious this entire time, but there was no telling when she would awaken— and no telling what chaos she could cause in this state. Bringing her back with us could very well be dragging a bomb to the heart of our rebellion.

Now that I got a good look at Abstinence, she looked like a normal woman. Of course, she was. I sometimes forgot that these witch hunters had faces underneath their helmets.

Eleanor Mycasta. Second in command of the Order of Piety. She looked to be in her early thirties. A short, black bob and sharp eyes suggested she was of oriental descent, possibly from Saquin or Valisca.

"Something we should know about you and Abstinence?" I asked Belle.

"Elle isn't like her more zealous colleagues. She treated me like a sister, tried to understand me. It was like we had a covenant going on. I wonder if that was how Anora— Edith wormed her way into Elle's heart. She'd never bargain with demons otherwise," Belle said.

Mira scoffed. She had been silently smoking from her pipe. Of all people, Mira likely doubted the intentions of the knightess. She was more like Edith than she would like to admit, full of doubt, believing witches were the only true power in this world.

"You don't think a Piety Knight and witch could ever understand each other?" Belle shot Mira a glare.

"Not my place to say." Mira blew smoke into the night sky and watched it dissipate without another word.

I sat down next to Belle to watch her friend. "I think it's wonderful. If we had more people— demihumans, too— understanding each other, maybe we wouldn't be in this mess. No one wants war. Hell, I just wanted a nice tree to live in, but then that got uprooted twice."

"You and me both." Belle sighed.


Chapter 25 - Living Bomb

Our apprehension in bringing Abstinence to Lotherain was for naught. She had yet to awaken even as we neared Parthun. Her vitals were stable, but she had remained in a state of unconsciousness for the past two days.

The only concerning thing, and only we witches could sense it, was the knightess' magical signature. We had no other way to describe it than 'strange'. Any attempt to focus on it was met with a prickling sensation at the back of our heads, like wispy tendrils were tugging us away from learning more. Mira made the longest attempt, but a feedback forced her out similar to hijacking an inert familiar.

We figured it was too dangerous to tackle ourselves and would leave it to Eudora. However, Belle wasn't keen on the idea.

"Noel's been humiliated to the point where he's a thrall, and we don't even know what happened to Aurelias. I don't want another friend being subjected to another cruel experiment," Belle protested.

"Exactly how much did you cozy up to those pesky knights?" Mira asked, raising a brow.

Belle snorted. "I make friends, not enemies. There are better ways to handle this conflict than the gorilla-brained thought process of 'armor people bad,' but 'witches good!'"

"I don't like the idea of Abstinence being treated like an alchemical reagent either," I chimed in. Belle sighed with relief from hearing that, but Mira remained indifferent. My thoughts on the matter were simple— save as many people as possible under Edith's influence. "None of this would be happening were it not for Councillor Anora tampering in politics."

It occurred to me that all three of us represented different spectrums of witchkind belief. Mira spat in the face of the Council as our watchers and believed, like Eudora and Edith, that all witches should be freed and magic allowed to flourish. My sentiments were that witches had grown too strong, and did in fact needed oversight. Otherwise, every few centuries or so we'd have someone like Edith come along and run rampant.

Belle fell somewhere in between. She was the only one to have worked with both sides of the coin, understood the animosity each side held for the other, but persevered to make friendships in spite of this. Such was her diligent nature.

It was midday by the time we reached Lotherain. Eudora's tower had moved yet again, this time closer to Ellowyn just outside of Lotherain. It was amusing to think, despite having me expel the settlement out of her tower, she still needed the convenience of my home.

As we got closer, there appeared to be a mob of witches raising their staffs and screaming at the tower.

"Alira, what's going on?" I asked as we rode up to them.

"Ughhh… I just got a disgusting sensation crawling up my spine. Who the hell did you guys bring back?" Alira asked.

"Believe it or not, we've captured the vice-captain of the Order of Piety, Eleanor Mycasta. Or better known as Abstinence," I answered.

Alira grimaced at the name. If she were in a more foul mood, she might have thrown a spell at the unconscious knightess to finish her off. The other witches looked weary. Weeks under the sun had given them a tanned complexion. Winter couldn't come quick enough.

"Maybe you'll have better luck since you're her favorites. Eudora kicked out every other witch. She's refused to let us in," Alira said. Her patience was growing thin, and so were her colleagues. Understandable, since the tower was essentially their headquarters, and had most of their belongings within the mansion. My old classmate put a hand on my shoulder as I dismounted. "I just want my stuff, and I'll make myself scarce. Already raised a new home in your quaint settlement."

"Maybe she has gas," Mira jested.

Ignoring Mira's joke, I went over to help Belle and Abstinence down from their steads.

"I really don't want to hand Elle over," Belle whispered to me. It sounded as though I was her only ally in this. She even entrusted her friend to my arms.

"Whatever's afflicting her, Eudora may be the only one who can help. Don't you want to see her better?" I asked.

Belle bit her lower lip. She made no effort to hide the anxiety and unease on her face.

Ceris tapped me on the shoulder and said, "This appears to be a matter best left to your people. I shall return to Ellowyn first. These girls are in desperate need of grooming."

Io and Mana were scratching their bodies like cats clawing fleas from their fur coats. It seemed even bunyips needed help with maintenance when it came to their bodies.

Ceris and her bunyips took their leave. All that remained were us witches, chirping at the tower like baby birds wondering where mother went.

"Why do you think she's holed up in there again?" I asked.

"Beats me," Mira said.

"Want me to blast the tower?" Belle asked.

Both Mira and Belle casted massive fireballs at an elevated point of the tower so as to not catch us in the blast. They were about to shoot again when the teleportation circle lit up, Eudora flew out of it, and entombed my companions in a block of ice.

"What in gods' names is with all the ruckus?" Eudora yelled. Everyone pointed to the tower where a scorch mark stained the stone surface. Her gaze fixed on the two culprits. "For the love of… I ought to shatter the both of you."

The ice melted down to their heads.

"Y-You're the one who wasn't answering the d-door…" Mira said between chattering teeth.

"We brought a surprise. I'm sure you recognize her," I told Eudora.

Her eyes widened seeing Abstinence on my back. But as quickly as she took interest in the knightess, her expression made a grim turn.

"That woman is a living bomb. Get her inside now," Eudora ordered us. She paused at the teleportation circle and turned around. "That means everyone."

The next few hours were spent— as Eudora called it— putting out the flames. We brought her to the top of the mansion, where the entire floor was fashioned into a ritual chamber. She was placed at the center of five runic circles overlapping each other. A single chandelier set with magic gems dimly illuminated the surroundings in a cold, blue light.

All three dozen of us witches were arranged in an expanding spiral. Magic poured from their staffs and seeped into our bodies. Belle, Mira, and I formed a final triangular shape at the center. We were without our staffs, and instead served as conduits for the flood of magic that then seeped into Abstinence. Our host stood above the knightess, her young body and thin arms swaying like conducting an orchestra.

Eudora's eyes snapped open. Hey eyes glowed a deep red.

"I see. The demon named Zertos, and whoever his masters are, have turned this woman into a portal. It was beginning to open, but I have sealed it. For now," Eudora said.

"Can you remove it?" Belle asked.

"How do you remove a portal? By destroying it," Eudora retorted. There was a pause, like she considered what more or less to tell us. "There is no fix, no removing without killing her— which would be our best option if we wanted to stick a wrench in Edith's plans."

I felt my connection to Belle in the ritual break.

"We are not killing Elle. I will not allow it," Belle declared loudly.

Then my connection to Mira broke, and I was drowning in the magic of over thirty witches. If it weren't for the soul stone of pride within me doing all the work, I would have been ripped to shreds.

"You would doom us all by letting demons into our world?" Mira grabbed Belle by the collar. They were at each other's throats, neither giving an inch.

"Killing her isn't off the table," Eudora began. "However, that should be our last option. Parabelle is too powerful an asset to piss off when taking the fight to Edith. We will find another way. Until then, the knightess must stay here under constant watch." Her words were final. Mira and Belle let each other go and stormed out of the room taking separate exits. The ritual spell ended with a snap of a finger. Myself and the other witches felt a weight lift from our shoulders, exhausted and spent from expending so much magic. Eudora made shooing motions to the other witches. "Leave, all of you. Ellori, you stay."

Alira squeezed my shoulder on the way out. "It's not that I don't understand Belle, we've all lost someone. But our lives are at stake here."

It was just me and Eudora once the door had shut. She sat behind Abstinence's head, eyes closed, brows furrowed, and murmuring something unintelligible.

"Will we really find a way to save Belle's friend?" I asked Eudora.

"Uncharted magic is my specialty. Doesn't make it easy, just interesting. I didn't want Belle to hear it but— collapsing a forged world with Abstinence inside is our only option of getting rid of her," Eudora said.

A voidal collapse would certainly do the trick. Hell, if we tricked Edith into one, we could end this brewing war real quick.

"Is there another option?" I asked.

"Theories and hypotheses are the best I've got. Fortunately, we have two adequate test subjects in this room who had previously ingested soul stones." Eudora extended a hand to me, the corners of her lips curved into a wicked grin. It wasn't an expression of malice, but pure scholarly interest. "How would you like to debauch yourself as a sex slave for the sake of our goals?"


Chapter 26 - Alraune

When Eudora asked me to become a sex slave, I had no idea what that meant. I thought she wanted to tamper with my body, have me undergo some perverse experiments that would transfigure my body, or perhaps she would have sex with me herself. I wasn't at all interested in her with that young body, but as it turned out— she had other plans.

I was strapped to a pole-like apparatus that shackled my ankles and wrists in leather bands. My legs were parted and arms pulled above my head, like an exhibitionist made to display her body.

We were inside her laboratory. She stood over her cauldron, casting in reagents taken from my plots and expensive ingredients that I could only dreamed of using. Wings of a fairy, crystallized fire, shell of a phoenix egg— things that she had to have stolen from the Elder Board's repository in the Academy.

"How the hell did you manage to acquire those?" I asked her.

"My lips are sealed. It's not that I do not trust you. My contacts are simply too important to put at risk," Eudora answered while tossing in more valuable ingredients like it was soup she was preparing. She moved without hesitation. Each step was taken in strides, every hand movement made without a second guess, even her eyes paid no attention to where they weren't needed.

I admired Eudora more than I cared to admit, because she was quite possibly the greatest witch of our generation.

Eudora walked up to me and flicked my penis. "I wonder if I should get myself one?"

Yet the greatest witch of our generation acted in ways that were unbecoming of her many monikers…

"Before you humiliate me any further, what exactly is my role here?" I asked.

Eudora had me trapped here for over an hour without telling me what her plan was. My joints were aching, and nature was knocking at my front door.

"I'm about to raise another alraune. You're going to tame it for me with your boon," Eudora said.

"And… you're going to create another abomination of nature, why?" I asked.

"Forest nymphs are an untapped resource in the field of alchemy. Their defiled counterparts, even more so. They contain unique compounds and components not found naturally in the world. No one is sure how or why, it just is." She shrugged.

"So you think a new alraune will have something that can help Eleanor. Why not share this information with Belle? I'm sure she's willing to help," I suggested.

"Parabelle doesn't trust me. Mira doesn't trust me. You are really the only one willing to spare me a minute out of the day." A glimpse of humanity could be heard in her voice, and for a moment, I felt bad for her.

Eudora picked up an ornate lockbox and plucked something out from within it. Pinched between two fingers was a small, glowing seed with what looked to be veins running along its husk. Anger flashed through me thinking of the worst possibility she could have acquired it.

"Where did you get that from?" I found myself tugging on the restraints.

"Oh, relax. I did not harm your precious dryad. This is from my own collection," she said.

I didn't want to know how she had come to acquire one, but my rage subsided knowing Cammy was safe. She was my only connection left to Flora.

"My! You're already hard and ready, I see." Eudora cackled.

I glanced down to find a very erect penis between my legs.

"Uh. It's not what you think!" I tried to think of something else.

Eudora cast the final ingredients into the cauldron. The seed began to sprout as it sank beneath the alchemical waters. Along with the seed, Eudora tossed in a soul stone, a cape sundew plant, and lastly, a growth enhance serum.

The bubbling grew more ferocious. I thought it was going to explode, but the liquid inside the cauldron began to decrease until I couldn't see anymore.

A large, leafy stalk the width of the cauldron's mouth sprouted out from within, like a snake emerging from a basket. Thick, blue veins pulsed across its body. We watched in awe as it unfurled to an upside u-shape, revealing an arm and head when the back became fully arched. The most striking thing about it were the many crimson, finger-length tentacles along the length of her emerald body and arms. Instead of hair, she had five larger tentacles, green at the base and red at the tip that scraped along the floor.

The alraune had taken the form of the cape sundew plant. She sucked in a deep breath and extended herself to the ceiling, much taller than I expected. At the mouth of the cauldron, the stalk that formed its lower body blossomed with skirt-like petals of white and pink, flaring out and blanketing the ground around her.

"Go on, tame her!" Eudora urged from behind the safety of a bookshelf.

"What? No! It looks terrifying!" The restraints on my wrists, enhanced by Eudora's magic, strengthened to the point where I could no longer break them. That bitch was not letting me go until I held my end of the bargain.

My struggling drew the alraune's attention. She leaned in, coiling curiously around me, but keeping a distance so her tentacles didn't touch me. Her nose wrinkled with interest from what I assumed was the scent of the dryad's boon inside me. The very feminine and human face offered a smile. A sweet scent wafted up to my nose. The tips of her many tentacles secreted a translucent liquid.

"E-Eudora, if I remembered correctly… cape sundews secrete digestive enzymes. Tell me I'm wrong!" I cried.

"You are correct!" she exclaimed, then rattled a rack of potions in her hands. "Fear not. I shall administer you restoration potions should I see that you are near death."

"As if that's supposed to make me feel safe. Get me out of here!"

One of the alraune's tentacles came close enough that it adhered to my chest. The syrupy sensation, like glue that didn't harden, was warm to the touch and had an appeasing flowery scent. Then the rest of her tentacles followed suit as she wrapped around me, I was covered from head to toe from sticky liquid in the embrace.

However, in her doing so, the apparatus broke and unbuckled the restraints on my wrists. I could move my arms, but not my legs.

"You have a nice smell to you," the alraune said.

"Th-Thanks…" I replied.

The tentacles weren't inert. They seemed to writhe while pressed to my body. While the alraune hugged me from the front, her arms stroked my backside, spreading the liquid where the sun didn't shine.

Suddenly, the alraune opened her mouth. Another thick tendril that was her tongue licked at my face and tried to worm into my mouth.

"Ugh… why is it always tentacles…?" I complained, but the moment I opened my mouth to speak, the alraune seized the opportunity to shove her tongue inside me. Nectar spilled down my throat. It tasted like wine. I could only hope it wasn't digestive juices that would melt me from the inside.

Meanwhile, Eudora was lounging on a chair, taking notes and occasionally sipping from a teacup. She gave me a thumbs up and smirked.

I wouldn't be beaten like this.

My boon allowed me to commune with nature. It was how I defeated Eudora's first alraune. This one shouldn't be any different.

When I returned her embrace to grope her in return, the alraune jolted. She had no legs or lower body except for the long stalk coming out of the cauldron. I couldn't find a reproductive hole. She fought back, coiling tightly around me like a snake constricting its prey.

While the alraune's tongue stopped gushing nectar, our lips continued to play. Her nipples had gotten hard, and brushed against my breasts as she humped me. Despite all the viscous liquid that now coated our bodies, I felt a different, less sticky sensation between my legs. Pressing my hand there caused the alraune to gasp. I found an opening, a fold that led into her body that was wet, fleshy, and warm.

For the first time since the assault began, there was a very real sense of uncertainty in the alraune's expression. She parted away from our kiss and tried to pull away entirely, but we were firmly stuck to each other via her secretions. I also wouldn't let her go. My hands were locked around her waist, pulling her hole closer to my dick.

"You started this, I'm going to end it," I said.

"Wait, I'm— aaaahh!" Her hands somehow slipped on my shoulder, and my dick slipped right into her entrance. She was tight, hundreds if not thousands of smaller tendrils massaged me. It felt so good I came right away. Her hips, if she had one, in this case it was her lower stem, quivered with delight. "Am I being pollinated? What is this feeling… I can't get enough of it…"

The alraune was feeling an orgasm for the first time. She brought her arms over my neck and pulled me in for another kiss. It seemed she wanted more and quite frankly, I did, too. Her pussy was something else, and I didn't want to miss out on experiencing this pleasure to the fullest.

Two tentacles sprouted from along her lower stalk and teased my two holes. They didn't secrete anything, but who knew if they might get stuck inside me. Whichever the case, I wasn't in any position to stop her. The tentacles secreted a slippery liquid instead and forced their way in.

Once again I had been plugged in every hole possible, reduced to sex slave like Eudora wanted. A tentacle in my pussy, ass, and mouth, while I had my dick buried in the alraune's.

The pounding gradually became more intense until I wasn't thrusting anymore. The alraune was using me like a toy, pushing my dick into her at her own pace as tentacles ravished me. It didn't stop there. The many tentacles on her body squirmed and caressed my body. Everytime we pulled against each other, my skin heated up.

"Something's… coming again… ahhhh— pollinate me, human!" the alraune screamed.

My dick throbbed as the many tendrils massaging it squeezed every drop of cum out of me. The tentacles in my ass and pussy fucked me to an orgasm, too.

Eudora's apparatus broke completely. The alraune dropped to the ground with me on top of her, both of us a twitching and sticky mess. My dick was still erect and cumming. Even in the alraune's unconscious state, she continued to milk me. The tentacles on her body continued to cling to me, seemingly unwilling to let go of its prey.

"Eudora… get me out…" I begged between breaths.

"Well done. As expected of Ellori Farrowghast. Instead of Witch of Gluttony, you really should adopt the title of Witch of Pleasure." Eudora cackled at her own poor joke, then reached down to grab the tentacle stuck in my pussy. The simple act of pulling it out brought me to another quaking orgasm.


Chapter 27 - Fleeting Moments of Happiness

Eudora shoved a potion into my mouth and collected the substance leaking from the alraune. Particularly the sticky secretions from the tips of the tentacles.

"If that's what you were going to collect, did you really need me here?" I sighed. My strength slowly returned as the potion took effect. With the alraune unconscious, I was able to pry myself off her body.

"I'm not the one with a dryad's boon, am I? Your presence alone raises every bit of the alraune to its peak quality," Eudora said.

No part of me was melting. That was a good sign. It could be the alraune was producing a different kind of liquid, but cape sundews were known to secrete digestive substances. The only pain I felt was my ass and pussy, though that was normal considering the railing I'd been given.

Eudora waved a hand in my direction. My body was enveloped with a layer of warm water, lifting all the secretion and gunk off me. She pulled the water away and drained it into a jar at the corner of the room. I whistled to my robes which slipped right back on.

"Does the alraune really have what you need to help Abstinence?" I asked.

"No, but it will buy us time until I find a permanent solution. Goodness. The problems just keep stacking." Eudora groaned, then began to create a new alchemy cauldron since the alraune was occupying the previous one. She seemed different. Not like her usual cocky self. She noticed me staring and asked, "What? Has my youthful body caught your attention?"

"We've been taking orders ever since we broke bread, but it feels like we've become your lap dogs instead." I thought back to the very first meeting. She 'gifted' a minotaur that almost killed me, then saved me after I naively swallowed the soul stone of pride. But later, she threatened both me and Mira until she had a change of heart. Her actions have been— to say the least— inconsistent.

Eudora threw her head back, laughing. Not her taunting, shrill cackling. This one sounded lighthearted.

"I needn't remind you we share a common enemy, and she threatens all life— Edith Percouli? Or did the first letter of the first name, 'E' confuse you?" she joked.

"How do we know for sure you won't replace her after she falls? We know, at least suspect, what Edith wants to achieve. What's your endgame?" I asked, but Eudora didn't answer right away. She was focused on creating a new alchemy cauldron. I became an afterthought.

The new cauldron bubbled to life. She stared into it as though searching for something that had dropped in.

"For years we are kept caged in a glorified jail cell they call an academy. Then we graduate, and are sold to the highest bidding monarch who has us leashed like dogs. All the while being told to fuck and screw whoever we'd like as if that's supposed to keep us placated." Eudora cupped her hands into the alchemical waters and drank deep. Her whole body glowed, radiated with magical energies. The signatures inside her lit up like beacons— I sensed six in total.

"Is this supposed to precede some profound speech you're about to give? You're getting close, but without the seventh soul that body will continue to decay. Just like the last," I warned.

Though, she knew well enough without me telling her so.

"Tell me, Ellori Farrowghast. How happy were you to live those fleeting, intimate moments with Miracella? To craft alchemical concoctions few could ever hope to taste? Free to explore the unknown, unfettered by prying eyes?" she asked, almost like she had watched every step I took when I came to the Weeping Expanse.

"Of course, I was happy. I'm still happy. Mira and I are going to be mothers!" I exclaimed to Eudora. I didn't know why I did. I felt like she deserved to know, so I said it.

Eudora turned her head just enough that I saw a cracked smile. Maybe she intended for me to see it.

"My endgame is this world. I shall say nothing more, nothing less. Go on, out with you. The lady knight must remain here and kept in stasis; tell Parabelle she may visit, if she likes." Eudora flicked her wrist, causing a burst of wind to push me past the door.

As I reached for the doorknob, another question gnawed at my head. It never made sense to me how she had become this way. Where did it start? At High Saquin? During the trial?

"You must have known. When you were given the order to destroy High Saquin, you must have known something was wrong. Why did you go through with it?" I asked.

Eudora didn't turn around to answer. "It doesn't matter now, does it?"

Left with the cryptic final answer, I departed from Eudora's tower and back to Ellowyn. The village was still an eyesore from a distance, a cluster of large forest trees raised in the middle of Parthun's smaller eucalyptus and pine. Hundreds of saplings had sprouted since I last came by, likely due to Cammy's presence. Given enough time, this land would become indistinguishable from the Weeping Expanse.

There were long term consequences due to change in the biome, but it might be for the better. Parthun thrived on lumber export; the many mills across the kingdom had now gone unused as a result of the recent invasion by Juna and Piety knights. People would soon go back to work, but what nation would buy from a nation ruled by witches?

When I returned to Ellowyn, I decided to pay Cammy a visit. She was supervising a group of kobold and orc farmers loading half a dozen wagons full of harvests. Carrots, potatoes, cabbages, fruits, anything that had been grown here was loaded on.

"Cammy!" I shouted.

"Oh, Mama! I saw Mira come back and wondered where you were." My dryad daughter flew into my arms and snuggled into my chest.

No matter how much like Flora she looked, the time we shared didn't change that Cammy was her own being— my daughter. And eventually, I would have another child.

"Eudora needed a hand. In retrospect, I should have said no. So, what's going on here?" I asked, shifting my attention to the wagons loaded with food.

"We're getting ready to deliver food into Lotherain. We heard from Alira that the city had been running low. With all the fire that had been set to farms across the countryside and being cut off from imports, many in Parthun are starving," she answered.

I stroked the thick roots of hair on her head. Cammy leaned into my touch and flashed a goofy smile, like the one she used to give me as a child.

"When did you become so grown up?" I asked, returning the smile.

"The wagons have been loaded to capacity!" an orc ran up to inform Cammy.

"Good. Let's not wait any longer," she said. In spite of her determination, the worried expression on her face told a different story. I suspected what the problem might be, and figured it best to tag along.

"I'll go with you," I said.

Cammy and I sat at the front of the six wagons. Four orcs to a vehicle pulled us into the city. The city guards let us through, but it wasn't until we got inside did the trouble begin.

"Get out of here!"

"You're not wanted in this city!"

"Monsters!"

The streets emptied in a matter of seconds. People hid in their homes and between alleyways. The vocal ones booed and threw rotten fruits at us, but I had our caravan surrounded by a thin barrier of ice to keep from being pelted.

"Does this always happen?" I asked Cammy.

She nodded. "Everytime. They may not appreciate us, but I still want to help. All we have to do is drop the wagons off in the city square and leave."

A mob of people came out with pitchforks, hammers, and butcher knives to brandish it in our direction. Unlike the citizenry, most of the city guards who had become acquainted with witches, and recognized the hand we offered during the siege, came to our defense in the square. It helped that they saw me as an ally after I avenged the death of their guard-captain Jerome and King Marcus.

"Miss Ellori, it's not safe here. It might be best if you leave and return at night when there are less people," one of the guards warned.

My magic faltered for a moment, and an apple struck Cammy on the head.

"Aren't they ashamed?" I bit down on my lip and restrengthened the barrier.

Cammy put a hand over mine and lowered my staff.

"I can feel their fear and desperation. Many of them lost their homes and came here seeking refuge. It isn't their fault," she said.

"You grew up a lot kinder than I could have taught you," I teased her.

As we were about to leave, a tiny voice cut through the crowd of hecklers. A young boy and girl pushed past the wall of people.

"Ellori!" the girl shouted, but she tripped and fell to the ground.

"Wait!" I ordered the guards who had begun moving towards the exit.

Someone in the crowd threw a cluster of rocks. I rushed to the children's defenses and erected a barrier in time before they were hit. As the rocks clattered to the ground, silence befell the city. All at once, the jeering and hurling of spoiled food stopped when they realized they almost hurt their own.

Hot anger bubbled within me. I wanted to lash out, scold them, but I felt Cammy speak to me through our shared bond telling me that it was fine.

A man and woman I recognized emerged from the crowd and fell to their knees clutching the children.

"You're Eaton, aren't you?" I gasped. "Then these kids are…?"

"They took off running as soon as they saw you. My wife and I couldn't stop them," he said, embarrassed.

"I just wanted to say hi… I didn't mean to trouble you," the girl said, her eyes cast to the ground.

Cammy put a clenched hand under the girl's view, and then opened her palm to a flower. The girl took the flower and offered a smile, one with a missing tooth.

"What do you say, Yesenia?" Eaton ushered her daughter to face Cammy.

"Thank you!" Yesenia exclaimed, clutching the flower to her chest.

I leaned in to whisper to Cammy, "Isn't there something else you're here to offer?"

"I-If you like, we brought food for the city. You're welcome to take as many as you like!" Cammy stammered.

It seemed to be all it took. Eaton and his family were the first to take from the wagons. The orcs helped bring the barrels and crates down and cracked them open. Slowly, but surely, others came forward asking for food.

I saw people who had become pathetic enough to listen to their stomachs instead of their fear. Yet Cammy wanted to help them. Even now she was handing out baskets of food to people who had been harassing her moments ago.

And with delightful eagerness.

I knew then what Eudora meant. What I wanted to preserve and protect. The sacrifices and lengths I must go in order to do so.

But Eudora. I wondered what it was that you lost?
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