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Chapter 1 - Seducing a Kingdom

"A sparrow carrying a ribbon? The banner is familiar to me." Eudora conjured an illusory image of the flag, the exact one Mira described she had seen besieging Semiramis.

We weren't seated at the usual meeting place under the gazebo of Eudora's tower. Instead, she came down for the first time in a long while to discuss with us in my home. For the purposes of privacy, I had Gurk and Eileen give us space. The only one who wasn't in attendance was Belle, who had opted to leave the discussions to myself and Mira, while she spent time with her unconscious friend.

"The young, widowed Princess Lisette rules the Principality of Ors. She was supposed to wed King Uldrin under the advice of High Saquin's late emperor to bridge an alliance. It seems unfortunate circumstances have led to a premature divorce," Eudora continued.

The Principality of Ors. They once swore fealty to the Empire of High Saquin as a vassal state. Without a seat on the council, nor a witch of their own, Ors was jumping into snake-infested waters besieging Semiramis, the heart of Juna.

Why would they put themselves at risk?

"From what I understand, Ors is no member of the Council of Kings and only sought membership through marriage. Maybe the princess wasn't expecting Uldrin to be an ugly old fart?" Mira suggested in jest.

"Do you suppose Princess Lisette is backing the Silver Cross?" I asked.

Eudora made a face as though she couldn't conceive of it happening.

In my mind, it wasn't inconceivable. A small principality wouldn't attack a kingdom the size of Juna without a death wish.

That was unless they had some form of help elsewhere.

"The Silver Cross sounds like a bunch of unhappy citizens-turned insurgents. On the other hand, for them to be numbered in the hundreds demonstrates a long brewing animosity, or some other political power in play," Eudora said.

Which in and of itself was far fetched. King Uldrin was as exceptionally paranoid as he was ambitious. It was why he kept Belle on such a short leash, and why he took the initiative in cozying up to Edith to invade Parthun. For him not to have seen a growing insurgency within his own kingdom was uncharacteristic.

Mira and Eudora certainly knew this.

And knowing Eudora, after having worked under her, the only possible outcome to where she would send us next was obvious. Mira came to the same conclusion, and we both gave Eudora a knowing look.

"Oh, don't look so smug like you have figured me out. Edith must be on edge after you took away her toy knight. She may likely keep an eye on who our potential allies are. Sending you to Ors is a death knell for you and Princess Lisette, whom we should not put at risk if she is actually an ally to us." Eudora slurped the rest of her hot chocolate down and sighed blissfully. Seeing her two small hands cup such a large mug was comical in its own way. This feared witch who took the form of a child gorged herself on sugary foods and beverages, unconcerned in the slightest of how she looked. When the cup had gone empty, she demanded, "Ellori, seconds!"

"Are you really going to stay in that body? Couldn't we just hunt another basilisk for you?" I asked, pouring Eudora more hot chocolate. She received the refilled drink with glee, bouncing in her seat like an actual child.

"I rather like this body; it's much more limber," she said.

"You say that as if you were a crone. I recall you had yet to reach your third decade," Mira said.

"Forging a body isn't something that can be done on a whim. I lack a rather important—" Eudora held her tongue. Instead, she dismissed our concerns and continued sipping her drink.

We didn't press the issue any further. Not that we could even if we tried.

"It's getting chillier by the day. You know what I miss? The bathhouses of High Saquin." Eudora suddenly went off on a tangent unrelated to our original topic.

"This is supposed to concern us… why?" Mira asked.

"I want to soak in a grand bath!" Eudora exclaimed, eyes glistening and cup held tight to her chest.

Unfortunately, I never had the pleasure of experiencing High Saquin's bathhouses. The only one that came close was the forged world where I had met Zeke in.

"Soaking in a hot bath does sound nice," I said, then took a sidelong glance at the door leading down to my underground bath. "It's not grand, but I do have a large bath at the bottom of my great hollow."

"You do?" Eudora's eyes lit up. She ran to where I was staring, threw open the door, and then squealed with such joy that it caught us off guard.

Mira winced and raised a brow. "Wait a minute. How dare you speak of High Saquin's bathhouses when you destroyed the empire, you bitch!"

"Excuse me while I avail myself to your hospitality." Her laughter faded to a dull echo as I heard conjured water flood the downstairs bath.

With the intrusion temporarily gone, Mira scooted next to me.

"This is your home. You can kick her out," Mira said.

"After we took residence in her forged world? This is hardly enough to return the favor." I laid my head on Mira's shoulder and rested my free hand on her belly.

There was an ever so slight bump. I hoped so much that the baby would turn out normal. Cammy was able to discern that there were no abnormalities despite my penis and semen being unnatural growths. Only time would tell now.

Mira lifted my face up by the chin and kissed me. Her lips were tender, not carnivorous like she usually was. Both of us knew that in time, she would be far too incapacitated by pregnancy to do anything. For her to be pregnant was a shot in the foot to our firepower against Edith. She left the seat for the couch and pulled out an ornate box. I knew right away she was going for her pipe.

"Should you really be smoking while you're pregnant?" I asked.

Mira stared hard at her beloved pipe, and through clenched teeth said, "Fine…"

A knock came to the front door. Ceris, the porcelain-skinned elven High Priestess of Vessyra, poked her head in.

"Sheila has arrived. She comes with fifty priestesses!" Ceris exclaimed.

We followed Ceris out of Ellowyn where her bunyip guards were waiting alongside several orcs and kobolds. Coming up from the abandoned western road that led into a mountain pass was a line of demi-human women— elves, beastfolk, and others I was laying eyes on for the first time.

Behind them was an enormous carriage, pulled by a dozen brown rhinoceros-like creatures with the mane of a lion and hooves of a horse. It was like witnessing a moving mansion. The priestesses framed a path in front of the carriage leading up to us, and then out emerged Sheila Agoris, the feline beastman High Priestess. She rushed down the steps of the carriage-mansion and threw her arms over Ceris, who received her with a tongue-to-tongue welcome.

The sight got the residents of Ellowyn, not to the sight of so many scantily-dressed demi-humans, excited in their own way.

When Sheila had her fill with Ceris, she tried to approach me, but a pillar of ice barred her from coming too close. Mira had her arms crossed and snorted. Sheila, realizing that she wasn't going to get her way, took a few steps back and bowed.

"My fellow priestesses, I have arrived ahead of Gale. She remains in Vessyra, amassing our warriors currently numbering in the hundreds. By month's end, thousands. Thanks to our Goddess' love, the great tree is flourishing and so are our harvests!" Sheila shouted.

No doubt due in large part to the magic crystals I embedded into the tree. It must be injecting magic into the land via its roots. Those crystals would run dry in time, but hopefully long after we've settled our quarry.

"Gale isn't too eager to see me again, is she?" Mira grinned.

"She… has a hard time sleeping at night. I often hear her utter your name when we lay together," Sheila said, scratching her blushing cheek. The feline ears twitched with excitement, eager to please. "Our disciples are ready and at your disposal. No man or woman can resist their charms."

It had slipped my mind that part of our plan to forge alliances was to use sex as a bargaining chip. As outrageous as it seemed, wars had been waged on much less.

"I'll have my orcs and kobolds build lodgings for your priestesses. In the meantime, they are welcomed to make friends with the citizens of Lotherain, but don't push them if they decline. Humans aren't exactly friendly with those who don't look like them," I warned.

"All creatures are weak to pleasure." Sheila winked.

Ceris and Sheila marched their priestesses into the city. A few of the orcs and kobolds followed after them in what was going to turn into a massive orgy, larger than when the witches had found a new outlet.

Speaking of witches…

"You're going with them, aren't you?" I asked my colleague Alira, who was trying to sneak by.

"It's my first time seeing these new races. I wanna see them fuck," Alira said, wiping a trickle of drool slipping down her chin.

"Well, don't scare them. They're about as human as you are!" I shouted to her back.

It looked like the witches were going to join, too.

"Is this really the best plan we've got? Bribing humans with sex with a different species to convince them demi-humans aren't bad?" I buried my face into my hands.

"Haha! I think it's wonderful. Let them screw to their hearts' content," Mira said.

"Mistress!"

Eileen and Gurk joined us after the parade had left for the city.

"What the hell is that?" Eileen marveled at the size of the carriage-mansion and grazing beasts of burden.

Mira bent down and pointed Gurk towards the city.

"You just missed them. A group of females in heat were looking for a stud like you," she said.

"Females? Many females for Gurk?" The goblin sniffed the air and then took off running towards Lotherain.

I frowned at Mira's successful attempts at tempting Gurk into more sex. That goblin was going to put the whole city to shame. It suddenly occurred to me that, at this point, Gurk likely had more sex than any other goblin in his race.

"By the way, Mistress, I might have created a potion to reverse the effects of your, ahem… phallic growth," Eileen said.

We returned to the great hollow where Eileen prepared a light blue vial that could supposedly remove my penis. The color was the complete opposite of the living slime Miuna's secretions from dissolving a tennoraphallus. Was I really going to do this? Remove the very thing that the high priestesses of Vessyra adored me so much for since I shared their goddess' image?

"What did you use to create this anyway?" I asked.

"You… don't want to know…" Eileen answered, red in the face and turning away.

"How is that supposed to inspire confidence?!"

Eileen squirmed uncomfortably where she stood, especially her legs.

"In order to accurately test its potency, I had no other choice but to use myself as a sample subject," Eileen explained.

This was Eileen we were talking about. Probably the most gifted alchemist of our time. If I could trust anyone to successfully brew a potion to grant and remove a penis, it would be her.

Mira sat at the dinner table with her legs crossed, gnawing on a sephalothane leaf as a substitute for her pipe.

"Do you have anything to add, Mira?" I asked.

"It's your body, darling. If I had a say, I would prefer to be the only one who carries your child. Perhaps we could switch one day?" Mira grinned. Her answer couldn't have made me any more nervous than I already was.

When it came down to it, Eileen had an abundance of potions to reverse the effects. If I wanted to have a dick again, I could. I pinched my nose and tipped the liquid into my mouth.

A weight had lifted not from my shoulders, but from between my thighs. I lifted my robes to find no bulge, but the flat surface with an ever-so slight bump from my vagina.

"It's gone." I sighed with relief.

"Of course, it worked. Worked on me," Eileen confidently declared.

Mira hugged me from behind and plucked a pink vial, the dick-granting one, from the potion rack.

"Maybe it's my turn to impregnate you," Mira said.

"Gods, no. At least not yet… I don't think I'm ready for that…" I mumbled, face growing hot.

Although the idea of having Mira's baby stirred me with indescribable joy, right now wasn't a good time. Who knew what could happen in the coming months. Mira was taking a big risk carrying a child already. It scared the magic out of me that she continued to put herself in danger in spite of that.

"Well, then…" Mira glanced around the room, spotted Eudora's unfinished hot chocolate, and poured the contents of the vial into it. She successfully mixed the beverage just in time as Eudora emerged at last from her long soak in the bath.

"Expect me to come here more often. That was quite a treat," Eudora said.

Eileen and I gawked as Eudora chugged the rest of her hot chocolate. Mira bursted into laughter, but the victim was none the wiser.

"Hm? Did I miss a joke?" she asked.

Eudora doubled over like she had been punched in the gut, then lifted her robes to find a penis. She glared at the only person in the room still laughing.

"This is funny to you, is it? Then I hope you will live with this consequence." The Cackling Witch had the last laugh. She dragged her nail across her palm and bled onto the floor. Bloody tendrils sprouted and seized hold of Mira, binding her in place.

"Mmmm! Mmmmrrpphh!" Mira's muffled screams pleaded for help as she was forced to the ground with her ass up.

"You ladies won't want to be here for this," Eudora said, to which Eileen and I quickly booked it out of the house.

"Sorry, Mira. You brought this on yourself!" I shouted on the way out.

We strolled into Lotherain for a drink, walking past the many orgies that were taking place in the streets. These humans, who had vehemently rejected demi-humans, were now engaged in intercourse with those from another race. Even though the priestesses were all women, the female humans couldn't resist their charm. It was as though Vessyra herself had descended and cast a spell on everyone.

"So, uh… I might have had a hand in why so many women have an extra reproductive organ…" Eileen said apologetically.

"Oh, I know. I just hope all that money you made was worth it," I said.

Many of the priestesses were impassioned by the sight of some women possessing a penis. I was no longer unique, though I had just lost mine. Now plenty of people shared the image of the Goddess Vessyra.

Barco's tavern was empty. The bell on the door chimed our arrival, but no one greeted us from the counter. Chairs and tables looked like they were hastily abandoned. When Eileen thought to help herself to the beer behind the counter, Barco emerged covered in sweat and buttoning up his pants.

"Oh, it's you two! H-How can I help?" the tavernkeep asked.

He couldn't make it more obvious what was going on behind that counter if he wanted to.

"We're just here for some food and drinks," I said.

"Two cold beers and some lamb chops, please!" Eileen made herself comfortable on a table, and I joined her after ordering.

It felt like ages since I was able to enjoy a warm meal in peace. The gruel Madame Gestain had served us back in the brothel was without flavor, cutting corners wherever she could to fill her own fat pockets.

Eileen ate silently. Eating seemed like a laborious chore to her.

"All that alchemy sucked the soul out of you?" I asked, washing down a mouthful of lamb with beer.

"What? No! I love alchemy. Belle came to me earlier in the day asking for help. For the first time I didn't know what to do. Got me thinking about my own friends and family," Eileen said.

I recalled that she moved here from High Saquin, the very place Eudora had annihilated. Her parents and guardian had since passed away. Hardships along the way could only have made those memories more fond.

"My parents passed when I was young, too. Happened around a year after I enrolled at the Academy," I revealed.

I had no pictures to remember them by, and their faces had become a blur by now. What hurt me most, the thing that really opened my eyes that they were gone, was how little I thought of them by the time I graduated.

Eileen scarfed her lamb chops down to the bones. She choked trying to swallow the big mouthful and needed to chug half the beer to get it all down.

"I've decided, Mistress. I want to become an alchemist that will be written about for ages to come. That way, I can tell people about my parents! People would come into my atelier, and I would tell stories about them while I helped customers find what they needed. That way… I won't ever forget them…" Eileen wiped the tears welling in her eyes.

I scooted closer and put my arms around her. She weeped silently into my robes until the food went cold.

By the time we returned home, Mira and Eudora were nowhere to be found. A note was left by the table. Written in Mira's handwriting, detailed in very colorful language, it explained that she had taken the portal to Vessyra to act as Eudora's ambassador in negotiating terms of an alliance. She would be gone for a few days. The bottom half of the letter was just her cursing out Eudora.

Despite Eudora saying otherwise, she did still have plans for us. Belle and I should expect something tomorrow, too.

"Ah, Mistress! I need your help with an experiment," Eileen said.

"Does it involve taste-testing your new brews?" I asked suspiciously.

"I thought about how Eudora's form is just an alchemical-forged vessel for a soul— not unlike a soul stone itself. So, I figured we could maybe forge a body for Miuna?" The eyes of someone who was on a scholarly high stared through me.

"You… want to give Miuna, a slime, a body? Did you already ask Miuna for permission?" I raised a brow.

"Yes! In fact, Miuna was more than eager about it," she explained, practically bouncing all over the place in excitement.

Slimes were amorphous, gelatinous creatures that were supposed to be without a soul. That wasn't the case for Miuna. Eudora's experiments had left it with sentience, and the capacity to communicate with us through a series of vibrations on its body.

What would a slimeform even look like?

"Alright. If Miuna's okay with it, then it's fine. What do you need me to do?" I asked.

"Most of the ingredients we can obtain from your farm. Eudora provided me with an empty soul stone. I just need a basilisk's gallbladder, and…" Eileen hesitated to continue the rest and had to psyche herself up. The embarrassed expression was all I needed to know what she was going to say next— at least, what I suspected she wanted me for. "I need your help in collecting the ejaculate of a dragon, mycelid spores, and a cluster of fertilized remsectnid eggs."

"The first two sound easy… but did I just hear that last part right? You want me to gather from those oversized insects?" I gulped.

Eileen simply nodded, both to confirm and as an apology.


Chapter 2 - In Search of the Mycelids

Where were we even supposed to find mycelids and remsectnids? The idea of having sex with new creatures excited and disgusted me at the same time. Especially since both of those races were lesser in intelligence, and more appropriate to call them forces of nature.

I knew what both of them were from my studies.

Mycelids were humanoid fungal creatures that lived deep beneath the earth. They thrived in colonies, sharing a hive mind with each other. A single mycelid was about as intelligent as an ant, but a cluster could rival a forest nymph for control of nature.

Then there were remsectnids. Bipedal insectoids. They were nomadic forest-dwelling creatures that laid eggs in one place, waited for them to hatch, and then moved on to spawn elsewhere. Recent studies have revealed that they may be closer to crustaceans than insects. Humans being humans, the designation of insect had been left as a derogatory appropriation for their race.

I encountered neither of those races while living in the Weeping Expanse. There were no signs of them even when we went as far as the megatower. Given how large the forest was, they could exist much further in. Eileen and I spent the entire day pouring over maps, tomes, and ancient texts.

"For the dragon, we have Zeke. When I brought the idea up to Eudora, she offered to have Lantessa or an alraune coax it out of him. But he was insistent that his seed only belonged to his mate." Eileen looked squarely at me.

"Th-Things happened… but, uh… I'll need an elixir of gigantism," I said, plucking the vial off the shelf.

Both of my holes were practically begging for another round with a dragon. The problem was, Zeke and I had nowhere private to do the deed. With what being enormous and what not. I'd rather not make a habit out of having sex out in the open and before an audience either.

"Regarding where we can find mycelids, Lantessa told me that the basilisk cavern went deeper. Remember the basilisk? She suspected there may be a colony dwelling at the bottom." Eileen opened a journal and drew a rough depth according to memory. It was a trail along the horizontal length of the cave I recognized we had gone before. The 'depth' in question was a right-angle drop that wasn't too far from where our hunt had left off.

There was a good chance I didn't need to get sexual with mycelids. If I could extract the spores through diplomatic means, that would be ideal.

Remsectnids were a different story. Only the queen laid eggs, and she did so in the wombs of her female drones. However, she only did so if their wombs were already fertilized with male sperm. This meant I needed to get a male remsectnid to fuck me, inject its seed, and then hope the queen would be willing to lay eggs inside me to be fertilized.

In other words, I had to be fucked twice. Once by a male and again by the queen.

"I'm not fond of giant insects… but I'll do it for you and Miuna." I sighed.

"Eudora discovered a remsectnid nest in southern Parthun, at a bog under a series of mountain ranges. Locals call it Kerral's Nose." Eileen wrote all this information down onto the same piece of paper in her journal, ripped it out, and shoved it into my hand.

After getting everything I needed to get ready— mainly restocking potions and magic crystals— I left the great hollow with Rio in search of Zeke. A big silver dragon shouldn't be too hard to find, yet he was nowhere to be found.

"Have you seen him?" I asked Rio.

"Nrraa!" My familiar meowed and shook his head.

If I couldn't find him, we could also do it once I got back. I was about to leave when a powerful gust kicked up dirt. Zeke descended from the canopy, beating his massive wings. He was careful not to knock any of the trees down as he landed in front of me.

"Ellori!" The dragon nuzzled his snout against my chest.

"Look at you with those magnificent wings." I stroked his head where horns were beginning to protrude as nubs. It was hard to imagine he used to be a wingless drake.

"Are you about to leave again?" he asked, the cracking voice a sign that the young dragon I met in a tower was still here.

Come to think of it, Zeke could just fly us there. If I couldn't find privacy here, then we just had to find it elsewhere.

"Actually, how would you like to come with me? I'm heading back to the Weeping Expanse. Maybe you can give me and Rio a ride?" I suggested.

"It will be my pleasure!" Zeke lowered his body enough for me to climb up.

The dragon's extreme, internal body heat warmed the scales to such an extent that I didn't even feel the cold. The sleeves of my living robes created a makeshift harness out of tendrils, anchoring me to his back. Rio hopped onto Zeke's head and nestled there.

A single beat of his wings lifted us from the ground, and in seconds we were soaring across the sky. The harpy sisters flew alongside us for a while. It took a lot of shooing before they returned to the city.

Night had fallen by the time we reached the basin where the basilisk cavern was located. Clear skies offered an unblemished view of countless stars twinkling above, and thousands of small firefly swarms lit up the ceiling of the forest's canopy.

Zeke landed on the side of the basin near the entrance to the cavern. It was pitch black inside, but the bioluminescent moss provided some semblance of light farther in.

"We'll be back. Behave up here, alright? I'm not sure how long this will take, but if I'm gone longer than three days, fly back to Mira." I gave Zeke a reassuring pat on the head before descending into the cavern.

It didn't take long to find the hole Eileen was referring to. Rio and I had a few run-ins with basilisks along the way, but I didn't let them catch me unawares this time. My luminae spell was bright enough to blind the basilisks and give me adequate sight of the area around me. They fell easily, and killing one caused the rest to flee in fear.

"Mycelids…. Alright, here we go." I held onto Rio's leg as he slowly brought us down the hole.

We ended the light spell in favor of letting nature illuminate our way. The glowing moss grew thicker and brighter the further down we went. The temperature of the cavern shifted rapidly. It was damp and cold towards the surface, but it became humid and warmer the lower we went. Which made sense, given that fungi, and by extension the mycelid race, propagated faster in warmer conditions.

When my feet touched solid ground, I had stepped into a whole nother world. It was dark, yet at the same time not. Pink and green glowing moss covered large swathes of the ceiling. The light they emitted was dim, but just bright enough for me to see where I was going. Stalagmites and stalactites were connected by columns of bulbous fungi that pulsed with magical energy. An incredibly thin veil of mist lingered in front of me.

The first step forward I stomped on something squishy. A web of white filaments retracted from my foot. It wasn't spider webbing. They would have been more adhesive. It looked like… mycelium.

"Ugh. If it wasn't so muggy, then it wouldn't be so bad. But…"

The cave was immensely large. It was very possible the cavernous network extended across the forest. Geothermal activity deeper below must be the source of the heat. Even the small streams of water rushing past me was hot to the touch.

"Rio, can you sniff our way through?" I asked.

Something caught his nose right away. He raced ahead, disappeared around the corner of a stone bridge formation, and came back pulling an oversized mushroom by the stalk.

"That was fast!" I gawked at the fungiform, which was actually a living mycelid.

One that was half my size, but clearly took some humanoid features, namely the four limbs protruding from the main torso-like stalk, and a featureless head that had a reddish brown umbrella-like cap on top. It was every bit deformed as I expected.

Rio meowed triumphantly.

"Don't worry. I'm not going to hurt you. I just want…" As I approached it, I sensed fear. It was shaking. Where the eyes would have been on a human, two yellow irises opened and stared at me. Then it looked up.

I followed its gaze to the ceiling where a cluster of undulating moss detached and fell around us. No. They weren't moss. They were pig-sized slugs whose fur had camouflaged with the surroundings. Some of them had sharp, gnashing teeth. Others carried in their mandibles the body of other fungiforms.

"Rio, protect our new friend!" I ordered.

The slugs turned their attention to me as soon as I blasted them with fire. Their mossy fur glowed with intensity, seemingly unaffected by the spell. A heavy weight fell and latched onto my back. The slug dug its teeth into my robes and pressed another thing lower down my back.

Was it trying to mate with me?

The fabric of my robes unraveled and consumed the slug whole. I felt its magic absorbed and subsequently distributed into the soul stone inside me. Like witch, like familiar, Rio was eating a slug that got too close and belched out loud.

"We're getting out of here." I picked up the mycelid and took off clinging to Rio as we flew across the cavern.

Countless more slugs dropped from the ceiling and slowly squirmed in our direction. The mycelid in my arms began to excrete mycelium on me. Moist tendril webbings coated my body in seconds, teasing my breasts, and drilling their way into my holes.

"What the? Stop— aahh!" My protests were robbed by a pulse of energy that forced me to an orgasm.

Thank you for saving us.

I heard its voice in my head. It sounded like a hundred different whispers were speaking to me at once.

"Nngh… I can understand you now. Where's your colony? Can you lead us there?" I asked, trying to keep a clear head after climaxing.

Follow the underground river upstream. On a raised striated bedrock, you will find a cave covered in mycelium. We are there.

By the time we reached the mycelid colony, the growth our new friend extended on me had thickened like a layer of clothing underneath my robes. Its white mycelium was elastic, emanating warmth and magic. Whatever properties it possessed, allowed us to telepathically communicate with each other.

My only issue was the mycelium spreading into the holes between my legs, invading my ass and pussy without regard for privacy. Of course, it didn't know what privacy was— that was a human social construct. Every time they spoke to me, magic coursed through the mycelium and teased my body. Full blown conversations were going to give me orgasms.

We have arrived, it said and brought about tingles on my spine.

Their colony was situated on a series of elevated stone columns that jutted out from the ground. A forest of mushrooms were cultivated to create huts. The long and thick stalks were cut to form bridges between the pillars. Above us, clusters of magic crystals grew from the cavern ceiling and provided light to the surroundings. A coat of mycelia covers the ground beneath my feet.

Humanoid mycelids of different shapes and sizes walked about like machines, harvesting the magic crystals and mushrooms. Others stood guard as still as statues at the edges of the pillars.

We landed on the largest column, which itself was wide enough to host a small village with huts and storage houses. The mycelids didn't skip a beat, not minding that a witch and her familiar had come to their colony.

Well. They already knew that from the one clinging to me, given that they operated on a shared consciousness.

Earthwalker. Your coming here is fortuitous.

"Don't tell me. The colony is in danger of being wiped out by those slugs," I said.

Those half-eaten bodies back there were mycelid corpses. It wasn't hard to put two and two together to know that the slugs were gorging themselves on the magic.

For centuries we had lived in a perfect balance with vesper slugs, and all manner of beings in the Underground. In recent months, they had grown larger and more ravenous.

"I… think I know why that is, too…" I laughed nervously.

Inner Talmora was drowning in massive amounts of magic, gathered from the world into the towers. The surface wasn't the only place affected. I should have guessed it would throw off the natural balance in other places, too. The remsectnids I had to visit might be affected in a similar way.

"At any rate, time's wasting. Just tell me what I have to do to help," I said.

They must want to cull the slug infestation. To simply systematically remove a species from the food chain might further upset the delicate balance down here. I had to navigate the conversation carefully, too, since I needed something from them.

That is exactly what we wish for you to do— if you wish to receive our spores in exchange.

"Don't read my mind." I glared at the mycelid that had finally detached itself from me. Their mycelia was still on my body. Keeping it on might be for the best, even though I didn't like the idea of something reading my thoughts.

If the vesper slugs are not entirely removed, they will continue to propagate. The problem will remain. We will still be in danger. Our species may become extinct—

The mycelium on me was pulsing so much I was nearing another climax.

"Stop, stop, stop!" I shouted until they went quiet. The mycelid cocked its head to one side, then leaned in as though expecting me to say more. "Look, I'll do what I can. You mushroom heads better have a big bucket of spores for me when I get back."

That sounded a lot worse coming out of my mouth.

We shall have what you came for upon your return and success.

Satisfied on that front, I took off with Rio back to where the slugs were first sighted. This underground paradise of moss-covered stone pillars and sky of magic crystals was beautiful in its own right. I could scream and hear my echo bounce off cliff sides miles off into the distance. It was so strange to be enveloped in darkness and light at the same time.

If— When I resolved everything back on the surface, I'd need to add the underworld to the list of places to revisit. Mira and Belle would both have a field day collecting new, untapped alchemical reagents down here.

I brushed the rest of my thoughts aside in case the extra ears began to jump to conclusions.

It wasn't long before I found the scourge of vibrant slugs, slowly making their way towards the mycelid colony. They must have followed us. It was like watching the ground itself move, there were so many of them. Hundreds upon hundreds slithered on with only a single thought in mind— to consume. Many were about a quarter of my size. Some were so engorged they looked like crawling orcs.

The mycelids couldn't possibly fend off this horde.

"What do you think, Rio? There has got to be a vesper birth-mother nearby." Still clinging to my familiar's leg, I tossed a magic crystal to the ground and watched as a group of slugs quickly converged on it.

Attacking them with magic earlier didn't do anything. Another way of culling them would be to let Rio eat. However, even a gluttonous soul had its limits, and there were far too many.

"Hmm…" I noticed several slugs moving against the stream, carrying in their mouths pieces of fungi and crystal chunks.

Rio followed the ones going the opposite way until we came upon an enormous stone formation with a deep blue fluorescent glow.

We discerned right away that it wasn't part of the environment. It moved forward at a very gradual pace. Slugs emerged from underneath its crystalline and moss-covered skirt. A pair of tentacles unraveled to reveal eyeballs at the tip.The vesper birth-mother looked right at me and secreted mucus that glistened on its body.

You must find a way to kill it, Earthwalker.

My whole body trembled. The mycelid just had to speak at a time like this.

While I wasn't paying attention, something heavy fell onto me and Rio. We plummeted to the ground, but the impact was fortunately softened by my living robes' properties. Slugs quickly surrounded me on all sides. Rio was dogpiled to such an extent he couldn't open his jaw to eat. I was about to cast a spell when I recalled that my magic wouldn't work on them.

"Black magic it is— aaahh!" I jolted as two slugs, one from front and another behind, pressed their slimy heads to my crotch and ass, knocking the air from my lungs. Their proboscis, an elongated and tubular mouth slickened by mucus, pushed into each of my holes. They started fucking me with their mouths, tiny cilia along the surface brushed and scraped my insides to scoop out the mycelia.

Our connection… weakens. If they remove the mycelium network, we will no longer—

"Argh! I know that already… but if you keep talking, you'll just attract more!" I shouted.

Another slug fell on top of my face and silenced me. The thick phallic sensation I felt when I first encountered them was actually a penis, and one had now been jammed down my throat. Unlike human and demi-human cocks, these were elastic and pulsed with magic.

They were attracted to the mycelia on and in my body, and likely wouldn't stop until they licked it all up. Only a few slugs had taken interest though. Most slithered on by, but if the birth-mother caught up, it would crush me to death.

I could have my robes eat them, but they were screwing me so good I didn't want to stop. Those proboscis were so long, it reached into my womb. They were going to slurp up the tennoraphallus spores keeping me infertile at this rate.

It was hard to think with slugs fucking me downstairs. As they removed the mycelium from within me, the mycelid's voice became less clear in my head. More slugs closed in on me, humping my body for the mycelia. They prodded me with their proboscis and rubbed their slimy penis on me.

I managed to exert enough strength to push the slug off my face and its member out of my throat, but not before spraying me with its ejaculate.

"Ahh— Yes, I'm cumming! Aaahhhhh!" My moans of pleasure echoed back to me. The slugs at my crotch, seemingly emboldened by the sound of my voice, continued their assault without rest. "Eugh… being made to orgasm by slugs… why did it have to feel so good?"

"Mraa!" Rio ran to me after breaking free and eating his fill.

"Okay. I've had just about enough of this, too. Thanks for the fuck, but I'm not interested in mating with a slug!" I compelled my robes to regenerate and consume the slugs raping me. These creatures were made of delicious energy that recharged the magic they tried to drain off. My hands and staff were brimming with power but that attracted more slugs than anything.

Rio lifted me into the air as I cast a mortis spell. A cloud of death rolled over the slugs like a blanket of darkness, wiping out the infestation in seconds. All that remained were bubbling pools of sludge where the slugs used to be. Even the birth-mother degenerated into a viscous, oozing pond. The remaining vespers slipped away, hiding inside holes in the cavern and retreating to the ceiling to camouflage themselves.

It should take decades for them to repopulate. Hopefully it would be enough to convince the mycelids that the vespers were not a threat anymore.

I returned to the colony to nothing but the sound of humming crystals and footfalls of working mycelids. One would have thought saving their lives resulted in celebration, but they carried on like nothing had changed. The mycelia that had been partially eaten off me began to regrow.

The same mycelid I had saved came to speak to me again.

Welcome back. We see that you are successful despite your unfortunate mishap with the vespers. The cluster has confirmed that the greatest threat has been eliminated. We should be able to survive against the few that remain.

"They nearly ate me down there. You better keep your end of the bargain," I said, marching up to the pint-sized mycelid.

Follow us.

It led me into a small hut covered in mycelia, the center of which had mushrooms growing from a dirt patch. They were unique in that the multi-colored caps had ridges. I'd never seen fungi like this before. A faint, sweet smell filled my nose.

These are our sacred spawns that eventually become what we are. Please, collect them at your leisure. But do not uproot them.

"How am I supposed to collect it?" I asked, walking up to the dirt patch with a vial in hand.

The mushrooms suddenly sprouted from the dirt reminiscent of the anoragrathi. Without giving me a chance to react, they wrapped around my wrists and ankles, lifted me off my feet, and began to poke at me with their heads.

"What the hell?!" I glared at the mycelid watching from the entrance.

Do not struggle. They will retract if faced with resistance, and you may lose your chance at collecting the spores.

A mushroom tentacle, much thicker than the rest, tugged my underwear away and rubbed against my clit.

"Oohh… mmmh…"

The pleasure was overwhelmingly addictive. Especially since I was still sensitive from the slugs' aggressive violation of my body.

This mushroom appeared to have a mind of its own, taking joy in acting out foreplay as if it were human. As it worked for its anticipated fuck, another mushroom rose to my mouth. I started sucking on it, wrapping my tongue around the head and licking under the tapered shaft.

It might have been my imagination, but I thought I heard a voice in my head moan or react to pleasure. The mycelid could very well be connected to these mushrooms, too. My crotch was soaking wet, my juices streaked down my thighs, and I was rubbing myself on the tip of the mushroom.

"Come on. Give it to me already," I begged.

My pleading was answered with the mushroom stretching me open and sliding into my wet pussy. Its thrusts were gentle, like it was trying to make love to me. As it thrusted into me, I served the mushroom in my mouth, sucking until it throbbed and gushed what must be the spores in liquid form.

"Mmm… I'm close, I'm close!" My body was burning up. The pleasure was different than with the slugs. Its thick head reached so deep. My hips gyrated and rode on it even as I was suspended in the air.

Another tentacle drilled into my ass. The stuffed feeling made my body several times more sensitive. Tentacles groping my breasts were shocking me with smaller orgasms, and my mouth felt good milking the one in my throat. More mushrooms sprouted from the ground to replace others that retracted, taking turns one after another.

I couldn't take it anymore. My eyes rolled to the back of my head, every inch of my body clenched, and a quaking orgasm robbed me of my consciousness. I came to, lying on the dirt patch with tentacle mushrooms pouring ejaculate all over my body. The cool sensation of the mycelium tickled my chest and belly, while my back and ass were hot from their cum.

That was quite the experience. We very much enjoyed it.

"In a way… did I just get gangbanged?" I asked, catching my breath as a tentacle squirted one final load to my face.


Chapter 3 - In Search of Remsectnids

Rio and I returned to the surface after collecting enough mycelid spores from my body and from inside me. Apparently, they could grow into a mycelid if left alone, so Eileen would need to make use of these soon or we would have an unexpected guest. I doubt mycelids would enjoy the surface, being what they were.

As usual, my cunt was sore from being excessively fucked. If I wasn't already used to this, I'd still be lying there in the underground waiting for my legs to work.

When I emerged from the caverns and saw the beautiful starry sky above me, I couldn't help but laugh at myself at the side adventure I was given. It was completely unrelated to anything to do with Eudora or Edith. This request was simply made from a curious party, and I was more than happy to go despite what was asked of me.

If only things could be as peaceful as this. The greatest concern was getting railed by different species. Complacency gnawing at the back of my head would make me weak in the coming months. I must remain vigilant.

"Should anything happen, you'll stick with me. Right, Rio?" I asked my familiar.

"Nya!" Rio floated next to me and headbutted the side of my cap.

It was the most affection I could ask for. Rio had come a long way since the powerless familiar he used to be. He might be one of the stronger gluttonous souls in the world. If the world was still normal, I would have had to go to Grathir to evaluate his strength. The Elder Board put an arbitrary cap of magical density. Going over that threshold meant we had to destroy the familiar so it wouldn't become too strong to handle.

Well, that wasn't an issue anymore given our current predicament.

I picked Rio up and brought him eye-level with me. He wriggled in my grasp, but ultimately settled still.

"So, what did you inherit from the slugs this time?" I stared into his eyes that were as black as his fur.

Rio struggled until I let him go. He dropped to the ground, bent low to the grassy terrain, and camouflaged into it.

"Oh! That would work great for ambushing— wait…" I kneeled down where he had disappeared and realized I couldn't sense his magical signature. He was completely gone from my detection. When I hijacked his vision, I was staring up at myself. Rio hadn't moved an inch, yet he was undetectable by magical means. "This is incredible! We could use this for so many applications!"

That tracked why I couldn't detect the slugs falling from the ceiling despite them being engorged with magic. Vespers I knew didn't have that attribute. They likely mutated from the overabundance of magic in the area.

More importantly, we could infiltrate places like Grathir with Rio.

Zeke flew us to the foothills of southern Parthun in search of a place called Kerral's Nose. A strange name to give to a mountain range, but definitely not the weirdest I've heard. It was a sea of rolling green hills, with the occasional flat pasture. Trees were sparse on this side of the kingdom, and only small shrubberies dotted the landscape.

A rancher, whose herd of goats went into a bleating panic, ran for his house screaming.

"Ah. Right. We're on a dragon…" I mused to myself.

It was really late. I might as well make a friend and hunker down for the night.

We landed in front of the farmstead. It consisted of a rather modest single-floor home, two barns, and a stable. A brown shepherd dog raced up and barked at us with its tail wagging.

"She says she wants to play!" Zeke exclaimed, wagging his own tail.

"We're staying the night. If you're going to play, be gentle. Don't forget, you're a dragon that can easily crush things," I warned.

I cast a clarity of mind over the goats to stop their incessant bleating. The rancher, an older man whose white hair and receding hairline formed a crown around his head, was shaking in the doorway. He held a butcher's knife.

"I'm not here to hurt you or your animals! Just looking for a place to stay," I said.

"I served in the army. I ain't afraid to use this!" he shouted.

"As if a knife could injure me…"

This area was pretty remote. It was possible he had little contact with the rest of the kingdom, and less likely that he knew what was going on in the world.

"Look. Even your dog knows we aren't here for trouble." I started petting the dog, and she rolled over onto her belly.

"Daisy's a stupid dog! She doesn't know trouble until something bites her tail!" the man exclaimed stubbornly.

I didn't feel like sleeping out in the open, and I had a better chance of finding the remsectnid hive asking a local. Maybe he would change his mind if I offered him a little something else. But as I got closer, he shut the door.

"Are you sure you want to deny a young lady a place to rest?" I asked seductively.

The door cracked open, but only enough for us to meet eye to eye.

"You're a witch. You'll sooner turn me into a frog and throw me into your cauldron," he said.

"No… we don't do that. If I really wanted to come in, I would have kicked the door open. We aren't evil in any shape or form unless you're actively trying to kill us. I'll leave if you really want me to. Treat me to a nice hot meal and bed, and you might like what you get later." I winked.

He gulped hard.

"The dragon stays outside," he said.

"He couldn't come in even if he wanted to." I shrugged.

The door swung open, nearly hitting my nose.

"Name's Tobias. Family's long gone. Just me, Daisy, them goats, and a couple of horses in the stable." Tobias stuck out a bony hand to shake.

Zeke stay outside for the night, and went hunting for food while Rio and I rested. Tobias' home was nothing short of comfy. A thatched roof made the interior extra toasty, especially with a fire going in the hearth. The floor was paved with thick wooden boards, laid over with goat furs. What little furniture he had like chairs and a table were also covered with animal pelts. The door to an adjacent room was left ajar, revealing all but a single bed inside.

This man had little and lived modestly. I could imagine why he was apprehensive.

Tobias filled two wooden bowls full of the stew bubbling in the cauldron and handed one to me. He took a seat across the table, and slurped slowly while keeping an eye on me.

"Made with goat milk, goat meat, and some lettuce. Won't get anything fancy out here," Tobias said.

"The hospitality is more than enough. Thank you!" I ate a spoonful of the goat stew and wanted to retch.

"Don't get many visitors. Witches even less so. What are you doing all the way out here?" he asked.

"I'm looking for a remsectnid hive. They're nomadic creatures, but wherever they stay temporarily, they also leave behind a large hive after moving. Maybe you've seen one?"

He chewed thoughtfully on his food. Someone had to have a lack of taste buds in order to eat something as disgusting as this slop.

"Not familiar with no remsectnid. Them supposed to be giant bugs that walk around on two legs?" Tobias rubbed his chin.

"Yes! I'm trying to find them." I nearly jumped out of my seat. Remsectnid eggs were the last thing Eileen needed. It would also be an interesting experience to meet one face to face.

Tobias left the table to rummage through a shelf above his cooking cauldron. Glass clinked together, dried tubers rolled around, he caught one before it fell off like he had done this a hundred times. He came back with a jar of golden honey that had all but a few spoonful's worth.

"Downright shit my pants when I first saw them. Thought they'd eat my precious goats. We traded instead. My goat's milk for their honey. Used to visit me every other full moon, but they stopped coming altogether since about… last month," he explained.

That meant they must have left around a month ago. In that time, the swarm could have gone as far as Thanreas. Who knew where they were now.

"I know that look. Same one my son used to give when I said he couldn't have his candy. But the hive ain't gone. They just holed themselves up further east." Tobias squinted while searching his memory.

"Really? They're still around?" I asked.

He nodded.

It was very strange for them to stay in one place. I should have read up more on remsectnids before leaving. Out here, I didn't have my tomes to look them up.

Only under very abnormal and rare circumstances would an entire swarm stay in one place for too long. It could be something happened to their queen, or they were under imminent threat. The former sounded more likely because few could threaten a hive of remsectnids.

The leftover goat-rounded dinner was thrown out to feed a pair of pigs. Tobias had a hard time trying not to stare at me for the rest of the night. When we finally decided to retire to bed, he threw a thin blanket at me and said I could sleep by the fire. Instead, I disrobed and followed him into his room.

"What are you doing?" Tobias backed into his bed and fell onto it, the bulge between his legs was growing.

"Why waste a perfectly good night sleeping alone? Aren't you curious how good a witch can make you feel?" I climbed on top of him, extinguished the candle with a small magic gust, and proceeded to fuck the entire night away.


Chapter 4 - The Hive

Despite getting on in the years, Tobias went for more in the morning. He was especially interested in my butt and groped at it every chance he got.

"Whew! I never thought I'd get to experience this again. Maybe witches ain't so bad at all…" Tobias was on his back while I was giving him one last blowjob.

He blew a load into my mouth and finally went soft. I had no sense of time out here, but I was sure we were at it all morning.

"This should teach you to be more welcoming of our kind next time." I smiled.

We had some moist bread for breakfast before taking off in the direction Tobias suggested I search at. He was especially keen that I bring him back more of their honey. After tasting his horrible cooking last night, he sure as hell needed a change in flavor.

It didn't take much longer flying east to find the gigantic, ovular hive protruding from a hillside. These things were made from dried vegetation mixed with their resinous saliva, and its size depended on how populous the swarm was.

This hive had to be housing a few hundred at the very least. Some molted exoskeletons lay strewn leading up to the entrance, which was a hole at the bottom of the hive. The fact that there was no activity or guards was troubling.

Then I felt it.

A large pulse of energy coming from within the hive. It was a magic signature, but on the scale of something as powerful as a dryad or dragon. Remsectnids, not even their queen, shouldn't possess this much magic.

"Only one way to find out, Rio. No eating the remsectnids. At least, not unless they start attacking us," I warned.

The hundreds of molted husks lying on the field leading up to the egg-shaped hive made for an eerie sight. It was like a graveyard of remsectnids, but I knew better than to think that. The remnants of their exoskeletons teemed with traces of magic. I wanted to collect and grind them into reagents.

It could be that the rising concentration of magic affected them just like it had done to the vesper slugs. I hoped not. Remsectnids were already a fearsome race to begin with when provoked, if they had undergone mutations or rapid evolutions, I couldn't fathom how much stronger they could be.

As I got closer to the hive, slowly creeping up under the shadow cast by its enormous form, neither their guardians nor drones came to intercept me. Which itself was already throwing up red flags since they were very protective of their shelter.

"Hey!" I shouted into the entrance.

Nothing but my echo responded.

"Nraa~" Rio headbutted my ankle.

"Good idea." I hijacked Rio's vision and had him walk into the hive. The structure was just as massive as it appeared on the outside. For the most part, the interior was hollow and lit up by watermelon-sized fireflies clinging to the waxy walls. Interconnected bridges criss-crossed each other leading into varying sizes of pods and perforated chambers. Hexagonal craters, perfectly spaced out from one another, were filled with viscous liquid that bubbled. Rio appeared particularly attracted to it. "No, Rio. Focus. It looks tasty, but you don't know what that is."

Rio grumbled. He found a ramp that spiraled along the hive wall, unimpeded by other bridges, that led directly to the top where it was then walled off. There, I sensed powerful condensed magic.

"Just where the hell are all the remsectnids?" I asked myself, pulling away from Rio now that we confirmed it was safe inside.

I took a deep breath and entered.

No sudden stabbing, no buzzing swarm, no chittering mandible bearing down on me… I was safe. For now.

Rio signaled to me with a belch of fire from above. I caught up with him only to see his mouth stained with golden goo.

"What did I say?" I put my hands on my waist and stared.

My familiar did his best impression to shrug by raising his paws.

While traveling up the spiral ramp, I continued to call out in hopes of receiving an answer from anything. At this point, I was getting worried. No egg sacs meant they hadn't spawned offspring yet. Which meant they had no reason to leave. So, where the hell were they?

I had reached the top which could only be the queen's chamber. However, it was blocked off by a thin layer of wax and hardened honey. Something so fragile could be broken by a single tap of my staff, but I was hesitant to see what was on the other side. When I listened closely, the pulsing magic that I detected felt like a heartbeat.

"Here goes nothing." I lit the blockage. It ignited like kindling but quickly went out as the material burned and melted away.

Stale air filled my lungs. The rush of wind behind me flooded into the chamber. The same breath I took was just as quickly taken away.

We were certainly at the top of the hive. The dome head formed the ceiling above us, thin enough that light diffused through. There couldn't have been more than a hundred or so remsectnid kneeling and unmoving. They surrounded a single, blue egg that was significantly larger than them. It had deep grooves along the chitinous surface, with branching veins that glowed and pulsated.

This explained everything.

They were waiting on a new queen to be born.

And by the gods, I might be lucky enough to bear witness to this event.

A sharp pain pricked my shoulder.

"Human—"

"Ah!" I spun around, raising my staff defensively.

The remsectnid skittered back, ducking low to make itself appear small.

It walked on four legs connected to its abdomen, two blades protruded from its arms and ended with long, black claws. Two beady eyes blinked rapidly.

There were many kinds of remsectnids. This one was a species of mantis.

"Hi, there. You, uh… Are you guys waiting for the queen to be born?" I asked awkwardly.

His mandibles clacked together as though they were tasting the air in front of him.

"You are a witch?" It was a voice that sounded like a bag of beads being shaken, or rocks gently banging against each other.

"My name is Ellori." I bowed.

"A custodian." He rose to his full height, about the size of a centaur but half the bulk.

I forgot remsectnids didn't have names. They referred to themselves by their role in the hive. This one said it was a custodian, which was one of the lowest members in their caste.

"Custodian, then. What happened here?" I thumbed behind me.

"We await our queen's rebirth. She does not awaken. It has been… a long time," Custodian said.

"Rebirth? You mean to tell me, this isn't a new queen?" Once again, I wished I had read up on remsectnids.

Custodian shook his head. He approached the egg, taking care not to trample over his fellows. I followed after him, and realized the shell was not made of chitin. It was soft to the touch. Like silk.

This wasn't an egg holding a newborn remsectnid queen. This was a cocoon holding—

"A queen undergoing metamorphosis!" I gasped.

Why? What? And, how?

A metamorphosing remsectnid queen was never heard of.

"At first, we were also stunned. But it is our duty to protect the queen. We cannot leave here without her. Many of my brothers and sisters have long died. I am all that remains, guarding her and the few fertile sperm in the lower chambers that await an egg." Custodian bowed his head, almost like saying a prayer.

I put a hand on Custodian's arm. He stared down at me with eyes that looked like they could shed tears.

"You've done well to protect your queen and hive. Let me find a way to awaken her," I said.

Over the next few hours, I was able to set up a lab in the queen's chamber. Custodian used wax and honey to shape a cauldron, and I tempered it with gentle heat to harden the material. There was an abundance of wildlife around us. Rio was able to fetch me two animals whose blood were vital in creating a cauldron— one of an innocent beast, and a heart of a vicious beast. The last touch was a magic crystal, of which I had plenty of in my satchel.

The mixture bubbled with such intensity that I thought it might spill over the lip. It settled down to a simmer after a few seconds and finally went still. Alchemical waters ebbed and flowed like living blood— well, that was precisely what it was anyway.

"The reason for such a long metamorphosis could be a number of things. This is the first that's ever happened to a remsectnid of any species. Magic might have made the cocoon too thick, she could still be undergoing metamorph inside, or worse, she might also already be—" I stopped myself short of finishing the sentence so as to not scare Custodian.

"How do we help my queen?" Custodian asked, peering into the cauldron as if expecting the answer to be at the bottom.

"By giving the cocoon a boost. If I concoct an insect version of a plant's growth enhance serum, it might accelerate her growth. But first… I'm going to need your sperm," I said to Custodian.

The mantis tilted his head to one side.

"Ones of my stature are not allowed to mate," he said.

"We're not mating. I just need the seed of your species to make the brew compatible." I waved an empty vial in his face.

Custodian was apprehensive. It might be because if his subspecies mated, the female typically chewed off the male's head during coitus.

"You said you're the only one left. Think about it: if you serve your queen well, she will have no other choice but to produce offspring with your seed. This is your chance to rise to her favor!" I exclaimed.

It somehow worked. Giving him the idea that his queen might have his children was turning him on. A squirmy penis that I couldn't describe any other way than like an eel or leech, wriggled out of the tip of his abdomen.

"Oh, gods… here goes nothing…" I grabbed it.

Custodian jerked back, but more of his penis slipped out from his body. It moved like it had a mind of its own, coated with an oily, lubricant that made it writhe in my grasp.

White liquid suddenly gushed out from the tip and onto the floor. A whole lot of it. Some even splashed onto my robes. I collected a few vials' worth.

A couple of more ingredients were needed here. I didn't know what was going to happen, but I knew how reagents interacted with each other. First, I emptied an elixir of strength into the cauldron. Next was a sephalothane root to serve as a buffer, followed by a growth serum. Already the liquid bubbled aggressively, heat emanated from the mixture. I dropped the last two ingredients in— Custodian's sperm and a slice of mandragora root.

The blue and red alchemical liquid turned silver on the surface, only enough to fill a single vial.

"Is that… Will my sperm awaken her?" Custodian asked, his voice filling with hope.

"Hopefully," I muttered to myself.

I had Rio fly me to the top of the cocoon and pour the serum onto it. The liquid dripped down the side, but was absorbed into the silken surface.

A pulse of energy. Then another. The third pulse came much louder, and the cocoon glowed and brightened, revealing the shadowy silhouette of a feminine figure within— not like the remsectnid queens I'd seen in books. In the brief second that I saw her, big was the first thing that came into my mind. Possibly as large as Lantessa. I also definitely saw what looked to be a protruding chest that could only have been breasts, which remsectnids shouldn't have since they were insects and not mammals.

The pulsing continued, but just as I thought we were going to witness a new queen's metamorphosis, the roof of the hive caved in. Pieces of it were being clawed away. A swarm of wyverns flew in, screeching and circling the room. They nosedived for the dead remsectnids, and others pecked at the cocoon.

"Custodian, we have to protect the egg until it hatches! She's vulnerable until then!" I shouted.

"My life for the queen!" He stood on his toes and bared his arm blades at wyverns.

Wyverns swarmed the chamber. Five, ten, twenty… they chewed and clawed through the hive ceiling to get in, and flew circles around the cocoon. Were they attracted by the magic, too? Whatever the case was, the queen remsectnid was vulnerable.

Custodian fought fiercely to defend his monarch. The arm blades sliced through his foes like a knife to butter. His size played a big factor in fending off the attacking swarm. Fortunately, most of the wyverns were distracted by the dead remsectnids around us. They grabbed a prey and left, but more continued to pour in. Only a ravenous few turned their claws at the cocoon.

"Rio, go outside and stop as many of them coming in as you can. Leave the chamber to me and Custodian!" I ordered.

"Nyaa!"

My familiar shot out of the hive through the gaping hole the wyverns had created, entangling and pulling a dozen of them out with him. The ones that remained in the chamber were a manageable two dozen, and no more entered thanks to Rio's efforts outside.

"I can't let Rio have all the glory. Igni vas m'lanthra!" Fire poured from my staff and, like a snake, consumed and turned to ash all the wyverns that came in contact with it.

"Behind you!" Custodian warned.

Tentacles emerged from my back to strangle the ambushing wyverns from behind me. The mantis carved into them to finish them off.

By the time we exterminated the rest, the chamber floor was littered with draconic and remsectnid bodies. Rio peeked in from the hole and burped, as was expected of my gluttonous feline companion. Following after him was Zeke, who peered in curiously.

"Sure is messy in there," the dragon said in jest.

"The queen didn't ask for it, but we essentially prepared a feast for her." I giggled into the back of my hand.

Custodian was piling up the dead wyverns to one side of the room.

"Has the hive been attacked by wyverns before?" I asked him, who was now taking it upon himself to dismember the felled creatures limb by limb.

"Much fewer in numbers. This was the first time they attacked in such large droves," Custodian answered.

I bit back the urge to suggest why. It could very well have been my doing when we applied the poultice to the cocoon.

Speaking of which…

The pulsing had stopped during the assault. A steady glow emanated from the cocoon and gave off a chilling presence that attracted Rio to it. He rubbed his head against the silken surface and purred.

Zeke looked like he wanted to come in.

"You stay up there. We have too many bodies down here as it is," I said.

"Aww, okay. I'll be waiting outside!" Zeke flew off, the beating of his wings grew distant as he descended from the hive's roof.

"I hear her." Custodian dropped the wyvern he was about to cut up next and approached the chrysalis. He stopped no closer than where his fellows had made their last vigil, then knelt before it.

"How do you know?" I asked, but received no answer.

A large, black blade punctured the shell and sliced down the middle. Two pairs of hands gripped the edges of the tear and proceeded to pry open an exit. Amniotic fluids spilled from it, and so too, did the queen remsectnid, who collapsed to the floor on her way out.

The queen pushed herself up on unsteady arms and retracted the long blade back into her elbow. She was nothing like I would expect an insectoid queen to look. Orange and red wings like that of a butterfly unfurled behind her, with thick blue veins that coursed with magic. Two combed antennae on her head twitched at every movement in the room.

Unlike insects, her deep amber compound eyes were the size of my own. They stared at me from a very human face. Her limbs were obsidian, black as night that was made of chitinous armor. Long, lavender hair draped down to her chest, where a pair of breasts— something only mammals should possess— peaked with two erect nipples. Her nostrils flared as she breathed deeply in the direction of the dead wyverns. Her salivating mouth was human when closed but could unhinge to sharp mandibles when opened wide.

"Ah. Ah!" She held a single harmonic tune and adjusted the pitch with each note. The sound of her own voice pleased her. The many eyes fell to me, then turned to the sole surviving remsectnid of her hive for answers. "All but one of my subjects still live. In their place is a human witch, her inconceivably powerful familiar, and a… dragon I sense outside my hive?"

"Your Majesty, it was by this witch's help that your metamorphosis completed." Custodian remained kneeling, his eyes cast to the ground like he was afraid to see her.

The queen's mandibles clacked together, then converged to form a human mouth. She rubbed her chin, while the remaining three arms rested on her hips.

"Is this true? Why does the witch not speak?" she asked.

"Sorry! I was just taken aback. Witnessing your metamorphosis was a great honor. I wanted to do everything I could to make sure you survived," I said.

"I am Queen Zathira. To whom do I owe my rebirth to?" The remsectnid monarch's antennae dipped in my direction.

"Ellori, Your Majesty." I instinctively went to kneel, as was proper to do when meeting royalty, yet Zathira had closed the distance to raise me to my feet instead.

Two, cool hands clasped my cheeks, and another two held me by my waist. Zathira's human features made her very attractive. From where I was standing, a pair of large breasts stared back at me. The skin on her face, chest, and abdomen only appeared human. A layer of chitin protected her underneath it all.

"I see it in your eyes. This form excites you. It excites me as well. I would like to experiment with these new sensory organs," Zathira said.

"Er… Experiment how— mmmh!" I got the answer in the form of a kiss.

At first, I was scared. This was the same mouth I saw moments ago that looked like it could bite my head off. Queen Zathira's lips were soft like a pillow, like any human I'd kissed before. However, lips were all that touched. When I tried to push my tongue into her mouth, she gasped. It took her by surprise, but she let me in nonetheless.

The excitement of making out of a queen remsectnid clouded my sense of reasoning. She even had a tongue in her mouth that danced with mine with juvenile experience.

"My, this is quite the quandary." Zathira pulled away and licked her lips. "To think these mandibles could be used for anything other than eating. I might enjoy this more than I expect."

Not only was she attractive, her regal countenance and manner of speech was downright hot.

"I-I actually came here hoping to acquire some of your eggs. Would that be alright?" I asked.

Zathira let me go and stepped back. She put a hand to her chest.

"A bold request. I have laid with many daughters before, but never with a human woman. You're quite certain you wish to bear my eggs?" she asked, and threw a glance to Custodian.

My mouth hung open.

I'd just remembered that the process to acquire the eggs was to get fucked by a male first, and then again by the queen.

There was no backing out now. I came this far to get what I needed.

"Yes, please— I mean, it would be an honor to carry your eggs!" I exclaimed gleefully.

"Very well." Zathira turned to her still kneeling subject. "Custodian, come here and impregnate Ellori—"

"No, wait! I already collected some. We can just skip right to it." I showed her a jar of Custodian's ejaculate collected earlier.

"You remind me of my daughters. They were always so obedient, so eager." Zathira lifted my chin and sent shivers up my spine.

The queen took stock of her surroundings and grimaced, seemingly displeased with the mess that had been made in her chamber. I imagined this was where she usually copulated, but it was just full of her dead kin now.

"Clean this place. Process those that can be turned into sustenance. Ellori and I shall find a more suitable place to mate. When I return, you and I have much to do in repopulating the hive, Custodian." Zathira swooped me into her arms and nodded to the mantis.

"As you command, Your Majesty." Custodian bowed.

Zathira flew us out and into the main hive chamber. She found an ovular room that comfortably fit two people. The floor was made of a jelly-like padding that was warm to the touch, and the walls were constructed of the same honey and wax mixture.

"When they were alive, my subjects would live in these pods. It shall have to do," Zathira said.

"Do you not feel bad that so many of your people passed away?" I asked as she let me to the ground.

"We live in an endless cycle of life and death. I love my people. Regrowing the swarm to its former glory is all I can do to honor their sacrifice." Zathira rested a hand to the walls and smiled, recalling a fond memory.

Her somber demeanor was quickly replaced with a lustful gaze when she turned to me. Four arms wrapped around my body as she pulled me in for another kiss. It was more forceful this time, full of lust.

Zathira's smooth skin was a treat, her breasts felt real to the touch. Groping them caused her to moan. Her back arched whenever I squeezed and kneaded the puffy nipples. I disrobed myself as we made out, and she responded by touching me in kind.

"What incredible pleasure. Touch me more," Zathira pleaded in a quivering voice.

Who was I to deny a queen's request?

I caressed every inch of her. The legs and arms were like metal plates, but places like her face and back were soft like my own skin. Eventually, her tongue found the courage to do as mine did, pushing its way into my mouth to play and letting me suck on the fleshy organ. I quickly realized that her seemingly human tongue was not at all human.

Zathira pushed me onto my back and positioned her head between my legs. The mouth unhinged into three parts, two mandibles and a bottom jaw, and a long tongue unwound into four thinner ones. She licked my thighs and the entrance of my pussy, tasting the juices that leaked out of me like it was nectar to her. Everytime the tongues brushed against my clit, my senses went wild and my moans only served to embolden her.

"First, to inseminate you." She stuck her tongues into the jar of ejaculate, coating them in a layer of thick, white slime.

"Oh, fuck… nngh!" I writhed in place as one of the tongues filled my pussy like a thick cock and another teased my clit. The one inside drilled far and deep, pumping the insect sperm into my womb.

Satisfied that I was sufficiently full of cum, she came up to caress and lick my body. Her warm saliva coupled with the heat from the floor was setting me on fire. She smothered me in a flowery scent, like a butterfly or bee that had rubbed itself full of pollen.

Zathira had two abdomens. One was human that formed her lower body, and another was an insectoid part behind her. It came between her legs like she was trying to sting me. But instead of a stinger, a fleshy organ like Custodian's penis emerged from the tip. She pressed the hot rod into me and both of us fell into ecstasy at once. Her knees buckled as she pushed deeper into me.

The cock, or whatever it was, might not be the biggest I ever had, but the heat and speed at which she fucked my cunt drove me insane. Because it was her second abdomen that was pumping, her pace wasn't bound by how fast she could thrust her hips. It was by how quick her insect abdomen vibrated.

"If this is how sex feels from now on, I must have more." Zathira pressed her lips to mine.

I savored the exploring tongue and sucked on it to taste her. She hugged me tight, squishing our breasts together.

We suddenly took flight. I bounced on her cock while she kept us suspended in midair. Her thrusts didn't miss a beat. If anything, it picked up speed.

"You shall be the first to bear my seed since my rebirth!" Zathira exclaimed.

"I'm cumming… Queen Zathira… I'm— aaaahhh!" I was brought to a powerful orgasm. She clutched me close and stuck her tongue down my throat. Below, thick fluids gushed into my pussy. Her thick and elastic cock didn't let a single drop leak out, and instead pumped every drop into me.

Both of us fell. I landed on top of her. She stroked my entire backside with all four hands. Meanwhile, her hard member was still stuck inside me.

"Before… mating was a duty. There was little pleasure in it for me other than watching my children squirm with joy. My metamorphosis has granted me new sensations, new experiences." Zathira nudged our noses together, and her antennae twitched delightfully.

"I'm glad you enjoyed it. This was quite the experience," I said, wiping the sweat from my forehead.

Zathira turned me over, and I was lying face down on the floor. She rubbed her slippery cock in the space between my butt cheeks.

"I cannot let you go yet," Zathira said, unraveling her tongue to lick my ass. "Now that I have tasted such pleasures, I simply must have more."

I gulped hard. The sound of my heartbeat thumped with anticipation.

Queen Zathira was insatiable. Her royal highness thoroughly pumped me full of her eggs, so much that they spilled out of my pussy when I stood up. She loved every second of exploring the pleasures of her new body, as well as the body of another.

The 'dick' she had wasn't really the same as the male remsectnid's reproductive organ. Neither did it fill with blood like mammals. The member was simply a thick piece of flesh that served as a depository. As such, it couldn't become flaccid like regular penises, and her insect abdomen didn't tire. This potent combination allowed Zathira to fuck me as much as she wanted, and subjected me to as many orgasms as I could handle.

"Ahhh— yes! Fuck me, fuck me! I'm cumming again! Mmmhh!" I felt her eggs spilling into my womb and slipping right back out. She filled me to the brim, and I still wanted more.

Thus we ended up having sex all day long. It was dark by the time we stopped.

"You do not have to leave," Zathira purred, hugging me from behind. Her tongues brushed against the nape of my neck and slithered down to tease my breasts. "What do you think about staying here and becoming my royal surrogate?"

A day's worth of sex didn't seem to satisfy her. This was to be expected. As queen remsectnid, she likely copulated dozens of times a day. With the metamorphosis having made sex a physically pleasurable experience for her, she was into it more than ever. Even now, she had one pair of hands fondling my breasts and another pair teasing my crotch. Her advantage of having multiple limbs was unfair.

"What do you mean by royal surrogate?" I asked curiously.

"You will lay with me daily, and your body will serve to spawn the majority of the hive. Does that not sound delectable to you?" Zathira pressed a finger into my pussy and made me gasp with pleasure.

Getting fucked day in and day out by the remsectnid queen? It was another tempting offer that I had to decline.

Royal surrogate. Mate. Queen. High Priestess. I had so many names and titles bestowed upon me already.

"It sounds like it would be a great honor. But I regretfully decline. I already have someone I love, and there is a war that I'm involved in," I explained.

Zathira was reluctant to release me, but she did so after giving me another tongue-whipping make out session.

"I respect your choice, as she who has aided in my rebirth." The queen remsectnid bowed, and I bowed as well. "However, you have done a far greater service than you think. Not just I, but my swarm survives through me because of you. We are beholden to you." Zathira rose to her full height, her antennae barely scraping the top of this chamber. Four sharp arm blades slid out of each elbow. The blue veins on her wings coursed with magic, pulsing with intensity. "This war that you fight, the strength of a remsectnid swarm shall be at your back once we are whole again."


Chapter 5 - The Red Slime of Ellowyn

On top of getting what I came for and a good fuck out of it, the number of our allies had grown. A hive of remsectnid warriors was sure to provide us a significant boost in manpower. In addition to Vessyra's armies that Gale was gathering in the south, we were shaping up to become a real threat to Edith Percouli and the Order of Piety.

Judging by what I already knew of remsectnids, it should be at least two months before they were back to full strength. Larvae hatched over the span of a week and grew to adulthood in less than a month. Zathira was probably going to town squeezing every last drop of semen from Custodian. He probably couldn't be happier, since his seed would become the future of their hive. That was sure to bump him up a few rungs in their caste system.

I didn't forget to get Tobias his jar of remsectnid honey. We made a pit stop before heading home.

"Oh! So, them insect folk were still alive and kicking?" Tobias asked, staring hungrily at the golden jar of sweetness.

"Some of them are alive. Something happened, but I was lucky to be there to help resolve it. I'm sure they would appreciate some of your goat milk from time to time again," I said.

"Yeah… no one other than them's been appreciative of goat milk…" He grimaced.

It amused me that even he was aware of how atrocious his goat milk recipes were.

"Anyway— uh, would you maybe like to stay over again? Warm the bed by my side?" Tobias cleared his throat. The apprehension he had of witches vanished after the round of sex we had the day before.

I was beginning to think the priestesses of Vessyra had the right idea. Sex really did make the world go round.

"That was a one-time deal. If you want to get laid, you can find plenty of willing… women in Lotherain," I said, thinking of the demi-human priestesses there now.

Behind me, Zeke was getting restless. The promise of sex before we left on this trip made him antsy. He was the last one whose ingredients Eileen needed. As soon as I mounted the dragon, he took off into the skies.

"Are we going home now?" Zeke asked.

"You and I have other plans before going home, remember?" I reminded him.

"Oh? Oh!" He gasped.

Zeke and I took a detour back to the forged world where we had first met. There, thanks to the elixir of gigantism I'd taken from Eileen and the time-stretch prolonging its effect, we were able to have sex for an entire week straight. We could have easily gotten done after his first load since the ejaculate was the final ingredient Eileen needed. However, the pent-up dragon was just as horny as Queen Zathira.

Of course, the best part of Zeke was getting stuffed by his two big cocks.

Fortunately for us, the forged world's effect on time slowed down the aging process of the remsectnid eggs. We had nothing to fear about them hatching.

It was also a delight to bathe in the gods-sized bathhouse. I hoped out of all the towers Eudora sought to destroy, she would leave this one standing.

When we finally returned home, Eileen greeted us at the steps of my great hollow with hands on her waist.

"About time, Mistress! You sure took your sweet time," Eileen said.

"I couldn't have been gone for more than four days!" I handed her all three ingredients— mycelid spores, fertilized remsectnid eggs, and dragon's ejaculate, all in their separate containers and acquired through means only I could have achieved.

"Wish I could have been there to see the mycelids and remsectnids myself. I read about them from your tomes while you were away. It's amazing how diverse our world is— at the same time, depressing that so much of this was kept away from us." She stared at the ingredients in her arms, one eye filled with wonder and the other of open-minded curiosity.

"If more people were like you, we'd be in a better place." I put a hand on her head and smiled.

"Thanks, Mistress." Eileen threw her arms around me, but she had a frown on her face when she pulled away. "Your sexual proclivities still weirds me out, but I wouldn't want to apprentice under anyone else."

"Cheeky tavern wench." I pinched her nose.

With my belly full of cum and my legs weak from being fucked so much the past few days, I fought the urge to lay in bed to help Eileen prepare the cauldron.

We had the orcs carry Miuna up to us in its container and placed it next to the cauldron. The red slime was especially excited. Whatever Eileen had planned, the end goal was to give Miuna a body form. However she was going to achieve that was beyond my knowledge, but she seemed to know exactly what to do.

"Ooooh! I can't wait, I can't wait! I've always wanted to see the world. Being stuck under the tree all day is so boring," Miuna said.

"You could have said something if you didn't like it down there. I would have done something!" I leaned on the vat to see Miuna bouncing with excitement.

"It's not that I hated it. I just want to be able to explore like you do," it clarified.

Now I was getting anxious.

"You're sure Miuna is going to be alright?" I asked Eileen.

"If we do everything correctly, yes." Eileen began to add the ingredients into the alchemy cauldron one at a time, slowly stirring the bubbling liquid to a simmer. Her hands were particularly careful, like she was making sure the ladle didn't hit the rim or bottom. "Heat is important here. Even the most minute rise in temperature could ruin the mixture."

The cauldron's rainbow mixture had turned red. I was worried at first, but Eileen appeared content with the outcome.

"For the final step, we have to put Miuna in. Are you ready?" Eileen asked the red slime.

"Yes, yes! Put me in there!" Miuna exclaimed, raring to go.

Eileen nodded to the orcs, who hoisted the container and spilled Miuna into the liquid. Both of us leaned in to stare at the cauldron that now bubbled so intensely, the alchemical waters spilled over the edge. The violent splashes slipped to the ground like a viscous goop that came to life and crawled back into the cauldron.

The bubbling subsided and the cauldron fell silent. Its contents looked like red pudding.

"Miuna?" I called into the cauldron.

Two slits opened in the surface to what appeared to be eyes. Then a hand gripped the edge of the cauldron and began to pull itself out until it fell onto the ground.

I yanked Eileen back, afraid that Miuna's slime might hurt us.

A human-shaped red slime rose to its feet. It had the body of a woman, with a very curvaceous form. Floating inside its body was a thumbnail-sized core. Thick tentacles, that were both hair and clothing extended down to form a long skirt around the waist, whipped about on the head as it turned to each of us. It stared at its tentacle arm, then back at us, and finally shaped its limbs to appear human. Finally, below its eyes, a peak extended to form a nose, and another crease formed its mouth.

"Miuna, is it… you?" I asked it.

"It's me! It's me!" Miuna sprung forward, its elastic arms stretched and hugged both me and Eileen.

I thought to hug it back, until we started sinking into its slime body.

"Miuna! Miu— mmm! Mmmm!"

We tried to push off the slime, only for our hands to plunge into Miuna's body.

"Oh, sorry!" Miuna melted off and onto the ground, then reshaped itself in front of us, leaving Eileen and I unharmed but covered in a bit of slime.

"I can't believe it worked!" Eileen cried, diving back in to hug Miuna. This time, the slime's body thickened so as to not consume my apprentice.

"Hehe! Red Slime of Shallowglade— er, Ellowyn, reporting for duty!" The humanoid slime saluted us.

Word traveled fast. Eileen's alchemical achievement drew the attention of our host, who came down to inspect Miuna, her former creation now turned humanoid slime. Nothing else about our glutinous red friend had changed, other than its shape that bore a striking resemblance to a human, Miuna was still the talking slime Miuna.

"This is quite an extraordinary accomplishment. Others have attempted to give forms to slimes before. Their durability and corrosiveness makes for infinite applications in alchemy. None have succeeded— until now," Eudora said.

"I hope you're not thinking about taking Miuna back. It's intelligent, and experimenting with it any further would be inhumane," I warned.

"You would speak to me about what is inhumane?" She grinned.

Miuna shrunk to half its size and hid behind Eileen.

"No more experimenting. I'm my own slime now!" Miuna exclaimed.

"Ah, well. Now that we know how to create one, I need only gather the ingredients myself. Perhaps I shall have at your pet dragon?" Eudora asked.

The door flung open, and Mira came through in a huff.

"I'm done running errands, you bitch—" Mira's jaw dropped. It was then that I realized Miuna had taken my exact form. The only difference was that it was clearly still a red slime, but in the shape of me. "Do my eyes deceive me? There are two Elloris?"

"Mira. You can't possibly be serious." I sighed.

"Mira, it's me! Your precious lover! Would these big boobs lie?" Miuna asked as it groped its own slime breasts.

"Hmm. I'm sure this would make for a great threeway on occasion," Mira said.

We allowed Miuna to roam about as it pleased with its new, more mobile form. Maybe that might have been a mistake though. It was running around consuming everything it could in its new form.

Even Rio had fallen victim to its rampage. The slime's voice sounded feminine, but I had no idea it would have also taken a feminine form. With the new body, Miuna went to visit the orcs to get a load out of them, literally. It was still able to create strange substances from disintegrating other substances. That much remained a mystery, but Eileen vowed to one day uncover its secrets.

The rest of us watched from the steps of my home. Cammy chased Miuna around to try and save Rio. Unfortunately, the dryad's roots were unable to entangle the amorphous slime.

"A remsectnid hive, was it? While you have done a most charitable thing, as well as earning us a powerful ally, I shudder to imagine how much more powerful this Queen Zathira may become in time." Eudora didn't share my enthusiasm about the remsectnid queen after I recounted my adventure.

"For once, I agree with Eudora. We can only imagine what the magic-infused remsectnid would birth next," Mira said.

"If I had known you two would react this way, I might not have saved her to begin with…" I frowned.

"Fret not!" Eudora exclaimed. "We have the eggs for your genius apprentice to look into. I'm sure she would develop some sort of remsectnicide as easily as she created other things." The certainty in Eudora's words alleviated my worries somewhat. I didn't think to consider what letting an anomaly like Zathira live would do to the balance of nature. It was the same case with the mycelids.

Honestly, I wished this was all we had to worry about. The shadow of danger cast by Edith Percouli's influence was ever-present. We had thwarted her several times already, but it felt as though our lucky streak was about to come to an end.

Things were working out for us a little too well.

"Maybe I'm getting too anxious, but when are we planning to make our strike at Edith?" I asked Eudora in particular.

She raised a brow, rightly surprised about my unexpected question. I had surprised even myself, being that violence was always the last thing I resorted to.

"About that—"

"I'm not going out on another mission of diplomacy," Mira interjected. "I don't like playing nice, and I won't play nice if you send me out again."

"Agreed. If we have to masquerade as prostitutes again, you can forget it," I added.

"Good gods. Even Parabelle has become rebellious. Your influences, no doubt. Why can't you three listen to me for once?" Eudora asked.

"We listen to you plenty!" Mira and I shouted in unison.

Eudora hopped off the top of the steps and landed gingerly on her feet on the earth. The mad witch skipped a few paces before spinning around to us.

"As it turns out, your intuition was correct." Eudora pointed to me.

"What about?" I also pointed to myself in confusion.

"Princess Lisette of the Principality of Ors. She is a sly fox, that woman." Eudora folded both arms across her chest.

"I'll take over from here, Lady Eudora." A smooth voice spoke to us and emerged from behind the great hollow. The young woman pulled her hood back to reveal fiery red curls that reached her shoulders, and had a stern face that could stare down a lion.

"Quinny?" I squinted in an attempt to get a better look.

The woman shook her head and smiled.

"Quincella is my younger sister. Though she would have you believe she was born mere second before I, Lisette Cairnwalden. Pleasure to make your acquaintance." Lisette curtsied, tugging at the bland, blue robes that were unfit for someone of her stature to wear.

I felt faint. So soon after being acquainted with royalty, I was meeting another already.

"What brings a princess to the backwater countryside that is Parthun?" Mira asked.

"Under normal circumstances I would be meeting with King Marcus. I understand he has passed away. Talmora as a whole has lost a good man." The princess put a hand to her heart, and I could tell she truly meant what she said.

"Spare them the formalities and tell them what you told me," Eudora said impatiently.

Lisette maintained a respectful moment of silence in spite of being urged to move on. It was a small gesture, insignificant in the grand scheme of things… but King Marcus was my sovereign, and it meant a lot to me.

"My army, which you saw at the gates of Semiramis, was not a siege. I have pledged my sword to King Uldrin— under false pretenses. His paranoia grows by the day, so much so that he has begged me to guard his borders." Lisette waited to see if we had caught on to the implications. No doubt all of us had.

Eudora knew, but she wanted us to reach the conclusions ourselves— this was a clever plot. Lisette took advantage of King Uldrin's distress and moved her soldiers into the heart of Juna, something even the most clever strategist couldn't achieve against such an entrenched enemy.

Now I understood why Eudora called her a sly fox.

"This turn of events was not something Councilor Anora foresaw. She has made plans to meet with me in Ors to… beseech my loyalty herself," Lisette said.

"That cunt is coming out into the open? How enticing!" Mira smirked.

"I give you this information in honor of the late King of Parthun's memory. However, you will not make a staging ground out of my lands." The princess was rightfully cautious, but nonetheless brave to tell us all this. She was jeopardizing herself two-folds, risking her life and her principality.

This was an opportunity of a lifetime. We knew exactly what Edith's movements were going to be. It might also be our only chance to get a jump on her and end the war before it even begins.

But Eudora didn't look so sure.

"What do you think?" I asked her.

"Edith may suspect the princess has ulterior motives in her willingness to help King Uldrin. Though we can all agree that another chance like this will not come. Ors is our next destination. We will lay a trap," Eudora said.

"We? As in you're coming with?" Mira grimaced.

The only answer Eudora offered was a playful, fiendish, and scheming smile.

In two days' time we would set out to Ferellis, a crossroads city and major trade hub belonging to the Principality of Ors. That was where Lisette was due to meet Councilor Anora. At which point, it would take a whole week before she arrived, giving us ample time to prepare for her arrival. Until we left, Lisette stayed with Eudora in the tower out of an abundance for her protection.

Four major roads there connected Parthun, Juna, Inner Talmora, and to the heart of the princess' lands. The city was significantly larger than Lotherain and Semiramis. Due to constant trade and a meeting point for travelers, it had become a sprawling micro-kingdom of its own.

All of us, including Eudora, were shaking with hesitation and anxiousness. We handled our stress in different ways. Belle spent time with the unconscious knightess, while Mira and I…

"Ah… nnngh… Mira, I'm cumming!" I clenched my thighs on her head, but she continued to eat me out with such skill that it made me weak.

Gurk was in bed with us, too. While Mira slurped up my pussy, I sucked off the goblin who decided he had enough in the city and came home for me instead. He grabbed my head, cock throbbing and unloaded a big spurt. I swallowed every drop, polishing the tip until it shined.

Mira climbed up to lay by my side with Gurk tucked between our bodies. He was smothered between our breasts. We had just come down from an incredible threesome. It was the first time Mira let anyone be in bed with us. A simply inconceivable thing, considering her obsession with me. She gradually accepted Gurk, even if he was the only one, but she would not let him have sex with her.

"Will Mistresses be safe? Gurk can come with!" Gurk exclaimed.

"We'll be fine. The strongest witches of our time are gathered here, and Eileen is crafting something that could give us an edge." I glanced up at Mira and thought of Belle, too. Both of them were among a handful of witches that could wreak untold mayhem in the world if set loose. Fortunately, they were more interested in seeing it intact than in shambles.

"The sooner we rid ourselves of Edith, the better. A world engulfed in war is no place for a child. I also want to put one in you," Mira said, stroking my stomach.

"I've hardly hit my two-decade mark!" I complained.

"Gurk wants to put baby into Mistress, too!" the goblin added excitedly.

"Her womb belongs to me first, then yours." She bargained.

I rolled my eyes.

"You're really going to let him impregnate me?" I asked.

"As selfish as I am, I can share. Sometimes." Mira smiled.


Chapter 6 - Planning Stages

The more I thought about facing the Edith Percouli, the witch responsible for igniting the Crimson Wars and setting in motion what could be the second, the less confident I felt about our plans. Which was why I was having Gurk fuck me silly to take my mind off the stress while Mira was out. She had disappeared in the morning without so much as a peep or note. I simply assumed she went to settle some business in the city.

Luck would have Gurk and I alone at home the whole morning, so we stayed in bed and spent it the only way we knew how. Since he had awoken with an erection as he always did, and I being the vessel of Vessyra's powers, sex benefited both of us.

Once again, with Gurk pounding his cock into me, I found myself wondering how our relationship had gotten to this point. This mere goblin whose cum seemed to taste so good, and whose prick was able to hit all the right places despite his modest size, brought me to climax so many times.

"Ahh… That was wonderful." I hugged my goblin lover close and purred.

My pussy was dripping with hot ejaculate and my body was floating in bliss.

"Gurk still wants to go with Mistresses. Can fight. Fight before and won," Gurk said.

"Where we're going is dangerous. Never mind that they treat demi-humans with disdain there, Edith will most likely come with Piety knights protecting her. I need you here when I get back to screw me silly again. Behave and stay. I might actually consider letting you impregnate me one day." I thought for sure that would be the end of it, but Gurk was still uncertain.

A goblin's danger sense was keener than most, their intuition second to none. As one of the weakest races, they knew when a battle was lost and didn't hesitate to run. I had left him behind plenty of times to go on missions, and though he's asked to accompany me, he was being more stubborn this time around.

"Gurk just wants Mistress to be safe." Gurk glanced up with eyes that were hard to say no to.

"You were supposed to just be a horny goblin. When did you become like this?" I directed the question more to myself than at him, but he took it to heart and fell dejected.

I sighed, then pulled his face up to give him a deep kiss.

Later, after a few more rounds with Gurk, I left the great hollow to walk it off. It was like Vessyra had really turned me into a succubus. The magic that flowed through me connected with those I had sex with, transferring their strength into me. Storing the magic from the last few days alone, especially after having sex with Queen Zathira and the mycelids, had empowered me to such an extent I began to fear myself.

This power… Edith should have something to fear.

"Mama!" Cammy threw her branch arms around me as I descended the steps of my great hollow.

"I hope you're not thinking about coming along, too." I returned the embrace and glared at her at the same time.

"You know better than to think I can be away from my tree for too long," she said.

That much was true. Compared to the time I had taken her to Lotherain as a dryad sapling, heading to Ors was much further and would be a longer stay.

"I'm just preparing myself for the inevitable pleading of others that want to go with me." I sighed.

"If only. I have to settle on what I can do here. Mine and your presence allows the wildlife here to flourish. If both of us are uprooted, Lotherain may starve." Cammy let go and turned her head towards the bountiful harvests still growing despite the season having passed.

The dryad girl was a lot happier now. The citizens of Lotherain warmed up to her. A full belly and satisfied libido did wonders for people. If only food and sex was all it took to stop Edith.

"By the way, have you seen Miuna? It just ran off last night after getting a body. I'm worried it might…" I gulped hard trying to find the right words to say next. "Dissolve someone."

"If it's Miuna you're looking for…" Cammy glanced behind herself, and I followed her gaze to see six different humanoid red slimes wandering around Ellowyn.

One of them saw me, came up, and slapped a slimy hand down on my shoulder.

"You called?" Miuna asked.

It was a pint-sized Miuna. It had split itself so many times it had become the size of a goblin and kobold.

"Just what are you doing splitting yourself into so many parts?" I brushed its hand away.

"Oh, the other mes are going around milking some orcs. Since I'm mobile now and can split myself, they don't need to come here to jerk off. I go to them instead. I've been trying out the whole sex thing you do!" Miuna exclaimed.

"You're one surprise after another. Having sex with orcs? Should I be worried about their dicks falling off?" I asked.

"You forget I can control my own corrosiveness. In fact, I can control a whole lot of things now, too. Like how warm I am, how thick my slime can become— lots! The orcs really like how tight and slippery I get," it said.

In a way, I wasn't surprised Miuna turned out this way after acquiring a humanoid body. Zathira was similar. Though… Not sure how I felt that it insinuated I influenced it to become this way.

"Hmmm. Maybe you want to try having sex with me?" Miuna asked, its body sprung out a dozen slimy tentacles around me and Cammy.

"I had enough tentacles lately to last me a year." I pushed Miuna's tentacles away.

As I turned to leave, Cammy took both of my hands in her own.

"Mama, I want you to know… You nurtured me with love when I was but the size of your thumb. I know your strength because we're connected by Flora's boon. I trust that you and the others will return to us in triumph!" The flower buds in Cammy's hair blossomed as she smiled.

"Come here, you. I can't believe I have someone to call a daughter at my age, but I'm glad you're my little girl." I hugged the sweet dryad.

Both Cammy and Miuna went to find Eileen to hang out with her. As for me, I went to meet up with Eudora and the others inside the tower, only to have the harpy sisters swoop by the gazebo and pick me up. They delivered me right to the mansion door.

Red and Green lowered their heads expecting to be petted.

"Raa!"

"Aaahh!"

"What are you three doing up here? Is Eudora putting you to work?" I asked them.

"Arraa!" Blue turned around to reveal a satchel strapped to her back, then glanced up at the mansion.

Eudora turned them into her personal delivery birds? Boy, did I have a scolding for her…

"Ellori?" Eudora called for me from above. She leaned halfway out the window of the third floor. "Quit distracting them, you fool. I need what they're carrying!"

The harpies flew me up into Eudora's laboratory and found her bathing in the alchemy cauldron. She had a wet towel over her head and was scrubbing herself with another. No signs of someone who was working tirelessly to ensure our success. It was like she didn't care that we were going to face Edith.

"What's the point of working with demi-humans if you're going to treat them like they're enslaved?" I asked, readying to give a lashing.

"The difference— there is no whip at the end, only carrots." Eudora twirled her fingers in the air, creating a portal which spat out a large slab of meat oozing with fresh blood.

The harpies inched forward, mouth watering. Blue handed the satchel to Eudora, who then snapped her fingers to give them the okay to feast. The three of them shredded into it.

Eudora plucked out what appeared to be a chalky, blue orb and dunked it into the cauldron. It began to bubble and spew blue liquid, smelling of chamomile, lavender, and… garlic?

"Something to stabilize your body with?" I asked, scooting around the dining harpies.

"It is a bath bomb. A rather neat human invention that provides a soothing effect when bathing," Eudora said.

The corners of my eyes twitched.

"You ran those girls on an errand to fetch you a bath bomb?!" I gripped the edges of the cauldron, threatening to tip it over.

"Stop it! Time spent worrying is no time spent at all." Eudora clutched my hands, fearful that I might ruin her therapeutic moment.

I took a step back and sighed. She was right… as usual. Though that didn't make me any less frustrated. A bath bomb had at some point been placed into my hand. Eudora flashed a toothy grin. This was probably her way of urging me to try it, too.

"I've done it!" Eileen burst into the room, causing all of us to turn in her direction. She held a rack of potions lifted above her head. "A concoction that can shield your magic signature. It's done!"


Chapter 7 - The Important Things

Belle glanced out the carriage window, sighing every now and then at the dawning sun. She had much on her mind. We had a lot on our minds. The otherwise peaceful ride to Ors was drowned out by my own thoughts. Hundreds of scenarios played out in my head about how we would face Edith.

No one truly knew how strong she was, or how much stronger she had become after centuries walking the earth. Meanwhile, a barely twenty year old me who only graduated last year was afraid to die. Sure, I was empowered by forces beyond my imagination, but it could have seen better use in more capable hands. All we would have going for us was the element of surprise.

Mira wasn't fazed at all. If anything, she seemed excited. Since departing Lotherain, she had fallen into a rather elated mood. Her eyes were shut, she hummed a merry tune, and very gently swayed to her own music.

Eudora accompanied Princess Lisette in another carriage ahead of us. It was probably for the best. Putting Eudora in the same space as Mira and Belle didn't typically end well for anyone.

"Do you really think the potion Eileen made will really hide us from Edith?" I asked, more to disrupt the quietness than anything else.

"Whether it works or not, we're already out here. What we should really be asking is if Eudora's plan will work." Belle wasn't at all convinced. She shut the carriage window and laid down on her seat, thoughts likely returning to her friend Eleanor.

"You won't hear me admit it in front of her, but the plan is sound. It may be our best bet. The potion matter we already know. None of us can sense each other," Mira said.

All of us had drunk the potion before leaving. It worked as intended, encasing our signatures and hiding it from detection. Enough of this and a witch could go her entire life without anyone knowing what she really was. On the other hand, rogue witches could easily make use of this to escape the law.

The only things that couldn't hide their magic signatures were our familiars— and by extension, Eudora. Rio was the only exception after he absorbed the vesper slugs' ability to mask their signatures.

"How funny would it be if we dug a hole to bury Eudora in?" Mira suggested.

"Don't you dare. We have an even worse witch to deal with first," I scolded her.

Eudora had to die. Not that I meant she was dead per se. Because our host no longer had a living body, and was essentially a walking magical construct, meant the potion wouldn't work for her. So, she had to quite literally turn herself off. The only way to reactivate her was to push a magic crystal into her mouth to jump start the body.

That woman put a lot of trust in us to revive her. At the end of the day, she knew we had no choice. Being the mightiest of us four, no less than our combined strength would be needed to face Edith.

The carriage came to a stop. I heard Lisette's faint voice speak from outside. Our door was thrown open. A Piety knight in metal armor glared at me through his helmet. Mira and Belle stiffened behind me. The knight then extended a hand to help me down.

I sighed, relieved as my feet made purchase on the ground. Our disguises of simple dresses and magical signature-hiding potions worked.

Princess Lisette had the dead Eudora on her back, pretending she was a sleeping child.

"Come along, ladies. Quick, now! Handmaidens are to be prompt and obedient." Lisette beckoned us to follow into a humble estate despite her royal status.

Ferellis was no capital city. It was built for practicality. Roads were wide and paved over with a layer of crushed stone to ensure the greatest ease of travel for vehicles. Many buildings were taverns, servicing overnight passersby making a stop before returning to the road. Restaurants and bars from every corner of the Talmora, from as far as Saquin with their mudbrick and domed architecture and glorious, multicolored tapestries, to the gothic statues and masonry of Grathir and Semiramis existed here.

Like the capital of Juna with guards patrolling every corner of the street, Ferellis was swarming with Piety knights. No doubt in preparation for their Councilor Anora's arrival.

We followed Lisette past a rose garden and into a two-story manor. Columns along the walkway framed our path to the entrance, where a pair of manservants in the vestibule bowed as we entered. The princess led us into a living room that was decorated with taxidermied creatures all around. A manticore head was mounted above the hearth.

"This is actually Quincella's cozy little home," Lisette said amusedly of her sister.

"Quite the huntswoman." Mira inspected a moose and accidentally plucked off a cluster of fur which she tried to smooth back in.

"I can see why she's a good fit to lead an insurrection in enemy territory," I remarked.

Lisette laid Eudora down on the couch, positioned her in such a way to look like she was asleep, and curtsied.

"Make yourselves comfortable as you see fit. I've told Jennic and Deacon to see to your needs." Lisette was about to leave until Belle blocked the way out.

"You're leaving?" Belle asked, brow raised and voice dripping with apparent suspicion.

"I must convene with my aides to ensure we are ready to evacuate at a moment's notice. I suspect there is a good chance things will become dangerous in the city," the princess answered. She took half a step forward and became flustered when Belle wouldn't move. "Is there something the matter? If it's my trust you seek, know that I have little to gain in betraying you."

"Belle. She's taken us this far and is putting a lot at risk," I said, putting a hand on my colleague's shoulder.

Belle sighed and stepped away, allowing Lisette to go on her way.

"Elle is still back home suffering," Belle said.

"We'll string Edith up and make her squeal. Or is your diligence waning?" Mira chuckled.

I rolled my eyes and took Belle aside in the hallway. "Once we get through this, we'll find a way to help Abstinence—"

"Eleanor. She's not just some overseer knight like the others." Belle grabbed her things and went upstairs.

I felt a headache coming. Eudora did warn us that the one thing holding us back was our inability to get along. She kept us together through a shared goal and seniority. Now that she was incapacitated, we didn't have that glue.

"Would you like to join me for a nap? The carriage put a crick in my neck." Mira grabbed my hand.

"You're asking me if I want to have sex, aren't you?" I squinted.

"Is that a no?" She fluttered her eyelids, something that did not suit her at all and was clearly to make me laugh.

"Maybe later. I'm going to check around the house."

Mira shrugged and headed upstairs. Never would I have imagined wishing Eudora was up and moving. Belle's heart wasn't in it while her friend was in a coma, and Mira was treating this like a vacation.

Finding a cauldron in the manor and turning it into an alchemy cauldron was easy. I had all of the ingredients on hand before we left. Plenty of unused furniture and household items were left downstairs in the basement. It looked to have been a wine cellar before being reduced to a glorified storage shed. Cobwebs ruled every corner of the chamber, rats scurried past my feet when I first came down, and a layer of dust caked the floor.

I looked into the shimmering alchemical waters and saw my own reflection. A young woman with bags under her eyes once filled with wonder and endearment of the world around her.

That face suddenly transforms into the visage of Vessyra.

"Holy shit!" I staggered back, clutching my heart. Once I'd caught my breath, I made my way back to the cauldron to see that it wasn't an illusion. "Uh. Hello?"

"Ellori Farrowghast. I sensed your heart wavering," the goddess said.

"That tends to happen when you spook someone… How are you doing this?" I stirred the still waters with a ladle, but Vessyra's face was still there.

"Some of my powers have returned to me while bathing in this mana-rich microworld. As a piece of my essence dwells inside you, I am able to project myself to you and experience all that you feel. I must say, your recent dalliances have been especially enjoyable for me." Vessyra's lips curved into a subtle smile.

"No one in this world, not even the gods, have any sense of privacy." I buried my face into my hands.

Even a god must have something motivating to say, right? She had spent precious magic to reach out to me.

"As it turns out, we're facing Edith a lot sooner than anticipated," I confessed.

"And you are worried about whether or not you are capable of standing against her." Vessyra said exactly what was on my mind. She fell into thought, then raised a hand as though to try and stroke my cheek, but realized that she couldn't in this current state. It was adorable to see her giggle at a very human mistake. "I am no advocate of violence. It pains me to see children wage senseless wars against one another. I have no advice to give, but know this— your strength has grown, as has your heart and wisdom."

Gods were as cryptic as time itself. But I somehow felt more inspired than I was a minute ago. At the very least, despair wasn't at the forefront of my mind anymore.

"Thank you, Vessyra. I'll keep your words close." I whispered a silent prayer in thanks, which she appeared to have received.

Huh. I guessed praying was good for something.

"Perhaps we shall speak another time. To reach out so far drains much from me," Vessyra said.

"Before you go, I've been meaning to bring this up— Do you… really have a penis?" I asked.

The question took Vessyra by surprise, drawing a sweet laugh from her.

"My dear, if fortune favors us both, I shall like to have you find out for yourself in person." Vessyra grinned.

The heat rose up to my ears.

"Speaking of meeting in person, does Demos have any advice to give?" I was eager to continue speaking with the gods.

"It has come to my notice that his own abode has been quiet as of late. I have not seen my mischievous little brother since you three departed." The suspicion in her voice grew, but her image cut out before she could speak another word.

With nothing else to do for the rest of the day, I took Mira up on her offer and headed upstairs for an intimate little session. She had quite the request waiting for me.

Whip!

"Nnngghh!" Mira groaned aloud, clamping her teeth down on the bar gag and panting like a dog out of breath.

With everything that had been going on, and how I had been treated as the bottom by my past few partners, it was refreshing to be the top and sadistic one for once. Luckily, Mira and I were perfect for each other given her predisposition for bondage.

Mira was lying face down on the bed, each limb pulled tight and bound to the posts at each corner. I smacked her ass again with the crop whip, causing her body to tense and draw a very lewd moan. Her normally porcelain was blemished with red marks on both cheeks. The bindings on her ankles and wrists didn't look too tight. I made sure not to tie them too much despite her complaining. Even if she liked it, I was still worried about her.

But…

Nothing gave me more joy than to bring her pleasure.

Whip!

"Hnnnmmmph! Hmmore. Whiphh me hmoore!" Mira begged, barely coherent in her lustful daze.

I obliged, whipping her ass over and over again until she orgasmed. Mira's eyes rolled to the back of her head, and it was clear she had a smile on her face behind the gag.

"Whew." I wiped the sweat from my forehead. Whipping Mira enough to get her off took a lot of work. It was likely because of me that she enjoyed it so much though. "What should I do next? Leave you here? Prop you up against an open window for the city to see?"

"Sho… hruel… mmmh… " Mira mumbled.

The bindings came off with a snap of my finger, and I pulled the gag off to a pool of saliva next to her face. I emptied a restoration potion into my mouth and fed it to her with a kiss.

Mira's arms wrapped around my neck, and she pulled me onto the bed. We rolled around, but the momentum threw us to the floor. I basked in her touch, our bare skin rubbing against each other. She looked me in the eyes, leaned down to part my lips with her tongue, and shoved it into my mouth.

A thigh pushed my legs apart and massaged my clit. I began to grind on it and clamped my legs around her waist. Mira responded by pushing her tongue deeper, giving mine no room to fight back.

My head lit up with fireworks. An intense, quaking orgasm reverberated down to my crotch. I reached behind Mira, digging my nails into her back. I felt the skin quickly heal as Mira was still under the potion's effects. The two of us continued to make out on the floor, sticky from each other's sweat.

The door swung open.

"Ladies, I've brought some food— Oh, my! Excuse me." Princess Lisette shut the door as soon as she saw us.

Mira shrugged and dove back into my mouth. We teased each other for another half hour until my stomach growled, at which point Mira suggested we fetch some food from the embarrassed royalty.

On my way out, I thought to call Belle.

"Let Belle resolve her own emotions. She must be clear of mind when the time comes." Mira put a hand on my shoulder to stop me knocking on Belle's room.

"You and I have each other, but she doesn't have anyone right now. We should be there for her as friends," I said.

"We're friends?" She lifted an eyebrow.

"Mira." I crossed my arms.

"Alright. Don't give me that look, darling." An exasperated sigh escaped her lips. She banged on the door and yelled, "Quick! Something's happened to the princess!"

Rushed footsteps ran to the door. When Belle came out, nearly running into us, Mira grabbed her leash.

"It's dinnertime, Belle. Join us," Mira ordered.

Belle's look of confusion turned to subdued anger as she realized the ruse.

"As you wish," Belle said through gritted teeth.

We went downstairs to find Princess Lisette sitting at the dinner table while four goblin manservants, overseen by a human servant and guard at the corner of the room, were preparing a feast for us. In spite of their wild nature, the goblins were surprisingly behaved and deft with their hands. The guard watching them, however, kept his hand on the pommel of his sword.

"Did you like what you saw, Princess?" Mira asked.

Lisette blushed up to her ears and cleared her throat. "I understand witches are open in their sexuality. However I was unaware you two were… companions."

"She walked in on you two screwing, didn't she?" Belle laughed, reaching for the wine bottle.

One of the goblins also happened to reach for it in an effort to pour for Belle, but instead splashed a bit onto the table. The human servant clicked his tongue and stepped in. The rest of the goblins backed away, with the one having made the mistake bowing and apologizing in broken speech.

"Forgive me, Your Highness. I'll make sure they are punished and taught to do better. It won't happen next time," the elder servant said.

I opened my mouth to speak, but Mira put a hand on mine and shook her head. The goblins were taken away by a guard, and the rest of the preparations were handled by human maids.

We might be working together against a common enemy, but that didn't mean they treated demi-humans any differently.

The table was filled to the brim with roasted quail, ribs of a large animal dunked in savory sauce, wine imported from Saquin, and more. Satisfied, Princess Lisette nodded and dismissed her servants.

To another guard, she said, "Keep an eye out, will you? Especially for those Council dogs."

The guard bowed and left.

"On edge, are we?" Mira asked the princess.

"If a battle between destructive beings such as yourselves were to break out back in the Lotherain city, wouldn't you be?" Lisette turned the question back on Mira.

"Unfortunately, Lotherain did see battle. Twice." Belle cracked open an egg and scooped sauce from the ribs to eat with.

"Hopefully it will be a lot different here. If things go right, the only casualty will be localized to this mansion. Do you think Quinny will forgive us?" I asked.

"She's going to have to," the princess answered, swirling the wine in her glass. "When this is over, I pray you will understand— my Ors has no place for free monsters. I do not care for your Lotherain, but none shall walk here without a chain."

Mira grunted, and Belle rolled her eyes.

"We have no intention of telling you how to rule and who to let roam free," I assured her.

"Good. Please, eat to your heart's content. Councilor Anora shall arrive in another three days. It may be your last good meal," Princess Lisette said.

After dinner, Mira set off for a walk in the city alone. She wanted to scout the area in case things didn't go according to plan. Belle was in the living room that was like a jungle for taxidermied animals. She sat in front of the fireplace, staring at the logs consumed in flames.

"Tell me off if you don't want to answer, but… how close are you and Eleanor?" I asked, taking a seat next to her.

"The answer I gave Mira wasn't enough? We don't have sex like you two do. As if her order would allow it. She's my friend. It… hurt when she didn't seem to recognize me when we found her." Belle sighed.

"I just think you dwell on her too much not to have other feelings."

Belle blushed and turned her head. It was then that I noticed Luna in her lap. The currently inanimate snake had been her familiar for as long as Rio was mine.

"Feels weird to have our familiars gone for so long, doesn't it?" Belle asked. She pet Luna on the head, even though there was no way her familiar felt or knew it was happening.

"Sometimes I think Rio has his hands full dealing with me than the other way around. I imagine he's sleeping more peacefully than he has the past few years." I laughed to myself, recalling the times he lightly smacked my face.

When I first summoned Rio, the other witches giggled at me. I'd become a Witch of Gluttony— the least desirable trait and soul to have fused into a familiar. Their derisive remarks didn't bother me. Seeing my own familiar made me so happy. Rio was a part of me.

Belle snapped her fingers and snuffed out the fire, then snapped a second time to reignite the logs.

"Life was so much easier when all we had to worry about was the next lesson. At least I knew what to expect." She leaned back on the couch and lifted Luna's limp body to her chest.

"That's a very you thing to say," I remarked, which earned me a hard squint from Belle. "Am I wrong?"

No, you're right. You're right. Damn it, you're right," she continued to repeat.

Whatever I said seemed to have triggered something in my colleague.

"Uhh. Belle? You have a screw loose in there?" I asked.

"No!" Belle stood up and balled both hands into fists. "I've been moping around doing NOTHING when I could have been doing something to help Elle. I'm wasting time."

Belle raced right out of the room, leaving me flabbergasted. She skittered back a few moments later, poking her head into the living room.

"Thanks, Ellori." She smiled.

I gave her a thumbs up.


Chapter 8 - Gods and Witches

The following day, Belle was in a chipper mood. It made planning our move a lot more manageable with the third member of our crew not moping around. Unfortunately, the brains of our operation was still an inanimate doll sitting in the closet of my room. I had to be vigilant so Mira wouldn't tamper with Eudora's body.

Our plan was simple— trap Edith Percouli in a forged world, pull the soul stone powering the tower, and kill her by means of voidal collapse. Well, it was simple on paper. The trick would be throwing her into the forged world to begin with. If she caught on, then she only needed to escape and our plans would have failed. Worse case scenario, the city of Ferellis would turn into a warzone with all the Piety knights here.

Princess Lisette likely knew this. Belle might have had cause to suspect her given the gravity of the situation, but anyone in a position of leadership would have qualms about turning their own city into a battlefield.

Mira had a map of the city on the table. She drew a circle centered at our location. "Everything within a hundred feet radius will be annihilated when the tower is summoned. Princess Lisette should have already evacuated the citizenry on this side of the city underneath the knights' noses. Anyone who remains, well… too bad."

The next to draw on the map was Belle. Three red lines were drawn along the roads that led up to our location. One on the north, south, and west end as the manor was situated along a T-shaped road.

"As soon as we begin, I'll erect a frozen barrier on these roads to keep the Piety knights out, and then deal with the ones who are left inside. The barriers won't hold for long. Before we came to Parthun, I heard from Discipline that they began to outfit knights with experimental soul stones— no doubt another profane deal cut by the councilor," Belle explained.

"Once the barrier is raised, I'll feed Eudora a magic crystal to revive her. She summons the tower, and we push Edith in," I said my role in the plan.

However, no matter how much I stared at the map and replayed the plan in my head, an uneasy feeling rumbled in my stomach. I wasn't hungry. Something was off.

"That's all there is to go over. I'm going to nap the rest of the day," Mira said, incinerating the map with a snap of her finger.

The door burst open. It was one of the goblin manservants, out of breath and with sweat pouring down his face.

"Princess, sent me to warn! Councilor Anora, here!" he exclaimed.

We all gasped at the same time.

"But she shouldn't be due for another two days!" Belle exclaimed.

"We don't have time. Get in positions. Now!" I shouted.

Mira and Belle left the manor from a back entrance. I ran to my room and opened the wardrobe closet where Eudora's limp body rested. I had the crystals in my hand. If I stuffed one into her mouth, she would wake up right now.

But it wasn't the right moment.

A hundred questions flitted through my head. The ones that stuck out the most— Why did Edith arrive so soon? Did she suspect us? Could Princess Lisette have actually betrayed us?

That couldn't be it. Knights would have been swarming the manor, and the goblin had enough time to come warn of her impending arrival.

I sat in my room, a magic crystal between my fingers just inches away from Eudora's lips, waiting for the sound of Belle's ice barrier to go off. That was going to be my cue.

Yet nothing was happening. It was eerily quiet.

The front door suddenly opened and shut. It was barely audible, like someone was trying to make sure not to cause too much noise. Footsteps crept upstairs, disturbing the creaky floorboards with each step. My thumping chest eventually drowned out the sound.

Fingers trembling… mind going blank…

Was this… fear?

The doorknob to my room turned and in walked none other than the woman who had taught me all I knew about witchcraft. She was in the form of Headmistress Anora. White hair framed an aging face which adorned a warm smile. But this woman wasn't Anora— something more sinister hid behind that face.

"Hello, Ellori Farrowghast." The Crimson Witch, Edith Percouli, grinned.

I tried to shove the crystal into Eudora's mouth, but an explosion knocked me out of the mansion and sent me crashing into the street. My body was aching all over. I barely called my living robes in time to protect me.

"It's been some time since I've seen my students. What a cold reception." Edith stood at the edge of the smoking hole she created. The mansion was quickly burning into an inferno behind her. One hand held a glowing wand, and the other Eudora's still body. "Eudora looks a lot shorter than I last remember."

"I'm not the one who blasted a student out of her own room!" I fired back.

"I knew that Ors princess was a snake. Where are the others? You may have hidden your magical signatures, but I know you aren't alone," she said.

Awakening Eudora was my priority. I had to get her back somehow.

Edith's head cocked to the west. The world around us grew a little colder. The sound of hardening ice blanketed the sky above me. Belle's magic signature was emitting in full force now— as was Luna's.

"Whatever you have planned won't work, I assure you. I will rip you all limb… from limb." Edith tore off Eudora's left arm from the shoulder and tossed it to my feet to taunt me with.

"Edith!" My body kicked into action. Arms emerged from my back and shot forth at my opponent, but hit an invisible barrier mere inches from her face. The attack was a bluff though. I signaled to Rio, who was lying in wait inside my bag.

I felt a swelling of energy as I sensed Rio's emerging signature pulse from behind me.

"Rio, sic her!" I ordered.

A black blur slammed through Edith's barrier, throwing her into the burning mansion, and causing her to lose grip of Eudora, whom I'd caught before she hit ground. I shoved a magic crystal into her mouth, and in seconds the witch became animated once again after a deep gasp of air.

"Where is my arm?" Eudora asked after surveying the surroundings.

"Don't say I never gave you a hand." I brushed off the dirt and handed her torn off arm. The area where it had been ripped off wasn't bleeding like I expected it to. It was a strange substance reminiscent of flour dough that came to life and reattached itself.

Rio returned to my side. I scratched his chin for a job well done.

"Nyaa~" At last, my familiar was showing me affection by rubbing his head against my knuckles. Maybe it was because we hadn't seen each other in such a long time.

Our reunion, however, would have to wait.

Edith flew into the air above the ruins of the manor. Her academy robes had burned off, replaced with a black and blood red gown that oozed an ethereal mist all over. A single, sharp horn stuck out from one side of her head.

"I am the culmination of centuries of research perfected. What are you?" Edith cackled.

Eudora stood up, patted the dust from her robes, and turned to me.

"Shall we teach our old Headmistress new tricks?" Eudora asked.

"It will be my pleasure." I nodded

By Eudora's own magic, she lifted herself into the sky to meet Edith head on. I was no slouch. I had studied and practiced Belle's magic precisely for this. Whispering the complex incantation, a small storm grew beneath my feet and allowed me to take flight.

We bombarded Edith with our combined magic, forcing the witch on the defense. Eudora drew a dagger and gutted herself. Blood spilled out of her abdomen and formed tendrils that began to entangle Edith. My own living robes, powered by the magic stored through Vessyra's gift, ushered out a dozen arms that aided in binding her.

However, Edith was able to break out of it all with ease. Her magic cut through the cocoon we placed her in like a hot knife to butter. She was unfazed even after our relentless attacks.

"I can smell it, Eudora. The fear. You only have six soul stones. Forge new bodies as each become too broken to fix, but your soul will continue to wither with each transition," Edith said.

"Are you in any position to worry about me? When you're outnumbered?" Eudora shrugged.

"You must not know, Ellori. The last soul she needs is inside you." My old instructor pointed a gnarled finger at me.

Inside… me?

What did that mean? Was Eudora keeping me around to eventually extract it from my body? Whose hands had I really been playing into?

"Ellori! Don't listen to her. If we are not united in this, that bitch wins!" Eudora grabbed my shoulders and faced me.

I came back to my senses in time to witness Edith driving a clawed hand through Eudora's body. The wand sparked with magic and blasted me away, but Rio caught me before I was knocked too far. Fortunately, at that moment, I had flicked an extra magic crystal from my pocket.

Edith was strangling the life out of Eudora. The gaping hole in her stomach did not look good either.

"You've lost." Edith smirked.

"How like the villain… to prematurely claim victory." Eudora stuck out her tongue, and the magic crystal I tossed sat atop a runic spell that was etched into the fleshy organ.

A flash of blinding light followed with a gust of wind that blew me farther than I had expected. The massive towers that dotted the Weeping Expanse, one had now appeared in the center of Ferellis, crushing whatever was left of Quinny's burning manor flat.

Edith glanced at the tower in confusion, but Eudora and I seized that moment to bind her yet again.

"Move!" Belle shouted from behind us.

Mira and Belle, as well as their familiars, combined their magic to summon the sun itself and fired the spell directly at Edith. She couldn't break out of her entanglement in time. The massive fireball consumed her and its trajectory led right to the teleportation circle. Another flash of light filled our vision, and both Edith and the spell disappeared.

"This is goodbye, Edith!" It was Eudora's turn to cackle as she crushed the soul stone that powered the forged world inside. The tower began to collapse in on itself. Brick and stone crumbled, but was swallowed by a swirling vortex of darkness until nothing was left except an imprint on the ground.

Not a second after I took a breath of relief and before anyone could utter a peep of celebration, a clawed hand ripped open a veil.

"That's not very fair." Mira clicked her tongue.

"The truth is stranger, more exciting than you think!" A voice I knew too well sent a shiver up my spine. We all had heard it, but only I knew its playful and sarcastic tone.

"Demos," I uttered his name.

Deep inside me, a very wrathful goddess stirred.

The tear in space opened large enough for Edith to step out of it, and from her shadow, a projection of the trickster god himself emerged. By the look on my companions' shocked faces, they could also see him.

What was Demos doing here? And on the side of the one person whom he had asked me to kill?

"I'm not interested in games. You will help me, Demos. Or you can kiss our deal goodbye," Edith said.

Vessyra's rage boiled to a tipping point. Her magic overflowed and poured out, merging with my living clothes and transforming it into the black robes from when I fought the dracolich. Feathered wings emerged from my back, they beat with such force that I didn't need the spell at my feet anymore. Then, as if to paint me in the goddess' image, the dark colors burned off my body to an ivory white and gold.

"I don't know why Demos sided with you, but there's a very angry goddess who would like a word with both of you!" I shouted.

"Vessy is so narrow-minded. Her blinding love couldn't have fathomed that her own brother would betray her." Demos' voice echoed in all of our heads, like ringing church bells that refused to stay still.

"But why?" I demanded to know, feeling the hurt in Vessyra's being. "What do you have to gain from siding with her?"

Edith pointed her wand at us. An immense amount of magic gathered at the tip, more than I could imagine possible. She was an ocean of magic. This was where all that magic was siphoned into— directly into the seven soul stones that dwelled within her.

The tip of her wand came alight with black flames that were more alive than inanimate.

"Allow me to impart another lesson, my dear students— When dealing with gods, you must always sweeten the pot." Edith fired off missiles from her wand that swallowed light around them as they traveled to us.

Eudora encased us in a powerful bubble barrier and sent us away from the fight. We watched as the missiles sank into her body, tearing her physical form apart. I banged on the barrier, desperate to help but it was too thick to break.

"Ahahahaha! Centuries of hiding, and this is all you can muster? This is nothing— Nothing!" Eudora screamed. Her skin and limbs began to melt, but the regenerative force narrowly kept her intact. True to her infamous name, she laughed through it all. Enough that it was souring Edith's mood.

As Belle and I pounded on the barrier, Mira looked like she couldn't be bothered. Talos sat perched on her shoulder, staring at the explosive battle happening outside.

"Isn't this odd?" Mira asked.

"The only odd thing is how calm you are, all things considered!" Belle fired back.

Mira grabbed both of our heads and directed our attention down below in the city streets. Hundreds of Piety knights were engaged in battle against Ferellis city guards and Ors soldiers. The fight was anyone's game. Princess Lisette must be desperately directing her people away from danger while navigating her own forces.

"Did Edith know this was a trap? The battle below suggests otherwise. A much larger army would be swarming such a small city. Let's assume instead that she did know and willingly walked into our trap. Why? For what purpose?" Mira clenched her jaw, and her brows wrinkled so much that I was afraid she would ruin her youthful demeanor. She was deep in thought about this thread that didn't make sense to me and Belle.

Or… did it?

Belle and I came to the same conclusion at once.

"This was a distraction," I said.

"Her real aim— the bulk of her forces must be marching on Lotherain, if not already there." Belle completed my thought.

"You know, now go!" Eudora shouted, the strain in posture was evident to how out of league she was against Edith. "Their true aim is that knightess. She must be kept from their hands at all costs!"

"Let me fight Edith! I have the goddess Vessyra on my side!" I banged both fists against the barrier.

"If you cannot break through that, what hope do you have?" She teased.

"You will not hinder my plans any further!" Edith howled, launching a hailstorm of icicles in our direction.

Eudora incinerated them into steam. She raised the orb we were trapped in, waved goodbye, and flung us across the sky.

"No!" I yelled.

We were thrown past the city with no hope of shattering the barrier. Mira leaned against the orb, and Belle took a seat on the ground. Edith had defeated us, and our plan had failed spectacularly.


Chapter 9 - Crimson Skies

"Never could have crossed my mind that Eudora had it in her to do something like that," Mira said.

I continued to stare in the direction of Ferellis, quickly disappearing into the distance with the orb speeding across the land. We couldn't keep our promise to Princess Lisette and lost two powerful allies to Edith.

"Give me a hand," I begged, continuing to beat my fists into the orb. "We can break out of this together and help them."

Belle pulled me away and held my face to hers. "You sensed how strong Edith was. All that magic channeling from the towers to Thanreas— now we know where it all went. We can't hope to beat that without a proper plan. Even with Vessyra's godly power inside you."

"Edith sounded desperate to stop us from returning, which means our hunch was right. What I don't understand is why she didn't go to Lotherain herself to fetch Abstinence and leave us to twiddle our thumbs in Ferellis?" Mira pondered aloud.

We were left to contemplate on Mira's question as the orb traveled at breakneck speeds back to Parthun, then shattered at the border. None of us were any closer to an answer. My powers had returned to dormancy, and the living robes went back to their original form.

I knew for sure I would need it again very soon.

That proved to be true when we reached Lotherain under siege once again. The gates were shut and barricaded, reinforced with a frozen barrier by the witches who stayed. Piety knights and a mixed army of soldiers from the Council's many members had brought siege weapons, anti-magic weaponry, and christened greater knights amongst them.

Zeke and the harpies laid waste from above, while witches and archers rained volley after volley against the besieging army. They were holding. For now.

At the corner of my peripherals, a company of Piety knights detached from the main group and made their way around Lotherain for Ellowyn, which was currently defended by a small group of orcs and kobolds.

"Mira, you take care of the city. Belle and I will secure Ellowyn and Eudora's tower," I said.

Mira nodded and pulled me in for a kiss before descending into the city with Talos flying close behind. Both of us landed in Ellowyn. Roga, Clem, and Kati raced up to us for directions.

"Why are we always under attack?" Clem complained.

"How many do we have?" I asked them.

"Seventy strong," Roga answered.

"There were about two hundred of those knights on horseback. They will be here any minute now." Belle chewed her thumb.

"Go ahead to the tower just in case. I'll hold back as many as I can, but there may be stragglers," I said.

Belle took off without hesitating. Her worry for Eleanor was clear as day.

The rest of us formed a defensive line in front of the entrance to the tower and faced the cavalry of knights head on. I erected a field of jagged icicles that jutted from the ground, forcing many of the knights to abandon the charge.

"Vessyra, lend me your strength again." I tapped into the divine magic, allowing it to envelope and change my form a second time.

We held our breath, wondering if my frozen barricade would hold. Then it shattered into a sea of flames, transmuted before my very eyes.

"Lord-Commander of the Knights of Piety, Giselle Artoire the Fourth. I am christened— Discipline." A sweet, almost lullaby-like voice sang as she spoke. The flames cleared when she stepped through, as though parting to make way for her grand entrance.

Fitted with dark-gray plate armor from head to toe, she walked with a poise befitting a trained knight that spoke decades of experience. Yet… the woman before me, who wore no helmet to allow her long, black ponytail dance behind her, was so young. Possibly about the same age as me.

Something about her piercing glare was setting off warning bells inside my head. She was undoubtedly strong. Could I… even defeat her?

"You're fighting the wrong witches. The Councilor Anora you serve is—"

"None other than Edith Percouli," Discipline said.

"Then… why?" I asked, trying to understand how a righteous order could have been so corrupted.

Discipline clapped her hands once, materializing a rapier as they parted. She snatched it from the air and stabbed in my direction. I flinched, thinking a spell would have been cast from it.

"You should understand more than anyone. The sacrifices we make, the comrades we lose… Where do we draw the line?" Discipline asked. Her army of knights, having dismounted from their horses, marched forward with weapons drawn. "Step away and let us through. Otherwise— en garde."

"We've defeated every single one of your christened knights, Discipline. You'll fall just like the rest!" I slammed my staff on the ground, summoning greater fireballs without the need to verbally incant the power words, and sent them roaring towards the knights.

"And from their ashes, we shall rise, rise again." Discipline swung her rapier once, causing the fire to fizzle out into steam.

I took a step back, surprised at how easily she transmuted one element to another.

At last, the clash made contact. Orcs and kobolds did battle against the knights, but they were quickly overwhelmed. Whenever I tried to help with magic, Discipline nullified my spells.

"Not so easy, is it?" Discipline stabbed the air a dozen times, leaving visible echoes of her rapier suspended in mid-air that then flew at me. I threw up a barrier of ice only for it to be melted, forcing me to dodge out of the way. The blades sang in my ear as they narrowly missed my neck.

More echoes were created each time she stabbed the air. I was forced to be on the defensive. The longer I couldn't fight back, the more casualties my side suffered.

Think back to what Edith did. Use my magic and create a weapon! the goddess' voice told me.

"Vessyra? It's worth a shot." I focused my magic on my staff. It glowed to a sustained light and formed a golden lance. I sprouted wings and took off into the sky. "With me, Rio!"

"Nyaa!"

Rio went invisible and distracted Discipline with a series of unrelenting attacks. He put her on the defensive. I summoned all my strength and launched my weapon like a javelin, crackling with energy. Discipline was too late to defend herself. A pillar of lightning smited her as the lance struck the ground at her feet. The explosion knocked many of the incoming knights away, giving the orcs and kobolds reprieve.

My staff-turned lance returned to my hands, still bristling with magic. As the dust settled, Discipline was gone.

"You're too confident in yourself. Especially in a power you are not used to. Discipline is a valued virtue." The Lord-Commander was suddenly behind me. I put my lance between us in time to block a thrust.

Rio slammed into her, but again, she was nowhere to be seen. I turned around to see an echo of her rapier fly up to the teleportation circle, then she appeared at its location, holding it by the hilt. Discipline took a bow as the runes activated and sent her into the tower.

"Belle— No!" I dove for the teleportation circle with Rio clinging close.

Faster, faster. A few seconds could be minutes inside. So much could happen in that span.

As soon as we were teleported inside, I saw that I was too late. Belle had been defeated and was lying on the ground. Discipline carried her former comrade by the throat.

"Forgive me, Eleanor." Discipline plunged a hand into a small portal against Eleanor's chest and pulled out what looked to be a black stone. She crushed it between her fingers, letting its pieces fall to her feet, and the world— not the tower, but the world outside began to tremble.

Flora's boon and the connection I had to Cammy was crying out. Nature was crying out.

"What's going on? What did you do?" I demanded of Discipline, whose eyes glazed over like she was overcome with pleasure.

"I've won." The Lord-Commander of the Order of Piety grinned.

"Igni!"

A massive explosion knocked Discipline and Eleanor from each other, blowing the former into the gazebo and destroying it in the process. Belle raced up to her unconscious friend.

"I'm fine," Belle said, cradling Eleanor in her arms. "Get that cunt!"

My wings propelled me forward. Just as I was about to reach her, the teleportation runes beneath Discipline activated and my empowered staff sliced the empty space in front of me. The circle teleported me outside shortly after, but it was like I had stepped into another world.

There were demons everywhere. Flying imps blanketed a sky bathed in blood, wreaking havoc on the populace by bombarding the city with stones and spells. Bone hounds hunted larger prey in packs, forcing orcs to band together in order to fend them off. Flesh golems and greshkas demolished walls and knocked down trees.

It was a page ripped right out of the records detailing what transpired during the Crimson Wars. The Order of Piety was left in disarray. Their leader, Discipline, was nowhere to be seen amongst the chaos.

"Mama!" Cammy entangled half a dozen bone hounds to get to me. Behind her were Liz and Ana, along with the women and young orcs of Ellowyn. "Demons started appearing out of thin air. What should we do?"

"Get them into the tower and stay there. Do you understand me?" I hugged my dryad daughter.

"What will you do?" she asked.

"What I've always done— protect Parthun." I winked.

Cammy held my hand and kept me from taking off. She wasn't hiding her worry at all. I wished so much I could do more to reassure her.

There was another way she could help me.

"Do you know where Miuna and the high priestesses are?" I asked.

Cammy brightened up, suddenly finding herself to be of use and answered, "My roots are telling me Miuna is with Eileen in Ellowyn. Your friends from Vessyra are within Lotherain."

"Thank you!" I embraced my dryad daughter.

Cammy smiled and released her grip on me to begin directing the others to safety.

"Stay with me, Vessyra… I still need your powers," I whispered to myself.

The moment I took off into the sky, I bumped into a skittish erinyes. Her eyes widened. She almost lost hold of her whip. My first thought was to kill her, until I realized who it was.

"Thelia?" My glowing staff was only inches away from bisecting her face. "Give me one good reason why I shouldn't end you now."

"I only just got here! I haven't hurt a soul, I swear! M-My promise— I serve you in exchange for my life. That was our deal, yes?" Thelia stammered over every word.

"If you're truly on my side, get your demons to stop terrorizing my people." I brought the blade of light another inch closer to her nose. She had every reason to flee, but she maintained enough calm not to do anything rash. I might have a greater demon as an ally in her yet.

"I command two hundred of my kin. The rest belong to another— I cannot control them," she said.

"You pledged yourself to me, didn't you?" I asked, grabbing her by the chin and pulling her close. The erinyes swallowed hard and nodded. Her eyes showed subservience, but the resistance from her body language was telling otherwise. "Then say it."

"I… pledge to fight… for you."

When Thelia finished her sentence, I sealed our pact with a kiss. For greater demons, their word was law. To swear an oath, pact, or striking deals, one must see it through to the end because that was their power. In that way, they could at least be commended for their honesty.

Defeating Zertos and forcing him to submit, severed whatever threads of loyalty he had to his masters and further weakened him after I removed the magic crystals. That left every other demon under him without a master. Now they belonged to Thelia, and by extension mine.

Thelia's tongue hung out of her mouth as our lips parted. She was red in the face and panting like she wanted more. I could definitely see why Mira enjoyed this so much.

"Good girl. Clear the skies on this side of the battlefield, and then rally your demons for an assault on the Order of Piety's main camp," I ordered.

"As you wish." Thelia bowed and flew into the sky to turn on her fellow demons. A single crack from her whip alerted demons under her command to begin attacking their kin. Her and her army's sudden betrayal became the turning point. The demon horde had fallen into chaos.

I fought my way through to Ellowyn with ease, but the forest around me was in flames.

"Aqua vas'nu!"

My spell, amplified by Vessyra's magic, had conjured a rainstorm that quickly doused the fires. Cammy's guardian tree barely survived. Had I taken any minute longer to get here, she might have perished.

"And now… vanis sleuth!"

Stray demons got their feet stuck in ice after I sapped the heat from the water, allowing the orcs to better fight them off.

"Have you seen Miuna and Eileen?" I asked them.

"I don't think either of them left yet!" One orc pointed to my house.

Sure enough, I went straight home and found them alive and well. Four Miunas had trapped dead imps and bone hounds in their slime bodies. Eileen was stirring the alchemy cauldron, not one bit worried that the world was going to hell outside.

"You two are something else." I sighed in relief.

"Hi, Ellori! We see you got a sexy make-over. We're just helping Eileen capture some ingredients. She said demons were rare to come by, so every part of them down to the toenails were valuable," Miuna said.

I stomped over to them, fuming at the ears. "Now isn't the time to be experimenting. Demons can break in here at any moment. You two could be seriously hurt. Get in Eudora's tower. Now!"

"No can do, Mistress. Right now, I'm helping in the only way I can— making enough potions and elixirs for the now and later. Who knows how many people will be hurt by the end of it? I can't call myself an alchemist if I'm not doing everything in my power to save them." Eileen handed me a restoration potion and stamina draught, then went back to slaving away over the cauldron. "You just focus on ending this battle as soon as possible."

"We can keep ourselves safe!" The Miunas each gave me a thumbs up.

"Everyone is growing up right before my eyes… Okay, I'll leave you to it then." I drank the two potions, hugged Eileen from behind which gave her a start, and returned to the battle outside.

A shower of pebble and stone pelted me as I left Ellowyn. Lantessa turned a flesh golem into stone, then whipped her tail with such force that it shattered her foe. Another tried to pummel her from behind, but it also succumbed to a statue-like state. The gorgon coiled around the golem and crushed it with her raw strength.

"Lantessa!" I shouted, glad to see holding her own despite being outnumbered.

"Ah. It's you. Where is Eudora? Why is she not here dealing with this herself?" the gorgon asked impatiently. I didn't know what face I made, but she appeared to have gotten the answer she was looking for from my expression. "I suppose this is about right for her, leaving others to do the work in her place."

That earned a laugh from me because of how true Lantessa was. I needed that, even if I didn't know how Eudora was doing. Or if she was even alive for that matter. She sent us back knowing full well we could handle it. To hell if I was going to let her down.

"I'm going to make a break for demons within the city. Can I leave Ellowyn and the tower to you, Lantessa?" I asked.

Lantessa clicked her tongue. It might have been my imagination, but almost a dozen quieter clicks followed after. The snakes on her head looked less than pleased.

"Did you all just click your tongues at me?" I put my hands on my waist and glared.

"Yes, yes. I'll guard this side of the village." Lantessa groaned.

The sky, while still red, had but trickles of imps left. Thelia had gathered her army of demons, only half of which had survived the battle. She was no less injured herself compared to her kin.

"The number of demons pouring through the veil is thinning. I fear a greater demon will be entering the fray soon," Thelia said, flying up to me.

"Is it one of Zertos' masters?" I asked.

"No." She shook her head. "It is a—"

Three deafening howls bellowed from Lotherain, so loud that my ears continued to ring when it ended.

"Mraaa— hiss!" Rio growled, his fur was standing on end.

So were mine and the erinyes'.

"Thelia… what was that?" I dared to ask.

She gulped hard. "That was a cerberus, a hound of the masters that Zertos served."

Thelia's fear was palpable. Ignorance was bliss in this situation, because I had yet to grasp the gravity of the situation or how strong the demon hound was. Its magic signature was immense, but not as incredible as the remsectnid queen, Zathira. Though to be fair, I didn't fight her and wasn't able to get a read on how strong she was.

Thelia and the remnants of her demon army looked to me for directions. They were all shaking. It went to show how out of league they would be against the cerberus. If I ordered them to fight, they would have no choice but to obey. Thelia was likely anticipating this, and she was trembling in fear because of that knowledge.

"You're terrified, aren't you? Rest assured, I won't send you to fight that thing." I put a hand on the erinyes' shoulder, surprising her with a show of kindness demons were not used to. She let out a quivering breath, no doubt relieved that she wouldn't be facing a monstrous creature. "Instead, I want you to remain here and fight alongside Lantessa instead. She is the gorgon at the edge of the forest."

"I… Outmatched or not. If you order us to fight the cerberus, we will." Thelia pounded her obsidian breastplate, but she wouldn't fool me with that shakey fist.

"If I bring a host of demons with me into the city, there's no guarantee the witches inside won't attack you on sight. Stay here. I need you alive to continue serving me."

"As… As you wish!" She rallied her troops and flew straight for Ellowyn.

I put a hand to my chest and shut my eyes, hoping to calm my racing heart. Despite the brave front I put on, there was no way not to be scared. Rio floated up and bumped his head against mine.

"Meooww!" Rio purred and rolled over mid-air.

"If you're trying to be cute to cheer me up… It's working!" I snatched him into my arms and scratched behind his ears.

"You're not fighting this alone." Belle emerged from the tower, clutching her staff with Luna coiled around the tip.

"Belle! What happened to Eleanor?" I asked.

"Cammy's inside looking after her. Elle's vitals are… not good. Less than I'm comfortable with, but I couldn't sit still while you all were risking your lives out here. Isn't that right?" she asked her familiar. Luna hissed in response, and I felt a swelling of magic gathering within her. "Let's make Edith regret giving me the augmented soul stone of wrath."

"I'm guessing that is still in your ass, then?" I giggled.

Belle groaned. "Oh, get off me with that already!"

We headed in together. Much of Lotherain appeared to have been on fire, but Alira and the other witches had been going around putting out the flames and rescuing those stuck under rubble. Ceris and Sheila, accompanied by their bunyip guards, Io and Mana, were defending Lotherain's only church from incoming demons while ushering those who couldn't fight inside.

"Ceris, Sheila!" I shouted to them.

They looked up in time to see Belle cast a thick barrier of ice around the church to protect from flying imps. The only entrance into the building was the front archway, but they should be able to defend against demons coming into a choke.

"Should one of us stay?" Belle asked.

"Those bunyips are a lot stronger than we give them credit for," I assured her.

The city square was an otherworldly sight. It was like an explosion had wiped out the existence of any building and plant life in an enormous radius. Purple crystals jutted from the ground that had been charred black from the cerberus' entrance. It must have taken a lot of magic to get it here.

A group of Piety knights staggered into the clearing. Belle and I raised our weapons to prepare for a fight, only to realize they weren't armed— they were running.

The three-headed demon crashed through the charred buildings and knocked the knights square across the area. Their bodies went limp and each head dined on a corpse of their fresh kill. One head caught sight of us and growled for the other two's attention.

Fur as black as night, fangs as large and sharp as claymores, three pairs of eyes that burned like the sun, and a muscular frame. This was a cerberus. I'd never seen anything like it in my grimoires.

"What's the plan, Belle?" I asked my senior.

"Beat it until it's down!" Belle flew into the sky and fired a dozen gargantuan lances of ice at the cerberus, but a mere howl shattered the spell.

Now was no time to be afraid.

"Rio, sic 'em!" I ordered.

When Rio sprouted tentacles from his body to subdue the cerberus, my only thought was 'like witch, like familiar'. It toppled over trying to move. When it sank its jaws in to rip the restraints, more wrapped around its body. Rio sank his own teeth in to get a bite, but the hound was far too large for him to eat.

"I can't believe this is my second time casting this here." Belle summoned the fury of the sun itself to descend on the cerberus.

It was the same blast that Mira and I were nearly caught in when we faced her. Rio released his tentacles in time to escape back to my side as the sun consumed our foe whole. A blinding flash of light and heat temporarily robbed us of our vision. I incanted a ventus to blow the smoke away, but the hound was uninjured.

Two of the hound's heads had their jaws closed shut, but the third was wide open in our direction.

"What the…" Belle squinted to get a better look, but I saw what was happening first.

"Watch out!" I pulled her out of the way as a dense ray reminiscent of Humility's beam cut through the sky. "Whew… That would have incinerated us…"

"That damn thing is redirecting our spells. Whatever we throw, it chucks back at us." She pointed to the cerberus' mouth.

In that case…

"I have a better idea." I sloshed the elixir of gigantism between my fingers, then tipped the contents into my mouth.

"You're going to fuck that thing into submission like you did your dragon?" Belle asked.

"N-No! I… I don't even know if it has a dick. Rio and I will restrain its mouth. You prepare another spell. Give me all that wrath can muster!"

Belle nodded.

I dove down to meet the cerberus as my body grew in size. My vestments changed form, shifting into feathery ribbons that clung to my body. It covered a lot less of me and seemed to flutter with a mind of its own.

"Alright, you oversized mutt. Come and get it!" I dug my heels into the ground to ready myself.

The moment it lunged, I threw a fist into one of the heads, but the other two bit down on my shoulders and pushed me to the ground. My living clothes acted quick, coming between their serrated teeth. I couldn't get it off me, and neither was it going to unclamp its jaws. Rio put his tentacles to work trying to pull them off me to no avail.

"Shit! Uh… huh?"

Something poked me below the waist. When I glanced down, it was the cerberus' bright red dick, hard as a rock and dry humping my thighs.

"Hey! You've got some nerve trying to screw me in the middle of the city!" I complained.

"Think of it this way. Maybe it'll feel good enough and let go of you!" Belle laughed from above.

"If you're mad about my comment earlier, I'm sorry! Give me a hand! Cerberus dick isn't on my list of things to get fucked by!"

There was no budging with this hound. The elixir of gigantism wasn't enough even with Rio pulling. With three heads firmly clenched on my shoulders and arm, getting fucked was an eventuality.

"Fine… If that's how it's going to go down, it better be a good dick." I grabbed the cerberus' cock, causing it to yelp in response but not enough for it to release me. Swallowing the remainder of my dignity, I guided it to my pussy and let the slamming hips take over.

The cerberus pistoned into me. The fat dick went so deep it knocked the air out of my lungs. Apparently, I was already wet enough to receive him. Maybe my encounters with so many creatures already had led my body to anticipating this.

"But damn… this cock is way too thick… I feel like I'm going to break— oh, gods…" I moaned.

It thrusted with bestial fervor, each thrust going so deep it struck my cervix every time. One out of three heads let go and started licking my face with a piping hot tongue. I was beginning to feel good having sex with the cerberus. My arms were no longer pushing it away and was wrapped around its muscular forelegs.

My body reacted on its own, eagerly pushing my own hips to meet the hound's vicious mating press. The head that had been licking me let loose a howl that sounded like it was enjoying itself. Its tongue hung out the side of its mouth, panting like an actual dog in heat. I was in heat, too. The cerberus' knot hammered into me repeatedly and weakened my resolve.

"Oh— aahh… Fuck me— I'm cumming! Push that knot in and shoot your spunk inside me!" I shouted as my legs clenched around the cerberus' waist, urging it to thrust deeper into my cunt.

An incredible climax took my breath away, but it wasn't finished. The second head released my shoulder. Two down, one to go. But both heads now started licking my face and body. The thick slabs of meat that were the tongues brushed against my breasts and teased my erect nipples, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me.

I opened my eyes to see Belle shooting me a taunting grin.

"Just… ahh— just so you know… I'm not enjoying this— nngh… one bit!" I said through clenched teeth.

Belle cupped a hand over her ear and asked, "What's that? It's hard to hear over the sound of you moaning like a bitch!"

I felt it. The cerberus' cock was swelling in size. Its knot was going to get stuck in my pussy just like with the anubians. But as it grew thicker, the beast's meat stick grinded against places I didn't know could make me feel so good.

"Yes— Fuck me! Fuck! It's so good, Belle— I'm going to cum so hard again… I'm cumming again— aguuuh!" I thrashed under the cerberus as a second orgasm assaulted me.

Cum hotter than the hellscape it came from pumped into my womb. The two heads looked to the sky and howled while slobber dripped all over me. Then, at last, the third head let go to join the chorus. I came back to my senses in time to order Rio to bind the hound's three heads.

Putting all my might behind the shove, I managed to push the cerberus off me while it was weakened by the orgasm. Its dick and knot came out of me with a loud pop! I compelled my living robes to reinforce Rio's bindings and anchor the demon hound into the earth.

"Now!" Belle and I put both of our magic behind the spell, summoning a star much larger and hotter than before. It drained into the cerberus, but because it couldn't unleash the energy, it began to melt into itself until there were only bones left. Rio immediately went to start chomping on the skeletal remains.

I wiped the sweat from my forehead. A flood of cum leaked from my pussy. It looked like I was adding cerberus to the list of demons I got fucked by.

"Oh. I see you are an exhibitionist now." Belle teased, pointing to my enlarged size that was naked for the whole city to see.

"Kuh… the things I do for this kingdom…" I sighed.


Chapter 10 - Celebrating After the Battle

The battle ended soon after the cerberus' defeat. Demons stopped passing through the veils. Left with no reinforcements, they were unable to face the full might of our forces. From what we gathered, the demon hound was what weakened the veil enough for demons to come through. Killing it allowed the tears to repair itself.

Mira routed the besieging knights of the Order of Piety. Their Lord-Commander Discipline was nowhere to be seen, likely satisfied with the result she had achieved in plunging our world into this state. Without leadership, Piety knights threw down their weapons and surrendered. It was a much less violent battle than any of us had expected since the knights never breached the walls or gates. Their casualties mostly came from the sudden appearance of demons.

Lotherain was mostly fine, but the world remained bathed in blood. Night fell with a shade of red that tinted the moon and the light it cast down.

Everyone was helping each other. Eileen ran around the city administering restoration potions she so vigorously brewed earlier.

Meanwhile, I had a problem of my own…

"Oh, goddess!"

"She truly is beautiful— like the goddess herself…"

"What a blessing it is to be in your presence!"

All of the priestesses and disciples from Vessyra wouldn't leave me alone. They saw me fight. Worse, a lot of them had apparently left the church to follow after me and witnessed my copulation with the cerberus. As far as they were concerned, I was their Goddess Vessyra.

"Will you do me the pleasure of bathing me in your love?" A beastfolk demi-human clung to my right arm.

"No! We're the senior priestesses. The juniors must wait in line!" An elf had come to my left and started a tug of war.

"This is not what I want at all!" I groaned.

"Ladies, you are bringing shame to yourselves for not showing proper respect to a high priestess." By Ceris' words, the others apologized and released me.

Sheila was by her side, no less horny than I last remembered. Perhaps, even more so after seeing me in Vessyra's divine vestments. Her face was red up to her feline ears, and she clutched the robes around her crotch.

"It feels like ages since I've last seen you, Ellori! Would… Would it be alright if we spent the night together?" Sheila asked.

Sheila's elven counterpart hugged her from behind and grabbed a handful of her breasts. She gasped as another hand pressed above her crotch and soaked the fabric of her robes.

"Ellori has had a difficult day. I'm sure rest is the only thing on her mind. Isn't that right?" Ceris grinned.

"Wait… Ceris, if you keep doing that, I'll— nngh…" Sheila's eyes and mouth squeezed shut in an effort to suppress a moan.

I was pretty sure this scene had played out before in Vessyra. If I wasn't careful, I might one day fall to Ceris' charms.

"Sheila and I, as well as our priestesses, will look after Lotherain's citizens. I have Io and Mana guarding the captured knights. Rest well and thank you for coming to our aid when you did." The elf bowed, then led her group of priestesses to help the injured.

On my way to deliver the last batch of restoration potions in my hands, I ran into Alira who was administering water to those who didn't have the strength to move.

"Come on, you old shit. Either this water's going down your pipe, or I'm splashing it on your face," Alira said, trying to force the lip of the cup into the man's mouth.

"Are you really threatening the helpless?" I folded my arms.

"Belle put me in charge of looking after this bloc of people. There's no rest until I finish making my rounds, and this geezer is holding up the line!" She sighed.

The man she was trying to help didn't look particularly injured. Was he faking it?

"Try showing him your tits," I suggested seriously.

My friend raised an eyebrow and glared back, then put her attention on the man she was tending to.

"You wanted this the whole time, ya geezer?" Alira pulled her robes down and gave us an eyeful of her bare chest. The man, seemingly finding the energy to move, drank the water in one gulp. When we finished up here, Alira walked with me back to Ellowyn where the orcs and kobolds were in need of first aid. "Times like this I get tired of being a witch. It's not that I don't like helping people, but after this ordeal, I just want to find a nice man to settle down with. Not like that geezer back there."

"Hey, even elders need some loving," I said half-joking.

Alira rolled her eyes. Night was getting colder. She pulled her cloak over her head, shivering as a chilly breeze blew in. Winter was fast approaching, and there was no telling if we would survive Edith's twisted plans by the end of it.

"I'm not asking for a happily ever after. Probably too much to ask at this point, with what should have been a long-dead witch seeking to wreak havoc in the world. Bumps in the road are fine as long as there's something at the other end for me," Alira said.

"You're telling me. If I could just bury myself in tomes and alchemy all day, that's all I'd ask for." I nodded.

"Psh. What you really mean to tell me is you want to try out as many different kinds of dicks in the world as possible. I saw you and that demon hound!" Alira elbowed me and winked.

There was nothing I could say to counter that. It was as though sex had become my secret weapon. More now than ever with Vessyra empowering me every time I had sex. Alira teased me all the way to Ellowyn where we then went our separate ways.

A very unexpected yet expected sight welcomed me inside my great hollow.

Whip!

"MMMRPPH!" Thelia bit down on the bar gag, tears streamed down her cheeks as Mira continued to whip the erinyes' ass while Gurk fucked her from behind.

"How is it? Shall I strike her again?" Mira asked the goblin.

"Gets tighter when whipped. More!" Gurk demanded, adding to the chorus by slapping Thelia's ass.

"I see you guys are still going at it." I hung my staff on its mantle and helped myself to some tea on the table.

"Care to join?" Mira smirked.

"I'll… pass. I had my fill earlier."

Mira ripped the gag from Thelia's mouth and positioned her pussy in front of the demon's mouth. Without question or an order, she began to perform cunnilingus on Mira like it was what she was born to do.

To anyone else, it would have looked like we were punishing Thelia. In truth, this was the reward she actually wanted. After our torturous fun with her in the other realm, the normally sadistic erinyes had her eyes opened to the pleasures of masochism.

"Mmm! She is so good with her tongue," Mira purred. She stroked Thelia's hair with one hand and the cheek with the other. True to the compliment, she orgasmed the next moment to the demon's tongue play, and then knelt down to lift her chin. "I knew this house was missing something— a pet. From now on, you will heed our every beck and call. Is that understood?"

"Y-Yes, my mistress…" Thelia said, blushing up to her ears and panting like an animal in heat.

Mira, still naked, threw herself on the couch on top of me and buried her head into my lap. It was my turn to stroke her hair. But unlike how she touched Thelia, I touched Mira with loving affection. Her stomach had a visible bump now.

I frowned at the blisters on her hands and fresh bruises on her arms that were sustained from the battle. They didn't seem to bother her, but it definitely made me anxious.

"I won't sugarcoat it. With Eudora missing, our strength has diminished significantly. As much as it irks me to say this, dealing with both the demons and knights would have taken her a flick of the wrist." Mira flicked her own wrist to light a few more candles in the room.

"Even without her, we've come too far to stop now. So many people are counting on us to stop Edith and shatter the towers. Tomorrow, we should check Eudora's mansion and look for clues she might have left behind," I said.

Mira nodded in agreement. "My, how you've grown in these few months."

Gurk was still going at it with Thelia. It looked like he wasn't going to be done anytime soon. Mira went to unlock the metal cuffs that bound the erinyes' wrists and ankles, then patted her on the head.

"Keep it down, will you? Ellori and I will be having some fun upstairs." Then to Gurk, she said with a wink, "If you tire of the demon, you're welcome to join us upstairs."

Her last sentence took me by surprise.

"Looks like I'm not the only one who's changed lately," I teased.

The sound of Gurk screwing Thelia into submission, enough that she began to moan and beg for more, put me and Mira in a hot mood. We made out as we climbed the stairs, nearly tripping and falling several times. Because Mira was already naked, I was given free access to finger her as I pleased and teased her with the tentacles from my living robes.

We walked right into the foot of the bed and fell onto it. I whistled for my robes to undress, and then lowered myself to her breasts where I bit and pinched her perky nipples. Mira moaned out loud, clenching a handful of my hair. I continued lower until I was at her dripping pussy. A single brush of my tongue against her clit sent her wild. She arched her back, squeezed her own breasts, and whispered my name for more.

"You're so wet. When was the last time we had sex?" I asked Mira.

"Too long," Mira replied with a grin.

I kissed her clit again and pressed a finger into her pussy. She gasped as my fingers went deep, bit down on her lip as I worked my tongue along the tiny nub, and squealed nearing an orgasm.

"Ahhh! Have you been practicing with other women? Why are you so good at… oh, gods!" Mira slammed her head against the pillow and writhed, but I had hooked my arms around her legs to keep her from moving too much. She knew right away it was the low electric current coursing over the tip of my tongue. After all, it was her I had learned it from.

Mira suddenly pulled my face up and wormed her tongue into my mouth. She sat up and intertwined our legs, pressing our crotches together. With arms wrapped around each other, humping and scissoring, seeing her pleasure was all that was on my mind. Mira's moans were music to my ears. The touch of her skin was like a warm blanket. I wanted more.

We reached climax at the same time, clutching one another in a tight embrace. Something behind me caught Mira's attention. She nudged forward, causing me to fall back with her on top. I saw the ceiling, then an erect green dick came into view, wet and glistening from Thelia's juices.

"Had enough of the demon, I see. It appears you fancy yourself as a greedy one." Mira raised a brow as she inspected Gurk's member.

"Okay for Gurk to join Mistresses?" Gurk asked hesitantly.

"You're serious? I thought you were blowing hot air out of your ass," I said to Mira.

"I see the way you look at your goblin. Who am I to say no? At the very least, the two of us share one thing in common— you. I say, he has good tastes. Besides, I've grown rather fond of the goblin myself," she answered, expression softening with a smile.

Mira enveloped her lips on the tip of Gurk's member. It didn't look like she was forcing herself, and neither was she disgusted like I thought she would. Instead, she sucked his dick like it wasn't her first time. Seeing her go at the thing that had fucked me more times than I could count was getting me fired up for more.

"Ahhh. Other Mistress' mouth feel just as good," Gurk mumbled.

"I'll have you know Gurk is my servant. Rewarding him is my job!" I pouted at Mira taking the initiative.

Not wanting to be outdone, I licked his balls from underneath, occasionally coiling my tongue around the shaft. Mine and Mira's tongue would meet every now and then, swapping saliva and the cum oozing from the tip. His dick was sandwiched by our lips, and he liked it most when we made out with the obstruction between us.

Of course, Gurk didn't last long with two witches sucking his dick like it was candy. Mira and I took turns licking him clean, nursing on it like a pacifier.

"What say we let Gurk break you in?" I slapped Mira's ass hard, then turned the tables on her by rolling us onto her back and throwing my legs behind her waist. She realized what I was trying to do and became uncharacteristically shy.

"I— I'm not so sure about this…" Mira stammered, glancing over her shoulder to find Gurk rubbing his dick against the entrance.

I whistled for my robes, but instead of coming to me, I compelled it to transform into a strap-on around Mira's waist.

"By the gods. I simply must craft myself one— eeek!" Mira jolted forward as Gurk's hips connected with her. "You're… an impatient and brazen one, aren't you? Very well. You, too, shall know the pleasures Ellori experienced when she impregnated me. Go on."

"Gurk go slow at start," he said.

Mira was getting so into that she forgot I was underneath her. I grabbed her head and kissed her, and with my free hand guided the strap-on dildo into me. As Gurk picked up speed, so did Mira. His thrusts set the pace. Even though it was a dildo inside me, it felt like he was fucking both of us.

"Oh, I think I could get used to this!" Mira moaned, red up to her ears and eyes rolled back.

Meanwhile, the ribbed dildo was messing me up. I could compel it to change shapes at will, giving it nubs and morphing the shape of the tip. Mira's modest breasts bounced as she slammed her hips into me and Gurk with greater intensity. I nibbled on her nipples and enjoyed the moans that erupted from her.

"Ugh… Mistress gets tight! It feels good!" Gurk exclaimed.

"My first man in such a long time… and with a goblin at that— ahh, mmmh! But I rather like this…" Mira was making noises I'd never thought could come from her.

At the end of the day, she was just like me— a witch with a ravenous appetite for sex.

"Give it to her. Show her the same pleasures you showed me," I urged him.

Mira was driven to an orgasm first. She went limp on top of me, but continued to squeak and twitch with each thrust from Gurk. The living robes that formed the strap-on dildo throbbed inside me, but wasn't enough to get me off.

"How was it?" I asked Mira.

She responded by ripping the strap-on away and sitting on my face, pressing her pussy dripping with Gurk's cum to my mouth.

"It's your turn, darling." Mira smirked.

However, her 'darling' wasn't directed at me. That was apparently Gurk's cue. His cock was still raring to go, and he positioned in front of my eager entrance.


Chapter 11 - Silver Linings

We had spent the entire night locked in a threesome until exhaustion got the better of us. I awoke the next morning to the two of them still asleep. Gurk was cuddled up in the middle, nestled between two pairs of breasts. When I got out, those two compensated for the missing person by wrapping their arms around each other.

I pumped a triumphant fist in the air, unable to hide my excitement. I wasn't sure how it came to be this way, but for Mira to be okay with Gurk meant we three had a future together. Well, four— if we were counting Thelia after Mira had claimed her as a 'pet'.

Technically five, since Cammy was my adopted daughter.

I paused as soon as I reached the bottom of the stairs when realization hit… Six once Mira has given birth.

"Now that I think about it, this 'family' is much larger than I expected," I muttered to myself.

Thelia was sound asleep on the couch with a blanket thrown over her. Eileen must have come by in the morning. Most of the empty vials and ingredients strewn on the floor had been placed back on the shelves. My apprentice was still hard at work while I dallied. How embarrassing.

On a shelf above the cauldron, Rio was lying on his back and grooming himself. I came by to scratch his head, a gesture he returned by licking my finger and purring.

"I'm conflicted, Rio. It turns out Demos was playing us all for fools. Even Vessyra was none the wiser. How do we fight a witch backed by the very god whose existence created black magic?" I asked my familiar.

Rio tilted his head in my direction for my scratches. He wasn't going to have the answers.

"Eudora, if you had returned from Ferellis with us, what would your next move be?" I asked quietly to myself.

Staring into the cauldron where my confounded reflection returned the gaze, a single thought came to mind— Abstinence, Eleanor Mycasta. Right. Before we left, Eudora was figuring out a way to return the knightess to consciousness without harming her. Whatever was in Eleanor had been ripped out and her role as a pawn came to an end, but she was still alive if not barely. She might have answers we were looking for.

It was worth a shot. Eudora never made a plan without acquiring every piece of knowledge that could be learned. We failed in Ferellis because we jumped at the chance to end the war, neglecting to consider the possibility that Edith was several steps ahead.

"I won't waste this chance you've given us," I swore to Eudora.

With Alira and the high priestesses, Ceris and Sheila, taking charge of overseeing Lotherain's repairs, I was left with free time of my own. Belle had taken residence in Eudora's tower in its old witch's absence, and Eileen had commandeered the alchemy laboratory with Miuna. The three of them had spent the night restlessly researching and experimenting alchemical concoctions. No doubt in an effort to help Eleanor.

I arrived inside the tower standing on top of wooden debris from the destroyed gazebo. The mansion, however, remains unharmed. Lantessa was in the living room, feeding kindling into the fireplace.

"Are you… cold?" I asked the gorgon, who was rubbing her hands together.

"Oh, don't mind me. I'm just a displaced serpent. Never mind that reptiles cannot generate their own body heat. How I miss the warmth of the Valisca Archipelago," Lantessa said, hissing at her own misfortune.

"I guess you're kind of trapped here for the winter. You know we have a dragon who can breathe fire?"

Zeke in question could likely go for some company. After growing out his wings, he wasted no opportunity to soar through the skies. The harpy sisters, despite their inclination to play, just didn't have the stamina to keep up with him.

"The young drake is a nuisance. He speaks too much." Lantessa and her many snakes turned the other cheeks. "You're here to see your companions, are you not? Leave me so that I may warm up in peace."

"I was. But since Eudora isn't here, I was hoping you could show me what happened to Aurelias first," I said.

The hair of snakes turned to me, but Lantessa continued to face the fire.

"Funny you should ask me of her since I was the one tasked to keep her broken. Very well. Come along." Lantessa guided me to a door behind the stairs.

It led to a cellar, but it wasn't wine that I encountered down there. Aurelias, the former knightess known as Humility, was spread eagle and chained to a rickety bed. Some floorboards in the ground had been removed so that a familiar alraune's tentacles grew out of them. Two were clamped down on the knightess' breasts, suctioning the lactation secreting from her nipples. Three more were penetrating her mouth, ass, and pussy.

"Mmm… uuuu… mmmmh… aagghh…" Aurelias was utterly incoherent and mindbroken. The stout, refined image of the warrior who decapitated King Marcus and nearly killed Eileen had disappeared, and she was replaced with a bumbling mess.

"The one in her mouth feeds her all necessary sustenance. The one in her vagina keeps her pumped full of aphrodisiac. And lastly, the one in her ass serves as an excretory tract. It's all very efficient and keeps one of the alraunes satiated," Lantessa explained with an expression only a genius could only give to their greatest invention.

"I won't say she didn't have it coming, but isn't this a little much?" I frowned.

The gorgon looked appalled at my insinuation.

"But she rather likes it. Watch." Lantessa pulled the tentacle out of Aurelias' twitching pussy. She responded by groaning, hopelessly trying to extend her hands in an effort to shove it back in. "I help myself to her every now and then. Even Noelle cannot control himself around his former peer. He comes down from time to time to relieve himself," she explained, reuniting the tentacle with Aurelias.

Eudora wasn't joking when she made the comment about reducing the greater knights to sex slaves.

We returned upstairs and ran into Noelle at the door, who bowed when he saw me.

"Oh. Hello, Ellori." Noelle greeted me in a voice that had been completely feminized.

It made me anxious to regard him him when he appeared so much like a woman. He gripped the hems of his maid outfit, but even the frills couldn't hide the erection underneath.

"Is it that time again to see the knightess, Noelle?" the gorgon asked. She and a few of her snakes ran their forked tongues along his cheek. "Would you like to have me this time around?"

"I-I wasn't! Belle sensed your presence and sent me downstairs to fetch you," Noelle answered, blushing.

"Thank you, Noelle. I'll be on my way up," I said.

Belle, Eileen, and Miuna had their eyes glued to an oversized book on a lantern when I came in. My entrance didn't even occur to them until I made myself known.

"Any progress?" I asked on the way in.

"Not a single." Belle was the first to look up and sigh. She threw a glance to Eleanor, who remained unconscious on a cot near the reagents and ingredients.

Eileen appeared to be taking this just as heavily. The bags under her eyes were a testament to how much she had been working. Then there was me, treating myself to a threesome last night when I could have been helping.

"I've tried every known brew that could awaken those who had fallen into a coma or magical sleep. None worked. I tried to concoct new potions from what I learned these last few months, but all I'm doing is wasting reagents." Eileen pushed herself away from the tome and stared into the cauldron with a frown.

"Maybe Eudora has a bedroom we can check for clues," I suggested.

"She never slept," Lantessa said, leaning against the door frame.

Noelle was standing beside her and nodding. "My Lady Eudora spared little time for play or rest. She occasionally napped, but I knew better than to believe she was sleeping. It's more appropriate to say she shut her eyes to close everything out and think."

Eudora was working all this time to help us, yet we continued to regard her as an enemy. Guilt clawed at my chest more than Edith's taunts ever could.

Mira, Belle, and I might have been wrong about her. After all, this was the same merciless woman who butchered thousands. Yet when we pleaded for her to help Eleanor, she didn't bat an eye. To make matters more conflicting, the last soul stone she needed was the soul stone of pride. The very one I swallowed. No wonder she looked so defeated back then. Despite that, she saved me all the same and never brought it up to make me feel guilty for it.

I sighed. I wanted to cry. If Eudora was here, she would probably tease me about— Wait.

Sex slave. Alraune.

"Eileen! Do we have any more of the substance secreted by the alraune created from the cape sundew plant?" I startled her with my sudden outburst, but she fetched a vial from a shelf behind Eleanor that contained a clear, viscous liquid.

"We have two more of these. But I've already tried using them and couldn't make anything useful out of it," Eileen said.

"The difference is you didn't make it while I was in the room," I replied.

"Your dryad's boon." Belle gasped and was the only one in the room to catch on.

I shot my peer a smile. That was why Belle was always at the top of the class.

"Someone mind telling me what I'm missing here?" Eileen threw her hands in the air.

"Eudora had told me my presence raised the quality of any plant ingredient to their peak. That includes anything from an alraune. I have to be present!" I exclaimed.

My apprentice's eyes lit up.

"But if Eudora knew this, why didn't she create a potion while we were all still here?" Belle asked.

"Your guess is as good as mine. Maybe she was searching for a method to extract what Discipline had pulled out first. Now that it's gone, we should be able to brew something to awaken Eleanor," I explained.

It was only conjecture. If we had awakened Eleanor prematurely, who was to say she wouldn't try to escape. Or if what was embedded inside her could destroy her awakened consciousness. Whatever the case, it was our mistake for underestimating Eudora as usual. She thought ahead.

I had to as well in order to fit into those shoes. I pushed the vial back into Eileen's grasp and held Belle's hand firmly.

"Brew another concoction. Trust me," I urged them.

Eileen and Belle went right to work. Miuna assisted them, performing tasks in their divided form for extra hands. In no time at all, we had a potion brewed the exact same way, but it turned out a different color than the rest.

I held the glass vial between my eyes, watching the blue and green liquid swirling inside but never mixing into a single color.

"Vessyra, my goddess. Hear me. Bless this vial with your love. Let it heal Eleanor so that she may reunite with her old friend." My prayers were answered by my magical energy seeping into the contents of the potion.

Silently, I thanked Goddess Vessyra, then handed the potion to Belle so that she could do the honors.

"Will this really work?" Belle asked dubiously.

"It will," I assured her. "And it should be you she wakes up to."

Belle took the vial in her trembling fingers and guided it to Eleanor's lips, emptying it to the last drop.

We held our breaths. A minute passed by. Then another.

Eleanor suddenly sucked in a deep breath. Her eyes opened ever so slightly as the pupils adjusted to the light.

"Belle… is that you?" Eleanor asked.

My colleague, the witch of wrath, burst into tears and threw her arms around her friend.

Eleanor's arms and legs were still stained with an inky shade of black. It was hard to tell in her frock if she had any more abnormalities on her body. Eudora didn't exactly give us the full rundown or diagnosis of what happened to her.

"Here's something to drink." I sat a cup of tea in front of her, but she stared at it with indifference and suspicion. "It's really just tea, I swear!"

"Forgive me for being cautious. I have little memory of what happened, so to awaken in the company of witches after years of training to fight them…" Eleanor's eyes screwed shut, clutching her head as she tried to recall her last memory.

"At the very least, you can trust me." Belle put a hand over Eleanor's shoulder and squeezed. Both of them looked each other in the eyes, then cast their glances away as though embarrassed.

Our new guest left little opening. Even in her sitting posture, Eleanor appeared poised to fight even if the odds were stacked against her. I recognized her kind. Her small eyes were sharp like a blade, hair as black as night, and an ever-present frown adorned her stoic demeanor. She was from the far eastern edge of the continent, belonging to a people with no kingdom nor lands. They were nomads, who were very reserved and mostly kept to themselves.

"Regardless of our past circumstances, I thank you for saving me. When I was trapped in that state of unconsciousness, my only comfort was someone who whispered my name. It sounded very much like you," Eleanor said to Belle, who blushed and turned the other cheek.

I gave the two of them some time to catch up. They needed it, that was for sure, and it would do Eleanor good to loosen up so as to feel more inclined to speak her mind later. We reconvened after an hour. While I was gone, Belle had taken the liberty of giving a short explanation of what happened during Eleanor's absence. I filled in the blanks.

The knightess was not amused. Occasionally, she left her seat and paced back and forth. At one point, in revealing Councilor Anora's treachery as the Crimson Witch of old, Eleanor nearly punched a hole in the wall.

"How could we be so stupid?" Eleanor muttered to herself, clearly referring to her own order. "Discipline was supposed to represent the best of us. She has proven herself a traitor."

"We need to know how to fight her. With demons appearing all over the continent, Edith's army grows even larger," I explained.

The sliver of hope in me wanted so much for Eleanor to have the key to our victory, but she was as much a victim as any of us.

Eleanor returned to her seat and drank the now cold tea in one gulp. "I'm afraid I don't know. If there is one silver lining to this, Edith has made an enemy of the world. No self-respecting knight of the order or kingdom will side with her."

The door swung open and in came Noelle, carrying a tray of tarts. He froze up seeing Eleanor, who had yet to recognize him.

"I-I've baked some food. You must all be famished," Noelle said, laying the tray on the table.

"What a sweet, young girl. You remind me of a fellow knight, but… his name eludes me." Eleanor stared hard at Noelle until he fessed up.

"Actually… My lady Eleanor, I'm Noel Theodin…" He clutched the hems of his dress, clearly embarrassed.

Eleanor choked and spat out the partially chewed tart onto poor Noelle.

We left Eleanor in Noelle's care since she still needed rest and time to process what had happened. They also wanted to catch up in private. She had awakened to a world on fire, an order gone mad, and a colleague who had been feminized. That was sure to have given her quite the whiplash. I just hoped she didn't accidentally discover the cellar.

The situation was certainly dire, but Eleanor was right about one thing. Edith ushered demons into this world. She gave her former allies cause to betray her, and an enemy for us to rally against.

"What should we do now?" Belle asked as we exited the tower.

"It might sound pointless, but I think returning to Ferellis and Semiramis to survey the damage done is our next best move. If there is even a snowball's chance in hell finding Princess Lisette and her sister Quinny, their armies could add to our numbers," I explained.

Right now, the bulk of the Principality of Ors' forces were in Juna. The princess situated them there waiting for the right moment to overthrow King Uldrin. They must be in disarray now due to the sudden appearance of demons. It would be wise to check on and make contact with Quinny.

Sheila was beaming when she found us walking back to Ellowyn from the tower. Her ears perked right up. It looked like she was holding back her lust. Her body language indicated she would push me down right here, but Ceris was fortunately— or unfortunately— accompanying her.

"Ellori, Belle! I have good news. We received word that Gale has at last gathered our armies. They are a thousand strong, but I assure you each warrior carries the strength of five of your best knights," Sheila said.

"Maybe we can finally take the fight to Edith," Belle remarked in jest, but I took her words more seriously than she liked. "Wait… You're not thinking—"

"I am. Possibly as soon as one month's time." I nodded.

Mira was smoking her pipe when I returned to the great hollow. I put my hands on my waist and glared. It dropped out of her mouth when she saw me, spilling the contents of dried herbs to the ground.

"I can explain," Mira said, scrambling to come up with an excuse.

I whistled to my familiar, who swooped in to pick up the pipe and put it in my hand.

"Oh, someone's in trouble." Belle snickered.

"You're halfway there, Mira. If I see you smoking this again, I will break it in half," I threatened.

Mira went pale as a ghost. "That pipe is made of enchanted carafell wood and fairy dust! I won't smoke anymore, so please, don't break it!"

Sighing, I placed it back into the box in which the seal had been broken by Mira's tampering. She watched her beloved smoking instrument thrown back into the lockbox with great sadness.

"Someone give me some good news to distract me from my withdrawals. By the look of Belle's goofy smile, I presume that lady knight has been successfully awakened? What are our next moves?" Mira asked, scratching the back of her neck.

Eudora had been working on amassing a large enough army to face Edith's own. Everything was slowly coming together, and we needed to act soon.

"The longer we delay fighting Edith, the more disadvantaged we become," I began. The other two nodded at my assessment. "First, we find Princess Lisette, secure her army and any allies in Juna, then we strike at the heart of Thanreas, the Eternal City."


Chapter 12 - Searching for Hope

When I gave everyone the plan, my colleagues— to no surprise— protested. It was as follows: Mira and Belle would go to Ferellis, and I to Semiramis. Splitting us up divided our effective strength, but doing so cut down on time, which we were desperately short on.

"You're sure about going alone?" Mira asked as she and Belle climbed atop Zeke in preparations to return to Ferellis.

"The sooner we can gather our numbers, the better. I'll be fine with Rio and Thelia. You two, on the other hand, might be walking right back into the hornet's nest in Ferellis," I countered.

Since Edith was there last, no one could know what was still there. But putting two powerful witches side by side should give them a fighting edge in case something were to go wrong. As for me, with the help of the erinyes and Rio's demonic strength, I should be a force to reckon with unless they had any more surprises in Semiramis.

"I'll try to keep an eye on Mira as much as I can, but you know her." Belle rolled her eyes.

"Count your lucky stars I'm coming with to keep you safe. Maybe I should have a little fun with you, hm?" Mira fired back, gripping the leash threateningly.

"Oh, I'm trembling. You'll be sorry when the collar finally runs its course!"

The two of them bickered like an old couple more than anyone else I knew. But I loved them both like sisters. Well… one of them, more so.

Zeke took flight with Mira and Belle still at each other's throats. I could only pray for their success while I focused on my own mission.

"Are you absolutely sure bringing me along is a good idea?" Thelia asked.

"There are demons all over the place. We need to show people that witches are not to be messed with. What better way to demonstrate that than to show off my slave?" I grinned.

"Ah… So, it is like that then…" she mumbled to herself.

On the way to Juna, the perpetual unmoving, red sun beat down on us day in and day out. All that would change was the shade, from a deep maroon during nightfall and an apricot orange throughout the day. We came across scores of demons occupying Juna villages and townships, turning women into sex slaves and men into work horses. As much as I wanted to liberate them, a new batch of demons would stroll right in once we left. There was little we could do but focus on the overarching task at hand— defeating Edith.

The tall walls of Semiramis came quickly into view first as we crested over the mountains that formed its border with Parthun. It felt like it was only a few days ago we were here disguised as prostitutes. However, much had changed since we left.

There were a greater number of soldiers manning the walls atop the battlements. The gate entrances were shut, and hundreds of people outside, many of them transients and refugees seeking shelter within the capital, had been abandoned by their own. Everyone looked worse for wear. If demons made a coordinated effort against Semiramis and its beaten armies, the city would surely fall were it not for its high walls.

Part of me was amused to know that King Uldrin was likely cowering inside his keep. My greatest worry at the moment was the witch that flew past us the last time we were here.

"The friend you are searching for can't possibly be here, could she?" Thelia asked, scanning the sprawling city's gothic architecture that appeared to interest her.

"No," I answered.

The reason being that there were essentially two armies I was in search of— the Silver Cross, and the Principality of Ors' army distinguishable by their sigil of a sparrow carrying a ribbon. A city under lockdown couldn't possibly feed so many more people. Neither would Quinny's insurgents pass up a chance to seize Semiramis during its most weakened state. Since the city still stands and had yet to see battle, it reasoned that Quinny had her people elsewhere.

Thelia and I landed in a filthy alleyway in a rundown portion of the lower wards, an area where buildings in disrepair were buttressed up against the wall and saw more shade than shine. We didn't see the homeless man sitting against the wall when we landed. He gawked at us, mouth floundering to make words.

"Allow me." The erinyes went for her whip until I stuck a hand out to stop her.

"We're here to help them, not threaten them to keep quiet." I inched toward the man and offered some of my rations. He snatched the piece of bread and stuffed it into his mouth whole, nearly choking on it as he swallowed. "My companions and I don't mean any harm. It must have been tough with all that's been going on. Could you tell me what happened here?"

"Whole world suddenly turned bloody red. Hell if I know what happened. King Uldrin's not been seen for a week." He spat off to the side from a missing tooth in his mouth.

"Who's in charge and leading the defenses?" I asked.

The man scratched his unkempt beard in thought. "You should know better than me. She a witch like you after all. Dunno her name."

I was being too hopeful that an ordinary subject of this kingdom would know who the witch was. Most of Parthun didn't know who I was. This left us at a disadvantage not knowing which cardinal sin she was. The last I remembered of her was that she appeared older. Perhaps of similar appearance to Headmistress Anora.

An older witch spelled trouble. If I thought Eudora and Mira were bad news, I could only fathom decades down the line how much stronger they might become in time. Only a handful of witches continued practicing witchcraft as they got older. Those typically became faculty or elected to be members of the Elder Board.

"One more question— a while back, a large army parked itself in front of Semiramis. They displayed the banner of a sparrow holding a ribbon. Do you know what happened to them?" I gave him another piece of bread as encouragement.

"Them folks from Ors, eh? I remember that uproar. The witch turned them away at the gate. Told them to go south. Careful though, lass. The levees might flood this time of the year." He stuffed the bread into his pocket instead of eating it right there, likely to save for later.

That was probably about as much as I was going to get out of the man. I thanked him, but as I turned to leave, he grabbed my hand and pressed something into my palm. It was a silver cross. Before I could say something, he had already turned the corner.

"Did we learn of their location?" Thelia asked.

"I think so," I said.

The Silver Cross' influence ran deeper than I expected. King Uldrin's reign wouldn't last much longer if it hadn't already been taken over by the witch who resided here already.

We flew south, following a river that was framed by two levees branching off to the adjacent farmlands. One in particular was seeing an overflow. The excessively wet soil and a layer of water on the surface were signs of recent flooding, evidence of a lack of maintenance in the area. Juna's mountain ranges were unique in that the closer it got to the winter season, the more the ambient heat from Parthun's forests rises to the top and melts the snow at higher elevation.

An encampment came into view, surrounded by spiked wooden barricades. Hundreds of tents were raised outside of a town which looked untouched by the demon menace. I caught sight of Quinny's fiery mane of hair. She and several others were knee deep in mud fastening a barricade that had come loose from the main line.

"Quinny!" I shouted from above.

The leader of the Silver Cross glanced left and right, and then scratched her head in confusion when she saw nothing. The men around her saw us first but were startled by the demon at my side. When she finally looked up, her frown creased into a smirk.

"Now ain't you a sight!" Quinny smirked.

After washing off of mud and grime, Quinny invited us to speak within the privacy of her personal room in the town's only tavern. Though despite being a princess, she had far less lavish arrangements than I'd like. There was only a rickety bed and wood burner stove to provide both heat and light. I supposed in times like these, one couldn't be picky.

"Looks like you and your people have it rough," I said, taking a chair Quinny had pulled out for me.

"Rough doesn't begin to describe it. First of all, I can't believe I was associating with a witch of all things, and now you have a demon fighting for you? But I guess that doesn't matter anymore, seeing as we're on the same side and got bigger trouble now." Quinny chewed on a piece of jerky as she spoke. Her sunken cheeks told me she hadn't eaten a full meal in days. If a princess of Ors was suffering, I couldn't imagine what her people were going through.

"Demons are only a small part of the problem. My people in Parthun are getting ready to strike at Thanreas to end this once and for all."

Quinny grimaced. "And you want my army to join ya? Believe me if I could partake in a siege on the Eternal City for a chance to gut that councilor bitch, I would. Leaving Juna means I condemn these poor folks to the mercy of demons, and demons ain't got mercy to show."

I didn't come all this way for nothing. There had to be a way to convince her. What could I do or say?

"Wouldn't have to worry if you were hiding behind a big wall like those humans back in… what was it called? Semiramis," Thelia chimed in.

"Thelia. You're a genius!" I exclaimed.

The erinyes tilted her head.

"Quinny, if we get your people into Semiramis, would that be enough for you to consider joining me?" I asked.

"Last I heard, the old fuck raised the gates. If you can get us safely from here to Semiramis, ensure these people are safe from the king and his witch, you have mine and my sister's sword then," Quinny promised us.

The two of us shook on it, and she looked more relieved than when I first arrived.

"No one said it was going to end peacefully. There's only one way this can go down— subdue the witch and take King Uldrin hostage," I suggested.

"I like where this is going. I had it up to here, sitting around and twiddling my thumbs. It's time the Silver Cross paid their dues." Quinny cracked her knuckles and grinned.

We agreed to leave a handful of Silver Cross insurgents and Principality of Ors soldiers behind in case something were to happen. All in all their numbers totalled to a little under 7,000 strong, with another 1,000 lying in wait within the walls of Semiramis. I certainly hoped for more, but this was expected. Ors was a small nation, and the Silver Cross had to operate within a kingdom ruled by a paranoid manic. Our numbers could swell by another thousand if I could convince the demi-humans within Semiramis to throw off their shackles.

Because of the powerful walls of Juna's capital, a true siege would not turn out in our favor. It could take months, and with thousands of mouths to feed, we would be on the disadvantaged side and Juna's innocent subjects would be first to suffer.

I wasn't versed in military stratagem. Fortunately, Quinny and Ors military officers offered a plan of their own to incorporate me.

"The plan is to force old Uldrin to surrender," Quinny began. "He values his life more than anything being the coward he is. Our biggest problem is the witch serving him. We will position our armies at the southwestern and southeastern gates, and then signal our people inside to seize the northern guardhouse. That should stunt their response. Ellori's group will go in and neck this witch for us. With any luck, no one should have to perish."

One officer, grizzled from years of service and should be considering retirement instead of leading, expressed concern over marching their armies through the wetlands.

"Slogging through that would take us an entire day. If someone were to see us and report to Semiramis, we would lose the element of surprise," he said.

"Not to worry. You let me take care of that. In the meantime, have your people hammer small nails through the soles of your boots," I said.

With the final meeting of the night concluded, everyone broke off to get some much needed rest before tomorrow's march. Thelia sighed as she followed me into a private room upstairs in the tavern.

"Humans." Thelia sighed as she followed me into our room upstairs. "They always have so much to say. It took three hours to come up with a plan that was discussed at the start? This is why they need a singular ruler, one to—"

Tentacles emerged from my robes and hovered around the erinyes, silencing her of what she wanted to say next.

"The battle at Lotherain took a lot more out of me than I thought. I need to replenish my magic well with you," I said.

"Wait… right now? Aah!" Thelia's wrists and ankles were quickly bound, and the tentacles pulled away the obsidian armor quickly. The erinyes squirmed with anticipation, her normally sadistic appearance made more submissive in the privacy of the bedroom.

Thelia's red skin became a shade darker as I lowered my head between her legs. She writhed and struggled against the restraints when I licked her clit. The low current coursing through my tongue electrified her senses, giving her a pleasure only Mira and I knew how to give using this technique.

"I'm cumming already— aaagghh!" The demon's eyes rolled to the back of her head, toes curled, and chest heaving from climax.

"We're not done yet, Thelia. I still need a little bit more juice." I climbed on top of the bed and kissed her, allowing the demon to suck on my tongue like an infant searching for food. Two more tentacles sprouted from my robes, penetrating both of her holes in their insatiable hunger. "I need you to listen carefully. You're an integral part of this plan to take Semiramis. If you do well, there will be more of this to come."

Thelia could barely form coherent speech once I was done with her. Thanks to her, I was able to collect enough magic using Vessyra's gift to empower myself. Hopefully, it would be enough.

The march began in the early morning. We returned to the human army which had just finished their preparation and were falling into formation just outside of the town. Just beyond was a short expanse of marsh-like terrain and shy of that was Juna's capital, Semiramis.

"So, what're the plans to get us there?" Quinny asked from below, at the vanguard of her army.

I winked, and flew high into the sky with Rio by my side. Summoning the incredible stores of magic inside me, the living robes once again transformed into Vessyra's vestments. People gasped, witnessing my visage that was beautiful, savage, and… extremely erotic.

"Vanis sleuth!" My words echoed far and wide, and along the vibration of sound that rippled outwards, caused the wetlands to freeze over in a layer of ice.

"Hah! That's why ya wanted us to nail our boots. One surprise after another with ya." Quinny smirked and gave me a thumb's up. She then turned to address her people, booming as she spoke. "Onwards! Let's each of us shove a knife up old Uldrin's sorry ass!"


Chapter 13 - The Reclusive King

We arrived at the walls of Semiramis and faced little resistance. Straggling demons dared not face an army of our size. They mostly left us alone, but the few unlucky enough to be caught by Thelia were forcibly coaxed into joining us.

Unsurprisingly, Quinny's army didn't face resistance at the gate either. Hundreds of Juna soldiers gathered at the battlements above. They watched with a guise of bravery that belied terror, a taste which Thelia reveled in.

"You think they'd start firing arrows with us being so close, yeah?" Quinny chided.

"The fools are in disarray and without leadership. It would be a simple matter to blow open the doors for you," Thelia offered.

"Leave the rest to me." I flew up the wall, startling the guards at the edge. One even fired a crossbow bolt that went wide. It had a better chance of hitting the broad side of a barn. "Call your witch. I'd like to have a word with her—"

"Farrowghast, you look well. The new look suits you." A wizened and disjointed voice had spoken seemingly out of nowhere. I detected no magical signature other than mine and Rio's in the immediate vicinity. Her voice sounded familiar, but I couldn't put my tongue on who it was. The slow cadence of her voice told me she was much older, possibly an instructor. Or…

A rip in space unzipped before me. It opened like an eye, awakening from a long slumber. From it, emerged an ivory-haired witch dressed in robes made of raven feathers from the shoulders down. She bore the symbol of a four-pointed star with an eye in the center— the mark of the Elder Board.

Rio hissed. That was when I realized I detected three signatures inside this witch's body. She had also consumed soul stones. In terms of practical experience, she had me beat. But now was no time to be afraid.

"Come now. You must remember me, don't you? Or was I and my classes far too boring to remember?" she asked.

"You're Rochelle Winnegan, the instructor for advanced spells and incantations. Well, Instructor, I don't suppose you'd be willing to step aside and hand over Semiramis?" I asked in return.

My former instructor grimaced. "My, how you have grown. Unfortunately, King Uldrin is an important pawn to Edith's plans. I'm afraid I'll have to ask you to leave."

The way Winnegan regarded Edith so casually was evidence enough of the Elder Board's involvement. I suspected resolving this peacefully wasn't going to happen. However, we came here with a mission. I would see it through no matter what.

"In that case… I'm sorry I have to do this, Instructor." I empowered my staff into its radiant and bladed form, but it didn't faze Winnegan any less than my robes.

"It shall be a fight then. You should have brought more." Winnegan responded in kind by raising her staff into the air, conjuring a massive fireball in the same scale of Belle's meteors.

My heart raced. For a spell that powerful, Winnegan must have consumed a soul of wrath. I would be safe, but she could incinerate the entire army behind me and then some.

"Any last words?" Winnegan asked.

"Just one— now, Rio!" I shouted.

My invisible familiar entangled Winnegan's staff with his tentacles, causing her to fire the spell harmlessly into the sky. Thelia lassoed the witch's body. The magic-nullifying weapon cut her off from her own pool of magic.

"What the hell?!" Winnegan squirmed and screamed, now as powerless as a normal human in our grasp. She glared at Thelia, whose signature neither of us could sense after drinking Eileen's new potion. "How? I should have known you were hiding!"

"We happen to have a rather potent young alchemist in our midst. This is your loss, Instructor Winnegan." I fired a small fireball across the city, serving as a flare to signal our attack. All at once, Quinny's men who had infiltrated the city beforehand opened the gates, allowing our army outside to flood in.

The siege of Semiramis was an overwhelming success and had been achieved with no casualties. I expected there to have been a bloody battle. It very well could have been were it not for our strategic sneak attack that incapacitated Rochelle Winnegan. Rio's new ability to hide his own magical signature really had been a boon to us.

With no king nor witch to lead them, the Juna force within the walls of Semiramis, having grown weary over weeks of constant demon incursions surrendered the moment Silver Cross and Ors' army entered the city.

Most of the Juna soldiers and guards weren't sure what they were fighting for anymore. They hadn't seen the king in ages. Now that I thought about it, there hadn't been any signs that King Uldrin was still in Semiramis.

"Is there a reason why King Uldrin hasn't shown his face in months?" I asked Instructor Winnegan, whose silence was met with Thelia tightening the bindings and causing her to groan in pain.

"Speak, filth. What good is a tongue if you don't use it? Perhaps you shall find your voice with a spiked whip instead." Thelia growled.

Winnegan called her bluff and remained silent.

"It's fine, Thelia." I stuck a hand out as the demon flexed her claw-like nails at the witch's throat.

Walking up behind me, having been busy coordinating with her officers to scour the entirety of the city, Quinny was gnawing on a pipe and looking like she wanted to pick a fight.

"You'd think a girl could find a light in this city. Maybe we should have burned the place after all," Quinny said.

I flicked my wrist and conjured cinders to dive into Quinny's pipe, igniting the herbs within. She almost let it fall out of her mouth, dragged a few breaths, and got some smoke going. Now there was a content smile on her face.

"Befriending a witch has its perks, eh?" Quinny winked. She knelt down next to Winnegan and exhaled a puff of smoke in her face. "Guessing this one ain't talking?"

"I'm afraid not," I answered.

"Funny thing is, we rounded up Uldrin's inner circle. They swore to their last breath they hadn't seen him for some time, too. For all anyone knows, the old bastard's probably gone. Well… won't know until we hit the keep. It's all that's left," she said.

It didn't make sense. Was King Uldrin missing this entire time? Even since before the others and I infiltrated the city?

By Quinny's estimation, 80% of the city had been occupied by her army and only faced small pockets of resistance. This was almost too easy.

"Rio and I will go with you to find the king in the keep. I suspect there's some sort of trap. If not placed by Winnegan or King Uldrin, then possibly by Edith," I said.

"Takes a load off my back. Maybe once this all blows over, you can show me that cock of yours again." Quinny licked her lips.

"A mere human like you doesn't deserve a speck of attention from my mistress Ellori," Thelia said, coming between the both of us.

Quinny wasn't at all afraid of being sized up by a demon. In fact, the opportunistic rogue set her eyes on a new prize like Thelia was a loose pouch of gold.

"I ain't interested in having a cat fight over this. Maybe we can get along. Let me taste if you're as spicy as you look." Quinny seized the chance to flirt with her, too.

"Hmph. You can't hope to seduce me. I belong only to my masters." The erinyes crossed her arms and turned the other cheek, but the cowl of defiance couldn't hide the thirst in her own voice.

It seemed Thelia had completely fallen under my thumb. At first, I was worried she might eventually betray me like she did Zertos. But having turned pain into pleasure, making her thoroughly submissive was enough to keep her in line. It was like having another Mira, except she was a demon.

"Thelia, we're going to search for King Uldrin. Stay here and wait for my return. In the meantime, let your demons have their way with Winnegan. I imagine they won't be happy with an older woman, but it's something," I said.

"You can't do this! What happened to respecting your elders?!" Winnegan's eyes went wide with fear.

"Hah. A hole is a hole to a demon. I'll ensure this witch regrets keeping her mouth shut." Thelia yanked the whip around Winnegan and whistled for a group of demons to follow them into a private residence.

On the way to King Uldrin's keep, I was reminded of Princess Lisette's likeness to Quinny. None of us knew if her sister was still alive after the attack on Ferellis. With any luck, Mira and Belle would find as much success as I did.

"I know what you're thinking," Quinny said, catching me by surprise. "Besides, I had people in Ferellis keeping me in the know about Lissy. Until they went quiet."

"You're sharper than the knives you keep hidden under your clothes. I'm sorry. I wish we could have done more to protect Princess Lisette and your country." I frowned.

It angered me, thinking about how much stronger Edith was that Eudora sent us away because we weren't enough. To make matters worse, Demos' betrayal had left me unable to tap into the prideful soul stone's necromantic magic. It was just a stone inside my stomach collecting magic now.

Quinny suddenly nudged me hard and nearly tripped over myself. The perpetrator grinned and had a good laugh at my expense.

"My sister's got a harder head than me. I know for sure she's still alive and plotting. Which is why I can't be outdone by her, you hear?" Quinny remarked without concern.

The weight in my chest became a lot lighter. There was no use dwelling on ifs and hopes, but plenty that could be done to pave a path forward.

"I hear you, and uh… I'm sorry to disappoint you, but my dick is gone," I confessed.

"Gone— what? Is that possible? That's too bad. The men I've laid with say my cunt's got quite the grip. Guess you'll be missing out." Quinny laughed.

Damn it. This woman was making me reconsider drinking another potion.

Many of the citizens had shut themselves in, fearful of the invading army's presence. Fortunately, Ors and Juna had established an amicable relationship over the years. Coupled with insurgents from the Silver Cross, all of whom were subjects of Juna to begin with, kept tensions at a light simmer.

I tipped my hat as we passed by the Ladies' Garden, the brothel we had sheltered in previously. Some of the women who recognized me dropped their jaws, while others waved to me like I was a sort of liberator. Madam Gestain was likely still in there under the effects of the mind maggot Mira had put in her.

We finally reached King Uldrin's unguarded keep. It was more like a massive cathedral than anything else, with pointed, gothic spires piercing the clouds and glass-stained windows depicting his younger self. The chiseled statue of him standing over a mound of demi-human corpses was the height of his excessive pride. While his people grew poor, he built for himself a monument.

"Rio, break down those doors!" I ordered.

"Mrauu!" Infused with the strength of a cerberus, my familiar rammed the doors from their hinges. They crashed to the ground with a thunderous boom that echoed into the keep and back. Rio returned to my side to receive a piece of jerky as a treat.

"The fuck? That cat of yours can conquer the world if it wanted to." Quinny marveled at the destruction Rio had done.

"Shall we?" I asked.

As soon as we stepped inside, the temperature had dropped significantly to a freezing point. Marble columns were frozen over into pillars of ice, the floor was covered in snow, and icicles hung from glass chandeliers and the ceiling like a profaned winter wonderland.

"I don't… like the looks of this," I said, watching my breath come out in puffs of white.

"Ellori, there!" Quinny pointed to the back of the chamber, sitting on a gilded throne was King Uldrin, frozen solid in his seat. He had both hands on his lap, holding an object that glittered as we set our eyes on it.

A quick pulse of magic sent a chill up my spine. The object in the king's hands flashed a blinding light.

"Rio!"

My familiar shot forward. I raised a barrier to envelop myself and Quinny— then an explosion went off.

My barrier didn't take an impact. The explosion happened. I heard it.

"Nyaa!"

The crystalline object on King Uldrin's lap was gone. In its place was Rio. He belched out loud and a spout of flames shot from his mouth.

"You've got to be joking. Just how powerful have you become?" I asked my familiar.

Though there was no way to sense the strength of my familiar via his signature, it was clear as day how far he had come. Especially since consuming the cerberus. But to even gain power from devouring the remains of something…

Aside from the bone-biting cold air, the chamber was still in one piece. As were we.

"Okay. We're safe now, so maybe you want to take your hands off me. Unless you're looking to get down and dirty in front of King Icicle?" Quinny was in my arms.

I didn't realize we were basically spooning each other when I threw us both to the ground and raised the barrier.

"Unfortunately, I think we have bigger problems to deal with." I helped her up, and we both had the same idea to inspect the frozen king.

Uldrin was dead. No doubt about that. For how long now, there was no way to tell. Although we knew it was a trap coming here, it was imperative to find out what happened to the king of Juna. We had our answer now.

"I wanted to kill the bastard myself. But him being dead is going to cause a lot more problems than it's worth." Quinny sighed.

I agreed. King Uldrin had no heir that we were aware of. Without a monarch, Juna would fall into a civil war with all the baronies and earldoms vying for control. Something that wouldn't bode well for this kingdom, especially with demons posing a constant threat already.

It was a rather fortuitous coincidence that we're the only two who knew of King Uldrin's demise. Quinny came to the same conclusion.

"We'll seal the keep. No one has to know of King Uldrin's death. As long as this doesn't go public, neither Edith nor Winnegan can claim the king is dead without inviting suspicion to themselves," I said.

Quinny nodded. "My people and I will continue to occupy Semiramis as though King Uldrin is a hostage."

It would have been a much different story if the bomb had gone off and the entire keep was destroyed. No one could hide or assume the king was alive after such a catastrophic event.

I sealed the keep with magic enchantments for now and returned to Thelia, who still had her demons toying with my former instructor. They had taken over a deserted tavern. Winnegan was getting pounded from behind by two imps and facefucked by a greshka. Her entire body was covered in ejaculate.

For a 50 year old woman, Winnegan was in surprisingly good shape. No one could complain about aged wine, especially when she could moan and squeal with pleasure.

"I need her to speak," I said, and as if on cue, Thelia grabbed the greshka by the scruff of his neck and yanked him away.

A waterfall of cum spilled from Winnegan's mouth. If despair had a face, that was it. Color drained from her cheeks, and she was as white as the ejaculate that stained her.

"You're… how?" Winnegan choked, spitting out a mouthful of cum.

"What's the matter, Instructor? I pulled up a chair to sit in front of her. "Something you want to say about my short visit to King Uldrin?"

Winnegan winced and screwed her mouth shut. I doubted anything substantial would come out of her at this point anyway. Whatever her and Edith's plan was had been foiled.

"Instructor, please. Help me understand why you're doing this," I pleaded.

"I have no reason to give. Why should men in brittle crowns tell us what to do? Witches are the ones with power, not— oh, gods… I'm— aaahh!" Winnegan shuddered as the imps fucked her to a climax. After recomposing herself, she looked me dead in the eyes. There was no apology to give and no excuse to make. "Whatever happens to me, fine. At the end of this war, we will be the true martyrs. You will all owe your freedoms to us. Don't forget that."

I couldn't refute Winnegan because she was right. Humanity had allowed witchcraft to become too embedded into society. In their hopes to rule us, they allowed the worst of us to infiltrate their most powerful institutions. Even the Order of Piety. Talmora would forever be changed by these recent events. Whether for better or for worse, remained to be seen.

"We're returning to Lotherain. Thelia, carry Winnegan. Quinny, will you and your people be alright here?" I asked, hesitant to leave Juna in such a sorry state.

The subjects of Juna were beginning to emerge from their homes, looking a lot more relieved than they were a day ago. Despite the foreign military occupation of their city, Quinny's soldiers from Ors and the Silver Cross were incredibly cordial with one another. Though I supposed if they had a fiery leader like Quinny, no one would dare act out of line unless they wanted a dagger in their gut.

"It'll take time to adjust, with what bickering Juna nobility there are and countless towns to liberate from the demons. I've already sent a couple of my most trusted to Lotherain. Use them to work out your planned siege of the Eternal City. I'll vow my forces to you, as long as you vow that sweet ass of yours to me for a night one day." Quinny winked.

"You're really tempting me, aren't you? Anyway, I'll put them to good use. When I get back, I'll send a few witches your way to help you with the demon menace in the meantime." I was about to take off, then remembered another issue that needed to be addressed. "I understand your people might not entirely be comfortable with demi-humans in your city. I urge you to send them to Lotherain as well. They will have a home there."

Quinny rubbed her chin and thought for a moment. "Will do."


Chapter 14 - Good Pets

Winnegan was quiet the whole way to Parthun. I might have been successful, but Mira and Belle had yet to return from their mission in Ferellis. It seemed like I'd been seeing so much battle that the serenity of night over Lotherain was unnerving. The rebuilding of the city was well under way and seeing strides since I had left.

The population of the city was oddly much fewer than I remembered.

Fortunately, Alira was present to explain when I arrived. "We couldn't sit by and let the rest of Parthun be devoured by demons. Ceris and I devised a plan, with Noelle and Eleanor aiding us, to split into multiple groups in guarding towns across the kingdom."

"With the influx of priestesses and demi-human armies, we have a lot more mouths to feed. Regaining access to the fertile lands will help us in the long run. Good call." I clasped her hand and yanked her in for a hug.

"Finally feels like we're doing what we're meant to do. Just wish people weren't getting hurt for this. More importantly…" Alira's eyes fell to our old instructor, who reeked of sweat and dried ejaculate. "Good to see you again, Instructor. You used to give me a good headache drilling me about the intricacies of somatic spellcasting."

"Hmph. Doubtful you have improved," Winnegan taunted.

"Kuhh… Just let me get a slug in!" She rolled up her sleeve and made a fist.

I managed to grab hold of Alira in time and calmed her down.

"Now, now! Winnegan will get her just desserts later. Why don't you take her into Eudora's mansion and make an example of her?" I suggested.

"I know a gorgon who's been dying to get her fill of a new sex slave." Alira smirked.

Thelia handed the leash to Alira, who gladly took it and made her way into the tower. I sent Rio with them to keep an eye on Winnegan in case she broke free.

"Alright, Thelia. You've been a good girl, so I think you deserve a special reward for being so obedient." I pinched her chin and smiled.

The erinyes demonic eyes fogged up, and her cheeks took on a darker shade of red. Between shallow breaths and quivering lips, she said, "Yes, my master!"

I had found Eileen and Gurk in the great hollow when I returned, and sent them out for the rest of the day. My apprentice was more than happy to, figuring she should pay the tower a visit to check on the alraunes for their valuable secretions. The goblin took a little convincing, but the elven priestess Ceris was glad to owe me a favor and take him for an afternoon romp.

With those two gone, Thelia and I had the privacy of my own home to do as I wish with her. Since Mira wasn't here, it was up to me to make up for her absence.

"M-May I be so bold as to ask for a kiss, my master?" Thelia tiptoed in eagerly behind me, growing more excited by the second.

I grabbed her face but kept ourselves a mere inch apart from each other. Her beautiful red skin filled with color and her plump lips tested my temptation. However, if I was the one who gave into demands, this would no longer be a master-servant relationship.

"Not yet," I said, letting her go and inspecting the armor she had on. "Take everything off and kneel."

Thelia swallowed hard and obeyed. She stripped her armor off, each piece hitting the floor with a thud and clatter, until she was completely naked and the feathery wings furled behind her. The uncharacteristically masochistic erinyes held her own body like a bashful virgin as she knelt before me.

"Aren't you glad we found you when we did? We're so much better than Zertos could ever be." I pressed my foot between her thighs, and whenever my toes brushed against her clit she sighed with pleasure.

"Yes… I— oh! Mmmh… I much prefer being in your service…" the demon said, biting her lip.

I whistled for my living clothes to unravel and become a collar around Thelia's throat, and a leash in my hand. It gave me an idea to use Belle's enchanted leash once it had run its course with her. Until then, we would have to settle on something less potent.

Thelia leaned her head into my palm when I stroked her. Eyes like gemstones glistened with anticipation.

"You wanted to taste my lips?" I asked my pet.

She nodded.

I yanked her forward with the leash and buried her face into my crotch. A surprised squeak was all she let out before being stifled.

"You will just have to settle with this for now. After all, the pet should be satisfying the owner first," I said.

Like an obedient slave, Thelia did as she was told. Her hot tongue licked my clit and pussy both, sending shivers up my spine. Two groping hands reached behind and clamped down on my butt.

Maybe it was from all the times Mira ate her out that she learned a thing or two. It was almost as good, but still just as pleasurable that my legs were getting weak. I couldn't take my eyes off the demon. She glanced back at me with loving eyes like a dog who would go to hell and back for their owner.

The wet piece of meat suddenly penetrated me and knocked the wind out of my lungs. I'd forgotten demons didn't have the same physiology as humans. Her tongue, though not as long as the gorgon Lantessa's, was much longer than a normal human's. It went deep. It wasn't large and thick like a cock, but the thousands of little bumps on her tongue and warmth of its flesh brought me to a climax.

"Oh, Thelia— I'm cumming!" I clutched her head hard, fingers digging into the scalp, and in doing so caused her to press further.

"Did I do good?" the demon licked her lips and asked.

"Mhmm… You did really well…"

It was time I returned the favor. With a snap of a finger, the collar expanded and bound Thelia in a harness. The leash clung to the ceiling, keeping her suspended in the air like a roasted boar. All she was missing was an apple in her mouth.

I grabbed Thelia's face again and teased her with light licks to her lips. She stuck her tongue out in hopes to catch a taste, but was met with rejection as I spun the harness until her ass was in my face.

Licking my own lips and electrifying my tongue in the process, I gave Thelia a taste of what she tried to give me.

"Auugghh! Yes, yes— aahh!" Thelia howled like an animal.

My tongue ravished the lips of her pussy and clit. I wasn't able to penetrate her like she did me, but I didn't need to in order to satisfy her. She struggled in the harness, tossing and turning, but the restraints kept her firmly in place and under my thumb.

Her asshole twitched with delight. It was almost sad to see it so lonely. Then, upon hearing my internal thoughts, the living robes-turned harness sprouted a tentacle that pushed into her other hole.

"Master— Not that one! I'm cumming! I'm cumming… It's so good… nnghh!" Thelia writhed and twitched, begging for more. So powerful was her orgasm, she squirted all over the floor.

"Aww. That's no good, Thelia. Bad girl. Letting it out in the house will make me angry." I spun her to face me with my hands on my waist.

"F-Forgive me… nnh… Master… I didn't mean to…" She apologized profusely and looked genuinely ashamed.

It wasn't actually a big deal. A little magic cleaned it right up and served as some nutrients for the potted plants in the house.

Thelia glanced off to the side, unable to meet my gaze.

"I made you feel so good, you ended up squirting, hmm?" I kissed Thelia on the lips, shocking her back to her senses. "Tell me what you are, and I'll finally give you what you've been asking."

"What am I? A… demon?" Thelia answered in confusion.

I shook my head.

She gulped as realization hit. "I'm… a bad girl… a very bad girl that needs to be punished— mmrpph!"

Our lips embraced deeply at last. I'd be lying if I said I didn't want it. Both of our tongues, soaked with juices from eating each other out, danced lustfully in a tug of war. Eventually, Thelia's smooches became subdued and passionate. Her tongue retracted, and she kissed me like a lover, pressing her lips against mine in an effort to be enveloped by another feeling entirely.

I snapped my fingers again and formed nipple clamps on Thelia's chest. Her entire body jolted from the pain, but she bit back from squealing. A hook under each clamp allowed me to affix something to them, so I made use of iron weights normally used for measurements. With each small block of iron, the demon winced in pain, but her pussy gushed even more.

"There's one more thing I've been meaning to do." I waved the vial of pink liquid between two fingers. The very liquid that gave me a heap of trouble in Vessyra. But I couldn't resist how good it felt. Fortunately, Eileen created a surplus of it and the potion to reverse its effects.

The penis grew in a matter of seconds after drinking the substance, and it came back erect and raring to go.

"M-Master… is that…?" Thelia stammered.

"Hehe. It's exactly what you think." I lowered Thelia just enough to be at waist-level and grinded the tip of my dick against her entrance. My mouth was salivating, and my chest was pumping with anticipation. I still remembered how good it was to be wrapped and massaged in hot flesh.

The moment I pushed in, it was as though I'd been sent to heaven. The bumpy walls of Thelia's twitching demon pussy enveloped my throbbing cock. She threw her head back and howled like a beast in heat, and the weighted hooks jingled as she trembled. It wasn't helping that cunt clamped tight like it was trying to wring every drop of cum from me.

Thelia did her best to look over her shoulder to face me, eyes moist and her pussy even wetter.

"Fuck me, Master… I beg you! Make me cum— aaghh!"

I obliged, and pistoned into her without regard for how loud our hips clapped together. She swung like a pendulum on the hanging harness, allowing me to fuck her in rhythm using its momentum. Everytime I tugged on the collar, the demon cried out in ecstasy.

After so long, I'd almost forgotten this sexual euphoria only the male sex could experience with a dick. It was so good, I wanted nothing else than to keep myself buried in Thelia's pussy.

But even better was the approaching climax… the build-up in my thick organ that was about to burst.

"I'm going to let it out inside you… I'm cumming, Thelia!" I pushed as deep as I could and pumped my pent-up load into her.

"It's so good, Master! You're filling me up!" Thelia screamed.

As I emptied my ejaculate into her demon womb, the tension in the leash reached its limit and she dropped to the ground, slipping from my dick.

"How about we train your mouth with this new plaything of mine upstairs?" I asked her.

"Oh, Master… your will is my command!" Thelia exclaimed.

On the comforts on my bed, the erinyes performed a blowjob on me as though it was giving her pleasure. Everytime her fangs scraped lightly on the shaft it sent goosebumps across my skin, and the way she worked it between her teeth and the inside of her cheek felt like a whole new world. We had sex well into the afternoon, cuddling in between to catch our breaths. With the demon in my arms, it was like snuggling an overly affectionate puppy.

I stared into her eyes as she sucked me off again. When I stroked her cheek with the back of my hand, she leaned into it.

"Come here," I ordered.

Thelia obeyed. She crawled up my chest, and I pulled her in for a deep kiss. The taste of her saliva and ejaculate filled my mouth. Then, like every partner that came before her, she rested her head on my chest and sighed in satisfaction.

"Never would I have imagined being dominated by a human could feel so good. Not that I have any complaints about it," Thelia said, her hand creeping down to give me a handjob.

My eyes rolled back as she gripped the still erect member with her warm fingers.

"Enough that you won't betray us?" I asked.

"No, Master! If this is what I have to look forward to, I shall follow you and the others to the ends of the realm if I must!" she answered full of resolve.

That was all I really needed to know. If someone had told me a demon would be one of our greatest assets in the coming days, I'd think they were crazy. Thanks to Thelia, we subdued and defeated Winnegan without much resistance. Well, Rio also had a large part in that.

Perhaps this was further proof that even demons could live alongside us in this world. Granted, with a large helping of good sex to placate them.

"By the way, what happened to Zertos and Taurac?" I asked.

"The pathetic maggot still serves as a conduit. And your minotaur is rather insatiable. He avails himself of Xana and Lorica, as well as the female knights when the succubi are indisposed. They all rather like him," Thelia said, amusement written all over her grin.

Taurac deserved his fun. It wasn't like we were spoken for as mates anyway. I wasn't jealous at all. But having a dick myself again and witnessing Thelia's submission to it had left me wanting to be fucked myself.

We went to wash off in the baths downstairs, but when Thelia volunteered to wash my dick, it inevitably got us into the mood again. After making use of the demon as a cum dump yet again, enjoying myself of her echoing moans while bathed in hot water, we figured enough was enough lest we be stuck to each other forever.

I ordered Thelia to aid with the reconstruction of Lotherain for the remainder of the day. There was still much that needed to be repaired.

"Rio, come! Let's pay Winnegan a visit," I said.

My familiar raced ahead into the teleportation circle.

Alira and Lantessa were in one of the many laboratories, witnessing Winnegan's humiliation at the hands of— rather, roots and tendrils of the cape sundew alraune. She was lying on her back on a table, all four limbs pulled taut and restrained. The instructor's silver locks had been made more white by the ejaculate staining her hair. A tentacle pumped relentlessly into her mouth, and two more were embedded into the holes between her legs.

"Come to enjoy the show?" the gorgon asked, her devilish smirk a testament to how much she enjoyed degrading others.

"Don't get the wrong idea. I may be a switch, but I don't quite have your tendencies," I said.

"Instructor Winnegan's a pretty good looker for her age. If we didn't already have priestesses screwing the city, she would have made for a good de-stresser in the market square. I imagine she'd look even better in the stocks." Alira was enjoying a cup of tea, watching as though a play was unfolding before her.

I wrenched the tentacle out of Winnegan's mouth. A wave of liquid pollen spilled out. She caught her breath, coughing and moaning.

"The Elder Board won't stand for this humiliation. They will— ugguuh!" Her body tensed up as an orgasm robbed her of what she was about to say next.

"The Elder Board can't help you here. The only ones who can are the ones you see in this room. Answer me, why did Edith strike a deal with demons to bring them into our world? What is there to rule if it's overrun and destroyed?" I asked.

"So small minded, Ellori. I thought you a better student— mmrph?!"

I stuck the tentacle back into her mouth.

"Lantessa, why don't you show her what your tongue can do?" I suggested.

"With pleasure." Lantessa nodded.

Much to the alraune's disappointment, Lantessa ripped the tentacles out of Winnegan's ass and pussy. A long, thick serpentine tongue worked its way in to fill the holes. Winnegan's eyes widened. She began to struggle in her restraints like a demon possessed, flailing and thrashing until her body tensed up from what appeared to be a powerful climax.

I pulled the tentacle out of the instructor's mouth a second time and was treated to a gibbering, raving madwoman.

"Nooo— too deep, I c-can't… aaauugghhh, nnghhaaa, oohh! I'll… b-break… break, aaahh!"

Lantessa hadn't had enough yet. The snakes on her head bit down on the witch's ass, making her shriek with pleasure.

"That's enough. We want her to be sane enough to talk," I said.

The gorgon retracted her tongue and snakes with a delightful smile.

Winnegan looked me in the eyes, every inch of her still quivering from the quaking orgasm she just had. I saw no more defiance, but resignation instead.

"Demons, like every living thing in this world, are a source of magic but were untapped since they exist in another plane. As we speak, countless battles are being fought across Talmora. What do you think is happening to all that latent magic?" Winnegan asked me, framing the question into a lesson.

The answer came to me faster than a heartbeat.

Edith was trying to flood this world with more magic. As long as the towers were still active, the soul stones that powered them would continue to accumulate with magic. But we had cut Thanreas off from the megatower. What good would that do if she couldn't collect it? Unless…

"What is it?" Alira asked.

I stormed out of the manor with Alira following close behind. Once we exited the tower, we saw them. Far in the distance towards the north and northeast, rising like pillars connecting the earth to the heavens of blood-tinted clouds and skies were hundreds of stone towers, just like the ones from the Weeping Expanse.

"Edith didn't need to come to the Weeping Expanse for soul stones. The demons weren't summoned to be used as an army. She ushered them in to be sacrificial lambs in pumping magic into our world," I said to Alira.

She swallowed hard. "And without Eudora, we have no clue how to mass destroy the towers in order to stop it."


Chapter 15 - Experiments

Judging by the distance of one of the towers, it appeared extremely close to the Principality of Ors. Mira, Belle, and Zeke were still there. I hoped they didn't run into too much trouble. A week had passed since I returned ahead of them, and I was beginning to worry.

In better news, the groups that set out across Parthun met much success. Since the cerberus' defeat, the demons in the immediate surroundings received no reinforcements. Eleanor, Noelle, and the witches were able to liberate many towns with little trouble.

And today…

"Four wagons from Trissant. Fruits, cabbages, cucumbers, and more. Where do ya want us to put these cargo, missy?" a man asked from his caravan which had been filled from corner to corner with produce and fruits. His horses were exhausted from hauling so much during their journey to the capital.

I pointed towards the tower and said, "An elf and a woman with feline ears will unburden you there."

He tipped his hat, nodded, and moved his horses and three other wagons behind him in the direction I gave.

There were more vehicles coming into view. This had been happening all morning. Since the Order of Piety and Juna's first invasion into Parthun, many of the citizens hadn't been able to deliver their harvests anywhere. Though many had spoiled and burned in the initial assault, plenty more were still available and continued to grow.

This solved our food issue. Lotherain was running low on foodstuff after trade with other nations had been cut off. Parthun as a whole was fortunate that it could sustain itself and then some, so it wasn't a problem as long as we regained access to the country's fertile lands.

Two men on horseback stormed out of the southern gates to flag me down.

"Good gods. Are you Ellori Farrowghast?" one of them, who wore his hair in a mohawk, asked in exasperation.

Both of them were dressed in ragged leathers, looking more like thugs than citizens of the city. Their relief was immeasurable when I confirmed to them who I was. They might have spent the entire day going door to door in search of me.

"Damn that Quinny. She sent us here to look for you, but gave no other description than 'witch' and 'big tits'," the other said, taking a gander at my chest and nodding as though agreeing with her assessment.

I put a hand to my face and chuckled.

"Is it true we're going to war?" he asked.

"One month is our time limit," I answered with a heavy heart. "Waiting any longer would give our enemies the advantage. Relay to Quinny that we march at the end of Redvern, this month, right before the start of the winter solstice."

Quinny's men nodded and took their leave back into the city, appearing just as glum. War was no pretty affair after all.

If I had died back when I consumed the soul stone, would I be resting peacefully?

I stuck out my hand and tried to tap into the prideful soul stone to conjure necromantic magic. Nothing. It no longer responded to me anymore since Demos' betrayal. All the soul stone had become now was a ravenous font alongside Vessyra's power. It seemed like no matter what we did, everything continued to play into Edith's hands.

Someone tackled me from behind, nearly knocking both of us to the ground. My hat fell to my feet. Alira snatched it up and pulled it down over my face.

"What are you looking down in the dumps for?" Alira asked, pinching my cheeks until they began to sting.

"You know why. On top of those two still missing, I'm having to plan a whole war. I'm just a witch! Barely twenty years old," I complained out loud.

"They'll be just fine with or without our well wishes. You, on the other hand, need to stop thinking you're alone. We're in this together, and one way or another, history's being made at the end of the month," she said.

When I put a hand over my chest, the beating heart was a reminder that I still live. A piece of Flora and Vessyra resided in me. I wasn't alone.

"Thanks, but maybe don't try and break my back when you want to cheer me up." I pinched Alira's cheeks in return.

"I'll take over managing the incoming traffic. You go ahead and take a break." Alira started pushing me off the road.

"If you see Eleanor, send her my way!" I called back.

Thinking I could get some rest and relaxation in my own home might have been too much to ask for. Miuna had Gurk trapped within its slime body, leaving only his head free. Eileen and Cammy were by the cauldron, experimenting with the fruits that bloomed from the dryad's hair. However, the cauldron exploded with a mushroom cloud of gas when they tossed a fruit in.

"What is going on here?" I asked into the room.

"Mistress… help… Gurk dying…" Gurk pleaded.

"Oh, he's exaggerating," Eileen said. "I'm creating new concoctions and needed Gurk to test them. "

"I'm just here to make sure he doesn't escape!" Miuna saluted.

"I suppose this is the price Gurk has to pay for his good fortune," Cammy mused.

"They aren't wrong. How many women have you had sex with already?" I asked, patting his head. He glanced up with sad eyes but was clearly in no danger. My apprentice was smart enough to create neutralizers to prematurely end the potions' and elixirs' effects.

Cammy extended roots into the slime to jerk off Gurk's dick. Meanwhile, Miuna vibrated its body to further tease the poor goblin until he ejaculated, which quickly began to disintegrate. That jizz eventually became usable substances in Eileen's alchemy.

By nightfall, they had forced Gurk to ejaculate and drink so many different concoctions that he simply passed out, forcing them to put an end to the experiments.

"I'm going to hang out with Cammy and take her back to her tree, Mistress!" Eileen said as she was putting on her shoes.

"I hope we can spend some more time later, Mama." My dryad daughter smiled warmly.

Both of them held hands as they walked out the door, and I was beginning to suspect there was something going on between them.

"You two… wouldn't happen to be dating?" I asked, raising a brow.

"Huh?" Eileen turned around, realized that her and Cammy's hands were clasped, and yanked away. "N-No… It's not what you think!"

"She's too shy to admit it. Bye, Mama!" Cammy's tendrils wrapped around Eileen's waist and pulled her out of the house.

Whatever their relationship was, I rather approved. Even during these times, people could still find their own happiness amongst each other. It was enough to keep me fighting.

Miuna was also about to leave, but I stopped it before it got to the door.

"I was hoping to do some experiments of my own," I said.

"Oooh. What sort of experiments?" Miuna asked.

I'd been expecting Eleanor to return so I could discuss some issues with her, but since it seemed she was running late, I might as well have Miuna keep me company.

"Soul stones capture magic like regular magic crystals grown underground. Unlike them, they can host a soul like a home shelters a guest." I handed Miuna an empty soul stone, which it took into the palm of its hand. Theoretically, it should disintegrate like anything put into its body. If it had a soul, it would require an immense amount of external magical force to just crack the surface.

As expected, once Miuna absorbed the empty stone, nothing happened. But what would have happened to Miuna if there had been a soul in there? No records existed of them ever breaking because they were believed far too rare to experiment on beyond creating a familiar. The Elder Board might know… Would Winnegan know?

As curious as I was, we didn't have one readily available to experiment with.

"Was that it?" the slime asked.

I thought for a second and figured now was as good a time as any. "How about you stay a bit longer? I have something else I wanted to try."

Miuna and I went downstairs to the baths in case things got messy. Thick slime tendrils emerged from its body in the same way as my robes and hovered around me, like a predator surrounding prey.

I held my breath with anticipation as one tentacle enveloped my dick. It was hot, sticky yet slippery. Miuna controlled every drop of slime from its body, able to reshape and adjust the composition any way it wanted. Right now, it felt like I dipped my finger into a warm jar of honey that was alive and churning. Unlike a vagina where my member was buried into and couldn't be seen, I saw it through the translucent pink slime. That somehow turned me on even more.

"Ooooh. I feel you throbbing and kicking," Miuna said, biting its lower lip.

"Stop altering so frequently, I'll… oh… mmm!" I screwed my eyes shut as the pleasure overwhelmed me.

The slime encasing my penis thickened to the point where it felt like I was in a fleshy vagina, with folds and bumps massaging me as though it were the real thing. My ejaculate gushed out into the tentacle where it disintegrated and absorbed into the slime body.

"How is it?" Miuna asked.

"It's amazing. I wonder if we can make a sex toy for penises out of your slime." Not only was it like having sex with the real thing, the ambient heat and clinginess of the substance made it a much more pleasurable experience.

If I kept letting Miuna jerk me off, I might not be able to go back to the real thing.

"Sounds good to you and others, but if you guys keep taking my slime, there won't be any of me left!" it complained.

"You don't need to worry about that. We like you here. Your slime's helped us create a whole bunch of new concoctions in alchemy. Eileen would have my head if something were to happen to you," I said.

The slimeform smiled. Human features upon a humanoid female body, with the only difference being that it was entirely malleable and slimy, made it more personable than before. Miuna was already an amicable being to begin with, but the form it had taken made it more attractive to the eyes. I understood why some of the orcs and demi-humans couldn't get enough of having sex with it. If I wasn't careful, I'd be in their shoes, too.

"I've actually been wanting to thank you," Miuna began, its tentacle still wrapped around my penis had me in an uncompromising position for this conversation. "When you guys rescued me and Shallowglade, I thought I was just going to be used like a tool. Honestly, I was fine with that. But you and Eileen, the others as well, listened to my request and even gave me a body. I'm so glad for all the friends I made because of you!"

"Oh, Miuna! You don't have to thank me. I would help you all over again if I had to," I said honestly.

If slimes could tear up, the secretions around the eyes were proof. Miuna hugged me, pressing its entire slime body to mine and consequently sending pleasure signals shooting across my skin where we touched. My dick was now pressed into Miuna's body between its legs, and our breasts— if its own could be called that— were rubbing against each other.

"Hehe. Leave it to you to get horny from this." Miuna teased, massaging my member with its thighs.

I couldn't move.

"Miuna… we don't have to— aagghh!"

The slime's chest shaped into suckers that clamped down on my breasts, and within it, hundreds of tiny feelers brushed every inch of skin they could touch. On Miuna's back, two tentacles emerged and secreted a shiny, lubricated substance on the tips.

"It's weird that I can even feel pleasure from sex. After all, I don't have the same sensory organs and nerves that you guys do. But since I do, I might as well have fun with it." Miuna pressed its lips to mine. It wasn't anything I'd kissed before. The slime knew just how soft and plump to make its own lips, and even had a tongue to push into my mouth.

As our lips and tongues intertwined, Miuna began to invade my holes. The tentacles couldn't be stopped. They had been lubricated to the point where they could slide right in— and that was what they did.

Both my ass and pussy were filled at once with the dick-shaped slime tentacles. My head was spinning, but there was no denying that I wanted this. They ravished me with their hot rods. Meanwhile, my own member was throbbing, melting in bliss within Miuna. Its internal body formed into a fleshy organ much like a pussy, but with more folds and nubs to massage the shaft, and a suction around the tip of my penis.

Between my holes getting stuffed, dick enveloped in the best slime pussy Talmora had to offer, nipples getting sucked and breasts kneaded, and Miuna's tongue shoved down my throat— I might actually lose my mind.

At some point, I lost consciousness from an intense orgasm and awoke later to Miuna giving me a blowjob. We were still in the baths.

"You know, I've tasted a lot of cum from different species. I think yours has the best taste," Miuna said.

"It's probably… due to the magic inside me." I didn't realize how much of a succubus Miuna was. Did I make a mistake getting it to do this with me? "Why don't we stop here? I'm getting pretty hungry. Aren't you?"

"What are you saying? I'm getting all my sustenance right from this delicious fountain. Besides, you don't want to leave yet. Don't you want to have sex with more of me?" it asked.

Miuna began to duplicate. Two. Three. Four identical Miunas surrounded me.

A pair was giving me a double fellatio, another oozed its slime all over my breasts, and the fourth sat on my face, forcing me to perform cunnilingus on it.

I might be stuck here for a little while longer than I thought.

After a few hours into the orgy, the both of us were spent. Apparently, slimes did get tired. The four Miunas laid asleep in my arms. Even though they weren't conscious, their slime tentacles had minds of their own, caressing my body and sucking my dick even though it had gotten flaccid. I had to wrench it off in order to free myself. As soon as I got off the bed, they merged back into a single Miuna.

I got dressed in time for someone to knock on my door. Thinking it must be either Eileen or Gurk having come home, I threw open the door to the two high priestesses.

"Ceris, Sheila? What are you two doing here?" I asked.

"We… have a problem," Ceris said, but allowed her companion to take over.

"Many of our priestesses have become with child, likely fathered by human, orc, and kobold men," Sheila said.

"But that's to be expected, isn't it?" I cocked my head to the side. As devout followers of the Goddess of Love and Lust, it was only natural that their hyper sexual lifestyle would lead to pregnancy. "So, what does this have to do with me?"

The elf and feline demi-human exchanged glances.

"As we are High Priestesses of Vessyra, it is our duty to hold a ritual to bless their fertility. This is normally done with Gale, but since she isn't here…" Sheila pressed her fingers together, blushing up to her ears.

I knew exactly where this was going.

"You need me to take Gale's place, since I qualify as a high priestess," I said, finishing her sentence.

Ceris nodded and unfurled the see-through dress in her arms, holding it up to my body as though I were a mannequin to be fitted. "The priestesses will be overjoyed if you were to participate."


Chapter 16 - Ceremonies

Ever since Sheila arrived with some fifty priestesses, those numbers had gradually swelled to three hundred as more arrived not just from Vessyra, but also from across outer-Talmora. It was strange at first, especially seeing so many demi-humans soliciting themselves like they were prostitutes but without cost. Though when their religion and dogma revolved around encouraging sexual freedom and fertility, I should expect nothing less.

However, I would have at least imagined they had measures in place, such as medication or magical means otherwise, to prevent unexpected pregnancies. They certainly did. The priestesses simply chose not to.

For a bunch of women to constantly be engaged in sex for weeks at a time, in a human city whose subjects numbered upwards in the thousands and awakened to the thrill of screwing a beautiful race other than humans, pregnancy was a given. As a result, Eileen and Cammy had diagnosed nearly four in five priestesses pregnant.

To make matters worse…

"I can't believe you two are also pregnant," I groaned.

Sheila and Ceris had tummy bumps. In fact, they were about the same size as Mira's.

"It wouldn't be our first child, and it certainly wouldn't be the last," the elven priestess said.

I stared at both of them suspiciously.

"Who fathered the one you're carrying now?" I asked.

Both of them smirked and left me without an answer to continue applying their make-up.

We three high priestesses made use of the carriage Sheila had come to Parthun in to prepare. The massive two-floor structure was every bit lavish as their bedchamber back in Vessyra. Its first floor served as a cafeteria and living space, while the entirety of the second was a bedroom in which they all shared a single large bed.

It was hard not to gawk at that bed, knowing full well the orgies those priestesses had together during the journey.

"Ah! I simply cannot get over how beautiful you look, Ellori. Would it be too much to ask for a quick one?" Sheila asked, clutching her blushing face.

"Now, now, Sheila. You mustn't overwhelm her. Reign yourself in, for we shouldn't keep our disciples waiting." Ceris hugged her companion from behind. She slipped her hand through the slit in the gown to press two fingers into the beast's soaking wet crotch. Sheila shuddered and let out a pleasured yet disappointed sigh.

She and Ceris had swooned at the sight of me donning one of their robes. The incredibly thin and transparent garb exposed my breasts and groin, and consequently, my penis as well. I suspected this was their plan all along, because they continued throwing glances at my nether region.

"How do you two even wear this all day? It's like I'm not wearing anything at all," I complained.

"That's exactly the point." Ceris wagged a finger as though she were a teacher, seizing the opportunity to provide a lesson. "We may not have living clothing like you to shape at will, but these allow us to quickly disrobe in the event of fornication."

"It is also to lay bare our skin to the goddess. All things emerge from the fertile womb naked. The less we wear, the closer we are to Her," Sheila added.

They had absolutely no idea of my relationship to Vessyra. It was for the best. Who knew how much more they would lust after me if they found out I held a fragment of the goddess' power. As far as they were concerned, my empowered form was the result of magic and alchemy.

If you were listening, Vessyra, your presence put me in a precarious spot with your own priestesses!

A faint chuckle echoed in my head and a divine flicker warmed my chest.

I was sure she got a kick out of my predicament. Though I supposed even a higher being such as herself could stand to take her mind off war. After all, for the Goddess of Love and Lust, knowing her priestesses were pregnant had to be a cause for celebration.

"So, what exactly does my role entail?" I asked them.

"It is a simple ceremony. We shall stand side by side and bid our disciples good fortune in their future," Ceris explained.

"That's it?" I wondered dubiously.

They nodded.

The time came to meet the priestesses outside. There were hundreds of them sitting on their knees in front of the carriage. Those who were not pregnant and curious onlookers who came to watch the ceremony, remained standing some ways behind.

Many gasped as I made my way down the steps. Of course, nearly all of my sexual partners were in attendance. They had either seen me in my academy robes or completely naked, but wearing the thin veil was a new sight for them. Especially Gurk, whose erection bulged in his pants. What made it more embarrassing were the many pairs of eyes, clearly focused on my own penis.

My chest beat so loud it might as well be war drumming.

Ceris and Sheila took my hand on either side of me. Their touch calmed my nerves a little, but nothing could wash away how embarrassing it was for so many priestesses to stare at my dick with lustful intent. It took every ounce of willpower not to be turned on by this display of exhibitionism.

Alright. Get a hold of yourself, Ellori. Ceris already told you this ceremony was simple. By the look of it, all I had to do was just stand around. Hopefully, it would be over soon enough, and I could get back to being clothed again.

"My beloved cherubs," Ceris began addressing her people. "It gladdens me to see so many of you shine with the glow of a maiden. That you bear fruit is a sign that Vessyra has smiled upon you. Those who have yet borne— do not fret. Your time will come, and we shall all rejoice together. Today is an occasion for our sisters to be reminded that you are loved."

As Ceris said this, Sheila licked her lips and began to pant. The sitting priestesses all had their eyes on the three of us, each with a gaze that lingered and longed like one you would give a lover.

In the back of my mind, I knew something was definitely off.

Sheila had me swap positions with her. Now I was standing to her right, and she was standing between myself and Ceris.

"What happened?" I whispered.

"Don't worry. I just thought if you're the first, Ceris and I could at least taste you second-hand," Sheila said.

I drew a blank. What?

"Now, my dear priestesses, step forward. One by one, and receive Vessyra's love through us," Ceris announced.

"What?!" I choked.

Upon the high priestess' word, the sitting priestesses rose to their feet and approached us, beginning with me.

A young elf, some years older than Eileen in appearance and with skin much darker than Gale, stood in front of me with an expectant gaze. She had short, black hair dyed with purple highlights that brought out her lavender eyes. A line began to form behind her.

Unsure of what to do next since I wasn't briefed about how the ceremony proceeded, we stood there awkwardly facing each other. Her eyes, however, were fixed on my penis.

"Y-You're every bit as stunning as Sheila described, High Priestess Ellori," she finally found the courage to say.

"Aw. You're sweet. I'm sure in a few years, you might give Gale a run for her money with how pretty you are," I complimented in return.

The elf blushed and erupted into a very teenage giggle. She then took a deep breath, shut her eyes, cupped her hands on my face, and pressed her lips to mine. Caught by surprise, I did nothing to stop her as a tongue slipped into my mouth.

We were full on deep-tongue kissing, and if that wasn't enough, she grinded her breasts against my chest. Erect nipples teased my skin, she was practically humping me. Her inexperience lulled me into taking control. Shoving my tongue into her mouth made her squeak, but the sweet moans coming from her as she sucked on my meat was music to my ears.

"Hahh… shhllrrpp… mmmmh… I cahn… feel it… the goddesshs' lohve— mmrpph…" she uttered between breaths.

With our bodies pressed together, the stimulation set off waves of pleasure that traveled down to my penis. I couldn't control it any longer, and it became erect. The elf sandwiched my standing member between her thighs and threatened me to blow a load, but I managed to focus my thoughts elsewhere so as to not embarrass myself.

When the elf and I parted, a trail of saliva that linked us together snapped. Her shallow breaths came out haggard, and her face in bliss like she just experienced an orgasm. She stepped back, bowed, then moved onto Sheila where they embraced like a married couple and continued where we left off.

"Th-This is the ceremony?" I came to my senses and gasped.

From the other side of Sheila, Ceris winked at me and pointed to the line where priestesses awaited their turn.

"It is indeed. The true celebrations begin after in the privacy of our carriage. Don't keep them waiting, Ellori. Plenty of our disciples would like to taste your love," Ceris said, as she embraced the dark-skinned elf who had just finished with Sheila.

The next woman in line was a beastfolk much taller than me, whose breasts were barely kept in check by her robes, hooved feet, and upturned horns on her head. Just like the elf, she stared longingly at my erection and bit her lip.

I gulped hard.

Waging war was one thing, but I might not survive today's ceremony.

"I'm… spent… My jaws hurt…" I groaned, laying down on the enormous bed after we returned to the carriage.

My dick had swelled noticeably. That wasn't a ceremony. It was a trial. How I survived without blowing a load was beyond me. Some of those women were exceptionally ravenous. I wasn't sure if it was because of who I was, or if they were just particularly horny today, but I'd never been deepthroated by tongues so much in my entire life.

"You did well as a high priestess today," Ceris said. She took a seat on the bed next to me and drank from a steaming cup that smelled of herbs. "Normally a ceremony would only see ten to maybe twenty priestesses at a time. For so many to have become pregnant in a short time is a rare occasion."

"If this is one of your many duties, you can count me out." I sighed.

While the elf giggled at my expense, I focused my mind elsewhere in hopes that my erection would subside. Seeing as I was still in the company of horny priestesses, this could only serve to bring more trouble.

Sheila entered the room, pushing a cart of fragrant stew and tea up to the bed. It smelled heavenly. Large helpings of meat and vegetables had been thrown in. The broth was a light brown mixture with coconut milk added as a sweetener.

"With all the food we have access to now from the rest of the kingdom, many within the city are finally able fill their bellies. A man I laid with before, he runs a restaurant in the upper wards, taught me how to make this," Sheila said.

Not wanting to accidentally make a mess of the bed, the three of us sat together at a table across the room where they usually had tea. The moment we lifted the spoon to our mouths, it sent our taste buds to heaven. The beef had soaked up the broth and exploded with juice with each bite, blocks of potatoes melted in our mouth, and crunchy carrots cleansed the palette.

"Mmm! Okay, maybe being a priestess isn't too bad," I remarked, savoring the taste of the stew.

"You can always retire in Vessyra at the temple. We welcome you with open arms, Mira and Belle, too!" Sheila smiled.

"And what? Make out with priestesses every other month? I don't think you know what you're getting yourselves into by inviting Mira." I rolled my eyes, imagining how much different this would have turned out if she were the one to perform the ceremony. Those priestesses wouldn't have lasted one second with her.

Although the idea of retiring in Vessyra was tempting, there would be plenty to do whether we won or lost in this war. I'd come too far to falter now. Hundreds of thousands of people were counting on us. A goddess was depending on us.

Our greatest obstacle to returning peace to Talmora was Edith Percouli, the knight of Discipline Giselle Artoire, and hordes of demons from here to Thanreas. We certainly had our work cut out for us.

"Ellori, you think too much and you will only burden yourself." Ceris put a hand on mine and squeezed.

On my other side, Sheila did the same. "There will come a time when we will need to focus on battle. For now, it may do your heart and mind better to relax."

Then, as if on cue, both of them hooked my elbows and dragged me into bed where they stripped me naked of my light robe. Their eyes gazed hungrily at my erection which hadn't gone down yet. Sheila was like a predator ready to pounce. Ceris licked her lips wet as if in preparation to suck it.

"D-Do I get a say in this?" I asked out loud.

"We can't exactly leave this unattended, can we?" Sheila grinned.

"Besides, it's unhealthy for the body to leave an erection lasting for too long. Allow us to calm it down for you," Ceris added, before kissing the tip of my dick. Her tongue had become extra wet from salivating, and she made circles around the glans until it began to drip with her saliva.

Meanwhile, Sheila puckered her lips along the length of the shaft. Both of them met at the top, and kissed each other as though my penis was a third partner. The feeling was nothing short of amazing. Having two women with such skill perform a blowjob on me. It was the relief I needed at last since my dick had been stiff all morning.

The elf and feline beastfolk overlapped their tongues around the towering rod. They lovingly caressed each other's cheeks, nibbled on one another's lips, and made out with the penis as the center of attention. Sheila began to purr as one of Ceris' hands disappeared from my sightline, followed by a squishing sound that made the feline moan.

"I swear, watching you two pleasure each other is the hottest thing ever," I complimented them.

"Imagine if Gale was here. You can be a part of this, too. An orgy every night for as long as you live, offering every ounce of our love and lust to each other and to the goddess," Ceris cooed.

"Think about it, Ellori. We three servicing your wonderful cock." Sheila kissed the tip, and in the next moment it disappeared between her lips as she sucked on it. Her head bobbed up and down at an irregular rhythm, tormenting me with the back of her throat.

Ceris lowered herself. I thought she was going to lick the shaft and base like Sheila did earlier. I was very wrong.

My body shivered as a wet tongue brushed against my slit. It wasn't enough for her to just lick the juices leaking from me, she pressed a stiff tongue into my cunt.

"Ahh, gods… if you two keep going at it, I'm going to burst…" I grabbed Sheila by the ears and used her like a sex toy, guiding her head for my own pleasure.

"Go on and give it to her," Ceris urged, now she had her fingers penetrating me as she licked the base of my cock. "Let it out. Sheila's been wanting a taste for so long since she last saw you in Vessyra."

The build-up from the entire day of making out with beautiful priestesses reached climax. I shuddered with the intensity of an earthquake, and my throbbing dick followed suit. Sheila's eyes widened in surprise. She lowered her mouth so far that the tip of my cock touched the back of her throat, and I unleashed my load into her.

Sheila's tenacity was admirable. She swallowed every drop. Having held back the entire day had made me into a dam waiting to burst. The feline reared away, sucking a deep breath and coughing. My cock glistened with cum and her saliva now that it was no longer occupied. But that didn't last long. Ceris replaced her and licked up what remained, polishing my knob until it was cleaned and spotless.

They climbed onto bed and laid next to me, rubbing their breasts against my arms and intertwining our legs.

"Mmmm. Don't get me wrong. The stew was good, but I think Ellori was much more delicious," Sheila purred into my ears.

"I'm glad I was able to serve," I teased, catching my breath.

Who knew having my dick sucked by two people could leave me so winded. At the very least, my dick was now—

I gazed down, and it was still rock hard.

Ceris followed my eyes down to the erection and cracked a smile. "You know what that means?"

A knock suddenly came to the door and interrupted us.

"Maybe next time." She sighed and sat up on the bed to face the door. "Come in!"

The cocoa-skinned elf from earlier entered the room and was startled to see the three of us in bed. Her face took on a rosy tint.

"Forgive me for the intrusion, High Priestesses. Two people, a witch and knight, are asking about High Priestess Ellori. Shall I tell them you are indisposed?" she asked.

I hopped out of bed to change back into my usual garb, saved by the interruption from what might have turned into a threesome with Ceris and Sheila. Knowing those two, they wouldn't have let me out without reason and until they were thoroughly satisfied.

"Awww. Here I was hoping for more." Sheila pouted.

"Don't worry. We will have another in her place. Ysolde, come here." Ceris beckoned for the elf by the door, whose eyes glossed over like when we had kissed. It was her lucky day, a dream come true to lay with the high priestesses she admired.

"Of course, High Priestesses! I shall make an effort not to disappoint before the eyes of our goddess," Ysolde exclaimed.

Thanks to the surprise visit, my erection had finally subsided. I quickly left the room as Ysolde climbed into bed with them, and shut the door before their love-making could take off in full swing and tempt me to stay.

The other priestesses bid me a warm farewell as I passed them. They were so friendly, giving me hugs and squeezing my hand warmly, especially after having been intimately introduced to them all. This was life as a priestess of Vessyra, I suppose.

Alira and Eleanor were waiting for me at the bottom of the carriage steps.

"So, you were in there after all! Bet'cha had a swell time with all those pretty ladies." Alira chuckled.

It was certainly… something." I cleared my throat.

"Alira told me you wished to speak with me?" Eleanor was still in full armor, clutching the reins of a horse she had ridden back on.

"Oh, that's right! Yes." I nodded. "I've set the date of our siege at the end of Redvern— this month. As the former vice-captain of the Order of Piety, you must be intimately familiar with Thanreas. I want you to lend us your knowledge, so that we can besiege the Eternal City."

Eleanor's expression hardened. I'd put the knight in a tough spot, because it was the very place she and her people had sworn to protect.

"You are a shrewd witch to ask such a thing of me." Eleanor squinted.

"I'm pulling out all the stops. I had my time relaxing upstairs. Now it's time to get to work. Will you help us lay siege to Thanreas?" I asked, holding my breath.

Eleanor's stead whinnied to protest in her place. She stroked the head and mane of her horse, and a sad smile crossed her face.

"I do not help witches. It is for the innocent people of Thanreas— of all human kingdoms of Talmora that I help. As long as we are on the same page…" Eleanor stuck out her gauntleted hand. "You have my sword."

The two of us clasped hands.

"I wouldn't ask more of you than that," I said.


Chapter 17 - The Tower

With Mira, Belle, and Eudora gone, the responsibility to plan the battles to come fell to me. The war didn't pause just because I wanted it to, and neither would Edith cease scheming while I dallied in pleasure. Demons were out there hurting people. More towers had risen to funnel magic to whatever perverse experiment Edith had planned.

Worried as I was about those two in Ferellis, a hope inside me whispered that they were just fine. Until they returned, I could only focus on what was in my power to do.

Lantessa, Alira, Eleanor, and I sat together at the gazebo inside the tower. It had magically repaired itself, as all things did within the forged world. They were no more illusions of a blueprint than an imagination in one's mind. It might break, but the memory of its structure remains.

"I've only been to the Eternal City once, and that was five years ago to swear my allegiance to the Council of Kings as all enrolled witches do. If we're to lay siege to Thanreas, we need to understand its layout. What can you tell us?" I asked Eleanor and all eyes fell on her.

The former knightess' arms were folded across her chest, eyes screwed shut and deep in thought. Sharp brows furrowed so close they nearly connected.

"Thanreas is shaped like a pentagon, with each point extending a wall and is mounted with ballistas on a network of rails. This allows them to respond to any enemy siege weapons and armies by pinning them from three sides. This will be your greatest challenge outside of the city." Eleanor drew a simple map of the city and its walls, using stones to portray our forces.

Already it was beginning to show how difficult it would be to break Thanreas from the ground. Attempts to fly over would likely be met with aerial demons and a barrage of ballistae. Zeke and the harpies wouldn't stand a chance. Moving ground units too close to the wall left them vulnerable to fire from above as well.

"Then a direct assault is no good," Alira concluded for us. "What if all witches fly down from the clouds and neutralize one side of the pentagon?"

"Blindly and unsure of what you might encounter from within?" Eleanor retorted, her voice almost daring Alira to commit what sounded like a suicide attack.

"Got any other suggestions? It's starting to sound like you're trying to dissuade us from attacking Thanreas. How can we be sure you're actually on our side?" she fired back.

The knightess brushed aside the accusation with a scoff and rolled her eyes. Tensions grew thick. All of us shared Alira's frustration, and Eleanor was no exception. It wasn't that she tried to turn us away from this foolhardy venture, but the reality of the situation was that Thanreas had never been laid siege to in centuries and was designed to be impenetrable.

Lantessa hadn't so much as said a word since we began the discussions. The many snakes on her head had fallen asleep, limp like thick dreadlocks.

"You knew Eudora best. Any idea what she would do here?" I asked the gorgon.

"The one who knows Eudora best is herself. If you want a suggestion from me, I say dig a hole," Lantessa said in jest.

This was getting nowhere. Once again, I wished Eudora was here. She always had something planned, and was possibly scheming just as much as Edith. There was no need for the rest of us to think but to simply follow her instructions, and things usually worked out in the end.

However, the same could be said of our circumstances. Wasn't that right, Eudora? If this was also part of her plan, to send us to safety and stay behind as a sacrifice, then how could I live up to those expectations?

"That people call Thanreas impenetrable or incapable of being besieged are sorely mistaken. A tree left uncut does not mean it cannot be cut— simply that no one has tried yet," Eleanor said.

"A frontal assault is no good. An aerial assault is tantamount to suicide, then…" It hit me harder than a spell could. Everyone's eyes turned to me as they realized I'd come upon something that might flip our luck. "We have the greatest siege weapon this world has ever known— this tower."

Alira and Lantessa caught on first. They were among the many who were aboard the tower when we sieged Lotherain. Eleanor didn't express the same surprise or share the relief of my words. She fell deeper into thought, resting her chin on her hand.

"I see. You might be able to land in the Granite Promenade's wide open street. I'm sure no one will miss those statues anyway," Eleanor suggested.

"But how do we raise the tower? Eudora never shared any of her findings or know-how. If anything, I think she burned any grimoire she found from witches of old after committing them to memory," Alira said.

I put a hand to my head and groaned. Leave it to Eudora to destroy ancient texts. Though I suspected she did so to prevent Edith from getting her hands on them, otherwise we would be facing floating towers ourselves.

"Leave finding that out to me. Alira, I need you to coordinate with the other witches. Once we touch ground, we'll need one group to raise a barrier around the tower and another willing to kill their former headmistress. Lantessa will work with Kati and Clem to form a blockade at each entrance into the district to prevent enemy reinforcements." As I doled out orders, it was like Eudora's spirit had taken over in my stead. Our plan was not to ransack or destroy the city, Edith was our only target. Given that demons were unleashed into our world, the war might not end with her defeat. There would be much to do if we won, but I'd rather that than the alternative.

The discussions concluded for now. There was a lot left to talk about, but it did no one any good to suffocate under pressure like this. Countless might die. We knew this. Thanreas was a densely populated city. I'd shoulder that burden, but it hurt to think about.

Eudora, Mira… How did you two do it?

As I searched Eudora's alchemy laboratory for clues to how I might raise the tower, Lantessa entered the room and offered a hand in the search.

"What are your stakes in this?" I asked her. "I didn't expect you to be such good friends with Eudora to stay and help us."

Lantessa grimaced. "You think us friends? Ha! That woman owes me more than I owe her. Can't very well collect favors from a dead witch, can I?"

That gorgon wasn't being entirely honest with herself. It made me even more curious, but now wasn't the time to make small talk. We spent the better part of the afternoon, turning the place up and down but couldn't find a single thing related to the tower Eudora had built.

"Couldn't she have just written it down in a notebook or something? Why did she have to make things so difficult for me?" I grumbled. Just when I was about to give up, my hand grazed an incredibly subtle etching on the side of the brick hearth. It was a rune about the size of my palm.

To the untrained eye, a young witch might pass them off as spell etchings like the ones created for teleportation circles. This one was more intricate, it had a faint glow that if I wasn't actively searching, I wouldn't have seen and nor would my brain have registered it. Now that I saw it once, my eyes scanned the living room and uncovered more all along the walls and ceiling. Even places as innocuous as underneath the couch and rug. They must be the key to the tower's moving function.

"That sly bitch." Lantessa and her snakes hissed.

"But how do we make it work?" I asked out loud.

The door swung open. Noelle returned, dressed in his knight's raiment and long, golden hair fluttering behind him.

"Ellori, Lantessa! I'm back from liberating Durai and Morane from the demons. They stood no chance… at…?" The feminized knight paused when he saw us inspecting the runes on a shelf. His legs squeezed together, causing the metal plates to clink and creak. "Are… Are we moving the tower again?"

Lantessa and I stared at each other, then back at Noelle.

"You know how Eudora moves the tower?" I asked.

"Not exactly… but whenever she does, she plays with me and Aurelias…" Noelle answered and quickly turned red.

The three of us went downstairs to where the former knight of humility had been made a sex slave of. Alraune tentacles still pleasured every hole she had and suckled on her breasts. Lantessa ripped each appendage away, and the mindbroken woman squealed in protest as they were taken from her.

"Wait… I want more… I don't care about fighting anymore, just fill me up…" Aurelias begged sweetly.

Noelle, who had since stripped down to nothing, had his dick fully erect and swallowed hard, staring at his colleague in such a state.

"Alright. What exactly does Eudora do with the both of you?" I locked eyes with Noelle, who, if it wasn't for the erect penis, would be indistinguishable from a woman with those breasts and soft facial features.

"She… She has sex with both of us…" Noelle gulped.

"Why would Eudora do such a thing— er, scratch that. The why is obvious. How in the hell is that supposed work?" I asked Noelle.

Nothing in this basement suggested it was any sort of ship's helm or had navigational terminals to operate a gargantuan magic tower. Aside from Aurelias, Noelle, the bed, shackles on the wall, and the holes in the ground where the alraune tentacles emerged from, the room appeared like an unassuming storage area turned sex slave pen.

"I'm… I'm not too sure. She would just call me down here and do the deed. Usually there's a man-sized crystal, but I don't see it anywhere," Noelle answered.

When I turned to Lantessa, she answered with a shrug.

"Noelle, what does Eudora usually have you do first?" I pressed him.

The former knight of valor's throbbing dick swelled from being erect for so long without relief. He climbed onto the bed with Aurelias and stuck his member into her, drawing a moan that could weaken the resolve of any abstinent man. She threw her head back, legs clenched around Noelle's waist to draw him closer, and began to thrust her own hips to meet the pleasure head-on.

Watching them go at it made my own penis twitch. Deep inside, Vessyra urged me to partake in their deviancy. There was no passion, the only love was for that of flesh, and their sanity and intelligence was cast away for the sake of indulging their carnal desires.

"Yes… yes! Fuck me, fuck me, harder— I love your dick… more… please, pour everything inside!" Aurelias begged. Her eyes were blank. Her expression appeared devoid of any thought other than the moment.

Noelle's hips moved like a hare in heat, pumping into his colleague's pussy as though he had been starved of sex. It didn't take long until he climaxed, and even as he came down from the orgasm, Aurelias refused to let him go. She grabbed his face and kissed him. Their breasts squished together and erect nipples scraped against one another.

"Eek!" I jumped to Lantessa squeezing a handful of my ass. "What was that for?"

"Gawking doesn't get us anywhere. Shouldn't you be part of this degenerate orchestra of flesh?" Lantessa asked.

Sighing, I disrobed and moved towards the bedside. I went from one threesome to another.

Both of them were still fucking when they saw my penis lingering before their eyes. Two pairs of lips moistened from each other's sloppy kisses and saliva sucked on the new toy. They ran their tongues along the shaft and teased the glans.

I wasn't one to judge someone's sexuality, especially given my own predilections. However, seeing Noelle, a young man whose appearance was indistinguishable from a woman, sucking my dick turned me on more than I expected. This emasculated and effeminate knight nursed on the meat pole like an obedient slave.

"Do you like the taste of my cock, Noelle?" I asked, stroking his face and hair.

"Hahh… mmhh… I do," Noelle said, wincing as the last shreds of his masculinity evaporated along with the sweat beading on his body. "It feels good being inside Aurelias… nnhh… while there's a dick in my mouth— hhmmfph!"

Unable to control myself any longer, I shoved my member further into his mouth until it hit the back of his throat. Eudora must have trained him to control his gag reflex, because I panicked a bit when coming to my senses that he might bite me. The feminized Noelle stared up at me with pleading eyes, like he didn't want me to pull out.

Imagine my surprise that he deepthroated my cock like it was something he had done many times before.

"Ahh… I want to taste it, too…" Aurelias begged.

I ignored her in favor of Noelle. His mouth was hot, a much different feeling than having a woman give me a blowjob. Eventually, my turn to climax neared. I held his head and ejected my payload down his throat. He obediently swallowed it all. Not like he had a choice. Noelle's lips were like a suction that didn't want to let my dick go.

"Nothing seems to be happening yet. Perhaps greater stimulation is required?" Lantessa suggested.

"I have to go all the way with them after all?" I sighed.

"Allow the alraune to clean it up first." She smirked.

The gorgon seized one of the alraune tentacles and positioned it behind Noelle's ass. He jerked forward when the pressure began to knock at his back door. Since Aurelias held him in place, he was powerless to resist.

"Wait… you're going to do that?" Noelle gulped, finally letting go of my dick to make his voice heard.

All Lantessa had to do was guide the tentacle close. It began to explore on its own, striking Noelle's buttcheeks until it found a hole between the crack. The tip glistened as it secreted a substance to lubricate the length of its appendage.

"Hold on— How about you do Aurelias instead? I've never— Aaauuuggghhhh!" The color drained from Noelle's face. His scream came out breathless, followed by short gasps of air. The writhing tentacle invaded his ass, exploring this new entrance.

"Oooh! His dick feels like it's getting bigger— I love it, keep fucking him so he can fuck me!" Aurelias exclaimed.

A quiet slurping and sucking sound could be heard as it began to clean Noelle's insides like a makeshift enema. Lantessa had one pair of arms crossed over her chest and the other pair on her waist, watching like someone waiting for a chore to be done. Meanwhile, Noelle was mumbling incoherently in a mixture of protests and high-pitched moaning.

"S-Stop… It feels weird… aahhh, oouhhh… I'm cumming… I'm going to cum… my ass hurts, but my dick feels so good— aaahhh!" Noelle was assfucked to an orgasm. His body shuddered so much I thought he was having a seizure. He and Aurelias hugged each other tightly. Cum began to leak out of her pussy as Noelle gushed into her.

Lantessa at last ripped the tentacle from Noelle's ass, sufficiently satisfied that he had been thoroughly cleaned and prepared.

"After you," Lantessa said.

"I've taken it up the ass plenty of times, but never myself put it up someone's butt," I remarked amusedly, positioning myself behind Noelle.

Aurelias reached down to part his cheeks for me. The twitching asshole had reverted back to its clenched state, but glimmered with the tentacle's slimy lubricant. An uncharacteristic flowery smell filled my nose, which I assumed was from the alraune's secretions.

"Ready or not, Noelle. I'm going in," I warned him.

The room was silent until I forced the tip into his ass. Noelle squirmed and thrashed but was held firmly in place by Aurelias. Little by little, I pushed further in. The tightness of his ass gripped me with a vise. It was so different from the walls of a vagina and felt so much better.

"You're so tight…" Our hips eventually met, and he had taken every inch of me down to the base. "You doing alright there, Noelle?"

He glanced over his shoulders, tears welling up around his eyes, red up to his ears, and mind in a state of delirium.

"My ass… my ass feels so good… fuck me and make me a little bitch…" Noelle pleaded.

"Oh, with pleasure!" I smiled.

Noelle was a howling dog in heat. Every thrust was met with sounds I didn't know a human could make. My cock ravished him to such an extent that it might have broken his mind. Each time I slapped his ass, he would arch his back and scream for more. The pleasure he must be feeling had to be indescribable. While I fucked his ass, he was fucking Aurelias— a double assault even I had a hard time keeping sane from. Lantessa wanted in on the action and lifted Noelle's face to eat her pussy.

By whatever magic was embedded into this room, be it etchings or enchantments, a floating magic crystal materialized above our foursome.

"Is it working? You guys were serious!" I reached up to touch the glowing crystal. It hummed to life, and an image of Lotherain appeared on the glinting surface— No. More than that. As the crystal slowly spun in place, other places in the tower's surroundings appeared. The crystal gave a 360 degree view of what was around us.

This magic must have been what allowed Eudora to see where the tower was moving. Now I just needed to figure out how— oh, gods.

"I'm cumming…" I shuddered intensely. It didn't help that he was shaking his ass and waist like trying to milk my dick.

"Pour it inside my ass… let me feel your hot cum!" Noelle screamed in ecstasy.

I let it all out and painted the inside of him white. The orgasm was incredible. The stiff, fleshy walls of his ass squeezed every drop like it, too, begged for more.

The crystal reacted to our climax and six finger-sized crystals appeared next to the larger one. I touched one at random, feeling the magic within me connect with the magic of the tower like it was an extension of my body. I thought Aurelias and Noelle were trembling to another orgasm, but the shaking was throughout the entire mansion and only lasted for a few seconds.

On the surface of the larger crystal, we were looking down at all of Lotherain and Ellowyn from a much higher elevation. It worked. We could control the moving tower.

"Eudora, you crazy bitch…" I muttered.

Controlling Eudora's tower was simple. The larger crystal acted as a conduit through which magic flowed through and interacted with runic etchings around the mansion. Six of the smaller crystals dictated the directions— the tower could only rotate left and right, but could move forward, backwards, up, and down.

As it turned out, bringing Noelle and Aurelias to climax was the activation switch. Eudora had somehow reverse engineered the profaned soul stones from their weapons in order to achieve this. Everytime the two former knights experienced intense euphoria— in this case, it was an orgasm— the power they once wielded now fueled the tower with flight.

Once again, I was left in awe of Eudora's ingenuity. She was far above and beyond what the rest of us witches were capable of. If it wasn't for this war we were embroiled in, her name could have gone down in history as one of the most influential witches of our time.

"I'll be returning to the surface. There's still so much more to plan before the siege. Edith will certainly be expecting us," I said to Lantessa as she walked me out of the mansion.

"Hard to believe you used to be that slippery witch who ate me out in the forest. Now you have a dick." Lantessa crossed her arms, staring at my crotch like she was eager to have herself a taste.

"If you throw me to the ground to have your way with me, I won't be able to resist. I'm exhausted." I shrugged.

The gorgon bellowed with laughter. "Perhaps another time. I, too, have grown tired. Too much talk of war. Makes you realize how much we have taken peace for granted."

I understood that all too well now. I pictured a smug Eudora, sitting by the gazebo and ready to say something snarky as I approached. What a strange point in time I had come to, where I'd be telling myself that I missed that strange woman.

Instead of Eudora, it was Rio waiting for me on the table where we had dined and chatted many times before. My familiar purred at my approach. I stroked his head, scratched behind his ears, and then hugged him to my chest.

"We've been out all day. Are you getting tired?" I asked my familiar, brushing the bridge of his nose.

"Prrr… prrr…"

An incredible power dwelled inside him, an amalgamation of hundreds of creatures he had consumed. Once, Rio's signature was a dim lantern, now it was a blinding illumination. Since we were connected, no one but I could detect his signature after he had inherited the vesper slugs' trait. As strong as he was now, his power was yet dwarfed by Edith.

I… All of us needed to remain vigilant.

We exited the tower together and were immediately assaulted by the biting cold of an afternoon coming to an end. Redvern was fast approaching and with it came winter. When I gazed up at the sky, there would have been a setting sun to cast a purple and orange glow across the thick clouds. Now, an ever-present crimson sky painted the horizon and countless towers in the distance punctured its coagulated blood clouds.

Mira and Belle were still over there in Ferellis…

"I'm worried about them, Rio. You feel the same, don't you?" I asked my familiar.

Rio landed on my hat and nodded.

I clutched my staff with both hands and stared at the crystal embedded into the gnarled branch. It was like someone else's reflection. I hardly recognized myself anymore.

If they didn't return by tomorrow, I should consider going there myself.

At home, Cammy and Eileen were having dinner together. The smell of roasted boar reminded me how famished I was. Rio hovered over the food ready to snatch it until Cammy shooed him away.

"No, Rio. You're going to eat everything if we give you a taste. This is for us and Mama." My dryad daughter created a briar cage around the food to keep Rio from getting to it.

"I had no idea dryads ate meat," I said, taking a seat.

Rio groaned and retreated under the table, and Cammy retracted her roots.

"You should know better, Mama. Nature finds sustenance everywhere." Cammy bit into the juicy, honey-glazed slabs of meat and squealed with delight.

"Gurk actually hunted this for us before he went to bed. He's upstairs sleeping, out like a light," Eileen said.

As soon as the sweet and savoury goodness touched my lips, I was in bliss. The past few weeks, we and the rest of Lotherain had been rationing food to keep from starving. With trade circulating across all of Parthun again, people could finally eat again without fear of food stores running low. For now.

The three of us ate until we were full and then some. Rio was allowed to eat the rest, and was more than excited to have the leftovers even if it was mostly bones and scraps.

Cammy was about to leave and return to her guardian tree when it occurred to me of the bond we shared, including the powers that came with it from Flora's boon.

"You remember when Eileen was seriously injured outside of the Lotherain?" I asked her.

"Oh, gods… Why did you remind me? I thought I was a goner for sure back then…" Eileen groaned.

"Of course, I remember. It was the first time you ever tapped into the full potential of Flora's boon," Cammy said.

Full potential? Exactly what sort of boon did she give me?

"Huh. Well, anyway… I want to tap into nature's roots again. Maybe its senses can reach as far as Ferellis so I can detect whether Mira and Belle are alright," I explained.

She nodded. "I believe it can be done. The further beneath the ground we are, the more effective it should be."

We descended to the underground bath. Eileen waited by the door and watched. Cammy's arms unraveled into roots and tendrils that entangled my hands. What didn't happen last time that was happening now were the roots on her hair. They extended to the ground and almost merged with the great hollow's trunk.

Then it began with a pulse. My magic connected with the surrounding earth. I sensed thousands of tiny signatures all around me. These were the lives of those in Ellowyn and Lotherain. Two larger forces of energy pulsed back to me. One was Rio and the other was Eudora's tower, which had an incredible amount of magic flowing through it.

I had to search further than this. The extent of my senses was a small village at the border of Parthun. Several hundred signatures lived there. Still, it wasn't far enough.

Cammy tapped a root against my head. "You must inject more magic into the roots to sense farther. A drop cannot fill a pond any faster than a bucket. A flood, however…"

"Then I just need to summon more magic," I said, tapping into Vessyra's powers. My robes transformed, the glow of my form illuminated the surroundings. Eileen had to shield her eyes from the light.

Like Cammy implied, my reach had extended. Much farther than I anticipated. I sensed life in all places. A flock of birds, cattle being herded, children staying up past their bedtime… until finally I reached Ferellis.

Five recognizable signatures pulsed. There was no doubt in my mind they were Mira and Belle with their familiars, Talos and Luna, as well as Zeke. I was so relieved I nearly lost concentration and severed my connection with Cammy.

However, I sensed another signature that was much more dreadful and demonic. It pulsed with an energy greater than the cerberus I dealt with in Lotherain. For some reason, it wasn't attacking the city. Instead, it lurked around Ferellis like a jailer patrolling its cage.

"Mistress!" Eileen shook me back to my senses.

My connection with Cammy and the earth snapped. Vessyra's magic that had been empowering me subsided and went dormant once again. Eileen had a hand to Cammy's back to keep her from falling back.

"I had… no idea you could channel so much magic…" Cammy winced.

"Thank you for holding out." I put a hand on my daughter and Eileen's shoulders. "I learned that they're still alive! Something… a demon may be stalking them, keeping them from escaping."

"You're going, aren't you?" Eileen asked.

The look on both of their expressions was telling me to leave it to Mira and Belle. I should stay and get some rest since I'd been up nonstop. However, my friends were in danger. The woman I loved was in danger. She was carrying my child after all. It would take a whole lot more than solemn faces to deter me from leaving.

I refilled my satchel and belt with potions and elixirs, then drank a stamina draught for the road. Rio should be able to get me there in no time.

"Mama, take these. Please come back safe." Cammy presented two fruits grown from her hair.

I put them safely in a container so they wouldn't be crushed in my bag.

"Don't worry," I assured them. "I'm just going to take Rio for a walk and get him fed. We'll be back in no time."


Chapter 18 - Ferellis Offensive

Rio, Thelia, and I flew straight to Ferellis. There was no telling what we would encounter, but one sure thing I knew— my friends were there.

Both of us were flying at a much higher elevation so as to avoid demons along the way that might slow us down. All manner of creatures dotted the landscape, carving a barren swath across wherever they set foot. Rio stared at them like a child whose face was pressed up to the window of a butcher shop.

"Feeling peckish yet?" I asked my familiar.

"Myaaauu!" Rio nodded. The bottomless pit of a glutton could only become stronger. Whatever demon was waiting for us in Ferellis, I only hoped we could match it with our combined might after rejoining the others.

Thelia came to a full stop and clutched her lasso tightly. Her eyes were fixed toward the clouds.

"Something approaches from above," Thelia warned.

"Raaa!"

"Raa, raaahh!"

The familiar screech of harpies made my ears twitch. Red, Green, and Blue nosedived from the clouds, playfully encircling us as if we were in a game of cat and mouse, and I had been found. Blue tackled me mid-air and rubbed our cheeks together, all the while cooing affectionately. They appeared to have followed us out of Lotherain.

"What are you three doing here? You have to go back. It's dangerous where we're going," I scolded them.

Red and Green looked at each other, then back at me. They positioned themselves to look quadrupedal and used their fingers to pull their lips back. I quickly gathered that it was a poor imitation of Zeke.

"Ah. You miss your dragon friend, huh? But this isn't your fight." As I stroked the vibrant plumes of Blue's hair, her brows furrowed to a defiant demeanor.

"It doesn't seem as though we can shake them off either. I often find them chasing me down in flight. Speedy little creatures." Thelia, amused by their sudden appearance, scratched Red under the chin.

"At any rate, our numbers swelled to six. Once we find Zeke, Mira, and Belle, including their familiars, we'll be a sizable force," I said.

We arrived at the outskirts of Ferellis well into the evening and were shocked to find much of the city in shambles. Wagons along the road, likely in an attempt to escape the city, had been destroyed and left in disrepair. The rooftops of many homes had been caved in and on fire, and the ashen scent was a sign that a battle had recently taken place.

Lesser demons like bone hounds and imps patrolled the streets instead of human guards, knocking on doors and breaking windows. The rowdier demons broke in with force, and what followed were the frightened screams. They restrained the men and cast themselves upon the women.

However, no matter which way I looked, the powerful demon I had sensed earlier was nowhere to be seen.

"Any thoughts?" I asked Thelia.

"No doubt in my mind that it was a greater demon you sensed. Why it is no longer here, I haven't a clue," Thelia answered.

"Maybe you can fill in the missing details. Why is it that defeating a greater demon inhibits the entry of more demons into this world?" I pressed further, recalling how the cerberus' death heralded the end of demonic reinforcements.

The erinyes pointed to the lesser demons below. A wingless imp at the edge of a fountain, face-fucking a peasant woman while a flesh golem screwed her from behind.

"We cannot enter from one realm to another without magic in play. I imagine it is similar to your witchcrafted towers, powered by giant crystals. We demons might ourselves be a source of energy that pries open the veil between this and the next. If enough of us fall, then the veil recovers and a much stronger force must arrive to hold it open," she explained.

"That being a greater demon?" I looked to her for confirmation and received a nod in response.

In this town of thousands, there were far too many demons to flush out. We didn't have any army here either like in Lotherain. I could spend days killing demons, but their numbers would return just as quickly.

My attention focused on a group of imps trying to break into a house when the door exploded into shrapnel in their faces. Two witches emerged from the building. One of them fired a massive fireball into the sky which illuminated the entire city. There was only one person I knew who could conjure something as enormous as that.

"It's them!" I shouted with glee.

A raven made a beeline to me and landed on my shoulder. Talos' eyes were glowing. Mira was currently hijacking his vision.

"You're okay!" I exclaimed.

In response to my words, the raven rubbed his beak to my cheek. He pointed a wing to the other end of the city and cawed. A horde of demons, alerted by the sight of magic, were on their way to find the source and the spellcaster. They might have been in search of Mira and Belle for days, but now that the tables have turned, my companions finally revealed themselves to lure in the enemy.

"We're going in. Don't wander too far from the group, and Rio— dinner is served," I said.

The six of us intercepted the horde. A couple of elixirs I fed to the harpies allowed them to make quick work of demons with their sharp talons. Thelia's status allowed her to enslave some demons too weak to resist. Meanwhile, Rio tore through dozens, ripping off limbs and heads, swallowing smaller demons whole and chewing to bits the larger ones.

As soon as I landed in a plaza, a pack of bone hounds singled me out and surrounded me on all sides. Their snarls came out as chattering jaws and fangs, ready to draw blood.

"Hmph. I don't need to empower myself with Vessyra's magic to fight you," I taunted.

All of them charged in at once, but a single tap of my staff to the ground caused icicles to emerge and impale my aggressors. Giant roots sprung up from beneath my feet to drag the hounds and icicles into the earth.

That second spell was not my magic though.

"Well, if it isn't my knight in shining armor." Mira embraced me with a tight squeeze and a kiss that lasted too long for Belle's comfort.

"Ahem! We have a battle going on. You can save all the affection for later," Belle said.

Luna, Talos, and Rio made circles around each other like children in a schoolyard, then took off into the sky to fight together.

"You're just jealous that lady knight isn't here to sweep you off your feet," Mira mocked and released her hold on me.

"I-I wasn't expecting her to come save me at all. She's safer in Lotherain. Besides, we would be home by now if it wasn't for your screw up!" Belle fired back.

The witch of wrath and witch of envy bashed heads, eyes locked and ready to fight each other than the demons all around us. An imp carrying a spear foolishly tried to interrupt their squabble and was incinerated without so much as a glance in his direction.

"I had that greater demon in my sights. We would have slaughtered it if you didn't lose your composure." Mira growled.

"You were going to get yourself and your kid killed if I didn't jump in. A little thanks would go a long way, you… you witch of bad plans!" Belle jabbed Mira in the chest.

"I see you two have gotten along well. At what point will you two just kiss and make up?" I glared at both of them, but was particularly angry at Mira after hearing what Belle had to say.

"Not with this bitch!" they said at once.

"If you two are done clawing at each other's throats, will someone mind telling me where Zeke is?" I groaned.

"The greater demon we fought earlier smacked Zeke into the hills. Haven't seen him since," Mira answered.

"It smacked a dragon…?"

Demons were beginning to spawn at random sections of the city, forcing even the bickering witches to turn their fury away from each other. Every single creature we killed, two took its place. It was like the other realm was working overtime to send reinforcements.

As we were getting overwhelmed by the sheer number of demons, the denizens of Ferellis took up arms to make their push. Men and women alike poured out of their houses, grabbing any weapon they could, be it pitchforks or discarded weapons from dead demons.

One man, whose chiseled demeanor and unkempt beard from going weeks without shaving, demonstrated his martial prowess in cutting down a demon on his own. He led the mob through the thick of the fight to us.

"Princess Lisette would not stand to let demons continue to ransack her lands," he said.

"Your princess is alive? Where is she?" I asked.

The man almost thought against telling us, but considered the alternate option.

"We have her safely guarded underneath a tavern cellar, away from the fighting. I am Sir Laran Mowbry, captain of an army long dead, but please use me as you see fit."

Their timely arrival meant I no longer needed to empower myself with Vessyra's vestments. At least for the time being. As much as I didn't want to pit civilians against bloodthirsty and horny demons, our choices were unfortunately limited.

"Demon incoming!" Laran exclaimed, pointing to the enormous horde surging down the city thoroughfare.

Thelia descended next to me, startling the human mob who saw her as an enemy rather than an ally. I put a hand up to ease their shock.

"It's alright. She fights for us!" I shouted.

"It's happening!" Thelia cried, and as though on cue the harpy sisters cocked their heads into the sky and screeched. "The veil is weakening. Something is beginning to emerge from the northeastern edge of the city."

Mira put a hand on the former captain's shoulder. "Your help is appreciated, but none of you will be a match for what is to come. Evacuate yourselves and the princess from the city."

"Rio, Thelia. You two and the harpies escort them out safely from the southwestern side of Ferellis. We'll try to lure whatever greater demon enters this world away from the city," I commanded.

They were hesitant to leave but followed my orders nonetheless. A cerberus nearly caused untold destruction to Lotherain, I couldn't imagine what a demon stronger than that might do here. So long as the people and Princess Lisette were far from the greater demon, that made fighting it easier for us.

With our plans set in motion, Mira, Belle, and I took to the skies, felling demons left and right, protecting who we could, and directing the defenseless to go the other way.

A massive font of energy pulsed within my chest.

Where there was nothing but buildings and the blanket of night before us one moment, an impossibly gargantuan tree came into existence just beyond the city limits. It must be as large as the great tree that served as the priestesses' home in Vessyra.

However, it was no normal tree. It moved on two large trunks. Branches amalgamated to form gnarled arms. There were no leaves upon its crown, but burning branches that shed cinders with each creaking step.

"That's what you guys were fighting?" I asked in terror as the enormous, shambling monstrosity destroyed an entire district of Ferellis with a single step.

"I don't suppose you can fuck that thing to death?" Belle teased.

Without wasting any more time for fear that the giant tree demon might destroy another swath of the city, the three of us swooped in firing every spell we could muster. Igni, aqua, thundra, ventus, even Mira's necromantic mortis magic couldn't harm the creature. We were less than birds to it, possibly no more than insects buzzing around its burning branches.

Belle's unmatched firepower as a witch of wrath, empowered by her familiar Luna and the augmented soul stone of diligence, still wasn't enough to force it back. My empowered form's magic was just as ineffective, and within me, an irked goddess sighed with displeasure.

"Not so much as a scratch. This thing is much more resilient than the cerberus we fought in Lotherain," Belle said, wiping the sweat from her face. Mira came up and slapped Belle's ass, causing her to jolt and clutch her cheeks in agony. She glanced over her shoulder with fury in her eyes. "You keep doing that on purpose…"

"I do it because I know you're a pervert with that butt plug in you. What good is it if your magic can't defeat the demon?" Mira sneered.

"If you two channeled your antagonisms at the demon instead of each other, we probably would have defeated it by now." I casted a ventus spell which blasted them apart from each other, then flew up to put myself between them. My colleagues crossed their arms and faced away from each other, pouting like quarreling school children.

The sound of creaking and groaning wood, like a tree toppling in the forest, was followed by a deafening crash as the demon took its second step into the city and destroyed yet another section.

"At the very least, we know it moves slower than it takes grass to grow. Are you not able to commune with it using the dryad's boon inside you?" Mira asked me.

"Unfortunately not. The tree is dead, which is strange because I do sense a powerful magic signature within it. What about you? Are you able to tap into it like you did the dead trees in the demon's realm?" I asked in return.

She shook her head, clicking her tongue at the hopelessness of the situation. "I should be able to, but I can't. It's as if something else is controlling—"

"That's it!" Belle exclaimed. "Our spells aren't hurting it because the tree isn't the demon. It's just a vehicle. Something must be controlling it. The magic signature inside must be the puppeteer."

We made circles around the tree but the surface area proved too great to scan. It might take us hours of careful inspection before we could find an entrance.

As luck would have it, I sensed the signatures of flying imps rising from the surface. A pair of them, each carrying an unconscious woman in their arms.

"Over there!" I pointed Mira and Belle to the demons.

"Have they come to stop us?" Belle readied a spell.

"Doesn't seem like it," Mira said, pushing Belle's hand down with her staff.

The flying imps appeared to know exactly where to go. We followed them, but kept at a distance hidden behind the burning branches to avoid from being seen. They entered the demon tree through a bookcase-sized opening along the upper trunk.

This was our break.

We gave it a few seconds and entered after them. The interior was a tight corridor purposefully carved or altered to form a spiral pathway along the edge of the tree trunk. Illuminating the way were firefly-like insects clinging to the walls and ceiling. Unlike the insects from our world, these had giant mandibles which nibbled on the decaying wood for whatever sap remained.

"If only we could just set this place on fire and smoke out whatever is within." Mira plucked an insect from the wall and crushed it between her fingers. Blue blood darkened to a sickly black which she flicked away from her hand.

The lower we went, the wider the corridor became until eventually a grand archway of gnarled branches opened up and led into a brightly-lit chamber.

A throne room was more appropriate. It seemed all the leaves that were burnt outside found their way in here and dangled like a forest canopy. Chandeliers hung from the ceiling, but instead of candles it was clusters of insects that illuminated the chamber. Intricately woven rugs and carpets, clearly stolen from the populace below, were haphazardly laid on the floor. Vines and branches gathered at the center created a throne seat, upon which sheets and cushions were thrown on to also serve as a bed, and hovering behind it were three life-sized magic crystals.

On that sovereign seat sat a handsome male demon with the horns of a ram, feathery black wings, and shoulder-length black hair that turned red at the tips. Four naked human women sat around him. Two leaned against the throne while the other two mindlessly performed fellatio on his erect penis. They had dazed looks of lust in their eyes.

His most striking feature was not the blue tint of his skin nor the jagged tattoos on his bare chest— it was the grin that showed of someone who had victory in his grasp.

All of us came to the same conclusion of what he was— an incubus, the male counterpart to a succubus.

"If we're not careful, he'll put us under a spell that cannot be broken from," I warned my colleagues.

Incubi were dangerous demons. Not as sexually ravenous as their sisters, but possessed incredible magic capable of bending one's will. Mira's memory altering magic and mind maggot hobbies paled in comparison.

My chest beat with a sense of revulsion. Vessyra reacted harshly to the sight of an incubus.

Creatures such as him do not love, only lust. Yet they copulate in my name. Show no mercy, my avatar, the goddess whispered to me.

"Welcome to my castle! Normally, no one comes here on their own so I must invite them myself. To whom do I owe the pleasure of receiving such lovely women?" the demon asked, his voice as regal and haughty as he looked.

Mira, unamused and unwilling to humor him, fired an icicle at his head but embedded into a branch that emerged from the ground.

"Ah! I see you are witches! My sisters Xana and Lorica have told me so much about the trio that ended Zertos' reign. Is Thelia still with you? I should like to have a word with her," he said.

"Thelia has a new master now. You'll meet the same fate if you don't surrender quietly," I demanded of him, pointing my empowered staff which bristled with Vessyra's energy at him.

"You wish to fight so soon? But we've only just met! At least allow me to introduce myself— I am Auren, and my duty is to finish where Zertos did not." He rose from his seat and bowed.

"We're not interested in making friends with demons unless it is to kill them." Belle smirked.

"Kill me?" The incubus cackled loud enough for his echoes to return to his ears. He waved his hand, dismissing the women to another room. "I've grown tired of them anyway. I shall break you witches and turn you into my personal love-slaves. Then the rest of this world shall follow suit to become my harem!"

Auren's eyes flashed red and a wave of magic emanated from him like a gust of wind. The three of us raised our weapons to defend ourselves but nothing happened.

"Now come to me! Gaze upon my glorious member and service me with pleasure. If you are good girls, I shall reward you in turn," Auren said.

The four of us stood there and stared at each other, frozen in place. A look of confusion fell on his twitching face, and I was sure we shared his puzzlement.

"Do you feel any different?" I asked Mira and Belle.

"Other than disgust? No," Mira answered.

"I feel fine. Was that supposed to do something?" Belle wondered aloud.

"But how? No, it must be a fluke. C-Come to me, my darlings! Let me shower you with my love!" Auren pulsed another wave of magic, this time powerful enough to cause the chandeliers to sway and spook the insects on them.

Mira began to walk forward. I reached out to her, but she slapped my hand away.

"No! Come back!" I shouted, fearful that a charm had taken control of her.

Belle clutched my arm to keep me from approaching.

"Wait…" Belle said.

"Yes… That's it." Auren grinned. "I can sense tremendous power within you, my lovely. Of course, you couldn't resist my charms— oof!"

The incubus was kicked back into his seat. Mira grinded the sole of her boot into his chest.

"How… absolutely… disgusting! Do not even dare think of calling my Ellori your darling, you filthy roadside mongrel!" Mira snarled.

The tension left my shoulders at once.

"But how?" I asked.

"Just before the demon tried to put a spell on us a second time, Mira gave me an order to do nothing." Belle twirled the leash in circles.

"As if anything could convince me to love anything other than you, darling." Mira glanced over her shoulder and blew me a kiss.

I suspected more was at play here. As for how I withstood the incubus' magic, it was likely due to my connection with Vessyra, sharing her loathing for the demon. Mira, on the other hand, by sheer force of will in her overwhelming love for me was her own protection.

"No, no, no… This can't be. You three should be lusting after me! I'm the one in power here, not— mmrrpphh!" Mira stepped onto his chest and stuck her other boot into his mouth. He began to whimper. The once arrogant incubus had been reduced to a sniveling coward.

I almost felt sorry for Auren. Almost.

"You do not talk until you've licked clean the dirt from my shoes," Mira said.

"If you don't want this to get ugly, I suggest you move this giant tree away from the city. Otherwise, Mira here might ruin that handsome face of yours," I warned.

Auren did as he was ordered. While he contained incredible stores of magic within him, he could not himself invoke the elements of our world, which was why he depended on the giant tree to cause destruction. The giant magic crystals gave us an aerial view of the city from atop of the tree. We were a good few paces away from Ferellis when it came to a complete stop.

"I don't understand… thousands of years ago we were feared. Now…" the incubus muttered to himself.

Like Zertos, Auren also underestimated how far witches had come. Demons had been wallowing in complacency in their world for so long, ignorant of how far witchcraft and humanity progressed. Perhaps demons weren't a threat after all. Perhaps that was why Edith sought to bring them into this world as additional fuel.

"I think we're done here. What do we do with him?" Belle asked, pointing to Auren who, having lost control of the tree to Mira, was now bound by the very branches that once served him.

"My vote is to kill him. Once he's gone, the veil will be too weak for demons to come through." Mira tightened his restraints and caused him to howl in pain.

"Hmm. Not yet," I said, surprising my colleagues and earning their full attention. "As a greater demon, he possesses a deep font of magic that could be harnessed for our benefit. We'll find another way to seal the veil. I want to do with him as Eudora would any exotic captive in our grasp."

Without Auren to channel magic into the demonic tree, the massive structure became inert and just that— a mere tree. The two large trunks that were its legs planted themselves firmly to the ground. Thick roots began to anchor themselves into the soil.

Belle was particularly worried about what the pincer-like fireflies and a tree from another realm might do to Ferellis if left here. Unfortunately, many of those insects had already escaped and flown off. The tree was also far too resilient to destroy by magical means despite our caliber.

Fortunately, like a switch to an oil lamp, the flames upon its branches had extinguished the moment we subdued Auren. Cinders no longer rained down upon the city and its denizens. They had much more to worry about than falling ash anyway. The immediate demon threat had been quelled, and those that survived the initial purge fled for their lives since their commander was defeated.

Mira, Belle, and I sat upon the giant tree's branches watching the citizens return to their ruined city. There was little we could do for them now, and it was clear to me that Princess Lisette and Ors would not be able to provide us the help we sought.

"Let me down! I am a greater demon, not some livestock waiting to be butchered. When I break out of this, you three will serve me!" Auren cried as he dangled like a pendulum from restraints that tied him to the branch we sat upon.

"Poor choice of words." Mira scraped her dagger's blade along the length of the rope.

The incubus swallowed hard. "W-W-Wait, you have to free my wings first. I'll die from this height!"

"It's a long way down. You'll have some time to beg forgiveness and make peace with yourself before going splat," Belle said.

The blue of Auren's skin took on a lighter shade as the blood drained from his face. Whether out of fear for his life or mind frozen in sheer terror, the otherwise talkative demon had fallen silent.

"My masters!" Thelia flew up to us and bowed. "The demons that couldn't escape have been subjugated and are at your disposal. Our numbers have swelled by an additional two hundred."

"Well done. I think Mira would like to take over for your next reward." I grinned.

"You erinyes love your whips. My own whip has been aching to see use." Mira licked her lips and sent visible shivers up Thelia's spine.

"Is that who I think it is?" Auren wiggled like a worm until he spun around to meet Thelia face to face.

An amused and smirking Thelia burst into laughter at the sight of a fellow demon in captivity. There was clearly history between them, but not the kind from seeing two old friends meet.

"Do you two know each other?" I asked Thelia.

"We once served the same master. Incubi are one of the most prideful and arrogant demons there are. The only way they can get people to like them is through compulsory magic. Rope and chains are a good look on him," Thelia said of Auren, jabbing a finger into his scowling face and causing him to spin.

"I didn't believe my sisters at first. An erinyes swearing allegiance to witches? You traitorous bitch! Our masters will have your horns and condemn you to eternal suffering for this!" Auren screamed.

"I serve new masters now, and they reward me properly." She shut her eyes, imagining what Mira would do to her later.

We descended from the tree and paraded the defeated Auren through the city he terrorized. Citizens threw rotten food and spat on him. Several times it looked like he wanted to exert his magical influence, but one glance from us shot down any attempts.

Sir Laran and a company of city guards accompanied Princess Lisette, providing aid to the injured in a triage tent. Her regal countenance was marked by the dirt stains all over her dress and face. They all looked no worse for wear. At the very least, they were alright.

"You and Quinny aren't twins for nothing. Both of you have a habit of getting your hands dirty," I remarked as she exited the tent to greet me.

"It's good to see you all safe. I can't thank you enough for your timely arrival. The demons on the other hand… I could go without seeing them in this lifetime." Lisette frowned at Thelia and Auren behind me.

"I understand it's difficult to let the perpetrator live, but I assure you he's going to suffer plenty under our experiments," I said.

"If that's what it costs to end this war Edith set upon us, then so be it. Do not let my city's destruction be in vain." With that, she stormed past me and slapped Auren across the face so hard her hand stung.

Thelia chuckled at his expense.

"Saving the city wasn't all we came to do. Where is Eudora?" Mira asked, crossing her arms.

Although Mira could have used a little more tact in broaching the subject, the other reason we came here was to also find out what happened to the Cackling Witch.

Unfortunately, the grim look on the princess' face stamped out our hopes.

"They waged a fearsome battle of the likes I thought might split this world in two. I regret to inform you that Eudora did not come out the victor. The last I saw of her was in Edith's clutches, presumably returning to Thanreas," Lisette explained.

Mira clicked her tongue. She took her anger out on Auren by kicking his shin, causing him to hop in place in agony and screaming into the gag Belle had stuffed into his mouth. For all that Mira sasses Eudora, the time we spent was undeniably genuine. I still remembered the talks I had with her in private, the moment of vulnerability she revealed to me alone— I hoped so much that she was alright.

"This is Eudora we're talking about. That madwoman won't be done in so easily. She's probably cooking up a scheme while locked up and mocking Edith at every turn," Belle suggested.

The thought of Eudora patronizing Edith for every little thing like she did with us brought a smile to my face. Now I was dreading the earful she would give us once we saved her.

"We'll be returning to Lotherain to resume plotting how the siege of the Eternal City will go down. What about you?" I asked the princess.

"At dawn, I shall head straight to Semiramis to demand fealty from the nobility of Juna," she said.

We fell silent. Even Thelia was at a loss for words at the sheer cunning of the woman before us.

"Aha— hahaha! Eudora was right. You truly are a sly fox. Perhaps a snake is more appropriate." Mira cackled.

"Princess, this was not part of the deal. You can't just waltz in and seize control of another country. Its people won't just stand idle for you to replace their late king!" I exclaimed in shock.

"All of Juna is mine by right of succession. I was to be wedded to King Uldrin until his… untimely demise. Quinny has already informed me of what transpired there. The nobility might resist, but with what army after being decimated by demons? I already had mine poised at their throats right from the beginning. None of you will intervene unless you wish to have one less force participating in your siege on the Eternal City." Without so much as an ounce of shame in her guile, the princess waved a dismissive hand.

I could protest no longer. From the very beginning, she wanted the Kingdom of Juna, and now it was in her hands. My efforts in liberating Semiramis had only served its lands to the princess on a golden platter.

Mira put a hand on my shoulder. "Leave it. We have a better chance at defeating Edith than to wage a political war against the princess of Ors. Or shall I say, Queen of Ors and Juna now?"

Princess Lisette smiled.

The rest of us were escorted out of the tent by her guards, no less friendly than when we had first arrived.

"That was quite the warm reunion." Belle sighed.

Warm was putting it lightly. My head was hot with anger. After all the good work we did, squandered by political greed and ambition— the same that allowed Edith to get as far as she did by manipulating those vices.

"As much as I'd like to give Lisette a piece of my mind, we've done all we can here. Let's return to—"

"Raaa!"

"Rahh!"

Green and Red descended in time for a much larger shadow to engulf us. The people around us screamed in terror as a silver dragon landed next to us with Blue riding atop his head.

"Sorry, I'm late!" Zeke bowed shamefully. "I… I got sent flying so far I got lost. Then the harpies somehow found me."

Green, Red, and Blue circled the dragon like cats around their favorite toy.


Chapter 19 - What the Future May Bring

"It seems as though the number of slaves has grown as of late." Lantessa chuckled at Auren, who we had brought back and chained in the basement alongside Aurelias and Winnegan.

Although we considered feminizing the incubus like Eudora had done with Noelle, none of us knew how it could be done without the master of the tower present. That plan was scrapped, much to our disappointment in losing a chance to further humiliate him.

"We didn't expect to bring back a greater demon either, but Auren was a blessing in disguise. The deep well of magic within him can be channeled into and power the tower. It took a lot of magic to move the tower from the Weeping Expanse to Lotherain. It will take significantly more to bring it to Thanreas," I explained.

Mira and Belle carefully carved runes into the wooden floor and walls around the incubus, making sure to double-check the grimoires that the inscriptions were correct and as precise as possible. Like what was done to Zertos, the purpose was to bind Auren's magic to the tower to serve as a sort of faucet. The incubus' magic would drain one way but not the other.

"Me, a slave? Preposterous! Release me this, damn it! You should be groveling and begging for my dick!" Auren screamed incessantly.

"Either you put this on, or I rip out your tongue." Mira held a ball gag in her shaking hand, doing everything she could to hold back from murdering Auren outright.

"I choose… the… gag…" The incubus gulped.

Relative silence returned now that he could no longer speak, which didn't say much since Aurelias was still getting railed by alraune's tentacles behind him.

"Gurk bring shiny! Made sure to bring highest quality." The goblin descended the stairs in haste, carrying a handbasket full of magic crystals.

"Thanks." I smiled, unburdening him of the basket.

"The final steps are done as soon as I embed the crystals into the runes," Belle said, licking her lips. She was in the zone when it came to this, enough that even Mira became a hindrance. Few could boast about coming close to match her ingenuity.

Mira left the rest to our more capable colleague. She stood up, brushed her robes of dust and dirt, and stretched until her joints popped.

"Come." Mira gestured Gurk back towards the stairs on the way up. "Let us fetch down some of Eudora's prized tea and snacks. I know where she keeps them hidden in her private quarters."

I worried about Mira. She wouldn't like it if I said that out loud. Her commitment to carrying our child to a full term while still engaging in battle was admirable, but incredibly foolish. It was impossible to try and get through to her though.

"Ellori, you have visitors!" Noelle yelled from the top of the stairs.

Kati and Ceris, an odd combination to be sure, greeted me at the front door. I invited them in to talk around the fire. Gurk and Noelle served us refreshments. It seemed Mira had remained upstairs to rest. Given her condition, that put my mind at ease for her to do so.

"I commit my tribe to fight for you," the kobold chief began. "However, I worry for the future of my tribe. We are only a few hundred and lost many when the towers first emerged. If too many of us fall, the guardian tree may…"

"Kati came to me for counsel. I suggested that he keep a few fertile males here. That way, they may produce offspring when the next wave of priestesses arrives with the bulk of our army. There are kobold women among them," Ceris said.

"I have no reason to refuse. You and your tribe, including Flora, did a lot for me back then. If anything, I encourage you to take up Ceris' offer." I nodded.

After all, Cammy's survival and strength hinged on the number of worshippers. Their collective devotion was what allowed her to thrive.

"Thank you, Savior! Thank you, High Priestess! I shall find suitable young males to remain in Ellowyn. In the battle to come, you shall have my spear!" Kati beat his chest, bowed, and left to tell his tribe the good news.

"A true leader, he is. If I were not already carrying, I would have liked to bear his children." Ceris smiled. She rubbed her belly and that smile flipped into a frown. "I'm hoping you can answer a puzzling question— Why are there no kobold or orc women? No centauresses either?"

I knew this question was coming sooner or later. Ceris and her kin came from a place beyond the reach of humanity's taint. They did not know our evil nor our hubris. The answer was known to all witches as both a great mark of shame and accomplishment.

"A little over a century ago, the Council of Kings ordered the Witch's Academy to… impair the rate of reproduction in demi-humans," I answered and felt Vessyra's seething rage boil inside me.

"Blasphemy, genocide. An affront to the goddess," Ceris whispered disdainfully.

All the council's sick plan served to do was turn demi-human males to seeking human women as partners after their female counterparts died out. The witches who took part in that profane experiment had long passed away, but each of us still carried that sin. It was our history.

"Don't worry. When this is over, I intend to right those wrongs. As we speak, Eileen is searching to reverse the effects through alchemy. We've seen how capable she is," I assured her.

That seemed to be enough to calm Ceris down. She likely suspected this for some time now. The elf sighed and partook in the snacks to distract herself, but quickly became engrossed in them as though suddenly made aware of her hunger. The cowl of the calm and collected elf I knew washed away as she stuffed her mouth with each morsel.

"Mmm! Filled with jelly sweeter than bastil fruits— Oh, forgive me! This is unbecoming of a priestess. My cravings are fickle when I'm pregnant." Ceris covered her mouth and blushed.

It wasn't often I got to see her like this. Instead of removing the temptations from the table, I called Noelle and Gurk to make more for our dear guest. Ceris was left in awe at the variety, her mouth watering like a river.

"Say… Pregnancy isn't tough on you, is it?" I asked, worried for Mira and myself in the future when it comes to that.

"There is no mistaking that it is a burden. What I carry in my womb fills me with pride. After all, this is your gift to me," Ceris said, affectionately stroking her belly bulge.

My throat seized as the tea I was drinking went down the wrong pipe. I glanced around the room and was relieved to see no one else around but us.

"I had a feeling… but it still came as a surprise…" Once the coughing fit subsided, I fetched a towel to wipe the spill I made.

Ceris offered to help, but I urged her to remain seated. Clutching the wet rag in hand, my mind spun with a heaviness that weighed down my entire being. Win or lose, the future was certainly going to be hectic for sure. I couldn't take back her pregnancy anyway.

"Speaking of surprises, will your priestesses' pregnancies hinder your people in any way?" I asked.

She shook her head, the giggle that erupted from her lips assuaged some of my concern. "I have already sent the ones who aren't pregnant to Ferellis. They seem in dire need of relief. Besides, battle will soon come and this land is as fertile of magic as our wombs. Better to sow the seeds now rather than later."

It made sense now, but I wish I remained ignorant.

When they told me many of their priestesses had gotten pregnant, I couldn't help but wonder why? They knew better, of course. They understood much sooner than I that there would be great casualties in war. The bannerkin that served as their armies weren't the only ones that did battle. Their priestesses also fought in the only way they were able. Just like Kati, they were looking to what came after— their future.

"Ceris! Ellori!" It was Sheila who had burst through the front door calling our names. "It's Gale. She's finally come!"

We emerged from the tower to see a massive army coming down from the hills. Orcs, centaurs, elves, goblins, and more numbered in the thousands. Large, ape-armed rhinocerine beasts pulled wagons full of armaments and equipment, causing the ground to tremble with each step.

Leading them were six individuals mounted on large wolves decorated with ornamental feathers and warpaint. Gale was among them. She wore heavy leathers and a helmet with marvelous antlers.

"My beloved sisters!" Gale shouted with glee. "By Vessyra's grace, I have arrived at last with over four-thousand strong!"

Our war council was coming along nicely. The respective leaders of each faction met with me one by one at the half-way point between Ellowyn, Lotherain, and Eudora's tower.

Alira represented the several dozen witches in place of Eudora. Gale was elected as chief bannerlord among the five bannerlords that came with her, representing the entirety of the demi-humans from Vessyra and outer Talmora. Kati abdicated leadership of his tribe to Clem, who represented the demi-humans of Ellowyn.

The remsectnid Zathira would join us later. She and Custodian continued to mate day and night, producing offspring for war. Regrettably, though Zathira had asked for two months, no one could afford to waste anymore time. Their forces would only number up to 100 by the end of Redvern.

King Ulric of Juna and King Marcus of Parthun would have joined us if things turned out differently. Regicide appeared to be commonplace during times of war. However, and though it irked me to have been played like that, Quinny and Lisette now ruled the Kingdom of Juna.

Although demons were among the list of enemies to face leading up to Edith Percouli, we had found an ally in Thelia, whose penchant for subjugating lesser demons below her accrued a sizable force to serve our cause.

The combined forces we had raised was nothing to scoff at. Yet at the same time, it paled in comparison to the legion of demons that stood between us and Thanreas, as well as what awaited within.

Fortunately, our fears were offset by the aid of former Piety knights, Noelle and Eleanor.

"We believe Lord-Commander Giselle Artoire has been led astray by the Crimson Witch Edith. As knights of the Order of Piety, sworn to stamp out profane witchcraft and evil, it is our duty to correct her misactions," Eleanor declared, speaking for both herself and Noelle.

"Your assistance is invaluable. I can't thank you two enough for lending us your strength. It must have been a tough decision to resolve to fight against your own commander." I was able to sympathize with them well, and likewise they understood where I was coming from.

For the longest time, we believed Headmistress Anora to be a role model to all witches. We were sorely mistaken. Both the knights and witches were betrayed by someone we trusted.

"I don't know if Discipline is still herself anymore, but I would still like to give her a piece of my mind," Noelle added.

"You and I both. The commander must answer for her crimes. To our blades and to the gods above." Eleanor put a hand on his shoulder and nodded.

Both of them then nodded to me and returned to the tower to plan their own battle. That they would face Discipline in my stead was a load off my back. That woman terrified me. Her strength was something else entirely, possibly from having made a deal with a greater demon or worse.

The ones we had faced thus far were nothing compared to their deity-like masters. It was even believed that the witches of old grew so weak after subduing those monsters that the Council of Kings was able to overpower witchcraft thereafter.

"I'd like to slug our old headmistress a good one, but I'm guessing you have other plans for me and the girls?" Alira asked, crossing one leg over the other.

"This is a war between witches. The populace of Thanreas are as much victims as we are. Once we've touched ground and secured the Granite Promenade, I want you and the others to go around purging the demons." I marked every spot on the map Eleanor and Noelle had drawn for us where citizens were most densely populated. No doubt demons would have amassed in the residential districts to terrorize as many people as possible.

What we needed were good optics. The better we appeared to the general populace's eyes, the easier it would be to earn their trust once we had won.

I had one last person to meet with today…

Gale had her nose turned to the sky. She had since taken off the grizzly helmet, but the savage armor she wore and crescent sword sheathed at her waist didn't make her any less intimidating.

"I didn't think priestesses were fighters," I said.

"Ceris and Sheila prefer not to do battle. I am what you would call an outlier. If we are to see Vessyra flourish again, then I must fight for it," the high priestess responded with conviction. She glanced over her shoulder where a massive encampment of tents and bonfires had been raised to shelter thousands of warriors. "That the bannerlords answer to me should speak volume to my capacity to lead."

The army was impressive to say the least. Within me, Vessyra swelled with pride to see the fruits of her children's fertile prosperity. At the same time, she grieved for what was to come.

"If things go according to plan, your people won't see much fighting. We only need them as a threatening factor to keep most of the enemy's forces concentrated at the gates," I explained to both the goddess and Gale.

"If," Gale repeated, not at all convinced.

Night had fallen by the time the discussions concluded. So much to plan, so little time. How the hell did Eudora manage to do what she did?

When I returned home, Eileen and Mira were smoking skewered fishes on top of the cauldron of all places. Green, the most adorable of the three harpy sisters, was watching the descaled fish meat glisten and char to a crispy texture. Mira then brushed a thin layer of remsectnid honey over them which caramelized quickly from the heat.

"Raa! Raaa!" Green cawed with hunger, tugging on Eileen's robes and pointing to her own mouth.

"Be patient!" Eileen sighed.

Mira plucked one of the smoked fishes and dangled it above Green's face.

"What do we say?" Mira asked.

"Raa?" Green cocked her head sideways. "Raank… rryoou?"

Satisfied with the answer, Mira handed Green the long-awaited meal.

"Good girl!" Eileen stroked the harpy's head.

"You're teaching her to speak?" I asked, finally revealing myself.

"Harpies are incredibly intelligent," Mira said, putting a hand on the harpy's head. "If they're around humans long enough, they can pick up speech patterns and intonations."

Amusingly, the harpy sisters had been hanging around Zeke a lot. The talking dragon might have taught them a word or two. Occasionally, I would hear him speaking to them when they flew around in the sky. His confidence was coming around thanks to their presence. What an interesting friendship they had going on.

"Having them around to speak with is nice, too. Isn't that right, Green? Or are you just here for the food?" Eileen asked the harpy.

"Raa, aahh!" Green smiled.

They had cooked enough fish for a banquet. Suffice to say, it tasted heavenly with the honey. We fed the rest to Green and her sisters, but they fought for every last bit down to the bones. The trio slept on top of each other on the couch, snoozing away on full bellies. At the end of the night, Eileen retired to her room on the upper floor of the great hollow.

Mira and I laid in bed, her naked back pressed to my chest. Like me, she probably wasn't asleep yet. Probably waiting for me to make the first move to give her permission for another spicy night. But this much was enough for me.

"What are you thinking back there?" Mira suddenly asked.

"Certainly not whether I want to have sex with you right now. Nope," I lied.

"What a happy coincidence. I happen to be in need of you." She turned around to face me.

We kissed once, twice, then ended up with her riding on top of me until I came. My dick was right at home inside her. Having a male sex organ again was one of the best decisions of my life. Although sometimes, I was tempted to ask Mira to get one herself.

But now wasn't a good time. If I also became pregnant, it might put a damper on our plans to go to war.

Mira propped herself up on top of me. She stroked my cheek and stared into my eyes affectionately.

"You distract yourself too much of what might be. Here's an idea: what shall we name our first child?" Mira asked.

"Name, huh… Wait a minute. You said first like you're hoping for a second?" I raised a brow.

Mira grinned. "I don't recall saying second. But since we're on the topic, I was hoping for five. Two from you and two from me. Once we've popped them up, I may consider giving Gurk my womb for one child."

"Oh. Now we're talking about having a goblin baby? I hope you haven't forgotten I was his first." I tapped her nose and returned the grin.

"I guess we'll have to ask him ourselves the next time he's in bed with us, won't we?" She chuckled.


Chapter 20 - Gentle Lessons

There was little left to do other than wait until the end of the month. Quinny needed some time to gather her forces that had been spread across Juna. In a few days' time, we would be making our way to Thanreas and laying siege to it. Everything we had worked towards, sacrificed, and lost culminated to this.

The war must be nipped in the bud before it has a chance to fully blossom. Either Edith Percouli answered for her crimes, or we all perished.

As I made my way to Eudora's tower early in the morning, a group of four children ran past me towards the demi-human encampment. Suspicious of their motives, I followed after them to make sure they stayed out of trouble. Of course, that was too much to ask.

The rascals crawled underneath the fence barrier, thinking they were on a covert mission and unaware that I'd already caught onto them.

"M-Maybe we should head back. I think I heard my mom calling as we left," one boy, who couldn't be older than ten, said to the group.

Another wagged a finger in his cowardly friend's face. "We got this far, didn't we? Besides, my gramps says they're as dumb as animals. No way anyone's gonna catch on."

They hid behind several large tents made of leathers thrown over scaffolding and pitched poles. Crates and barrels stuffed full with weapons were set between each shelter, providing adequate cover from being seen.

The bravest of them, whom I recognized by his messy, short brown hair as Jonah, pulled a spear from a weapon's rack. It was unwieldy in his hands and wobbled as he tried to find the right place to hold it to keep balance.

Now was probably the best time to ruin their fun before things got out of hand. However, a black-furred minotaur had walked around back to investigate the commotion and found the children waiting.

Three of them staggered back and fell on their butts. The one carrying the spear brandished it in the minotaur's face.

"Stay back, monster!" he exclaimed with a trembling voice.

"That's enough, kids. Your parents must be worried sick not knowing where you are." I revealed myself from behind the trees, spooking the entire group and the minotaur.

Rio extended a tendril to disarm the boy of the spear and placed it into my hand. I had all four of them sit on their knees in front of me, each hanging their heads in shame.

"It's been some time, hasn't it, Jonah? Don't tell me this was all your idea?" I asked, folding my arms across my chest.

"First knights, then demons… now beast people! What if they decide to attack us, too?" Jonah exclaimed.

The minotaur and I traded sighs.

I knelt down and put my hand on Jonah's head. "I know it's hard to believe with everything that's been going on. These new faces are on our side. We're going to stop all the bad people soon, but you need to stay at home to protect your family— not go out looking for trouble."

Jonah looked like he wanted to protest, then took another look at the minotaur's enormous build and cowered.

"I think they are brave and have the makings of future bannerkins," the minotaur complimented his would-be attackers.

"You're going to encourage their recklessness?" I glared at him.

"My name is Gwarm. I take no offense for what they thought about doing. Instead, this can be turned into a valuable lesson." Gwarm rose to his full height and extended a hand large enough to crush any one of the children's skulls. His palm was open, arm outstretched, so it was clear he intended to shake their hands.

All of them backed away. I thought they would run. Jonah, however, swallowed his fear and grabbed the minotaur's hand.

"I… I'm Jonah… I heard your kind eat humans. Is it true?" Jonah asked.

I thought about scolding him, but Gwarm bellowed with laughter.

"We eat bigger things than humans to become strong. You can become as strong as me if you eat what I eat. Come, I'll show you. High Priestess Ellori, you come as well." Gwarm guided Jonah ahead first, and I nodded to the other kids that it was alright to come along.

Gwarm led us around front where a centaur, orc, and a harpy sat around a bonfire. There was a joke waiting somewhere, but I couldn't think of one. For the longest time, I'd only known demi-humans from inner Talmora and the Weeping Expanse. They were either enslaved or lived among their own species, hidden out of sight from humanity. To see so many races together like in Vessyra still surprised me. It surprised the kids as well.

"I hope you don't mind some extra mouths to feed," Gwarm announced to his companions.

"Sit them by the fire, but not too close." The harpy woman nodded to them.

The harpy, who appeared to be from a species of black bats, was roasting giant slabs of meat skewered on metal spears. She seasoned them with spices, the aroma of which I didn't recognize, but it was incredibly fragrant and mouth-watering nonetheless. The boys who had hidden behind me stared at the glistening food with curiosity.

"Bellina is as skilled a cook as she is a javelineer," Gwarm said of his harpy friend.

"You boys prefer it well-done or rare?" Bellina asked them in a motherly tone.

None of them must have eaten yet, because they answered her enthusiastically.

"Heh. I have a daughter who prefers fruits and nectar over a good steak. Never get a chance to show off my recipes to her. You kids make sure to eat your fill!" She handed each of them meat so big that they didn't know where to begin eating.

Biting into the charred flesh set off an explosion of flavors in my mouth. It tasted as good as it smelled despite the underlying gamey flavor, which was mostly masked by the spices Bellina lathered onto it. She even tossed a piece to Rio, who snatched it in mid-air.

"Boys, what do you say?" I asked.

They replied with a mixture of thanks and gratitude while ravenously digging into the meat.

"Sorry for the trouble." I apologized to the demi-humans in the children's stead. "They thought you were enemies like the knights and demons that attacked us earlier."

They shook their heads.

"Kids will be kids. Better they are troublemakers young rather than later." Bellina grinned at the boys.

"They are welcome to return anytime, but we all much prefer they use the front entrance." Gwarm chuckled.

"I'll drill that into their heads," I assured them.

I escorted the boys home with a full belly and a new perspective of the demi-humans that came to Parthun. What they thought were man-eating monsters turned out to be no different than their own parents. And who could fault them for thinking this way to begin with? The history we wrote and lessons we taught was a collective effort. Today, they were given a glimpse of another perspective. One that I hoped to carry into the future.

We at last reached Jonah's home. He stood at the front door and wasn't eager to part ways just yet.

"What's wrong?" I asked him.

"I'm sorry for causing you trouble today. Mallory and Ulric tried to tell me it was a bad idea so they didn't come with me. It's weird not being yelled at for doing something wrong, and the nice bird lady even fed us." Jonah kept his eyes to the ground.

"If you need a scolding, I'll be happy to give you one. But it won't do any good if you already know what you did wrong. Next time, you can introduce Mallory and Ulric to your new friends at the camp." I smiled warmly.

Jonah returned a just as beaming smile and nodded.

Rio and I left him with that encouragement. Hopefully he would stay out of trouble from now on.

With the short detour out of the way, I went straight to the tower so as to not keep the others waiting. Cammy was outside of the mansion, appearing more perturbed than I had found her this morning.

"Did I keep everyone waiting?" I asked, coming up from behind her.

"Oh, no. That's not it. The, uh… my presence inside poses a problem to the alraunes. They seem to have a strong urge to… fertilize me," Cammy answered reluctantly.

I choked on my spit hearing that. But we needed to get inside to hear what Eileen and Belle had to say about the towers emerging all over Talmora.

"Well, then. I guess this witch has to show them to keep their tentacles off my daughter." I sighed.

Right through the door and the grasping alraune tentacles went right for Cammy. She sidestepped out of the way, compelling her own plant appendages to keep the assaulting ones at bay. Given that she was cut off from her worshippers within the tower, and alraunes were unnaturally strong to begin with, it was no surprise they could overwhelm her. There must be at least three housed within this mansion. Gods knew what more lay beneath the surface.

Fortunately, a mother's love was a powerful thing. Cammy might only be an adoptive daughter, Ww were not related by blood or race, but after having raised and watched her grow, my maternal instincts emerged at full force in the form of magic.

"Don't worry. I'll take care of them for you," I assured Cammy.

Convoking Flora's boon and Vessyra's magic to the surface of my being gave the alraunes pause. I sensed their hesitation to proceed, but their lustful desire to seed Cammy was greater than fear.

Then I just need to give them something to sate that lust, I thought to myself.

My magic signature tethered itself to four entities which I then pumped my font of magic into. I sensed their emotions again— surprise at first, then keen interest, and finally resignation that culminated into incredible satisfaction and relief.

The tentacles fell limp to the ground, twitching and shuddering as they slowly retracted from where they came.

We went directly to Eudora's laboratory unbothered by the alraunes. Belle and Eileen were inside, engaged in a discussion over a heated topic about the towers.

"It's not possible." Belle cut through the air with her hand. "If that much magic floods into the world at once, all life would drown. It's no different than a dam breaking over a village. Unlike soul stones, there is such a thing as having too much magic in your body."

"But by not destroying the towers all at once, it would take decades to remove them one by one. That isn't time that the rest of the world has. Think of the people of Vessyra— They need their lands to flourish soon," Eileen fired back just as ardently.

I cleared my throat hoping to get their attention, but it only served to bring me into the argument.

"Come here!" both of them ordered me at once.

A table upon which a spectral map similar in form to the ones Eudora created came to life at Belle's will. It was of Talmora in its entirety. Pillars symbolizing the towers rose from the ground and were connected by streams of magic. All led to a single point on the map where we all knew was Thanreas, reminiscent of the now defunct megatower in the Weeping Expanse.

"We've learned a couple of things." Eileen raised two fingers. "First, Edith has another megatower in Thanreas and is likely the key to toppling every tower at once; second, the quantity of magic flowing through those streams and inside towers is five times greater than what our world should have normally."

My mouth dropped.

"You mean… because all the battles being fought in Talmora are causing an influx?" I asked, hoping for clarification.

Belle shook her head. "The demons that we've been slaying are a drop in a pond. Edith is drawing magic directly from the nether realms. It's like a waterfall— and our world is a bucket."

"There are plenty of soul stones scattered about the Weeping Expanse to absorb that magic," my apprentice chimed back in.

"You're a talented alchemist, I'll give you that. Hell, the best we witches have known in centuries. But stop pretending to understand magic. More soul stones will spawn as a result of allowing all that latent magic out. What better way to tempt another Crimson Witch once we've defeated Edith?" my colleague reasoned, and so she and Eileen went back into another yelling match with each other.

Although they were getting nowhere, these were the sort of debates the Elder Board had all the time. I could imagine the both of them forming their own faction on the matter if they had attended the academy together. If only these were more peaceful times, and the most war we had to worry about was a sore throat from shouting too much.

"Someone mind filling me in on the details? Like why do we think Edith's megatower can topple the other towers?" I clutched my head in mental agony as, for the first time in a while, I felt like the stupid one.

"It's guesswork at best." Belle sighed. "If that megatower is another portal to the demon realm, Edith must be the conduit empowering it. Like how the Zertos you defeated is both the conduit and battery to his realm and tower. Destroying a tower with all that magic leaves the well with no other place to go, and would cause a feedback loop to the other towers that can't contain it."

That was news to me. Defeating Edith would render the tower unable to acquire any more magic. Dismantling the tower was another matter. It caused a domino effect on the others, and we wouldn't want all that magic to pour out at once.

Witches, familiars, and creatures with a greater affinity towards magic like dragons would survive. Many humans and demi-humans would perish.

Eudora… She probably knew this, yet searched for a way to destroy all the towers without considering the repercussions. No. She must have known. Merely, she stood at the other end of the spectrum of Edith.

Fortunately, we held the cards now.

"We won't destroy the towers all at once," I declared.

"But—" Eileen held her tongue as soon as I lifted a finger.

"Edith dies first. We'll find a way to deal with the towers when we're afforded the peace to do so."

The two of them appeared satisfied with my answer. After all, we had to deal with Edith in order to deal with the towers.

With our discussions concluded, Eileen and Cammy went to occupy another laboratory to further experiment on alchemical means to dismantle the towers. Belle and I remained in the first room, mulling over the new information.

"You don't think Eudora allowed herself to be caught, do you?" Belle asked.

So, my colleague suspected the same. A part of me did wonder that.

"Maybe. What better way to achieve your goals than to position yourself next to the finish line? Ugh. One wants to hoard magic for herself, the other wants to let the world drown in it." I groaned and buried my head into my arms.

Belle took a seat across from me and vanished the map from the table. We had looked at it enough anyway. She stuck a hand out and grinned.

"Never thought we'd come this far. Couldn't have asked for better people to go down fighting with," Belle said.

I clasped her hand and smiled. "Hard to believe it hasn't even been a year yet. We've attended the academy longer than this has gone on, but it feels like so much time has passed."

Luna and Rio flew down onto the table and contributed to the handshake. The pair played around the room, and we simply watched them in what little relief was afforded to us.

"How many orders do you think are left in that?" I asked about the collar.

"Not sure. I've grown accustomed to it." Belle traced a finger along the length.

"Belle." I took hold of the leash with my free hand. "Go tell Eleanor how you feel about her."

The magic in the collar glowed. Belle gave me a death stare that could frighten a dragon.

"You… are the worst junior I could ever have!" Belle exclaimed, walking out of the room to fulfill the order.


Chapter 21 - My Goddess

Now that I was alone to collect my thoughts, the goddess Vessyra began to make herself known. Quiet at first, like a whisper in a gale. Then her magic pulsed within me, as loud as my own heart. For the first time since the megatower, she appeared before me in her divine form, wearing a pristine white wedding dress woven with what appeared to be gold and silver jeweled, metallic threads.

The goddess, too, was ready for war.

"It seems I am able to take form here. This place is teeming with magic. Come, let me embrace you at last." Vessyra stretched her hand in my direction. When I took it, she yanked me toward her and wrapped her other arm around my waist. We came so close our lips were inches apart. I was held in tender arms, under a loving gaze. Not one that a mother gave a child like I had felt from her before, but one from that of a lover.

In short, she was beautiful. Where a succubus exuded fiery allure that lit up your loins, the goddess' elegance and grace lulled you into believing you were in love with her. A warm feeling in my chest swelled as we stared into each other's eyes. A thousand sweet words were exchanged in that moment of silence.

Unable to control my own desires, I stood on my toes to close the gap between us and kissed her. My audacity was met with reciprocation. While our lips were pressed together, something between her legs twitched and throbbed. She held me closer, squeezing our bodies together until I felt her massive erection against my thighs.

"J-Just how hung are you?" I gulped, squirming in her grasp.

The goddess' rod was hidden behind the bridal gown, but formed an outline that didn't leave much to the imagination.

Vessyra giggled at my apprehension. "I sometimes visit my most devout disciples in their dreams to reward them. Oh, the wonderful sounds they make. I have their expressions burned into my mind. Go on, my avatar. Let us consummate our love, so that I may wash away your worries."

We parted to allow the gown to drop to her ankles. All of her was dazzling. Her naked body instantly brought me to an erection. However, it wasn't the incredible physique or glimmer of her divine body that captured my attention. The sight of her member in its bare glory robbed the air from my lungs. How anyone could say I shared the image of Vessyra was beyond me. Mine paled in comparison to her natural monument.

She was closer to a horse in terms of size and girth. Though erect, it did not rise up due to the sheer weight of it. The enormous slab of meat that was her cock hung like a third leg.

"I'm beginning to have second thoughts about this…" My voice came out squeaking and filled with uncertainty.

"If you wish not to, simply say so. Although, since I dwell within you, your thoughts tell me otherwise." Vessyra grinned.

I was given ample enough time to refuse, to leave the room and have her return within me. Instead, the ravenous side of me that desired the goddess' body just as much as she desired mine was too strong to resist.

Steeling my resolve, I dropped to my knees and wrapped my fingers on Vessyra's rock hard dick. It took the middle fingers and thumbs of both hands to properly encircle it. The stiff member throbbed like it had a heart of its own. Behind the shaft, the goddess' pussy shined with moisture.

Vessyra's lustful eyes urged me to begin as she, too, sought relief from our long awaited union. With nothing else in mind other than to serve my goddess, I licked the length of the shaft and coated it in a layer of my saliva. The tip was far too big for my human jaws to take entirely. Massaging the shaft and sucking on the glans was enough to make her knees buckle. Pressing my cheeks to it elicited a delightful gasp.

A hand fell atop my head, stroking me as Vessyra gazed lovingly at how I pleasured her. A memory from back when I first encountered centaurs resurfaced. In retrospect, I should have gone out alone. That way, I could have experienced a horse-like dick first hand and be prepared for this eventuality.

Seeking to further satisfy the goddess, I reached behind the shaft and inserted two fingers into her pussy.

"Oh! Mmmm…" Vessyra let out a cute moan, and I wanted to hear more of it.

Hot and sticky flesh enveloped my fingers with the tightness of a vise. She even began to sway her hips. Anticipation built as I wondered how it would feel to have my dick inside her. She must be wondering the same of mine.

The more I stroked her cock and fingered her pussy, the more shallow her breath became.

"Your experience… certainly worthy of being a High Priestess… aahh! The way your tongue and lips move… mmmh! Yes… I'm getting close. Don't stop yet…" The sheer pleasure dripping in her voice emboldened me to double my efforts.

The goddess' legs trembled and her pussy clenched. I pressed my fingers as deep as possible, soaking them in her nectar. Between her legs, the cock twitched once… twice… and sprayed another kind of nectar over my face and clothing. White cum poured from the tip, drenching my body in its color. Like a sponge, my living robes sucked up every drop that landed on the fabric.

Satisfied with a bountiful feast from the goddess' ejaculate, I whistled for my robes to leave my body. Now we were both naked. She scrutinized me as if I were a statue to be marveled at.

Vessyra was displeased with the laboratory and insisted we find a bedroom to do the deed in. I glanced up and down the hallway, fearful that someone might see us. No one else was around. The others must be outside or downstairs. We took the bedroom across from us, a modest refuge with a sizable bed suited to Vessyra's height and… size.

Once inside, she carried me to the bed like I was her newly wedded wife. There, laying upon silken sheets, we exchanged kisses and tickled each other's necks with our breaths. I laid on top of her, both our breasts squished together and dick pressed between our bellies.

"I want it now," I pleaded to her. "I want your giant cock in me."

We traded places, with me below and her above. A warm hand caressed my belly. To her, this was more than just sex. I could tell she wanted to impregnate me. If her cum, more fertile than anything known in this world, found its way in, I would undoubtedly become pregnant.

Next, she laid her enormous cock on top of me. It was so heavy that it anchored me to the bed. The largest I'd ever taken was technically Zeke, but I had grown in size to match it. The largest relative to my human size was Taurac. Just imagining his cock was enough to make me tremble with excitement. However, he was about to be toppled by none other than the goddess herself.

"If we're going to do this, you absolutely cannot get me pregnant," I warned her.

Vessyra sighed. "You know that is blasphemy to me? Nevertheless, if that is what it takes to have you, then so be it."

I breathed a sigh of relief too soon. She already had the massive cock at the entrance to my pussy and was ready to shove it in. Fear returned briefly, but was replaced with overwhelming lust when the tip rubbed against the folds.

Her reassuring smile granted me peace. However, it didn't change the size of her cock. As the large tip began to penetrate me, sharp pain rushed up my spine. My back arched up, my consciousness flashed white. The next thing I knew, the tip of Vessyra's cock had breached. The hard part was over.

"Oh, gods… fuck, it's so big!" I cried.

"And you're so tight. I think I might climax any second," the goddess replied. She propped herself up on top of me and leaned in for a kiss. Her tongue invaded my mouth like she was trying to get a taste of her own ejaculate.

Vessyra's tongue made love with mine in my mouth. Her cock gradually inched deeper until the tip kissed my cervix, putting me into a lightheaded daze. So much of it still remained.

"I've had my eyes on you since you took root in the Weeping Expanse. Now I have you pinned beneath me, my cock buried inside ready to fill you up. How I longed for this, my beloved avatar," Vessyra cooed seductively in my ears. Her words sent quivering shivers of pleasure traveling up my spine and lighting up my mind like fireworks.

She started moving. Our hips clapped together. The wet sounds from having my pussy pounded, the creaking of the bed, and the moaning quips that escaped our lips between kisses created a symphony out of our carnal desires.

The goddess, who was a giant compared to me, dominated every moment of our sexual encounter. Strong hands gripped my hips and pumped into me mercilessly. She would sometimes stop and have me begged to be fucked.

"If you do not ardently beg, I may have to stop," Vessyra teased as she slowed her pace.

"Don't stop… fuck me, please! Fuck me hard and fill me with your cum, my goddess!" I pleaded. My quaking body was assaulted by orgasm after orgasm as she obliged and relentlessly pistoned into me.

But she was not without her gentle side. When the climaxes passed, we laid there and stroked each others' cheeks, basking in the sight of one another's beauty. Sex slowed down, and instead of the beast-like fervor she demonstrated when fucking me at first, it eased into a passionate embrace of lovemaking.

That I, too, had a penis did not escape her notice. It thrilled her to stroke me to an orgasm and watch it sputter with cum. She kissed it, wrapped her tongue and lips around it, sucking me until I gave her what she wanted. Of course, I returned the favor in the sixty-nine position, both of us licking each other to an orgasm.

There was a magical sight in seeing the Goddess of Love and Lust covered in my ejaculate, staining the porcelain skin of her breasts and her golden locks of hair. It felt like I was staining her image, but she assured me that I wasn't. That this was quite possibly the most reverent act I could perform on her.

Eventually, we and the bed were covered in each others' cum. Our fun came to a stop when I tried to put my dick in her. It seemed my fingers and tongue were as far as I went in her sacred place.

"Regrettably, that is one place where I cannot allow you. Perhaps one day." Vessyra frowned, she too, was disappointed.

I knew not to push a divine entity's buttons. She instead opted to satiate me with a blowjob that threatened to suck off my dick. Her mouth was just as good and hot as her pussy felt when I fingered her. I lost count how many times I came into her throat. I might as well have gotten her pregnant that way.

We sat up against the bed's headrest and cuddled— although that might not be the best word. It was mainly her holding me and playing with my dick even as it went limp, and I sat on her lap with her giant cock straddled between my thighs.

"Someone I love very much is pregnant. You know her. While inside me, you and I have fought alongside her plenty of times. She's… very important to me." I found myself confiding in the goddess on instinct.

"You worry that she may come to harm in the battles to come. She is brave, but her love for you makes her foolhardy." Vessyra stretched her arm out and pinched the space in front of me. A small green gem was plucked from the otherwise empty space. She pressed it to my palm. "This is my gift to you and her. Do with it as you see fit."

The power within the gem was something other than wild magic that I was used to. Was it divine? I couldn't tell without using alchemy to appraise it.

"Would you also like to know how your child will look?" Vessyra asked.

I shook my head. "Let's leave that as a surprise. But… I do want to know… is it a boy or girl?"

Vessyra reared back and burst into laughter, one that was free of stress or had forgotten about her own brother's betrayal. It was genuine, sorely needed in stressful times such as this.

"Your child is a girl. She will take after both her mothers." Vessyra smiled warmly.

The Goddess Vessyra greedily kept me for a while longer before returning to nest within my soul. Never have I sensed her more satisfied than now after she had fucked me until my legs couldn't move. Cum leaked out of my mouth, ass, and pussy, while the rest of me was drenched in her divine ejaculate.

My head was spinning. Aftershocks of orgasms incapacitated me when I tried to move, echoing the climaxes as though Vessyra's massive cock was still inside me.

"Next time… I'll bring some potions just in case you overdo it…" I told Vessyra and myself.

With a bit of effort, I finally managed to sit up on the bed without collapsing. However, my legs caved in as soon as I stood up. The impact of dropping to the ground sent another shock traveling down my spine and directly to my crotch.

Like someone had lit a powder keg, the nerves in my entire body fired off pleasure signals and briefly robbed me of my consciousness. Coming to my senses, cum had pooled around me, having gushed out from my quivering cunt.

Deep within me, an amused Vessyra was proud of the state she had left me in and eagerly awaited our next romp.

Fed up with trying to control my physically inept self, I whistled for my robes to dress me and incanted magic to levitate my feet from the floor. Being weightless and floating in the air didn't magically cure my sore hips, but at least I could move now.

Cleaning the room was a cinch. A quick aqua and ventus spell tidied the place instantly, lifting all the cum from the floor, bedsheets, and my body. Not wanting to lose out on collecting a potentially powerful alchemy ingredient, I fetched some vials from the laboratory to fill Vessyra's spunk with.

The goddess might have been a physical manifestation of magic given form in a forged world, but her dick felt pretty real to me. If the ejaculate wasn't disappearing, then it must have some application. She didn't appear to mind either, but expressed disappointment that I wasn't using it to impregnate myself.

Which begged the question, could I get other people pregnant with a divine goddess' cum using this?

It was probably what she wanted, but I didn't think this world was ready to have demi-god rugrats running around Talmora yet. I also did ask her to render her ejaculate infertile so I wouldn't be impregnated. The substance within these vials likely wouldn't be able to.

Regardless, I should leave it to Eileen to tinker with it. Fifteen vials of Vessyra's cum was quite the haul, and I came away with possibly one of the best sex in my life.

"Heh… How many people can say they had sex with a god?" I mused to myself.

I began my search for Eileen by checking the laboratories one by one. Why Eudora had so many rooms was beyond me. I suspected they were meant to house an alraune each, but she found other uses for the creatures underneath the mansion instead. She likely also intended this to be her headquarters of a sort, housing many witches for them to conduct experiments and alchemy at any given time.

From the start, it seemed Eudora wanted this tower to serve as a massive siege engine. Even with her gone, the rest of us had come to that same conclusion. This was going to be what gets us inside Thanreas. Defeating Edith, the Crimson Witch, was another story.

At the end of the hall, a stone bust of Eudora's former adult form sat on a stand. It had a smug grin. Just how vain did she have to be to own something like this? I supposed that was just how that crazy witch was.

Opening the door to the last room in the hall revealed a sight that was both surprising but not unexpected. Eileen and Cammy sat together on the bed, fingers intertwined and dryad roots tenderly enveloping them both, and lips pressed together. My apprentice saw me first and tried to pull away, but couldn't under all those tendrils. When Cammy saw me next, her roots retracted faster than Rio could fly.

"M-Mama?" Cammy gasped.

"Mistress, I can explain!" Eileen stood up too quickly and became faint, so Cammy had to hold her steady.

"No need to explain. Make sure you two don't have any regrets, you hear?" I grinned and shut the door on the way out as they both turned bright red.

The experiments could wait. Best to let them have their moment.

I dropped the satchel full of Vessyra's collected cum by the door and left a note for Eileen to deal with later. Thinking to search for the others, I ran into another pair downstairs in the kitchen who were much farther behind than the other two.

It seemed Belle and Eleanor were at the tail end of a serious discussion. I recalled having given my colleague an order with the leash to reveal her true feelings to Eleanor. In retrospect, I shouldn't have butt in. It was their business after all. On the other hand, the two were much more relaxed with each other now than before.

"Not too long ago we were enemies, then comrades at arms, and…" The former knight of Abstinence hesitated. She swallowed hard, then reached across the table to put a hand atop Belle's and gave a reassuring squeeze. "I never expected to become friends. I'm still unsure of these feelings myself, but if you will give me time I shall consider them carefully."

"Take all the time you need. I'm just glad we can talk like this again." Belle smiled.

"By the way… are you still… like that? With the thing in your… behind?" Eleanor asked quietly, thumbing her hair in embarrassment.

The serious atmosphere around them dissipated. Belle choked on her own spit. I left them to their privacy and exited the mansion to find Rio waiting by the gazebo. He hopped onto my shoulder as I stepped onto the teleportation circle.

Back into the real world, Rio took flight to join the harpy sisters engaging in a game of tag with Zeke. He wasn't the only one. Luna and Talos joined the fray, soaring across the skies to enjoy what little peace was afforded to them before the battle.

I held the green gem Vessyra had given me between my fingers. It glistened underneath the sun and emitted a strange glow. I shouldn't have known what to do with this, but a reliable whisper urged me to have Mira ingest this. Whether it was protection magic or an empowering magic crystal-like jewel, I had no idea. I needed only trust the goddess that dwelled inside me.

Mira wasn't home when I returned to the great hollow. Instead, a busybody goblin carried out chores and cleaned the place in my absence. He scurried about, putting alchemical ingredients left out by Eileen, putting bookmarks on open tomes that I had yet to finish and shelving them in where they belonged, and wiping down dusty surfaces with a towel.

"You know, I can clean all this in an instant with magic? You didn't have to go through the trouble of cleaning everything by yourself," I explained, entering the comforts of my home.

"Gurk want Mistresses to come back to clean home. Messy no good. Work hard to make sure Mistresses comfort when back!" Gurk exclaimed without so much as missing a beat in his tidying.

I flew over to the alchemy racks by the cauldron and imbibed two drinks— a restoration potion and stamina draught. The feeling in my legs and hips returned to me, and I could at last stand on my feet without the need for magic.

"I thought Mira would be home. Where did she go?" I asked Gurk as I plopped down onto the couch.

"Mistress went to visit priestesses. Not sure when she is back," he answered.

Knowing Mira, she was going to be there for some time. As an eligible high priestess herself after succeeding in the Trial of Love and Lust, the carriage-mansion full of priestesses was a feast for someone like her.

As Gurk was about to race past me, I snatched him onto the couch and into my arms.

"Gurk still has work to do! Home still dirty," the goblin said.

"So busy that you don't have time for me?" I reached into his pants to pull out a green dick that was quickly getting erect in my hand.

Gurk made himself comfortable on the couch as I got to my knees to perform a blowjob for him. The feeling of his stiff cock in my mouth was right where it belonged, like old times when it was only just us, indulging in each other's desires in much more peaceful times.

Before I knew it, he came into my mouth. I swallowed every drop, savoring the taste of my goblin lover's juices. His rod remained erect.

Good, I thought.

Shedding my robes off for the second time in one day to have sex, I climbed on top of Gurk. His eyes went wide when he saw my own erect penis.

Do not worry, my avatar. Vessyra's voice played melodically in my head. I shall grant you the magic to control it as you please.

My penis suddenly disappeared, much to mine and Gurk's surprise. Vessyra said I could control it, but now wasn't the time to figure out how. I lowered my dripping wet pussy onto his cock.

"Mmmh! Yours is the best, Gurk!" I moaned.

Our hips met, every inch of him had buried into me, and our gazes locked on one another. Gurk was not the biggest. He didn't need to be. It was as though the flesh inside me had long been molded into his shape. Like his cock was made for me and my pussy for him.

"Mistress feels hot. Different than before… feels better," Gurk said.

I began to ride him, luxuriating in the cock that stirred the most incredible pleasure I could ever ask for. Of course, having sex with someone you loved always felt better than with those you didn't. It was why Vessyra was the Goddess of Love and Lust. For when those two feelings were present during the act, there was no greater joy.

That's right. I loved Gurk, my little goblin partner. It didn't matter to me how different our races were or the circumstances that we met in. He had been with me through thick and thin, put himself in danger to help in spite of his own weaknesses, and toughed out things he didn't want to do for everyone's sake.

While his dick pounded me, I stroked his cheek and kissed him. My body was soaring without the use of magic. This indescribable joy as we consummated our love sent me into a state of bliss.

"I love you! Cum inside me!" I begged sweetly.

"Gurk loves Mistress, too. Gurk be good mate and take care of both Mistresses as wives!" Gurk promised.

We sealed that vow with another tongue-deep kiss, drowning in the pleasure of each other's bodies. A piping hot load of cum gushed into my womb. His hands squeezed my ass. Even as he came, the goblin continued to fuck me, making sure every drop went as deep as he could push.

Both of us climaxed at the same time, but I hadn't had enough yet. Vessyra's enormous cock had made my pussy sensitive, and every little touch lit up my nerves. I wanted more. I knew Gurk did, too.

"Hah! I have returned from my conquest. Those priestesses are weak to my techniques. Gale was especially pent-up being away from me for so long. Gurk, let us celebrate with some cake in Loth—" Mira burst through the door going into a tirade about her sexual subjugation, but trailed off upon seeing us in the heat of sex. The corner of her lips pulled up to an impish grin. She shut the door and approached us, stripping off articles of clothes until she was completely naked before us. "Good thing the day is still young. Isn't that right, darlings?"

The sight of her naked body, breasts swelled from being pregnant, triggered my dick to magically reappear in an erect state.

Even while my penis was at full mast, Gurk's own didn't soften one bit like I thought it would. After all, very early on he had expressed revulsion towards the tennoraphallus when I was with Flora. He was a male goblin who explicitly preferred the female sex in all their glory. Who could blame him for being turned off by a penis on me? It just wasn't his sexual preference.

However, his cock remained erect inside my cunt, throbbing so hard it threatened to bring me to another orgasm. Perhaps it was the sight of two naked witches, or the thought that we belonged to him as much as to each other. Such a scenario was only a fantasy for many, but for Gurk this was reality.

"You're going to let me in on the fun, yes?" Mira asked, pressing a finger to her lips. She leaned down to kiss me, but teased my lips with a peck instead. Her eyes danced between mine and Gurk's dick, as though contemplating which meal to have first. Leave it to the witch of lust to come up with a better scenario.

Mira pulled me off of Gurk. The fleshy walls of my pussy almost resisted parting from his cock. She ordered me to lay on the carpeted floor, then laid herself on top so that we were in the sixty-nine position. Her glistening wet entrance tempted me to eat her out, but she beckoned for the goblin by smacking her own ass.

A surprising invitation, given that she always wanted me first since we began this relationship.

"Okay for Gurk to put in?" Gurk asked timidly.

"Don't keep me waiting, or I'll put Ellori's in instead," Mira chided him with growing impatience. I watched from below as Gurk's green cock that had fucked me so many times now entering Mira's soaking pussy. Her entire body writhed with visible pleasure, and sweeter still were her melodious moans. "Aahh… How does it feel, Gurk? It must be just as good as your first mistress. Hmm— nngh!"

"Both Mistress feels good… somehow this one… hotter…" He picked his words carefully, skidding the line between mine and Mira's pride to avoid any hurt feelings.

Not that it mattered to me. We were each others' lovers at the end of the day. Watching Mira's pussy be pounded by our goblin was beyond hot. So hot in fact, that my own dick was feeling it…

"Mira— aahhhnn?!" I realized why.

Mira had her lips wrapped around my member, sucking me off and letting the sound of a sloppy fellatio mix in with her cheeks being clapped. Her skilled tongue from countless triumphs in cunnilingus transitioned well to sucking dick. An electric current ran along her tongue and shocked my senses to a new level.

Two could play at that.

Propping myself up on my elbows brought me close enough to lick both Gurk's baby maker and Mira's clitoris— and that's exactly what I did. They jolted as my tongue grazed their meat as I, too, incanted a minor thundra spell to infuse myself with an electric current.

"Shllrrp… mmmphh… shluurrp… aahh! Gods!" Mira cried in pleasure with a mouthful of my dick.

It turned into a battle of attrition. Mira fingered me as she sucked me off. Gurk's free hands reached down to pinch my nipples. The more I licked his balls, the louder his moans joined the chorus.

"I can't… you two are too much to handle— I'm going to… I'm cumming!" Mira was enraptured with the ecstasy of two dicks inside her and howled like a bitch in heat.

"Gurk let it inside Mistress!" the goblin declared.

At the climax of our erotic orchestra, I came just as Gurk unloaded into Mira with a final thrust. He let out so much that once his dick slipped away, cum poured from her pussy.

Mira lost strength in her arms and knees. She fell on top of me, cunt smeared white with spunk. Her hot tongue continued to pleasure my dick, so I returned the favor by eating out her twitching, goblin cum-filled pussy.

"No— Ellori, if you do that, I'm going to… again… gods, save me— aaaahhhhh!" Mira moaned again, so loud that I feared others outside would hear.

Gurk helped Mira off of me, but she appeared down for the count and was still twitching from her orgasm. I gulped hard, seeing her in such a state.

"Want to try mouth next! Can Gurk switch places?" The previously hesitant goblin was eager to try different positions now.

"In that case, I'll fill her up down there next," I said, and both of us swapped positions while Mira was still coming to consciousness.

"What are… you two— wait, I'm still sensitive— mmrrpphh!" Mira was silenced by Gurk shoving his dick into her mouth. Just in time to stifle the moans that followed when I pressed mine into her entrance. It was incredibly warm. Maybe because Gurk came inside her. The fleshy folds trembled so much it massaged my member without needing to thrust.

That didn't last long, however, as Mira began to move her own hips. She became delirious, having succumbed to the pleasure of being spit roasted. Her head bobbed up and down on Gurk's dick, while a shapely ass bounced on mine.

"Mmmh… nnnrpph— Ish… so… mmmpphh!"

If Mira was trying to speak, neither of us could understand her.

"You like that, don't you? To be humiliated by two cocks?" I slapped her ass hard, the impact made her reflexively tense up and by extension, her pussy clenched tighter on my cock.

I whistled for my robes to transform into nipple clamps on her breasts. It extended and formed a whip in my hand, which I used to strike her ass red. Her screams were a mixture of pleasure and blissful joy in the midst of physical agony. A true masochist, Thelia could only hold a candle to the inferno of what Mira took joy in.

"Gurk, pull out so I can hear Mira beg," I ordered. He did as was told, but not before having her swallow his load. Her blushing face was about as red as her ass after how much I had hit it.

Mira turned to me with a delirious smile, dripping with drool and cum. Her eyes were misty, back arched, and body convulsing.

"Yes, don't stop… I want more… turn me into both of your fuck toy… " Mira pleaded.

"With pleasure." I smiled back.

The whip in my hand transformed into a ball gag and flew into Mira's mouth. Gurk and I carried her onto the couch. Once again, she laid on top, but facing me so I could see her mindbroken state of lust.

I pushed my dick inside her again, and Gurk took her other hole. The tightness of her pussy increased ten-folds with his dick filling her ass. It was unreal how wet and slippery she got. I pounded into her with such ease, lubricated by a combination of Gurk's cum and Mira's juices. Her moans came out muffled in the ball gag.

We three undulated on the couch, swaying to the beat of hot, passionate sex. Deep within me, Vessyra savored every moment of it. She knew how genuinely we felt for one another and indulged in our threesome. Or was it foursome if we included the goddess?

As Gurk and I continued to fuck Mira, nothing else seemed to matter. Not this war, the towers, nor demons that encroached Talmora. Just the three of us in my home, pleasuring each other and drowning in lust as the goddess intended.

Pressure built in my crotch. Gurk's eyes squeezed shut as he, too, was getting close. He hugged her from behind, and I from the front, sandwiching Mira in between. I ripped the ball gag away and kissed her. Our tongues met inside her mouth, and she welcomed me by suckling on it.

"I'm cumming, Mira!" I cried at the height of pleasure.

"Gurk, too… Mistress too tight, can't hold in anymore!" Gurk exclaimed.

"Give it to me, both of you— nnhh… Your dicks are driving me insane! I really will go mad! Aaaaaaahhhhh!" Mira's last coherent words were reduced to unintelligible babble as she climaxed. Her shuddering body milked me and Gurk until we erupted inside, emptying every last drop.

We went limp on top of each other, panting to catch our breaths.

"I'm beat…" I said, wiping the sweat from my forehead. "Too much in one day."

By the end of the romp, Mira was marked from head to toe in our spunk. Gurk fixed us some tea to soothe our aching muscles. We opted not to take any potions to restore ourselves, choosing instead to go to bed after washing up in the baths. Mira had to be carried down because it had been some time since she was penetrated in both ends. She couldn't so much as stand, let alone walk without help.

"Mmm… Even as I sit, the pulsing pain on my ass where you struck me with that whip persists." Mira rubbed her butt with a satisfied smile.

"Are you sure you don't want to drink a restoration potion?" I asked, rising from the hot water. She pulled me back down, splashing the water around us, then took a deep whiff of the tea Gurk had brought down for us.

"Don't you dare. I shall delight in this pain for as long as I can," she said.

The two of us sat peacefully in the hot waters, enjoying each other's company. Mira put an arm around my shoulder and leaned our heads together. I caressed her belly which held our unborn child, mere months away from conceiving.

What a time to have a child. The green gem was tucked away in the pocket of my robes. I still needed to get Mira to ingest it.

"Gurk! Get down here for a soak before Ellori and I prune up," Mira cupped a hand over her mouth and shouted.

"Almost done cleaning!" Gurk said in a huff.

"If he wants to stay up there, fine. I have you to myself for now." She lifted my chin with gentle fingers. A smile as warm as the sun inched closer to my face. "It cannot be said enough: I love you, darling. I always will."

"I know. I love you, too." I returned the smile, then the two of us shared perhaps the sweetest kiss we ever had.

That night, Mira, Gurk, and I cuddled and made wishful promises for the future until we fell asleep in one another's arms. There might not be another time for this. For what awaited us in the coming days would decide the fate of all Talmora.


Chapter 22 - Gift

I awakened the next morning to the sound of sizzling and a woody smell wafting up to the second floor. Mira was downstairs, frying an omelet in the kitchen. She hummed a pleasant melody that made me want to shut my eyes and return to sleep with it as my lullaby. Gurk, our goblin lover, lay blissfully asleep, head buried between my breasts and morning erection at full mast.

Slowly, I slipped out of bed and got dressed. The outline of the green gem Vessyra had given me showed in the pocket of my robes and pressed against my thigh.

"It's not very often that I cook," Mira remarked as I descended the stairs. "After all, why cook for myself when others can do it for me? Although now, I see why cooking for someone could be rather enjoyable."

I took a seat at the table and watched her back. She wasn't in her usual robes. Instead she wore one of my lounging bathrobes, blue in color and just as fluffy as bunyip furs. Of all the times we had been with each other, it was this moment that dawned on me how lucky I was to have what I did. It wasn't all the sex, not how often we saw each other, or the sweet words we loved to exchange… but sharing in each others' belongings struck how that we really were a family.

This, I would fight all of hell to keep.

Once the meal was seemingly cooked, Mira plated the omelet and delivered it to me with a warm smile.

"Well? How is it?" Mira asked reluctantly.

"It's a little overcooked—"

Crunch!

"There are some egg shells in it." Mira winced at the sound and sighed.

I chewed carefully going forward to grind the shells as much as possibly before swallowing.

"Don't stop me from finishing this. You've never cooked for me before, so this is a once in a lifetime opportunity." I avoided Mira, who was taking swipes to remove the plate from my hands. Aside from the omelet being overdone and having some egg shells in it, the taste was rather delectable. A fine combination of green onions and parsley enriched the mixture of spices.

"You really didn't have to scarf all that down. We could have just gone into the city." Mira pouted.

"The difference between yours and the food in the city is that you made them with me in mind. Thanks," I whispered, squeezing her hand in mine.

Mira returned the gesture with a tender kiss, then licked her lips after pulling away.

"Hmm. Less salt next time, I suppose." As Mira rose from her seat, my hand held firm on hers. Now was as good a time as any. I put the green gem on my plate and slid it over to her. She sat back down, plucked it up, and squinted. "Not a soul stone nor a magic crystal. Going by the hard look on your face, I presume this was given to you and was intended for me."

"Why are you so perceptive? There's no surprises with you." I frowned.

It remained unknown to me what its effects were. Vessyra, a higher deity, had given it to me with the instructions to have Mira ingest it. Of course, I was worried about what it might do to her. A sensation in my chest reassured me that there were no foul intentions behind this gift.

"When I asked Vessyra to protect you, she gave me this gem instead. You're to ingest it. So she says," I told Mira at last.

"Divine protection magic, perhaps? If it were up to me, I would rather you eat it and assume its magic. I'm already confident enough in my magic to keep myself safe. I worry about you, too." Mira expression softened, and concerned eyes stared squarely into mine.

Once again, Mira continued to worry about me and not herself. I should have been used to this by now. Though, it was her fervent dedication that eventually wore down my walls and made me fall for her.

"I want all of us to get through this. Not just you, me, and Gurk. Our unborn child, too. I have Vessyra herself as my source of strength. At the very least, you will have a piece of her," I said.

Mira chewed on her lower lip, then nodded. Without another word, she put the gem on her tongue and washed it down with a gulp of tea.

We sat there for minutes, wondering when or what was supposed to happen.

"I… don't feel any different?" Mira said.

"Maybe it's not supposed to activate unless you're in battle?" I wondered aloud.

"Either way, we should clean up the— uhnngh!" Mira keeled over, dropping to her knees and clutching her stomach.

"What's wrong? Are you okay?" I asked, overcome with panic.

Mira clutched my arm, tighter than she ever had before. Gurk raced down the stairs, he too, in a state of alarm from seeing her in pain.

"I think… it's coming… the baby!" Mira squeezed her eyes shut.

"That's not possible. You're not due for another three months, unless… Vessyra!" I muttered under my breath.

"What Gurk do to help?" Gurk asked desperately.

"We're getting her to the priestesses. They should know what to do!"

When we brought Mira to the high priestesses in the carriage mansion, they were just as surprised as we were. While Ceris, Sheila, and Gale believed this was going to be a preterm birth, I knew better. It happened after Mira consumed Vessyra's green gem.

That had to be it.

Gurk and I waited downstairs, pacing back and forth. If only there was more I could do. I returned to the great hollow and brought any potion I thought would ease her pain, but the priestesses were confident that Mira was going to be fine. A young chocolate-skinned elf I remembered as Ysolde bowed as she passed us, then raced upstairs with a stack of towels in her arms.

The lower chamber was mostly empty. Many of the pregnant priestesses were likely in the other rooms. Those who weren't must be offering their services in the city and in the demi-human encampment.

Some time later, Gale was the only one who came down after they had all disappeared into the upper chamber.

"Mira is in the process of giving birth. All of us are ready to receive the child and are prepared for the premature birth. She is quite strong for someone who has never conceived a child before," the high priestess said.

Relief washed over me.

"How much longer do we have to wait?" I asked.

"As long as she needs. Possibly well into the night. The child will be born safely," she assured me. "In the meantime, consider a name. That thought alone shall ease your mind."

Gale returned upstairs. I slumped into my seat, feeling a lot lighter than I did before. That child was a sure thing. I was going to be a mother. Mira was going to be a mother. Gurk, even though it biologically wasn't his, was going to be a father.

"So after baby, Gurk go next?" Gurk gazed up at me expectantly.

"Another one so soon? You're excited to be a daddy, aren't you?" I teased him.

"Gurk take care of and love first one like own! Be best father to baby!" he declared.

In the end, neither of us could think of a name. Especially since Gurk wanted to name the child in goblin-naming conventions. I certainly didn't feel like naming my firstborn Rocks or Pakaka.

We waited for hours. The others dropped by to check on me. Alira came over and offered to name my child after her. Eileen and Cammy made a snack for me and Gurk. Belle and Eleanor gave us their blessings. Thelia, Clem, and Kati thought the baby was already born and wanted to see the child first before anyone else.

Their presence reminded me how blessed we were to have such good friends.

Before long, night had fallen. Candles were lit to illuminate the carriage. My ass was getting sore sitting all day, but I didn't want to stand anymore. Gurk had fallen asleep on the couch.

Then the news came.

"Ellori! Gurk! A special someone would like to meet you!" Sheila called to us from the top of the stairs.

We ran upstairs to Sheila beaming from ear to ear and looking like she had a secret to reveal. She pushed open the doors to the inner chamber. Ysolde sat asleep in a chair, completely worn out. Gale and Ceris were at either side of the bed, where Mira was sitting upright. In her arms, bundled up in a blanket like a little cocoon, was our baby.

The sight took my breath away. I was on the verge of tears. I wanted to cry, that was how happy I was. Vessyra, too, stirred with joy.

Mira looked me in the eyes and said with a smile, "She's a girl."

The baby girl cooed. She opened her eyes, and I was shocked to find out she was heterochromatic— her right eye was red like Mira's, and the left was blue like mine. Mira lifted her into my arms. I knelt down so Gurk could see, too. He was just as enamored as me. She was so light, fragile. Far too precious.

"The girl was born perfectly fine, as if carried to full term. Vessyra blessed this birth indeed," Gale said.

"There's also another surprise," Sheila remarked, snapping me away from the entrancing stare of my daughter.

"Your baby… ahem, has both. Just like you and Vessyra," Ceris said.

I was both too appalled and delighted to say anything. It didn't matter to me what she had down there. She could have a deformity, and I would still love her unconditionally.

"It seems she takes after you more than I. Have you thought of a name while I was in agony up here?" Mira joked.

"I think… How about Beatrice? Beatrice Farrowghast-Dawncrest. I can't think of a better name than one born from two witches," I said at last.

I returned the baby to Mira and pressed our foreheads together.

"A fine, powerful name." Mira nodded.

Beatrice.

You will be loved more than you know. All of us shall be fighting for you. I, especially, as your mother. 


Chapter 23 - Warpath

Today marked the end of Redvern. Specks of snow fell from the sky, and in another month's time the landscape would be covered in a sleet white. On the first day of Fraustgat, the beginning of the winter season, the clouds creeping across the crimson skies was our declaration of war.

I reached out to catch a snowflake which melted quickly in my palm. Such a small thing wasn't enough to chill me to the bones. Like us, it was an insignificant particulate against the giant that was Edith Percouli.

Yet when enough of us came together, accumulating into a snowstorm, we had the power to shift this precipitous obstacle in our favor.

Quinny and Lisette had begun their march towards Thanreas, following the subjugation of the Kingdom of Juna. A princess no longer, Lisette now ruled Ors and Juna as its de facto queen. Those who refused to swear fealty to her were put to the sword. The twin sisters painted the landscape redder than the demons ever could.

But there was little in my power to stop them.

We all stood at the front of Eudora's tower, being bid farewell and good fortune by Lotherain's citizens.

"I wish I could go with you," Cammy said. She carried her baby sister Beatrice, who was nursing quietly on a fruit, in her arms. I could already tell they would grow up to be great siblings to one another.

"If anything, you should take me along. I can continue to concoct potions for you guys to do battle with." Eileen frowned.

"Any more and the mansion would be bursting at the seams. You two make sure Lotherain and Ellowyn are safe when we return." I threw my arms around them both and kissed Beatrice on the forehead. She wriggled in Cammy's grasp and giggled.

Mira came by to kiss Beatrice, too. Never in my life so far could I have imagined being a mother at this age. At first, I was ready to give my life facing Edith and the demons ahead. Now, I wanted to come back at all costs for my daughter.

This war was more than just a new world order. The outcome would dictate what kind of place Beatrice would be living in. She deserved better. Cammy deserved better. We all did.

"I must say, we produce rather adorable children." Mira stroked the baby's cheek with a finger. Beatrice responded by grasping it with her small hand. "Precisely why we should have more together."

Cammy and Eileen weren't the only ones who wished to come along. Gurk was keen on coming with. 'To protect mates' as he had declared. Though I suppose any goblin who had a taste of heaven with two women would go to hell and back to keep that.

"Take care of our baby. Cammy and Eileen will help, but they can't always be looking after little Beatrice." I knelt down to hug Gurk.

"Gurk make sure baby and home safe!" Gurk assured us.

We said our farewells to each other and went to meet with the high priestesses of Vessyra. Of the three, only Gale would be accompanying us as the only one trained in warfare and as the elected chief bannerlord. Without her, in-fighting would break out between the five bannerlords on who to lead.

We had quite the varied allies within our midst.

Bannerlord Hectis, a brutish centaur warrior, led the largest banner among the five. If Gale— gods forbid— fell in battle, he would be the next to lead. In the few times that we had the… displeasure of meeting, he came off as brash and glory-seeking.

"The march will be arduous, but we all know what is at stake." Fist to her chest, Gale was finishing up addressing her bannerlords and warriors. "By the goddess' love we shall prevail."

Ceris and Sheila received Gale into their arms when she was done, and they shared a steamy three-way. Mira licked her lips, pinching herself to hold back from joining them and ruining their moment. At the end of their kiss, Gale came to us, looking many times more confident.

"We shall march underneath the shadow of the tower. In that way, the demons should mostly avoid us. However, we will need rest from time to time. How might I relay to you when we need to stop?" Gale asked.

"Leave that to me!" two Miunas exclaimed at once.

"One will be within the tower and the other will stay with you. I already have a third traveling with Quinny's army. This way, Miuna can serve as a communications device between all of us," I explained.

"A talking slime… it will never not be an odd thing to me. In that case, gods' speed to us all." Gale returned to her people to begin the long march.

Thelia and her small horde of demons replaced Gale after she left.

"Those who can fly will guard the tower from the outside, and those that cannot will march alongside the demi-humans. It will be a fierce battle, my Mistresses. The demon blood within me screams that a demon of a different scale lies at the center of the human city," Thielia said.

I suspected she meant Edith Percouli and Giselle Artoire.

Do not forget my brother, Vessyra snarled within me.

Demos. How could I forget? The father of black magic himself. This wasn't just a battle between witches. Demons and gods were mixed in as well.

A large shadow flew overhead followed by three much smaller ones. Zeke and the harpy sisters landed before us, sweeping up dirt and slush.

"We fight!" Blue exclaimed.

Red, who landed on Zeke's back, waved from above. "More fun, more fun!"

The only one left was—

Green tackled me from behind, rubbing our cheeks together and giggling.

"We come to help," she said in human language.

"You trouble makers would follow after us even if I said no." I scratched Green's messy head and received a blissful yet goofy smile in return.

"I'll help in any way I can. This time I won't be knocked away from the battle," Zeke promised.

Having them along would provide the airborne superiority we needed to face any witches that might be on Edith's side. In addition to…

Mira and I turned to the buzzing commotion ringing in our ears. A swarm of flying remsectnids numbering in the hundred led by Queen Zathira herself approached us. Species of bees, butterflies, moths, and even several in the form of dragonflies were among them. Humans and demi-humans alike who weren't accustomed to seeing these types of demi-humans retreated in fear.

"Fascinating. A remsectnid queen. And she's bristling with magic." Mira's voice quivered with excitement.

"Your Majesty! Is it alright for you to leave the hive behind?" I asked her as soon as she landed.

"I am the swarm and the hive." Zathira stretched her arms out to the sides. From below, it appeared as if she lifted them all into the air herself. "These are my sons and daughters who shall fight for your cause. You gave me my life, and now I shall repay that debt in full."

Clem and Kati were already with the demi-humans. Our forces have finally gathered. Mira looked me in the eyes and nodded. We entered the tower to Lantessa and Belle waiting for us inside the mansion.

"Took you guys long enough," Belle remarked from the cauldron as we strolled into the laboratory.

"Is everyone in their place?" I asked Lantessa.

"They are. The conduit slaves await downstairs. Enjoy yourself." Lantessa winked.

"I'll remain up here to ensure Belle stays on her toes," Mira said mockingly.

"Great… Why don't you go back to being pregnant?" She rolled her eyes.

I left the room before their bickering could get into full swing. Noelle and Aurelias awaited downstairs, both already naked in preparation to be of service.

Winnegan and Auren were chained to the wall, both too drugged up by the alraune's fumes to realize what was going on.

"Sh-Shall I start with giving you a blowjob?" Noelle asked timidly, his throbbing penis demonstrated his anticipation of what was to come. Sitting next to his sex-crazed busty, naked colleague certainly didn't help either.

"As much as I like sex, I have something different in mind. Rio!" I snapped my fingers. My familiar descended and rolled over onto his belly, awaiting further orders. "I've learned that due to the bond I share with my familiar, we can just as easily enable the tower's flight systems through him."

Alraune tentacles emerged from the floor to seize hold of the former knights. One clamped its venus fly trap-like mouth over Noelle's dick, and another shaped like a phallus penetrated Aurelias' pussy.

Rio sprouted his own tentacles. It seemed back when he ate the anoragrathi, he did in fact inherit the plant's physical traits. The tentacles dangled in front of Noelle and Aurelias' faces, urging them to suck on it. Behind me, the captive witch and incubus moaned as alraune tentacles played with them, too.

The four sex slaves fell into a lust-driven state. My connection to Rio extended to that of the tower. When they were brought to a climax, the magic crystals appeared before me like I practiced last time.

We rose into the sky, and I had a bird's eye view of Gale and her bannerlords already marching north. All around us were a mix of flying demons, remsectnids, and winged demi-humans. An army.

"Prepare yourself, Edith. We're coming to put an end to you," I declared.


Chapter 24 - The Cold March

Peering into the crystal to the landscape below was snow as far as the eyes can see. A strange sight. The earth was painted over in a layer of snow and sleet, but stained in a red hue. For as long as Edith remained in control, demons continued to run rampant in Talmora.

Gale's forces had several runs in with demons for their first time. Though spooked and put off by their gruesome visages at first, the demi-humans' overwhelming numbers proved too much for rogue groups to handle.

We were a massive force. One that could besiege and occupy any city save for the largest. Even human settlements, which had the strength and manpower to ward off demons, trembled at the sight of our passage. Fortunately, none dared to attack us. Lisette was a much keener political player than I could have ever given her credit for. She had sent envoys to every city that we would be passing through ahead of time.

I knew, however, by the people's terrified expression rather than an assured one, she used our presence as a show of force instead.

Mira descended the steps into the sex slave's chamber. She was looking a lot more lithe again, no longer burdened by pregnancy.

"If we were to fly a smidge more westward, the spires of Grathir and our academy might be visible from here," Mira said, staring up at the crystal's projection of the surroundings outside the tower.

"I wonder how many witches out there are sided with Edith, and how many are just lost as to what's going on." I sighed.

My eyes and feet grew weary from piloting the tower for almost three days straight. I had Rio trade places with me so that I could rest every once in a while. If it weren't for Mira and the others occasionally coming downstairs to keep me company, I might have just fallen asleep standing.

The glorified tower-batteries were in here, too. But they didn't make for great conversationalists. Being around them constantly undergoing climax certainly didn't help my libido either.

"You will have to prepare for that eventuality. Some of our colleagues may see eye to eye with Edith. Remind yourself that they are wrong and endeavor to correct their misguidedness," Mira said.

"Easy for you to say." I rolled my eyes and took a seat at the edge of the bed where Aurelias laid unconscious.

From the other side of the room, our captured incubus stirred awake.

"Nngh… Why fight? My masters will rule your realm one way or another. I still offer you clemency. Swear your bodies to me, and I will spare you their wrath," Auren implored.

Mira and I traded unamused glances.

"And what? We join your harem and live in pleasure until the end of our lives? Please, we have a goblin lover who makes for a better partner than you," I taunted.

"G-G-Goblin? A meager, filthy goblin, you say? A goblin cannot possibly compare to the great me!" The incubus reared back, never more offended in his life than at that moment.

"Oh, be silent." Mira snapped her fingers, and a tentacle emerged from a hole in the floorboards beneath him to plug his mouth.

We left the basement to Rio and went upstairs to a laboratory where Miuna had taken up residence. The slime had reduced itself to an amorphous blob in the middle of the room. Something about the wellspring of magic inside this forged world put it into a drunken stupor-like state since the start of the journey.

"Heya, guys! Don't mind me… still a little… woozy," Miuna said as we entered.

"We need you to check up on the others. Are you sober enough to do that for us?" I bent down to pat the gelatinous form a few times, causing ripples across the surface of its body.

Miuna returned to its humanoid female form in a cross-legged, sitting position.

"Hmmm… Everything's all peachy back home. Down below— ah!" The slime reacted like it was getting attacked.

Mira and I tensed up.

"What happened?" I asked, clutching my staff and readying myself to go down at a moment's notice.

"Those harpies are having a snowball fight. One of them hit me in the eye!" Miuna complained.

"You don't have eyes. You have slime." Mira put a hand to her face and sighed.

"And the last place with the human army looks fine to me. That redhead is filing her nails and…" The slime gasped. It looked like it was focusing on something far away, squinting to get a better look. "There's something in the sky. A couple of somethings in dark clothing. Quinny sees it, too. Now she's screaming for everyone to take cover— Aaah!"

Miuna shielded itself with its arms as though about to be hit by something.

Quinny and her army were under attack. By who?

"How far are we from them?" Mira asked me.

"Our forces were supposed to converge at a three-way road by the next morning. They should still be crossing the mountain path, but if we hurry…" I dreaded to think what would happen if we were too late.

We made a miscalculation. Of course Edith wouldn't just let us march peacefully to Thanreas. She sent a force to deal with the weakest of our armies. Quinny didn't have any witches or substantial firepower under her arsenal other than sword and steel.

If a group of us flew at breakneck speeds to help Quinny now, we might be able to save them. But who and how many should I send? What if, as soon as we left, another assault was lying in wait here?

"In my opinion, we should leave them and continue to our destination," Mira said.

"They're our allies," I responded in shock of her willingness to let them die.

"Allies?" She scoffed. "Opportunistic vultures, the lot of them. Just like the nobility of Juna and Randover."

But Quinny wasn't her sister Lisette.

Mira continued without hesitation, "Sure, it was an army you befriended and allied to our cause. As a human army, what use will they be at the Eternal City? Against witches and demons?"

She was right, of course. Cutting our losses would be the most optimal and tactical play here. Humans didn't have the same brutish strength that the demi-humans offered, nor did they have the magic that we witches possessed. Edith knew that and sent a force to chip away our weakest link.

But…

To think this way felt wrong.

"I'm going," I declared.

"Tch. Fine. I'll come with," Mira said.

"One of us has to stay to pilot the tower. I'll have Belle and Thelia tag along. I'm sure she's been itching to stretch her legs."

Mira relented. She pressed her lips to mine and pouted. "You're far too kind for your own good."

I went to fetch Belle who was lounging with Eleanor by the fire downstairs. They were also surprised to hear Quinny's army had come under attack.

"Should we be worried?" Eleanor asked.

"Leave it to us. We'll blow away whatever they are and be back for supper!" Belle assured her.

Thelia, Belle, and I, along with our familiars, made haste across the frosted savanna in the direction of Quinny's army. On foot, it would have taken an entire day before we reached them. However, unimpeded by rough terrain, our flight enabled us to cut that time by a large fraction. Around this time, they should have been exiting the mountainous path and into the expansive savanna plains we were flying through.

None of us were prepared for what awaited. In a sea of flames, wagons were flipped over and bodies strewn on the ground. Soldiers scrambled to help their fellows. Trees burned like pillars of fire. Quinny was pinned under a cart, cursing loudly rather than asking for help.

Above the destruction, flying in the sky on the same elevation as us… were witches. They weren't dressed in the academy robes, but appeared to wear shadows that clung to their bodies. Each had a horn protruding from the side of their heads. It reminded me of Eudora when I first met her in person, and Edith when she escaped from the voidal collapse.

Their demonic forms that sent shivers down my spine. What truly gave me and Belle pause was that we knew them. Likewise, they knew us.

We were all colleagues of the same academy once.

"Be careful. They are no longer humans. I sense they are more akin to me than you now," Thelia warned.

"Ellori, Belle. A lot's changed, hasn't it?" a witch I recognized as Elvyra said.

Elvyra Kennison was a year below me, who excelled in philosophy and ethics over a witch's more favored subjects of alchemy and magic arts. No one could best her in a debate. She was always so prepared. The studious bookworm and orator before me seemed uninterested in a discussion this time around.

"Crisp look you have there. I take it you're not here to give us a hand?" Belle asked.

"Before you two go into a spiel about us being in the wrong," Elvyra began, "we know Councilor Anora's true identity is Edith Percouli. We've sided with her on our own accord."

I looked into each of their eyes. Elvyra, Jen, Cresha, Patrice, Daphne… I knew all their names. We studied together, helped each other's dissertations on new alchemical applications, shared the same room in the dormitory, and more.

Now we stood on opposite sides of the field. I couldn't back down now.

"I'm sorry, everyone." I lowered my head apologetically. "We can't let Edith have her way, even if it means fighting you."

The magic within me transformed my robes into the goddess' ivory vestments. Feathered wings sprouted from my back. The staff in my hands crackled with energy, morphing into the golden lance.

"On our own, we do not stand a chance against you and Belle put together. But we weren't sent here to defeat you to begin with," Elvyra said. Their magic signatures pulsed at once. Runes we didn't see before on the ground below us glowed brightly, then swallowed us in a pillar of light.

It was a trap. Belle realized first what it was.

"A teleportation circle?!" Belle tried to conjure a spell, but it fizzled out in her hand as we were sucked through.

My feet found purchase on solid ground. I was no longer flying. Belle and Thelia were unlucky, landing on their butts instead.

"Damn it… How did we not see that coming?" Belle rubbed her ass and winced.

"Where did it take us?" I asked.

The large chamber was illuminated by blue torches that floated in the air. At the back of the room, stained glass windows as tall as the room itself depicted the history of humanity and witches.

Below them, upon a throne as wide as a bed, sat a woman who was more demon than human. Her skin was an ashen gray, eyes as red as the skies outside, and large gnarly horns that could gore someone— Edith Percouli.

"It brought you directly to me." The Crimson Witch sneered.

Dread. Terror. Despair.

Vessyra writhed in repulsion within me.

The oppressive and overwhelming presence exerted by Edith Percouli pricked at the surface of my skin. Her very gaze sent shivers down my spine— not the good kind I get from sex either. Something had changed about her. She had grown more sinister since the last time I'd encountered her in Ferellis.

Black and blood red robes that appeared more like thick smog than fabric clung to her body. She tapped on a gnarled wand on the armrest, watching and waiting for us to make the first move.

To my side, Thelia and Belle were as still as statues. They gulped hard.

"Is my visage so horrifying that you have become speechless?" Edith sneered, rising from her seat and revealing a much taller form. "I gave so much effort into making myself presentable—"

"Igni!"

A powerful fire spell exploded at Edith's feet. When the dust settled, she remained unscathed, but the throne behind her had been obliterated. The demon witch brushed the ashes from her shoulder and scoffed.

"Ellori, no time to freeze up!" Belle shouted and dove right.

Together with Luna, they incanted a spell that encased Edith up to her waist in a block of ice. Thelia cracked her magic-nullifying whip once, then flew above our foe to entangle her.

Seeing my companions fight gave me the courage to resist. Empowered by all that dwelled inside me, I steeled myself for battle.

"Rio, bind her!" I ordered.

My familiar unleashed dozens of tentacles from his body to hold Edith where she wasn't frozen.

This was our chance. Edith brought us here to divide our strength. Whatever she was planning, she couldn't have known how much stronger we had become. Her hubris would be her undoing.

"Vessyra… Now's the time to give me everything you've got!" I whispered.

It felt as if the goddess was behind me, holding my hand as I raised the lance. We launched it directly at Edith. Divine energy surged across the chamber, lighting up the surroundings like fireworks. The golden blade plunged into Edith's chest and out the other end.

The gaping hole in Edith's chest began to close. She cackled for all to hear, louder than the crackling energy from my staff. A single step forward shattered the entombment at her feet. She yanked the bindings so hard it sent Thelia and Rio crashing to the other side of the chamber.

"Thank you for confirming it for me. I have at last reached godhood! All seven stones, a god inside me, and a pact with the Forsaken One himself." Edith took a bow and floated into the air with a victorious smirk.

"Did you just say the Forsaken One?" Thelia gasped in terror.

For a greater demon like her to appear so terrified, I could only draw one conclusion— a demon master, likely the one Zertos served before I subjugated him. However, nothing in my studies of demons yielded anything about a Forsaken One. Just what exactly had Edith made contact with?

"You crazy bitch. What do you hope to gain by giving our world to demons? Do you have any idea what you've done?!" Belle cried through clenched teeth. She launched another barrage of spells, all of which Edith easily deflected like swatting rain drops.

"The two of you I have plans for later. I would like to speak with Ellori alone." Edith snapped her fingers.

Black portals opened up to swallow Thelia, Belle, and Luna. Even Rio was taken away from me.

Edith picked up my staff and approached me. Even if the others were gone, I still had to fight. Surrendering would mean defeat, and there was no bargaining with a crimson witch. Gurk, Cammy, and Beatrice were waiting for me back home. Along with all my friends. Mira must be getting worried, too.

If I lost here. All of Talmora, the whole world—

An impact knocked the wind from my lungs. Glancing down, the golden lance had punched through my chest. Edith gripped the weapon, and her lips curved into a wicked smile.

I was never ready to face her. I messed up by taking my mind off the battle and paid the price for it. All my efforts had been in vain.

The demon witch's maddening laughter rang in my ears as my vision went black.


Chapter 25 - Imprisoned

Did I die?

Death felt so warm and… breezy.

"Nngh…" My eyes snapped open, blurry at first, then adjusted to the much brighter change of scenery.

The skies were still as red as blood above. I sat on a cushioned chair upon a beautiful garden, decorated in an array of flowers from all over the world. Azure Valisca Bulbs, Randover Pitcher plants, and even Black-Spotted roses from Saquin that normally only grew in deserts. An entire world in a single garden.

"Awake at last?" a haughty voice asked me.

I nearly fell out of my seat when I saw it was Edith sitting across the table.

Behind her was the Council of Kings’ castle which towered over us. Its tall walls and looming towers served as a testament to humankind's pride. That must mean we were in Thanreas, the Eternal City.

"What kind of joke is this?" I asked cautiously, putting a hand over my chest where I should have been impaled.

Edith gazed affectionately at the flowers. "Welcome to the Kings' Terrace. Wonderful, no? The Council of Kings had a flare for aesthetics. It was designed high enough so the members could be stared up at by the envious rabble. In time, each member grew jealous of one another instead. They wanted to show off their lands by bringing the most beautiful flowers to be grown here, so the others could watch in envy. It amuses me that in their attempts to one-up the other, they inadvertently created the only good thing the history of this council has ever done."

"I'm not here for a history lesson. Why haven't you killed me yet? Or did you need someone to gloat to?"

"I could turn this into a lesson. Like old times." She sneered. "You are the most reasonable of the rebellious bunch to speak with. Just like how you and Eudora came to an agreement, I figured we might as well."

Eudora. She did battle against Edith. Judging by our meeting now, it was clear who had come out as the victor. Then that must mean Eudora was dead? No. Edith was more vengeful and scheming than that. If she trapped Thelia and Belle somewhere, it might be the same case for Eudora.

Since we were engaged in conversation, I should try and draw as much information out of Edith as possible.

"What have you done with Eudora? If you killed her, then you can consider any attempts at a discussion over," I said.

"She… is in detention." Edith scratched open a portal in the air with her fingernail, reached in, and pulled out a jar that contained a pulsating, amorphous black mass.

I wanted to barf. Edith was showing me none other than Eudora. Somehow, I knew that for a fact. She tapped the glass, causing the mass to smash itself against its imprisonment.

"Ever so feisty even without a body. What a troublesome wretch," Edith said, returning it to the portal and shutting it close.

"Alright. What do you want with me? You've won. Talmora is in the palm of your hands. Demons have flooded into this world— Unless, it's because you need me alive. To do something you can't do alone?" I raised an eyebrow.

"Astute! Next to Parabelle and Miracella, it is clear who the better of the trio is. However, you are wrong about one thing: I do not necessarily need you, but having you aid me expedites my plans," she answered.

"Then you can forget it. I won't have any part of helping you," I said, knowing full well that she could kill me. The others were coming. Even without me, they still stood a chance at facing her. I would not be a part of whatever sick schemes she had in store, even if it cost me my life.

Edith sighed. A disappointed one, like I'd hear from an instructor when they heard an incorrect answer.

"Do you know why the witches of old had become as strong as they did back then? How someone like Tamara Kingsly conjured a weather phenomenon that none now could hope to replicate? The power to shape worlds— it is our birthright as witches. We can even conquer other realms." The twinkle in Edith's eyes revealed the depths of her ambition. Edith wasn't just after this world. She wanted more. To stake her claim in places like the demon's realm and elsewhere.

But where did that ambition lead? To what end?

"A world where only the powerful ruled… doesn't sound like a place I want to raise my children in," I said, rejecting the vision she painted in my head.

"Foolish. We already live in such a world. The Council of Kings had the audacity to shackle us. They have leisured in the suffering of others. Witches and demi-humans, fellow humans alike, grow weak under their reign. Do you not see that our history is a cycle to rule and to be ruled? Tell me, under whose rule do you think Talmora will better prosper under?" she asked.

I saw my old instructor Anora at that moment. It weakened my resolve to resist.

How many millions suffered under the Council of Kings' reign— under humanity's reign, where racism and bias existed against those without power. Those that were different from us like demi-humans. Centaurs and goblins were enslaved as workhorses, elves and harpies were persecuted and made sexual objects of, and we witches were no different than collared dogs doing the biddings of kings and queens with no magic powers of their own.

What had we been doing all these centuries?

But in spite of that…

Lotherain saw progress. People who held contempt and misconceptions began to change when they met Cammy's kindness. Shallowglade demonstrated that humans and demi-humans could co-exist. Humanity, as flawed as they were, only needed guidance. It didn't mean they should be punished for it.

They needed time and patience.

"If only you had spent all those centuries alive guiding humanity towards a better future. You buried yourself in hatred instead, seeking revenge on those long dead. I won't be a part of your next ruling class," I declared.

My words struck a chord with Edith. Her hands clenched into a fist and trembled. It was my first time seeing her lose a nerve.

"Then so be it." Edith grimaced. She grabbed my robes with a clawed hand and ripped it away from my body. I whistled for it to return to me, but she held the struggling fabric firmly in her grasp. A black portal opened up beneath my feet and swallowed me before I could invoke a spell. "A simple prison cannot hold you. My final gift— may you drown in pleasure."

I landed hard on my back in a dank, stone chamber lit only by torches on the walls. The place seemed like a normal prison, but my senses detected that it was anything but. A forged world? How?

The only entrance, a heavy iron-bound gate creaked open. Grotesque demons I'd never seen before entered. Horned, lumbering giants, hulking hounds, crawling slimeforms with writhing tentacles, and more outside the door I couldn't describe poured into the chamber, surrounding me with erect cocks and bathing the room in their musty scent.

"Uh, oh…"

"Rio! Where did you go? I could use some help here!" I shouted, scrambling as far back into the room as possible. Unfortunately, that only made the creatures inside follow me, allowing more to fill their place where they had been standing.

My familiar didn't answer my calls. Did he even fall into the black portal like I did? Whatever the case, I hoped he and the others were safe from Edith's hands. Although given my situation, Belle and Thelia might be in a similar conundrum.

"Stay back unless you want your head blown off!" I threatened.

The demons faltered for a moment. Several of them glanced at each other, then resumed their approach.

When I convoked magic to my hands, the spells sputtered out. The four walls of the room revealed runes that briefly glowed a deep blue, then dimmed out of existence.

"What? How?" I gasped.

A tusked demon grabbed my outstretched arm and lifted me up to his faceless head. However, it didn't need eyes to show me what it was thinking. The toothy grin of jagged teeth and rolled out tongue was telling enough. If I needed any more proof about what was about to happen, his large, red penis knocked on my stomach each time it throbbed. More beast than humanoid, he and the others around me growled with excitement like a pack of animals in heat.

"Maybe we can talk this out?" I tried to cast another spell, but the runes lit up and seemingly nullified my magic.

The demon grinned. He guided my face to his cock, stabbing my cheeks with the hot member. It stunk and was heavy with sweat. Even Vessyra was reeling, forced to experience all that I did. Yet even as I was about to be raped by the dozens of demons that surrounded me, not to mention the hundreds waiting impatiently outside the cell, my body was eager to receive them.

I opened my mouth to perform a blowjob on the demon that held me. He wasn't going to release me until he found relief anyway. His cock was so hot, it was like licking a lit furnace. My drool evaporated before long on the meat pole, but a strange secretion that wasn't ejaculate dripped down the shaft from underneath the glans. It coated the entire length in a slippery substance that wasn't affected by his body heat.

As I licked the demon with more fervor, others drew closer. They came close enough so their clawed, groping hands could touch me and slap their cocks on my body. I hadn't seen so many erections since the gangbang where I was fucked by almost a third of Ellowyn's demi-human residents. The difference now was there were more, larger, and less intelligent and inclined to their baser instincts.

Oh, but what were we if not horny beasts to begin with? Even demons had an urge to breed.

A four-legged creature with black fur began to lick me from behind. Its tongue had such a girth that drove me wild. The wet and hot sensation of the tongue occasionally tried to invade my entrance. On my hands and knees, helplessly pinned from all sides without my magic to aid me, the demons prodded and poked me in search of their own pleasure.

The demon whose dick I was sucking growled and showered his ejaculate all over me. His sticky substance was about as hot as I imagined.

"Eek!"I jumped when something hard poked at my butt. The demon hound had mounted me, humping like crazy trying to find the hole. It kept missing and stabbed everywhere but my pussy.

Just as I thought I was spared demon seed invading my womb, it went in. The incredibly hot cock thrusted into my wet pussy. Its sudden entry knocked the wind from my lungs. I lost strength in my arms and fell face first into the ground, but my ass was still in the air for the hound to fuck me.

Several others took the place of the one that blew its load on my face. One of the lowest of the lows, grunts, cannon fodder of the demon race, formed a semi-circle to have me suck them off. They cackled as I choked on their dicks and spunk. At the very least, they were quick to climax. Too bad they were also among the most numerous.

My ass was getting clapped so hard by the hound, my legs were about to give out. It had no regard for me. Sure I liked it rough, but the pace hadn't changed since the start and the lack of excitement bored me. However, pleasure came when the hound's dick knotted. Hot cum gushed into my pussy, and as it tried to pull out of me, the knot kept us connected and seemed to tighten.

"Nnngh! Stop! Don't move— aaahhh! You're going to rip my insides out if you keep pulling! Mmrpph?!" I screamed, but multiple imps shoved their dicks into my mouth at once and stifled my pleas.

Left knotted with the hound tugging to free itself, my body was rocked by a massive orgasm. It freed itself at last with a loud pop, and while cum dripped down my ass and legs, the creature returned to lick at the handiwork it had done to my pussy. The tongue was a welcome and pleasant change of pace…

"Mmm… That feels so good. I love how your tongue licks me— aaah! I'm cumming!" Immediately after my first orgasm, a second one caused my body to convulse.

The imps also squirted their loads onto my face and breasts. The hound loosed a high-pitched whine as it was shoved aside, dragged away by a tentacle from an amorphous slimeform. More tentacles emerged from its body, binding me and pulling me up to sit atop its body. A slimy tentacle pushed into my cunt— no, not just there, another was pressing into my ass.

"Ahh! Yes! Make a mess of my ass and pussy!" I pleaded, lost to the pleasures of being used as a meager sexual outlet to these monsters.

Demons that had their turn left and were replaced by new ones. Their numbers were unending.

Hours or days had passed. I didn't know which. I had no sense of time here due to the absence of sunlight.

They reduced me to a cumslut to serve the demons' sexual appetite. A part of me was okay with that. Perhaps, Vessyra was too, since she had grown silent at some point. I'd sometimes feel her writhe with pleasure every time a powerful orgasm seized my body. So at the very least, she was enjoying it, too.

Dozens? Hundreds? Thousands? How many cocks had I sucked and been fucked by? So many different shapes and sizes, young and old, different colors and tastes…

Being drenched in their hot cum was a delight. They painted me white as snow with ejaculate and still didn't mind using me as their fuck toy. A grate in the ground drained any excess cum and kept the cell mostly clean. Occasionally, a demon would throw a bucket of water on me to wash the gunk off my body. I took that opportunity to quench my thirst with something other than jizz. Demon dogs were let in to lick me clean where splashing water couldn't.

There were always at least ten demons in the chamber with me at all times. At least, it seemed that way. My pussy and mouth were stuffed for most of the time I was conscious, and I was sure they fucked me even when I was passed out.

Why did I think resisting was a good idea? That me at the time was foolish. The pleasure of flesh was all that mattered. To be fucked and made a whore out of for demons was the only way of life. I didn't escape the female demons' attention either. They, too, wanted a piece of the action after learning they could coax my penis into appearing.

An erinyes similar to Thelia, but this one had two pairs of horns on her head, had me chained facing the wall. She whipped my ass into submission.

"From now on, you are one thing: a cocksleeve to our armies. You shall pleasure them from dawn to dusk, and even in your sleep, you shall continue to serve them. Is that understood?" the demon woman asked.

"Yes— arrghh!" I cried out as she whipped my ass again. The demon walked up to me and stroked my pulsating cheeks. "Ahh… Hit me more…"

The erinyes scoffed. She dropped down between my legs, parted my cheeks, and licked my pussy. Her tongue invaded my deepest parts, and drove me mad as she jammed a finger into my asshole.

"Auugh… I'm cumming!" I screamed.

The way she finger fucked my ass and licked my pussy could give Mira a run for her money. However, I'd forgotten that these were demons who got off to punishment rather than giving pleasure. She stopped playing with my body just as I was about to reach climax, denying me that catharsis.

"No… keep going, I want to cum so bad…" I begged her.

"With me, there is only one way you cum." She pulled her whip taut to let me hear the groaning stretch of leather.

The demon's footsteps grew distant and paused where I believed was the center of the room.

Crack!

Her whip struck my ass hard. My nipples had gotten stiff from the pain. They were red from rubbing against the stone wall so much, but it was the only way to pleasure myself from them.

Crack!

The whip came again and my vision briefly turned white.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

More in quick succession robbed me of my sanity. The sensation became too great to bear. Throbbing pain on my ass where I'd been hit pulsed with pleasure to the beat of my heart.

"Fuck— I'm cumming… nnghh— aahhh! Hit me, hit me!" I howled deliriously.

The erinyes denied me the final strike, but I was already climaxing and humping the wall. She returned to my side, turned my face, and kissed me. Her tongue, which licked my pussy moments ago, tasted so sweet.

"There will be time for more. After all, you're trapped here for as long as you live." She smacked my ass, bringing me to another orgasm from the pain.

Another day, a large group of imps decided to hog me for themselves. So many tiny red, jabbering demons entered the room to gangbang me while I was on all fours. They filled my pussy, ass, and mouth. Two had me jerk them off. Others who couldn't wait used my hair to masturbate with.

"Mmm! I love being fucked by so many… please, don't leave me…" I pleaded to them.

The one that was facefucking me grabbed a handful of my hair and tugged. Pain and pleasure wracked my body.

"Learn your place! Tell us what you are?" the imp ordered.

"Your witch slut, the demon's cocksleeve…" I answered to his delight.

My reward was a load of cum gushing down my throat. I greedily swallowed it up, then licked the penis for every drop.

"I'm gonna get her pregnant!" the one fucking my pussy shouted.

The gate creaked open. Two succubi strolled in.

"Get your mangy paws off her. We're playing with her next," a familiar voice said.

The imps couldn't oppose succubi, which were demons of a greater rank. They left me in the middle of our gangbang and skittered out of the room in panic. The other succubus slammed the door shut after the last one left.

It seemed the next demons to have their way with me would be a pair of succubi. I didn't mind anymore. My body practically begged for their touch.

The succubus that had spoken to the imps lifted me by my chin. Her pale blue skin reminded me of one I'd met before…

"Wait… Xana and…" I looked up, finally seeing who the two succubi were. The pink-skinned one by the door waved. "Lorica?"

"My, how you have fallen since you fucked us into submission." Xana smirked.

"Perhaps it is time we repay the favor?" Lorica pressed a finger to her lips and smiled.

Xana was the blue-skinned succubus, and Lorica was the pink-skinned. Back in Zertos' domain, the two sisters thought they could fuck me senseless but found themselves outmatched. At the time, however, I had my living robes nearby to turn the tables on them. Now no longer, as I was trapped in this anti-magic prison without any of my belongings.

"Aren't you lacking an extra limb since the last time we saw you?" Lorica asked, positioning her head between my legs and spreading my cunt to let the cum flow out of me. A bright red tongue slithered out of her mouth. She licked the side of my thigh, sending shivers up my spine.

"I can make it appear and reappear at will now, thanks to a certain elixir," I said, much to Lorica's dismay, then squeezed my legs shut to keep her from licking me further. "Though I'm not keen to show it this time, for fear that you two might screw me until it falls off."

"Awww. Don't be like that. Didn't the three of us make a connection last time we met?" Xana undressed her corset, leaving only her black stockings which somehow made the succubus appear more devilishly attractive.

Both of them closed in. To my right, Xana laid light kisses along my shoulder and neck. On the other side, Lorica rubbed my thigh in an attempt to get me to open my legs. If I hadn't been so thoroughly fucked earlier, I might have been able to resist them. Just the lightest touch made me weak in the knees.

What could I say or do in this situation to usurp the advantage? I'd become as powerless as a normal human being, and against two succubi, the cards were stacked against me.

Vessyra remained silent. She had been this entire time I was being fucked by demons. Odd, since the nullifying magic of the room shouldn't have muted her. I still felt her presence. She just seemed withdrawn.

A little help would be nice? Now isn't the time to become a recluse! I screamed internally.

No response.

Eventually, their teasing wore away my resistance. A pressure in my crotch built until it became too painful to keep my legs closed. My cock sprung out to the succubi's delight.

"Wait… Maybe we could come to a pact… like I did with Thelia?" I pleaded as my last ounce of will was chipped away.

Both of them giggled.

"Mmmm. To hear you beg is exactly what we wanted before. Instead, you bullied us into begging you." Lorica clamped her hand on my face and pulled me in for a kiss. Her tongue squirmed past my lips, forcing me to swallow her hot saliva.

Meanwhile, Xana inched down my body. She kissed my collarbone, breasts, tummy, and finally the tip of my cock that made me squeal when her lips pressed against it. Spit dripped from my sloppy, tongue-tied make out session with Lorica. Both of their lips were so tender. I had the urge to beg them to give me a blowjob at the same time.

I got half my wish when Xana began to suck me off. Her piping hot mouth was like a suction. She performed the blowjob with such skill as was expected of a succubus. The back of her throat kneaded the tip of my cock, while her tongue coiled around the shaft. Maybe she was a little too good at this. It was almost cheating. I'd flown to heaven with pleasure.

Lorica pinched my sore nipples. My pain nerves no longer knew what that meant, only pleasure coursed through me. She retracted her tongue, pulling mine into her mouth to suck on it. They were going to eat me alive at this rate.

"Hahh… I'm cumming!" I cried between kisses.

Waves of pleasure rippled out from my dick. Every time it throbbed, cum gushed out and Xana swallowed it all. Or so I thought.

The sisters ignored me to kiss each other, cum-swapping the load in Xana's mouth. My ejaculate dripped onto their breasts, smearing it as they embraced each other tightly. My member, which had gotten soft from the amazing blowjob, quickly became erect again from watching them.

Both of them looked me in the eyes and licked their lips wet with my cum.

"I believe it is your turn, sister," Xana urged her pink counterpart.

Lorica's breathing grew shallow as her eyes fell to my cock. "I've been waiting for this ever since that day. Oh, I want it so bad, Xana…"

The pink succubus spread her pussy lips in front of my face. I gulped hard, seeing how dripping wet it was and knowing my dick was going to be in it. She lowered herself and stopped as the tip kissed the entrance of her pussy. Their eyes were sex-crazed, heavy with lust. Then, without warning, Lorica sat down on my cock, enveloping me within her flesh.

Hot, slippery, inviting… my member was right at home in her pussy. If I could, I'd never want to pull out. Just having it inside and without moving, the fleshy interior massaged the entire length, threatening to bring me to another orgasm.

"Yes— aahh! You love my pussy, don't you? Mmmh… I love your cock…" Lorica kissed me with her mouth still full of my cum. When she pushed her tongue into my mouth, I had no choice but to swallow. The succubus rode me with such fervor, it felt like my dick was about to explode.

Her pussy was just so good, I couldn't stop cumming. Where I was holding this much spunk stored up in me, I had no idea. One thing was for sure. I was losing my mind to lust again. The images of my loved ones were slowly fading away.

I pleaded to Vessyra for help. Begged so much, the voice in my mind didn't sound like my own anymore. A bit of my sanity left each time I came into Lorica and Xana.

Vessyra, please. Help me fight this, I cried out to her. We haven't lost yet. But we will have if you stay silent.

As I laid on my back, both succubi lovingly kissed my flaccid member, coaxing it hard again. It was sore beyond imagination, and yet they could still keep going.

"Have you given in yet?" Xana purred.

"We have all the time in the world." Lorica grinned.

I tried to call out to the goddess once more, this time appealing to her aspects.

If you really love me as much as you said that day, you won't leave me in debauchery with succubi who only knows lust. Unless… I was mistaken to believe in your words?

The goddess stirred. She was filled with so much jealousy and rage, I felt ashamed for calling her out on it.

From the ejaculate that had dripped to the ground, every little pool came together like a slime reforming itself. A fuming Vessyra emerged from it, towering behind the twin succubi who glanced over their shoulders in terror. The goddess was naked. Between her legs, in its divine glory, was her elephant-sized cock.

"You dare doubt my love?" Vessyra asked aloud. "Then I shall demonstrate to you the depths of my affection."

Xana and Lorica scrambled for the exit. The goddess grabbed them by their horns. She chained Xana to where I had been bound by the erinyes earlier, and then lifted Lorica up to her face.

"Goddess… Vessyra? But how?" the pink-skinned succubus squeaked.

Seeing the fear in Lorica's eyes, the anger that gripped Vessyra subsided, replaced with a sullen expression. To both the demons' surprise, she let the succubus down and stroked her cheek.

"Oh, my fallen disciples. I have wronged you. I understand now the reason you strayed further from me was because I stopped cherishing you," Vessyra whispered sweetly.

"W-We serve a greater power and have no need of your love!" Lorica declared, wrenching away from the goddess' touch.

Vessyra's shoulders slumped. She sighed. Her golden hair came to life and shot forth to bind Lorica's arms and legs, reeling her back within the goddess' reach.

"Lorica!" Xana screamed.

"You wait your turn, Xana. The two of you have gone without my love for too long. It seems I must make up for all these centuries, and remind you of my tender embrace," Vessyra said, positioning her impossibly large cock to Lorica's pussy.

"Stop! My goddess— Vessyra! It won't fit, you'll— aaaahhhhhh!"

I watched as Vessyra turned both of them into her personal cocksleeves. The succubi went from resisting to craving more of Vessyra's 'love' in a single orgasm. When she was done, Xana and Lorica laid on top of each other, a twitching mess drenched in a pool of divine seed. Their tongues hung out of their mouths, and all they uttered were pleas for more.

"Thank you for saving me, Vess— ah!"

The goddess rushed over and swept me off my feet, wrapping her arms around me in an embrace. Our lips soon followed. She held me so tightly, as if afraid to let me go. Or rather, it was her way of reminding me.

"My avatar, do not ever doubt my love for you. I am always with you and shall never waver again," Vessyra promised me.

I won't. Thank you." I smiled.

With another kiss, her form vanished and nestled back within my soul, happier now after reaffirming her feelings for me and fucking the living daylights out of two succubi.

I took a seat next to Xana and Lorica.

"Can't… Can't stop… orgasming. I still… feel her inside me…" Xana stammered.

"More… fuck me with your giant cock… my goddess…" Lorica pleaded even though Vessyra was gone.

"Well, since you two remembered how great it feels to be loved by Vessyra, aaaaaand the goddess just so happens to dwell inside me… How about that pact?" I offered kindly.


Chapter 26 - Jailbreak

The succubus twins, Xana and Lorica, were more amicable after getting their guts rearranged by Goddess Vessyra. When it came to sex demons, the only way to really get them to comply was… well, sex. To have a literal god dominate them harder than they had ever thought possible turned out to fall in everyone's favor.

Although there were still plenty of hard details to smooth over, I wasn't safe yet.

"We cannot form a pact with you as easily as you think. All of us have sworn to our masters to serve Edith. As our strength comes from those whom we serve, it is against our better nature to create a pact with a weaker being," Xana explained.

Lorica continued, "With Zertos, it was clear which of you two were stronger. However, at the time, only Zertos and Thelia were made to serve under your thumb. The rest of us became free agents."

"Did demons always have such an odd bureaucracy regarding whom they served?" I sighed and rubbed my forehead.

My things were missing, I was still naked, and Rio was nowhere to be seen. The only allies I had were two reluctant succubi who might turn on me the moment Edith exercised her powers.

"That isn't to say we cannot help you for the time being," the twins said at once.

"Several things I'd like to know: First, where are we? Second, how much time has passed? And lastly, are Belle and Thelia in this place, too?" I inquired of them.

"This is a micro-dimension," Xana began as a matter-of-factly. "I suppose it functions similar to what witches like yourself call a forged world? Edith created it to house her enemies."

My mind wandered back to every instance Edith opened a black portal. This must be where it led. There was no telling how large this place was and how many of her 'enemies' were in here.

However, if that were true, then Belle, Thelia, and Eudora were imprisoned somewhere nearby.

"As for how long, four days in the real world and… five months' time in here," Lorica said.

I choked on my spit. The copious amount of demon cum in my womb suddenly felt a lot thicker. They had made me a sex slave for that long? Did I just blank out all that time? Curse forged worlds for being so inconsistent with their passage of time.

The magic flowing through me remained inert and wouldn't answer my calls. I couldn't tap into my magic for as long as I was in here thanks to those anti-magic etchings. It might have been that Vessyra was able to take form due to this place being like a forged world. Her soul had gone to slumber within me now. She must have exerted a lot of power in order to manifest herself.

"The answer to your last question, I suspect you already know," Xana said.

"I need you two to take me to them," I demanded.

The twins looked at each other and shrugged.

"We were defeated by Goddess Vessyra, not you." Lorica sneered.

"If anything, we keep you as our sex slave and occasionally indulge in being fucked by the goddess." The other giggled at my helplessness.

I should have known they wouldn't be easily convinced. What bargaining chips did I have? Perhaps their brother Auren's life.

"How about a trade? I have a certain incubus you may know imprisoned as a glorified battery. You help me free my friends, and I'll release him safely back to you." I offered an exchange of prisoners, something often done during times of war.

Unfortunately, the two of them laughed in my face until they were in tears.

"Ahahaha! So, that… that's where— pfft…" Xana keeled over, clutching her stomach.

"Oh, how tragic! Our poor, dear brother… Hahaha!" Lorica, too, was in pain from laughing so much. "A good fuck and a good laugh. Today turned out to be a great day. Hasn't it, sister?"

I blinked absentmindedly, dumbfounded by their outrageous and carefree reaction to the misfortunes of someone who was their family. Did I… lose my only leverage against them?

"Change of plans. We shall help you," Lorica said, brushing the purple hair from her eyes to wipe a tear.

"This is not how I expected things to go down." I wasn't following this sudden jump in logic.

Xana interjected to fill in the blanks. "If Edith defeats you and your people, Auren will no doubt be reinstated to his post. He would never let us hear the end of it. If you win, then he remains imprisoned. We help you in exchange for keeping that arrogant brother of ours in his enslaved state."

"If sibling rivalry is what it takes to turn the tides of war, historians and military strategists will be very disappointed when they look back at this time period. I'll take it though." I extended a hand to shake on it, but…

Each sister had a different idea on settling a deal. Lorica yanked me in for a deep kiss that nearly choked me to death. Xana slapped my still very sore ass with her tail. Both of them went to the far wall and tore the chains right off, then tossed it to my feet. I returned a confused look.

"If we're going to roam around outside, you must look the part of our prisoner. Or are you having second thoughts about being paraded naked in front of all the demons that fucked you?" Xana asked with an impish grin.

My heart rate sped up. I put the shackles on as I was told and was somehow excited at the prospects of being shown around naked. Chains locked my wrists together, but my legs were free to move as I pleased. Xana made the finishing touches by putting an iron collar around my neck.

"This is… a little excessive, don't you think? Just the wrists isn't enough?" I asked her.

"Not at all! Gives character." She brushed her tail across my clit, sending pleasure signals through my body, and showed me how wet it was from just touching me. "Don't pretend you aren't enjoying this."

I had no choice but to trust that their disdain for their brother was great enough to follow through this temporary alliance.

They led me out by the chain collar. What surprised me the moment I stepped out of my cell was the incredible flow of magic that swelled within me, filling me faster than pouring a carafe of water into a cup. Those runes really were all that kept my powers at bay. If I wanted to, I could break out of these chains with ease and defeat any demon that came my way now.

That wasn't the right move. I knew nothing of where I was. If I started fighting here, I might end up slogging through an endless army of demons. For now, I must preserve my strength.

I followed my pretend-captors down the torchlit halls of the stockades. The other cells contained all manner of creatures: upstart demons, weary humans, and creatures I couldn't put a name to.

We passed by several patrolling demons that gave us no mind. It seemed like smooth sailing from here on out.

Or so I thought.

A pair of flying imps came up to me with their hung cocks swinging between their legs.

"Where taking this human?" one asked, shoving a rusty spear in my face.

"She's being difficult. We're taking her for a walk to show her how good she's having it," Xana replied.

"In the first place, we don't answer to you. Shall we send you to the frontlines, hm?" Lorica folded her arms and raised a brow, daring the imps to talk back.

"N-No questioning succubus! Just want to fuck the human," the other said.

The chain on my neck was yanked hard. Lorica gestured for me to get down and made a face, telling me not to resist.

"You heard them. They want to fuck you. Now be a good girl and get on all fours to service them." Lorica smirked.

"Ngh…" I bit back the urge to retort and dropped to the ground. My excitement was rising, and the wetness from my crotch was proof of that.

One imp pushed his dick into my mouth, and the other went behind me to put his in my pussy. They made a show out of fucking me, smacking my ass loud for the prisoners to hear. The one I was sucking off grabbed my head to facefuck me.

Male and female prisoners within their cells couldn't help themselves and started masturbating to the sight of my debauchery. Xana and Lorica leaned against the iron bars, fingering and kissing each other as they watched.

The imp threw his head back as he unloaded into my mouth. Sharp claws dug into my butt cheeks as the one behind me squirted his spunk, too.

"More, more!" the imps exclaimed together, pistoning their hips again.

Xana and Lorica each kicked an imp away from me. The dick in my pussy came out with a sloppy plop. For pint-sized demons, they sure packed a lot of cum in those tiny nutsacks.

"That's all the time you have. Get lost and find another human to fuck," Lorica growled at the imps, and they quickly scurried away.

"Was that… really necessary?" I asked, swallowing the load and wiping the cum from my lips.

"They didn't suspect us." Xana shrugged.

At the end of the hall was a spiral staircase that led into another long hall, also filled with prisoners. The lack of windows and magic emanating from the walls indicated that the forged world was specifically designed to serve as a dungeon. Though given how much magic Edith had siphoned around Talmora thanks to the towers, she had plenty to spare and build whatever she wanted.

We at last reached two cells imprisoning Belle and Thelia each, including a gang of demons in the process of ravishing them.

"You lot have had your fun. Out. Now!" Lorica demanded.

The demons vacated in haste for fear of angering their greater counterparts. As soon as they were gone, I raced into Belle's cell where my magic was promptly nullified by the anti-magic runes. Her slave collar had at some point worn out and fallen off her neck, resting at a far corner stained with cum.

"Belle! Are you okay?" I asked, picking up her jizz-stained body.

"Ellori? Took you long enough… Don't think… I ever want to see demon dicks ever again… I'm going to incinerate this place darker than charcoal…" Belle gurgled and coughed up ejaculate.

"Glad your mind is still intact," I said in jest. "Let's get out of here. We still have a crimson witch to pay back."

"Ah!"

"Shit!"

Large, slimy tentacles wrapped around Xana and Lorica. They stared down the hall where we had just come through, petrified with fear. More tentacles entered my view, pulling away the twin succubi's clothing and invading their orifices.

"Jailbreak? No one escapes. Punishment must be given." A low groan echoed from the end of the hall.

"Uh, oh. Belle, get up. Belle!" I tried to pull her to her feet, but she was dead weight.

"I can't… My hips and legs won't move. I need a restoration potion or something!" Belle rubbed her sore ass and went wide-eyed. "It's missing?"

"What's missing?" I asked, getting desperate as the sounds of Xana and Lorica's frenzied, echoing moans reached my ears.

"My… ahem, plug… They must have pulled it out when they fucked my ass. Help me find it!" she exclaimed.

I shook her shoulders in an attempt to get her to realize the gravity of our situation.

"Now isn't the time for your fetishes. If you haven't noticed—" I swallowed the rest of my sentence when a tentacle grabbed my ankle. It yanked me out of Belle's cell, but I managed to catch the metal bars at the gate.

The demon was a crawling tangle of tentacles the size of a cow. It had the succubi twins suspended in the air, ravishing every hole that could fit a slimy appendage. Thelia, still unconscious, was slowly being dragged out of her cell, too.

"Where am I? What's going on?" The erinyes came to consciousness in time to also grab the bars, and now both of us were vainly holding on for dear life as more tentacles crept closer.

"Think you can subjugate your fellow demonkin to get us out of this mess?" I asked her.

"I'm naked and have been defiled by countless mongrel grunts. Does it look like I'm in any position to tell that thing to obey me?" she groaned.

When I extended my arm with every intention to cast a spell, the demon put Xana and Lorica in the line of fire. Instead of them, I blasted off the tentacles restraining me and Thelia, freeing us both from its grasp.

The demon howled in agony. "Raaaaggghhh! You accursed witch. I will stick a tentacle in your ears and nostrils for that!"

"I didn't need that image in my head…" I muttered with disgust.

If only I had my living robes, Rio, or my staff— anything to help me.

Belle came strolling out of her cell and into the hallway. A distinct, crystalline glimmer shown between her plump cheeks.

"Pay attention, Ellori. Magic is more than just lobbing fireballs," Belle said.

Once again, Xana and Lorica were used as living shields. However, they didn't deter Belle one bit. She spat on the ground and stomped on her spittle. A sleet of ice extended forth underneath the demon. The already arid atmosphere became noticeably drier.

"Are you trying to get me to slip? I have no feet, you fool!" the tentacle demon cackled.

Enormous icicles impaled the demon from below, silencing its laughter. The tentacles holding the succubi went limp. They still had to wrench the appendages out of their ass and pussy, letting out a flood of ejaculate to the floor.

"Not… very pleasant and enjoyable at all…" Xana remarked angrily.

"Not one bit…" Lorica added, spreading open her pussy to let the cum dribble out.

"Xana. Lorica. The two of you have some nerve turning me into a sexual relief fodder for imps and hounds." Thelia glared and towered over the succubi with her arms folded.

"It wasn't our decision! We're on your side now!" the twins exclaimed at once.

Belle and I had to come between them to prevent a fight from breaking out. The five of us had to work together if we were to get out of this prison.

"There is a chamber at the very top where we may activate a crystal to escape. Where it ejects us into the outside world, I am unsure," Xana explained.

Belle was unable to hijack her familiar's vision, which likely meant it would be pointless for me to do the same with Rio. They, including Eudora, might be in a separate anti-magic cell.

The demons guarding the prison were formidable and many, but stood no chance against our combined strength. As we made our way up, checking every prison along the way, I found it strange how Edith hadn't paid us a single mind or visit. Could she be preoccupied outside?

It might be that she was engaged in battle against our forces. We had to make haste, otherwise the battle would be over by the time we escaped this prison.

We at last reached the top, to a circular room filled with torture instruments. An iron maiden, stretching racks, toothy maggots in a jar that Mira might be interested in, and a whole lot else that were caked in dried blood.

In the center of the room was a large, levitating black crystal. It oozed with condensed magic. Absorbing too much of it at once would kill a witch. Xana and Lorica's interest in it meant that it was our vehicle of escape.

But first, we needed to find Eudora and our familiars.

"Ellori!"

I turned in the direction of Belle's voice to find her tossing me my staff, then a tunic and a pair of pants. She had found her own robes and staff. My robes, however, were nowhere to be found. At least I had my focusing element back and some clothes to keep my breasts from swinging about.

We came upon an ornate red chest imbued with powerful enchantments. It felt like something was calling to me from within. Touching it sent an extremely painful shock through my body.

"I'm pretty sure I found them…" I pulled my singed fingers back.

"I expected nothing less of Edith to put countermeasures in place," Belle said, coming up from behind me. "The magic on there is ancient, meant to repel anything for all of eternity. She did not want what's inside to escape nor for anyone to open it."

"This is… good, right? It seems Edith isn't all powerful yet if she couldn't outright destroy Eudora and our familiars," I wondered aloud.

"Optimistic." She grinned.

"I have to be in this situation. Now the question is how to break this open? Do you think we can carry it into an anti-magic room to dispel its effects?" I asked Belle, the expert on magic items.

"Not a chance. It is itself anti-magic, too. We cannot physically carry it ourselves, nor can we use magic to move it." Belle conjured ice underneath the chest only for it to disappear as soon as it formed.

Then…

Use me, Vessyra called out.

My staff was back in my possession. It was worth a shot.

Vessyra's magic— a whole lot more magic than I expected— flowed into my staff, transforming it into the goddess' golden lance. Belle and the others backed away, shocked at how blinding it was, like the entire shaft was made of lightning.

Your foe is a fool, Vessyra began. Those demons were as much a feast for us as we were for them.

I see.

For every demon that fucked me, I drained a bit of their magic. A whole lot of them, like an army's worth, used me in what spanned for months. I couldn't feel that power while under the anti-magic runes. Edith's ignorance would be her undoing.

I plunged my staff into the magic-bound chest and was met with resistance. The ancient enchantments fought back with magic of their own in an attempt to repel me. Mine and Vessyra's combined strength proved too strong. One good push and the lance made contact with the surface of the chest, shattering the enchantments completely.

The weapon in my hand returned to its original form and Vessyra fell silent once again. Hopefully, she still had enough juice for later.

With the enchantments removed, I threw open the chest to find Rio, Luna, and a jar of black slime. No longer cut off from the bond of magic, our familiars soon awakened in our presence.

My black kitten affectionately rubbed his face against my cheek. Belle's serpent familiar flew circles around her master.

I pulled out the jar and grimaced at what was supposed to be Eudora.

"We don't have to let her out. There's no telling what she will do at the end of this. For all we know, she might replace Edith as another crimson witch." Belle spoke with reason, as expected of a witch who had fought on both sides.

As I cradled the jar in my hands, something like grief touched my soul. I recalled the moments of vulnerability Eudora had shown me, and the bouts of weariness in her eyes and voice. I understood the depths of sacrifice and length she went to come this far.

Was Eudora evil or just misunderstood?

I doubted she was truly anything like the one we fought now.

"I choose… to trust Eudora Faust," I said at last.

"Goodness, you. Fine." Belle nodded at my decision.

Rio sprouted a tentacle to open the jar with ease. I spilled the contents onto the floor, and we watched the black mass writhe with bated breath. A mouth formed first, sucking in a deep, agonizing breath.

"Belle, help me!" I exclaimed, pointing my staff at Eudora's amorphous form. "Thundra!"

Belle joined me. We repeatedly fired electricity to shock her as the disgusting mass began to reshape itself. A black tentacle shot forth to touch the surface of the crystal to drain its magic. Then at last, after all this time, Eudora came to assume her childish form again. She sat on her knees, clutching herself as if she were freezing.

"I was just… getting used to cramped spaces… Heh. Couldn't bear… to live… without me after all?" Eudora's croaking voice, filled with genuine surprise, came out hoarse and dry.

"It wasn't my choice. You should count yourself lucky Mira wasn't here to convince Ellori otherwise." Belle scoffed.

For some reason, my eyes began to sting. I knelt down to wrap my arms around Eudora, relieved to see her alive and well, if not a little shaken by what was almost an eternal entrapment.

"You're as much my friend as the others," I whispered to her.

"Ellori?" Eudora choked up. She swallowed a quivering breath and returned the embrace. "You put me to shame. Thank you, friend…"

Once everyone had a moment to recollect themselves, we understood it was time to face our final trial.

"I sense my tower is exceptionally close," Eudora said, glancing at the ceiling.

"Which means the fighting has already begun." Belle frowned and walked up to the black crystal with Luna.

The runes at our feet began to glow. Xana, Lorica, and Thelia nodded to each other, then at me.

"We shall serve you to the end," Thelia said.

"Let's not keep Edith waiting then." I empowered my staff as we stepped into the activating teleportation circle.


Chapter 27 - Final Twilight

As soon as we exited the prison, a swelling of power flooded my entire being. I had little time to reorganize my thoughts. We were plunged into battle right out of the gate.

It seemed we had been teleported much further out than where we had entered from. We were in flight mid-air, surveying the scene before us to get a grasp of the situation. The Granite Promenade was right below us, a large and beautiful stretch of road paved in ornate stone tiles. Hundreds of trees that must have once been a sight to behold were in flames, raining ashes on the unfolding battle.

Which meant…

"Ah. My beloved throne is in one piece. You and the others have done well to make it move," Eudora said, relishing in the sight of her tower perched in the center of the Granite Promenade.

However, now wasn't the time to enjoy the view.

All manner of demons swarmed the crimson skies. Explosive spells knocked dozens of them out at a time, sending them spiraling to the courtyard leading up the steps to the council's castle. The statues were magic constructs. They should be alive and defending the council, but were eerily inert.

Airborne remsectnids and harpies did battle with flying monstrosities around the tower. The defenses were led by Zathira, whose arm blades cut swathes of demons in a single slash. However, their numbers were few against the hordes that continued to materialize in this world from the nether realms.

"Queen Zathira!" I shouted to her Majesty.

The remsectnid monarch turned to me, two pairs of amber eyes stared in shock. She flew to us, her demeanor awash with relief despite the fierce battle raging all over.

"We thought you had died," Zathira said, clacking her mandibles together to taste the air in front of me.

"We fell for a trap, but there's no time to explain. What's happened so far in our absence?" I asked.

"They were prepared for us. Your dark-skinned, she-elf ally and her ilk face the bulk of the demons at the gates as you planned. They may not last long. Humans in tin suits are advancing here. Their strength has proven far too great to hold back. We cannot push further to the gargantuan stone hive with enemies at our backs and front," she explained.

Which meant Clem and Kati failed. Whatever happened to them, hopefully they managed to survive. The Piety knights would arrive soon and lay siege to Eudora's tower. Should they succeed, we could kiss our chances of retreat goodbye.

Then so be it. Retreat was never an option to begin with.

"Where is Elle? The knight with darkened skin?" Belle asked, pushing me aside.

"She and the other tin-suited boy have fallen back from the front lines to guard the rear flank. If only we had their strength here, our push might work," Zathira answered with a growl.

"And Mira?" I chimed back in.

"The silver-haired witch I have not seen since we landed. I suspect she has gone ahead and forced her way into the stone hive in search of you," she said, much to my worry.

I bit my lip. I expected nothing less of Mira to do something so rash for my sake. If we didn't hurry, she might find herself dealing with Edith alone.

What should I do here? Split our forces, or throw all our cards at Edith and besiege the castle?

A small hand fell upon my shoulder.

Eudora nodded to me, a gesture I understood as her donning the mantle of leadership after a long absence. "If my tower falls, so do I. The remsectnid queen— forgive my impertinence, your Majesty— shall abandon the assault on the castle and recall her forces to defend the tower instead. Parabelle, gather Alira and the others to your side, take Abstinence and Valor's places so they may join in the siege. Your strength alone should suffice in repelling the incoming knights. Hold nothing back."

Neither Queen Zathira nor Belle protested.

"Give the Headmistress a good scolding in my place," Belle said to me before flying off.

The queen remsectnid ascended as high as she could. Her powerful magical signature pulsated, like a dinner bell ringing in the back of my mind. The span of her butterfly-like wings glowed a deep blue and served as a beacon to her swarm. Soon, the scattered remsectnid forces rallied to the tower in a tight swarm. Flightborne demi-humans led by the bat harpy Bellina saw their allies falling back and followed suit.

"Shall we go with you?" Thelia asked. Behind her, Xana and Lorica also awaited orders.

"The way Zathira explained it, Gale and her bannerlords are in trouble. Having a greater demon and two succubi there might turn the tides in their favor." I folded my arms and considered the ramifications if anything were to happen to the high priestess.

Sending Thelia and the twins away diminished our strength against whatever demons awaited in the castle. Whatever happened, I still had the future of Talmora to consider.

"I understand what must be done. Be safe, Master." The erinyes bowed.

"Auren is right before us in that tower, isn't he?" Xana asked.

"It couldn't hurt to pay him a little visit, right?" Lorica pleaded.

Thelia whipped the twins on their backsides and snarled. "That can wait. Our master has given us an order. Follow through it."

They left, but not without groaning to express their disapproval.

"Fraternizing with demons? You are a lot like myself and Edith than you think." Eudora smirked as she watched the demons leave.

"As if." I rolled my eyes. "Come, Rio!"

The three of us cut our way through the demons' ranks. Some proved much stronger than we anticipated. An unseen blast sent me crashing to the promenade.

"Ellori!" Eudora tried to catch me, but she was forced to protect herself from a barrage of spells.

I casted a ventus to soften my landing and got away with light scratches from rolling on the ground. A fall like that would have killed me without my living robes.

"Whew…" I wiped the sweat from my brow and brushed the dirt from my clothes.

A large shadow loomed over me. I glanced up in time to see the towering statue of a knight swing its sword at me.

"Ventus!" I blasted myself away from its reach before it could decapitate me.

More of the statues in the courtyard came to life. Magic constructs. I thought they were inert, but it seemed they came to life to stop me, and I was unlucky enough to awaken them all.

They were quickly surrounding me. The only way to escape would be to tap into Vessyra's well of magic, but I needed all I had to face Edith. As I prepared to face the constructs with my spells, beating wings boomed in the distance.

Four shadows zoomed past me. Large, falling stones struck and shattered several of the statues closest to me.

Zeke and the harpy sisters circled the courtyard. They picked off flying demons, while tossing debris from the sky and hitting the statues below with pinpoint precision. The platinum dragon descended with a roar, slamming into a statue and destroying it entirely. In all his glory, Zeke spread his wings to provide a blanket of protection, shielding me from a volley of arrows from a group of imps.

Another construct approached. Zeke was about to breathe fire until Rio annihilated it by barreling through its body.

"Thank goodness, Rio. You certainly know how to make an entrance." I patted his head.

Rio rolled over at my feet.

"Same goes for you, Zeke! Thank you for coming when you did!" I waved.

"Anything for my mate!" Zeke exclaimed.

Green, Red, and Blue landed underneath Zeke's wings. They embraced me with hugs, claws digging into my sides.

"Owow! Settle down, girls! Good work, but the battle isn't over. I'm going to need you all to rejoin the others at the tower. Can you do that for me?" I asked.

All of them except Green let go.

"Green." I gave her a scolding glare.

"Rrrr…"

The harpy nodded, and they reluctantly flew off together.

"I'll be fine now. Go with the harpies," I urged Zeke.

The dragon followed after them, making snacks of smaller demons as he ascended into the skies.

"Done flirting?" Eudora flew into my field of vision.

"If there was one thing I didn't miss about you…" I groaned.

We fought our way to the grand entrance and left behind hundreds of dead demons in our wake. Ornate double-doors, the entrance into the palace, were taller than the statues and etched with the history of humanity's conquest in Talmora. It had been left ajar, likely when Mira forced it open to go inside.

Eudora and I sensed multiple demonic signatures that were human in origins. I knew exactly who they were.

"Rio." I lowered my voice. "Use the vesper trait to hide your signature and shimmer beast trait to go invisible. Sneak behind them and wait for my signal."

My familiar snuck ahead.

From the skies descended Elvyra and her demon-tainted peers, the witches whose trap I had fallen to and placed me in that debaucherous prison.

"Oh. Is this a new fashion trend? Look, mine are just as black and large." Eudora pointed to her own horns.

"Edith had plans for you. She gave us permission to destroy you completely if you do not come quietly," Elvyra warned.

The Cackling Witch sighed when no one humored her joke. Her smile flipped to a frown.

"I see the new bloods of the academy continue to become more uppity as the years go by." She grimaced.

Elvyra turned to me. "You should have stayed in your cell, Ellori. You seemed much happier inside."

"I much rather prefer sex when I have a choice in the matter. Let me return the favor— Rio, sic 'em!" I ordered.

The witches tensed up, looking in every direction for a foe they couldn't see. Rio sprouted tentacles from his body and bound them all in place. His appendages crept up their thighs and into their robes. They went red as a tomato.

"Don't think this is enough to stop us… ign— mmrrph!" Elvyra tried to incant a spell, but opening her mouth only gave Rio another hole to put a tentacle into it.

"Ahahahahaha! Oh, how wonderful!" Eudora doubled over in laughter.

We walked up the steps unimpeded as Rio had every single one of them incapacitated and unable to act.

Elvyra stared me in the eyes, her gaze tinged with fear and apprehension. They were all blushing red, squirming in place as Rio prodded their holes.

"What's wrong?" I asked Elvyra. "The Academy encourages their witches to explore their sexuality. Could it be… you're a virgin? Even though you're on the cusp of becoming a demon yourself, you haven't even had sex yet?"

She shook her head to the best of her ability. The muffled pleas were undoubtedly begging for mercy, but there was none to be had in war.

"Rio, make them regret who they sided with and catch up after you're done." I scratched behind his ears and he meowed in compliance.

Eudora and I walked ahead into the castle as Elvyra's moans echoed into the chamber.

The Granite Promenade wasn't enough to satisfy the Council of Kings' vanity. They had to build more statues in the grand vestibule along the far walls in all manner of poses. Overhead, crystalline chandeliers lit the way and cast the statues' shadows to the ground to appear as though in frozen combat. Our footsteps upon the smooth gray stone paved beneath them echoed across the empty chamber.

I didn't have fond memories of this place. Witches that graduated from the Academy came here to swear a service of allegiance to a monarch, just as I did for King Marcus of Parthun, Mira for the King of Randover, and Eudora to the emperor of High Saquin. All of whom had since perished to one woman's mad grab for power.

This palace— this entire city was on the backs of enslaved demi-humans and persecuted witches under the guise of charity to humanity. The reality was rather clear cut.

Greed. Our history, both witchcraft and humanity was carved from greed in one way or another.

"Ellori."

I paused to find Eudora no longer walking beside me. She was several paces behind, staring into my eyes.

"This is the part where you give me a monologue about how you'll sacrifice yourself to defeat Edith?" I cracked a smile.

The Cackling Witch scoffed. "Not so. I have every intention of coming out of this alive. You must know— there is a reason she did not kill me and left me trapped instead."

"I thought it was because Edith wasn't able to kill you, right? And kept you trapped until she found a way to?" I asked

"I have six out of the seven soul stones inside me. They wield immense magic in such a small, confined space. What would happen if this body was no longer keeping those souls in check?" She returned another question in the form of a lesson.

The magic would… implode.

I'd seen it before when Headmistress Anora and the other witches destroyed a soul stone of pride. It required the skill of many witches to contain the destruction it could wrought. Edith swallowed seven, and if we were to defeat her…

Then were we to not kill her?

"We may very well die along with her." Eudora nodded to herself and walked past me.

I clenched a fist in front of me and thought of my children back home. My resolve didn't waver one bit.

"Farrowghast, we have come to help." Eleanor's voice echoed down the hall. She and Noelle, along with Rio, came running in to catch up. The former knights donned their signature armor from the order but without the helmets, though both had been tarnished and charred from battle.

The flow of unnatural and foul magic coursed through them. I noticed right away they wielded their soul-bound weapons. Noelle had her levitating swords and Eleanor her dagger.

"If things had turned out differently, we would be facing each other rather than facing the same direction," I mused, clasping each of their hands.

"Mistress Eudora, I'm glad to see you're in good health!" Noelle bowed in reverence.

Despite being treated the way Noelle had, he still revered Eudora. Color me surprised.

"My obedient slave still remembers me? I'm touched," Eudora remarked amusedly.

A dagger came between their reunion. Eleanor didn't take kindly to their exchange.

"Noel is not your slave," Eleanor declared. "We meet again at last, Butcher of Saquin. This alliance is temporary. Once this is over, I will make you answer for your crimes."

"You may certainly try." She giggled into the back of her hand.

The two of them looked ready to rip each others' throats out. I shouldn't be surprised that Eleanor reacted the way she did. After all, Eudora was still a rogue witch who murdered thousands. Her crime couldn't be excused simply because she was fooled into doing so. Many lives were lost, and someone needed to be held responsible.

However, fighting each other now would only benefit one person.

"I'd like to remind everyone that our primary target is Edith Percouli and not each other." I pushed Eleanor's dagger away from Eudora's face.

The knight relented, lowering the weapon to her side but holding her glare on Eudora.

"We believe Discipline is guarding the councilor. She was nowhere to be seen leading the Order of Piety outside," Noelle explained.

"You needn't look any further. This is as far as you go," a melodic voice echoed down to us.

At the top of the stairs, before an archway leading into the inner sanctum where members of the council held court, stood Discipline, the head of the Knights of the Order of Piety. She clapped once and materialized that dreaded rapier as her hands parted.

"Giselle." Eleanor greeted her commander with a scowl. "You nearly killed me."

"Do not look so glum. You yet live. Although, perhaps not for much longer, seeing as you have no intention of standing down," Discipline sneered.

"You can't defeat all of us at once." I brandished my empowered staff.

Rio growled, preparing to pounce and take revenge for being thrown around last time.

"Perhaps not. I only need to delay you." She bowed with one arm across her chest.

Delay?

I saw the point of her rapier too late.

A sharp metallic cry rang in my ears. Eleanor deflected the projection of Discipline's rapier with her dagger.

"Go! Noel and I shall deal with our commander!" Eleanor exclaimed.

"If we're victorious up there, you two have to escape the castle. It won't be standing at the end of this," I warned.

Both of the knights nodded.

Rio, Eudora, and I flew past Discipline.

"I think not." Giselle Artoire clicked her tongue.

A dozen projections of singing steel chased after us, but once again deflected by Noelle and Eleanor's timely parries.

"When we get to Edith, same trick," I told Rio.

My familiar darted off in another direction out of sight.

The metallic clash of blades echoed loudly down the hall as we hurried to the inner sanctum. Edith awaited inside the circular chamber. A desiccated body hung from nine of the twelve balconies, upon which the sovereign lords took their place during court. At the center of the room, Edith presided over a bubbling cauldron. She held a struggling and beaten Mira, who cradled Talos in her arms, by the throat.

"You're alive…" Mira smiled at me with deep relief.

"I hope you haven't grown weary of seeing my mug again so soon," Eudora taunted.

"You just don't know when to quit." Edith turned to face us. Her face had grown youthful, though it was still tainted by demonic influence.

"Let her go!" I demanded.

The demon witch took one look at Mira and appeared to have lost all interest in her. She snatched the dagger from Mira's waist and plunged the blade into her abdomen. But not a moment too soon did Rio's tentacles immobilize Edith's arm. He flung her away with all his might, sending her crashing several rooms away.

Eudora and I rushed to Mira's aid. She reached up to caress my face.

"Oh, darling. If only you could show me this face more often." Mira chuckled.

I hadn't noticed my tears dripping onto her face until she wiped them away.

"Why can't you just react normally for once?" I sighed, helping Mira to her feet. She clutched a piece of fabric and pressed it to my chest. It began to reform into my robes, consuming the clothes I was already wearing.

"Managed to snatch it off her before Rio sent her flying," she said.

A torrent of magic flowed through me. Vessyra's magic. With the living robes serving as a conduit and sponge between us, I could once again tap into her wealth of power.

"What happened here?" Eudora asked, on her toes and glancing into the cauldron. "Why is the cauldron active?"

"She's trying to synthesize a philosopher's stone to create an elixir of immortality," Mira answered.

The philosopher's stone.

A powerful alchemical reagent and tool. Witches and alchemists across the ages vainly pursued it as the apex of their craft. But it was an existence that was both real and false. A paradoxical concept.

For in order to create such a thing required an endless font of magic and an all-consuming void to contain it.

Though there did exist an impossibility. Edith Percouli, who was the first witch to consume all seven souls of the cardinal sins, bore that power in the palm of her hands— the power of creation and destruction. No mortal could wield them as gods do. Yet the stones allowed her to ascend to a godlike being.

That Edith sought to create the philosopher's stone meant only one thing— she could not contain her powers. All this hoarded magic from the towers flowing into the Eternal City was to forge the sole alchemical means for her to survive.

An elixir of immortality.

In my rage, or maybe it was Vessyra exacting her influence over me, I pushed the cauldron over, spilling the contents to the ground. The alchemical liquids burned a deep hole into the floor.

"Ew. Good thing I didn't think to drink that." Eudora grimaced.

"It doesn't matter. The process can be restarted, and the three of you will serve as fuel for the cauldron." Edith emerged from the rubble, dressed in her black gown empowered by the trickster god Demos.

Usurper. Traitor. Within me, Vessyra seethed with fury.

Of course, she would be angry. A witch sought to climb the steps of godhood through foul means, and her brother was an accomplice.

We won't let them get away with this, I assured the wrathful goddess and donned her white vestments.

"Why the dark faces?" Edith asked. "Our teacher-student reunion not what you expected? The Anora you thought you knew had long passed away. I have always been Edith Percouli."

"Even so, you taught and raised me to become what I am. Now I'll put everything I've learned to stop you." I clenched the lance with both hands.

The swelling of magic coursing through me cried out for release. My skin tingled with divine energy that gathered to my hands. From the golden lance, I fired a beam of light in Edith's direction.

The demon witch sprouted dark, feathery wings and flew out of the way, letting the beam carve through the castle like butter. It subsided to a stop, but I still felt plenty of magic in me. I only knew that it couldn't be used again so soon. Vessyra was recovering slowly.

"Very impressive. Now allow me." Edith conjured a black ball above her head and hurled it.

Eudora acted swiftly. She summoned a barrier around us that instead folded inwards around the incoming spell, absorbing the explosion that followed.

"Rio!" I shouted for my familiar who had hidden himself from Edith's detection again. "Go wild!"

A vicious hiss accompanied the destruction of several ceilings. I ordered him to send Edith crashing almost four floors up the palace.

Mira and I followed after, landing in a repository of old books and dusty scrolls. While our foe was entangled by Rio's tentacles and pinned underneath shelves, we launched a volley of fireballs at her.

A cold front unleashed across the chamber, sending burning parchment and tomes flying. Mira erected a shield of magic to protect us from the chill. I hijacked Rio's vision and saw the moment he was flung away.

Dozens of bloody tendrils emerged from the hole in the floor. They sought out and impaled Edith, flinging her around like a ragdoll. Her concentration broken, the blizzard she had conjured ceased to be.

"How do you like being tossed around?" Eudora snarled.

Edith sliced the tendrils away with a blade of frost and freed herself.

"You will never achieve what I have today!" Edith fired back.

Both of them clashed with the destructive power of gods. Chunks of the castle were blown away with each blast of magic. The floors and walls began to give way.

Mira and I rejoined the fray only in time for Eudora to be sent crashing multiple rooms away in a burst of flames. With our combined magic, in addition to Rio's ambush tactics, we tore through the castle walls like wet paper and put Edith on the defensive.

A black mist filled the surroundings, robbing me of my sight and hearing. I felt the warmth of Mira's back, but the only sound I heard was Demos' maddening laughter.

"Illuminae!" I cleared the fog away by brightening my lance.

Black claws emerged from the darkness. I shoved Mira aside just as they plunged into my gut. Edith bull rushed me out of a door, causing us both to tumble into the terrace we had spoken at just before she imprisoned me.

When I glanced over the edge, the battle continued to rage on below and above us in the crimson battlefield. Across the Granite Promenade, demons and statue constructs advanced upon Eudora's tower, slowly overwhelming their defenses.

"As long as humanity exists, we will always be a threat to them. Defeat me and a hundred years from now, they will put our kind in chains again. Is that the future you want?" Edith asked, grabbing me by the throat.

"Who knows what will happen that long from now? I only know that you're giving them a reason to make those excuses. Twice now!" I cried.

White, wispy tendrils from my robes coiled around Edith's fingers, struggling to pry them from my neck. I tried to swing my lance, but at this distance, she merely grabbed my wrist to stop my vain attempts. The blade of my weapon was only inches away from her.

"We could have created a world for all witches together, without men and women wearing pretty rocks on their heads to tell us how to exercise our powers. Well, you won't be there to see it. I take no satisfaction in hurting my own witchkin." Edith frowned.

"Don't talk about satisfaction. Your bitter old cunt hasn't seen action in centuries. You probably went and made up stories about your sex life, you senile bat!" A pitchy voice cackled as roots sprouted from the ground to entangle Edith's feet and immobilize her legs.

I seized the distraction to put force on my lance, but Edith tossed me away instead.

Mira and Talos flew to my side. Together, we unleashed a flurry of spells that battered our foe. Exhaustion was taking a toll on them both. The longer this fight dragged out, the less chance we had of winning.

"What happened to that beam of light?" Mira asked between labored breaths.

"Vessyra isn't responding." I violently shook my staff and received no answer.

A ball of black energy fired at us from the smoke. Mira raised another shield, but Edith's spell punched a hole through it. The blast knocked us both to the ground, but it didn't hit me. It hit…

"That left a mark…" Mira peeled back a hand on her abdomen to show a webbing of expanding necrotic magic.

Edith charged towards us, her hands bristling with necromantic energies. Rio arrived in the nick of time, slamming into her. Landing to our side was Eudora, who saw the wound on Mira's body and winced.

"Take a moment. I will hold her off. But know this— it doesn't end until she dies, or we die." Eudora left us with that grave reminder before joining Rio in facing Edith.

"Drink this!" I offered Mira the last of my restoration potion, but she pushed it away.

"I've studied enough about black magic to know this won't kill me instantly. Come now, no need to make that face." Mira wiped a tear streaking down my cheek, but the brave front she put on was stamped with sweat.

My mind was blanking out. If I were to lose Mira, I didn't know what I would do. She suddenly pushed a sheath into my hand. Her signature, six-inch steel dagger.

"If you die on me, I will go to the hells to bring you back," I promised.

"Quite the adventure we would have." Mira got up on her own, but struggled to stay standing. She kept me at an arm's length away to stop me from helping. "I will use my own magic to keep this wound at bay. Go on. As much as I hate to say it— Eudora needs your help."

With Talos' assistance, she hobbled behind rubble to stay hidden. I fixed the dagger to my belt and detected traces of a magic signature in the blade. If I didn't know better, Mira's dagger was a… soul-bound weapon?

I reached into the depths of my soul to summon every ounce of magic I had. Nature heeded my calls. It, too, granted me a fraction of its magic through Flora's boon. I interrupted the duel by raising gargantuan roots from the earth, forcing Edith onto the defensive. She didn't see the root coming from behind that swatted her to the ground.

"Do not let up!" Eudora shouted. She used a claw to slice her own palm. Bloody tendrils emerged to bind Edith, who was still down.

However, our foe rose unimpeded and yanked the tendrils, including Eudora into her grasp. The Cackling Witch refused to be outdone. She slipped behind Edith, put her in a chokehold, and mummified her in bloody bandages.

"Finish it!" Eudora boomed.

My body moved on its own. I plunged the lance as hard as I could into Edith's body. She broke one hand free from Eudora's hold and grasped the bladed edge before it carved into her chest.

"Rio!" I shouted at the top of my lungs.

My familiar slammed into them from the back, the impact sinking the lance into the demon witch.

"I've come too far to be stopped now!" Edith clenched her teeth. The muscles on her arm fissured as black magic swirled along the shaft of my golden lance.

I let it go.

Guided by Flora and Vessyra's hand, I unsheathed the dagger at my belt and plunged it into Edith's chest. The silver blade sparked and filled with divine energy, carving up to her neck.

All at once the struggling had stopped.

Eudora staggered away from Edith, clutching her own abdomen and wincing in agony.

I pulled the dagger and staff away from Edith without resistance. The Crimson Witch kneeled on the ground, staring at her gaping wound of swirling abyss which began to distort the space around us. There almost appeared to be relief in her eyes, of a struggle now put to rest.

"Hundreds of years ago, I had a vision of paradise." Edith sighed.

"There's no paradise in a world ruled by fear. The world changed while you were stuck in your old ways. Instead of fighting against it, you should have changed with it," I replied, pitying the old witch's archaic concept of an eden.

"A fine lesson, my dear student." She clenched both fists, then thought better of resisting any longer and relaxed them. "You may want to escape while you still have time."

At long last the centuries old witch, Edith Percouli, collapsed dead on the ground. Her body disintegrated into ashes. A strong gust carried the rest of her away. All that remained was an amalgamation of seven soul stones melded together, trying to break itself apart from one another.

When that happened…

You must flee! Vessyra screamed at me.

"We have to escape. There's no way to contain the implosion!" Eudora shouted.

"Contain… the implosion…" I repeated after her.

Did we have an entity powerful enough to do that? The answer was at the tip of my tongue. A single thought crossed my mind— Rio.

Familiars were bonded to a witch. They knew and felt every emotion, shared in it even. That was why I didn't need to say a thing. Rio knew exactly what to do. He looked me in the eyes, smiled the only way a kitten could, and sprung to action on his own.

My heart seized.

At that moment, I remembered Rio as a corpse. The cold, dead body of a kitten. So small and fragile even as he came to life. My familiar whom I'd cared for and raised had been my treasured companion for years. He was the sweetest thing I'd ever held in my hands.

The thought of losing him overwhelmed me with grief.

"Rio! No!" I cried out.

My familiar disobeyed me. He clamped his jaws around the amalgamation of souls, putting a stop to the implosion from going off.

"It… worked?" Mira uttered as she limped her way up to me, still tense and keeping her eyes on Rio.

I raced to my familiar and cradled him in my arms. He rolled over to his back and purred. Relief washed over me. Did we miscalculate what would happen?

"I can't believe you would do something so reckless." I sighed.

Rio's temperature took a sudden spike. His body was practically on fire, it was so hot. He mewed in agony, steam billowing from his ears, nose, and mouth.

"No, no, no— What's going on? Rio? Are you okay?" No matter what I asked, Rio answered back in pained whimpers.

"His body is deteriorating," Eudora answered, one hand clutching the side of her stomach and leaning against a partially crumbled wall. She hurried over to inspect Rio and frowned. "Gluttony he may be, now just like me, two identical souls rage for control within him. The souls' implosion will recommence once he dies."

My familiar… die?

This couldn't be happening. Not my Rio.

Vessyra, is there anything you can do? I pleaded to her.

The goddess apologized and fell silent. She had nothing for me.

"What do we do? How do we save him and stop the implosion?" I asked desperately.

For once, Eudora had no snarky comment to give. Her hand rested on top of Rio's sweat-drenched head.

"We seal him in a forged world. Let the voidal collapse take him," Eudora said finally.

Sick to my stomach, I clutched Rio tighter to me. He spent every last ounce of strength to hop out of my arms and into Eudora's instead.

"The etchings on my tongue can create a new tower." Eudora stroked Rio's head and smiled. "You will not go alone, dear."

"You're going with him?" Mira gasped and held me from behind.

"I must." She opened the arm clutching her stomach to reveal not a bleeding gash, but a gaping abyss of darkness similar to Edith's body.

Eudora snatched a magic crystal from my pouch and tossed it into her mouth. A large stone tower materialized behind her, flattening a part of the castle in its way. She then pressed a soul stone into my palm, one that was currently powering the new tower before us.

As the Cackling Witch turned to leave, I broke free from Mira's grasp to hug Eudora from behind and placed a hand on Rio's head to pet him one last time.

"Hmph." Eudora chuckled. She marched forward without another word. The teleportation circle underneath her feet activated as soon as she stepped onto it.

Tears rolled down my cheeks as I watched her and Rio disappear.

Mira held my hand clutching the soul stone. We clenched it together— then the tower collapsed in on itself. The stone cracked and deformed. A black vortex swallowed it all until nothing remained. Only a hole in the citadel where the tower once stood.

In the sky, red clouds parted and gave way to blue skies. A beam of sunlight streaked down next to us. I felt its warmth. The sound of battle came to an abrupt stop. Instead of steel clashing against steel, their weapons dropped with a thud or clank as they slipped from many hands to the ground. Flying demons fled away by the hundreds, and more were likely escaping on foot now that their reinforcements were cut off by the closing veil.

The Second Crimson War had come to an end.


Epilogue Part 1

One year later at the border between the Weeping Expanse and Parthun.

Ellowyn. What was once a small village known as Shallowglade was now the lifeblood to the rest of inner Talmora. The end of the Second Crimson War and Edith's defeat left many human kingdoms reeling. Entire cities required untold tons of lumber to rebuild, quarries to mine, and politics to iron out.

Beaten roads were paved by hundreds of passing wagons loaded with lumber day in and day out. Houses were raised to replace fragile mud-huts and shoddy cabins. Ellowyn served as the focal point for dozens of lumber mill villages scattered about the forest, prospering alongside the now Republic of Parthun which handled the export of bountiful wood.

Parthun was spared the inter-kingdom bureaucratic squabbling, and with no heir to claim the throne had adopted a new political system. Queen Lisette of Ors-Juna acknowledged their sovereignty as a courtesy, keeping at bay those who would attempt to seize it from the late King Marcus' cold dead hands.

I knew better than to think Lisette did it out of the goodness of her heart. She leveraged a lot against us, and purchased lumber exports at a fraction of its value. Few could stand against the combined might of her armies, which mostly emerged unscathed after the war. Fewer still had the resources to even think about trying her.

Belle and I walked to the remains of Kati's former encampment now long reclaimed by the forest. Their moss-covered tents could probably last one more winter. Tall grass obscured traces of pottery and discarded weaponry, and bonfires which I remembered feasting around had been reclaimed by nature.

The large tree that was once Flora's guardian tree still stood strong. I pressed a hand to the trunk as I'd done so many times before, hoping to detect a magic signature within. There was no answer except the chirping birds on the branches above.

"I saw Kati fall in battle that day. Cut down a bunch of knights by jumping onto their backs and sticking a knife into the gaps of their armor. Never seen a kobold fight so fiercely before," Belle said of the kobold chieftain.

"My most vivid memory was of him offering me the cooked leg of a centaur." I chuckled.

"No kidding? Did you eat it?" she asked.

I shook my head and smiled.

Kati's body had been buried next to Flora's tree. Wildflowers were growing out of his mound. It was probably the best place for him and the dryad he once worshiped. Both of us prayed for a while, offering our thanks and well wishes.

Afterwards, we hitched a ride on a wagon hauling its load back to Ellowyn. The pair of centaurs were more than happy to give us a lift. Flying back would be too quick, and Belle wasn't afforded much time these days.

My great hollow was at the center of Ellowyn, surrounded by stone-paved streets and smaller houses. The centaurs stopped in front of my home to let us off and nodded before galloping away.

"You sure I can't tempt you to stay? A dash of remsectnid honey in tea is really good," I said, nudging her arm.

"I wish. Edith and the Elder Board left one hell of a mess. The towers have stopped sucking magic out of the world, but hundreds of towers still stand. Normally, they would have collapsed after all the magic within had been drained. Some of us think they've been raised long enough that whole worlds exist within to keep it sustained," Belle explained.

"That doesn't sound good. You sure you don't need my help?"

Since Eudora Faust also perished in the war, she left with all her knowledge and clues to toppling the towers. We had been unable to find anything suggesting how to do it inside her tower.

"No, you guys rest. Eleanor and Noelle have reformed the Order of Piety to handle just that. I hear they found a promising recruit. Though, she's kind of clumsy…" Belle furrowed her brows.

I did, too. But for a much different reason.

"Still no word on where Discipline went?" I asked.

Belle shook her head and frowned. "I'm afraid not. I dread to think what she's up to. See what I mean? One hell of a mess. Which is why I can't be slacking. Someone needs to fix the world."

"Headmistress Belle, huh? Has a nice ring to it~"

"Oh, gods!" She cringed and pinched the bridge of her nose. "I can't believe Alira and the others elected me to that post. I'm a scholar, not a leader! Ahhhh!"

"I can't think of a better person to strong-arm witchcraft politics through sheer determination than you. You're always welcome to ditch work and drop by anytime," I offered.

Belle planted both hands on my shoulders. Her own slackened.

"How could you suggest something so horribly irresponsible? Now that it's my job, I have to take it seriously. Alira's got another thing coming if she thinks she can sneak out of helping me though…" Belle grumbled.

Over half the Elder Board were tried and found guilty of conspiring with Edith. No surprise there, since Winnegan proved herself a traitor. Thanks to her cooperation though, finding out those involved didn't take long. We had stripped them of their post and sentenced them to— for a lack of a better word— rehabilitation.

Luna came flying over and wrapped herself on Belle's staff. She stroked the snake familiar's head. A pang of envy struck my heart as I was reminded of Rio.

Belle suddenly threw her arms around me, and Luna even coiled around me once before returning to her witch's side. Their kindness and warmth gave me strength.

"I almost forgot to give you this." Belle pushed a potion of white liquid like milk into my hands. "Eileen's been working sleepless nights on this for months. Not a cure, but should subdue the ailments for the time being while she finds a more permanent solution."

I knew exactly what it was for. I had almost given up hope and resigned myself to saying farewell. That apprentice of mine was really giving it her all for us.

"How is Eileen?" I asked as Belle looked ready to leave.

"It hurts me to say this about someone who isn't a witch, but she's the best damn alchemist I've ever known. The new Elder Board is considering opening a seat and creating a position for her in Grathir," Belle answered with flaming jealousy written all over her face.

Belle and I hugged again, tighter this time.

"Say goodbye to your rugrats for me. Tell that woman of yours to lay off the damn pipe, too. It's not helping her health!" Belle sighed.

"She'll sooner cut her arm off than part with that pipe." I rolled my eyes.

Belle conjured a flight spell at her feet, and flew off with Luna. I continued to wave at them until they were out of sight.

When I entered the house, the sound of cooing infants filled my ears.

"Welcome back! How was the trip with Belle?" Cammy asked from the couch. She cradled three infants in her tentacles, each sucking on a pacifier formed by a fruit that dangled above their heads. All of them looked just content where they were.

"She has a lot of work to do back in Grathir and couldn't stay any longer." I came over to see how my children were doing.

Beatrice was one year old now. Her red and blue eyes were much deeper in color, shining like a ruby and sapphire. Two new additions had been added to our family. Yennari and Rook, a girl and boy respectively, were fraternal goblin twins I had given birth to with Gurk. They were born in three months, a fraction of a human's gestation period.

I put a finger up to their faces, and they grabbed it with tiny hands.

"They really couldn't ask for a better big sister." I smiled at Cammy.

"Hehe. I just can't wait until they're old enough to play with!" Cammy beamed back.

Two sets of footfalls descended the stairs.

"What? Belle couldn't spare a minute to come by? I'm offended." Mira scoffed from the bottom of the stairs. She leaned against the bannister with Gurk holding her from the other side, scared out of his wits that she might injure herself. A pipe between her jaws billowed with white smoke.

I left Cammy and the children's side to help Mira walk over to the dinner table. She wore a maroon cotton robe that wouldn't irritate her skin and reduce the possibility of rashes. After all…

"Gurk try to put Mira to sleep, but she won't stay in bed!" our goblin husband complained.

"I've been in bed for every waking hour the past five days. Any more and I shall have to kill something to keep myself sane— ngh… tch." Mira winced. She opened her robe to reveal the necromantic magic tormenting her. It looked like someone splashed black paint on her abdomen. The veins around the injury were dark blue.

The important thing was that it had stopped festering and expanding. Mira had to drink a cocktail of elixirs every week to stop the effects, but she suffered agonizing pain from imbibing too many potions in such short periods of time. The alternative would have been death.

"Here. Belle said Eileen worked her ass off to make this." I put the potion in front of her, which she drank without hesitation.

Both of us held our breaths. It was Eileen we were talking about. But so far, everything up until now had done little for Mira.

To our surprise, the black splotches began to shrink. It became a small, star-shaped blemish the size of a fingernail on her lower rib cage. Not entirely gone, but not covering a third of her chest.

"By Vessyra's soaking cunt, that worked." Mira took several deep breaths, twisted her chest, and smacked the injury as if daring it to return.

Gurk and I were overcome with relief. All year we had been watching Mira in pain. She couldn't walk several steps without keeling over.

All the tension left my shoulders.

"Thank the gods— Mmph?!"

Mira grabbed the collar of my robes and pulled me in for a deep kiss, stood up, and cracked her neck.

"I must find time to pay my thanks to your apprentice. She's come a long way." Mira nodded to herself. "But there will be time for that another day. Now that I'm feeling a lot better, I think it's about time to enjoy ourselves."

It didn't make sense until Mira picked Gurk up under her arm and began to walk back upstairs.

"Where we going?" Gurk asked, his legs dangling beneath him.

"I should be healthy enough to bear a child. It's about damn time we have one or two ourselves, love. You better put a baby in me tonight or there will be hell to pay tomorrow," Mira said.

I turned to Cammy, who was just now picking up the three infants.

"You three have your fun. I'll take care of my siblings in the meantime!" Cammy waved a tentacle to us on her way out.

Alone and with the place to ourselves, the three of us ascended to my room. Mira shoved Gurk onto the bed. He landed on his back, gaze fixated on the two of us as we stripped. A few tugs on the right lace let slip my robes down to my ankles, revealing my bare form.

Mira did the same. But as I approached the bed, she grabbed me from behind. Both hands cupped my breasts. They deformed like dough between each finger. She brushed my hair from my face and kissed me. Sloppily. We made a show of it to our beloved goblin.

An erection bulged from underneath Gurk's pants. I might not be a succubus, but even I couldn't help but be turned on at the sight of it. Having Mira play with my body ignited my senses, too.

Before long, Gurk had pulled off his pants and was masturbating to us. Not wanting to let it go to waste, we climbed into bed. Our lips found purchase along his throbbing green shaft. Mira nursed around the glans, and I went down to lick the gonads which stored all the batter.

"Ahh… Double blowjob from mates… better than one…" Gurk twitched and writhed in bed.

"Fortunately for you, my skills in cunnilingus transitions well to fellatio. Behold." Mira electrified her tongue, and electricity sparked as she bobbed her head up and down his dick.

Gurk threw his head back. His entire body convulsed as if being electrocuted. Even I felt the static traveling down to his balls.

"Ow! Shocking! Feels good… and hurts at same time— Gurk, cumming!" Gurk warned.

Mira took her mouth off just as a geyser of ejaculate fired into the air. I watched it arc behind us, some landing on mine and Mira's faces. Gurk had the most satisfied look ever that made me a little jealous.

"I-I can do it, too!" I pouted, then electrified my tongue to suck him off.

"My, my. This isn't a competition, darling. But if you insist." Mira joined me in blowing Gurk.

"Wait! Too sensitive! Gurk needs rest!" Gurk cried.

We sucked Gurk off to another climax. This time, neither of us let his spunk go to waste. As it leaked down his dick, Mira and I waged a war over licking him clean.

However, I knew better than to hog Gurk all to myself. Mira had finally gotten better— for now— after imbibing Eileen's potion. I wrapped my arms around Mira and rolled us until she was on top of me. My legs flew behind her waist, locking her still. We faced each other, breasts squished together, and our lips wet with Gurk's spunk less than an inch away from connecting again. This was the same position as our first threesome, which had a very special place in our hearts. And our loins.

"What is this, darling? You wish to have some private time with me instead?" Mira raised a brow.

"Maybe later, but this is just to keep you in place long enough for Gurk to impregnate you." I smirked.

Mira gasped and glanced behind herself. Gurk wasted no time. He dug his fingers into Mira's supple cheeks and plunged his dick into her pussy. She gasped a second time from having the wind knocked from her lungs.

Then, like the horny goblin I knew him to be, Gurk pounded away at Mira. I had the pleasure of being at the front row to her demeanor shift from stoic, to troubled, and finally that of a woman in heat.

"Gods, Gurk… I'm not going anywhere… Slow down!" Mira quipped between the hammering.

"No wait. Gurk make mate Mira pregnant today!" Gurk exclaimed, picking up the speed.

Mira's eyes glazed over and rolled to the back of her head. I pulled her in for another kiss.

"Mmmh! I'm… humming…" Mira squealed.

I savored the sight and committed to memory the height of their pleasure. Gurk's eyes squeezed shut as she slammed his dick as deep into Mira as possible. By their shuddering, I could tell both of them orgasmed at the same time.

A gooey wetness dripped down to my thighs. It seemed Gurk came so much that his seed was leaking out of Mira. I let her roll off to my side, but the fun was only just beginning.

While Mira was still recovering, I positioned myself between her legs and licked the mess Gurk had made. The goblin seized the opportunity to mount me, plunging his still erect cock into my waiting pussy.

Just what I wanted.

"Yes, Gurk! You feel so good inside me," I cried out in pleasure before going to town on the pussy in front of me.

"Nnh… How intense…" Mira stirred as I performed cunnilingus on her. "Ellori, darling… Give me a moment to recov— aahhh!"

Sensitive from being fucked to an orgasm, it wasn't hard to bring Mira to climax again. I buried my face into her snatch, licking up all the excess cum and juices leaking out. She gripped the bedsheets and arched her back.

Gurk knew my body inside and out. The way he pistoned into me hit all the right spots. I pushed against his rhythm, and it was like our hips applauded our efforts. Soon, I felt the all too familiar piping hot jizz flooding into my pussy and womb. A quivering orgasm assailed me, and I momentarily stopped licking Mira to delight in the pleasure.

"More!" Gurk exclaimed with a ravenous appetite after his dick tasted both our pussies. "Gurk can keep going. Go until both pregnant!"

"What… How are you still so full of energy? Ellori, same of you…" Mira panted with a hand over her eyes.

"Well, it did take a while before I became accustomed to Gurk's vigor. I know you and I normally split the work to satisfy him lately, but today is all about you. So…" I whistled for my living robes on the ground to bind Mira with numerous tentacles.

The appendages bound her wrists together and spread her legs apart. Another two spread the lips of her twitching pussy. Mira panicked, but she was too exhausted to resist. The joys of being fucked likely contributed to it, too.

"Gurk, have at it." I nodded to him with a smile.

"Very well… Go on, you tiny green brute. If you do not impregnate me, I will be sorely disappointed in you." Mira glared.

"Gurk won't disappoint!" The goblin pounced on top to give her the good ol' mating press special.

We indulged in carnal desires through the night, sparring little mind to any distractions or knocks on our doors since Mira was able to join us again. With the goal being to get her pregnant, Gurk creampied her until she was pumped full of cum. By the time we exhausted ourselves, both mine and Mira's womb were bursting, but only I had taken a contraceptive. We fell asleep in each other's arms, sandwiching Gurk between us.


Epilogue Part 2

I awoke the next morning to the sound of my babies crying. I put on a light robe and went downstairs. Yennari and Rook stopped crying when they saw me. On the third crib, Beatrice was also awake but behaved herself.

"There, there. Mama's here to feed you," I said, picking up the goblin babies and holding them to my chest. Their toothless mouths found each of my nipples for nourishment.

My heart swelled with joy, cherishing this moment I had with my children. Young as I was, my maternal instincts were strong.

Imagine my surprise when I popped out a goblin girl. Ceris had told me female counterparts of goblins, centaurs, orcs, and kobolds were a common sight in Vessyra and outer Talmora. It was only in within human lands that they were not, due to witchcraft's history of attempted genocide on the demi-human races.

Although the towers still stood all over Talmora, that they stopped soaking latent magic from the land had allowed the continent to become fertile again. Along with Eileen's concoction to reverse engineer infertility magic, demi-humans native to inner Talmora began to birth female offspring again. No longer would they feel the need to kidnap and impregnate human females for survival, although that didn't stop some from intermingling.

My Yennari had blue skin, which is unique only to female goblins while male goblins had green skin. Despite their appearance and age, they already act more human than goblin. Though they definitely resemble their father more than me.

When the twins had their fill, I placed them back in the crib where they instantly fell back to sleep. I picked up Beatrice and played with her on my lap. She responded with a coo and giggle.

My front door opened and in came Cammy, ready to babysit my children again.

"Look who's here, Beatrice. Your favorite big sister's back." I carried her to Cammy.

"Did you miss me? I missed you, my adorable little sister!" Cammy said, taking over for carrying and dangling a pacifier fruit for the infant.

Mira had gotten dressed in her academy robes and descended downstairs. Talos sat perched on her shoulder. She walked over to give Beatrice, Yennari, and Rook a kiss on the head.

"Ready to go? I have no idea how long this elixir will last, but we should tie up some loose ends while I have the strength," Mira said.

I whistled for my living robes to dress me, then fetched my staff from the mantle above the fireplace.

"We'll be gone for a few days, Cammy. Take care of the kids for us." I hugged her and Beatrice together.

"I will. Be safe out there." Cammy returned the embrace.

"If that husband of ours even thinks about skipping out on doing chores, you have mine and Ellori's permission to punish him with your vines," Mira said on the way out.

Talos took flight first, then we followed after him. Our destination was Eudora's tower— where it all began.

When the war ended and everyone went their separate ways, I had returned Eudora's tower back to where she originally raised it between two waterfalls in the Weeping Expanse. A scenic place she had no reason hogging for herself, but she did nonetheless. I imagined that wild witch occasionally took a dip in the pond's pristine waters. It was only right that I brought it home.

Vegetation was thicker around these parts because of the excess water in the soil, more so now that magic flourished the lands, no longer inhibited by the towers. They grew unimpeded because the tower's presence scared off both predators and prey that would graze upon the flora.

Mira and I stepped onto the teleportation circle at the foot of the tower, and it transported us onto the all too familiar gazebo, facing the all too familiar mansion.

A part of me was hoping to hear her condescending voice as we entered. I would turn around and find her in a seat, sipping tea and offering us snacks with a snap of her fingers.

Of course, the seats were empty. Our number of visits dwindled over the year, coming here was becoming an afterthought.

Save for some.

Right through the front door of the mansion, Mira and I walked into a pile of vines. Green and brown tendrils snaked across the floorboards and walls like veins.

"The alraunes are really letting themselves go." Mira sniffed the air and frowned.

"Oh, bother. More guests?" Lantessa hissed as she descended from the second floor.

The gorgon had decided to stay behind for a few more years before returning to the Valisca Archipelago. 'Gorgon politics' bored her, or so she often said, and would rather be here than home.

"Who else is here?" I asked the new lady of the house.

Lantessa pointed a clawed finger to the floorboards, which could only mean the basement of sex slaves. We had no need for them since we wouldn't be moving the tower anymore. Eleanor still wanted to free Aurelias, despite the mindbroken knight's pleas to stay. Winnegan was too dangerous to be kept here and was sent to stand trial in Grathir. The former instructor and member of the Elder Board was caged under the Academy's dungeons.

That only left Auren, the incubus demon. If I had to hazard a guess, the guests Lantessa referred to were the succubi twins, Lorica and Xana.

"Any luck finding Eudora's research?" Mira glanced upstairs, wondering if she should take a look.

"None. Why do you not just bring it back to that city full of your witchkin? I'm sure they would be more suited pouring over this place than I," Lantessa groaned.

"That can't happen." I shook my head. "We don't know what another witch might uncover here and head down a dark path themselves. The rest of us who know about the tower have sworn a covenant's oath to stay quiet about this place."

The gorgon scoffed. Since she decided to live here for the time being, we asked a favor of her to continue combing through the mansion. Although, it might be a good thing that she hadn't found anything worth reporting. But we did hope something about the towers might turn up.

I occasionally wondered if Eudora had lied to us about searching for a way to dismantle the towers. That was a possibility I couldn't dismiss. Did either Eudora or Edith foresee that the towers, once cut off from the magic of the world, would go on to sustain themselves?

Impossible. We didn't know that could happen until recently. The texts from the witches of old suggested the towers would come apart over time. That turned out not to be the case.

Putting the headache of a thought aside, Mira and I headed downstairs. Lantessa returned to her own peaceful leisure.

Crack!

"NNNNGGHHH!"

Crack!

"HNNGGHNNGGHH!"

Pained screams rang in our ears as soon as we opened the basement doors. Lorica and Xana were in the basement, taking turns whipping their brother's ass while he was hopelessly chained to the bed. The blue tint of Auren's skin on his ass had taken a shade of red from all the beatings.

"At it again, I see." Mira laughed as we reached the bottom step.

"I shall never tire of this," Lorica said.

"How does it feel now, dear brother of ours? Not so fun when it is the other way around, hmm?" Xana asked, whipping him again and causing him to scream into his mouth gag.

This had been going on for almost a year. They would make visits every now and then to torment Auren. When they were absent, the alraunes of the mansion had their way with him.

"I don't know… I feel kind of bad for him." I winced at the sight of another strike.

The incubus, who was laying face down on the bed, turned to me with pleading eyes for release.

"Do not pity him," Lorica fired back. "He has enslaved and broken many human and demon women alike back in the nether realm. Our sex are nothing but toys to him, and he must learn otherwise. What better way to do that than to reduce him to a doddering fool?"

Crack!

"HHRRRRNNNGHH— hhn…"

The color in Auren's eyes drained away. He had fallen unconscious.

"You hit him too hard! Now the fun is over," Xana complained.

"Oopsies." Lorica giggled into her hand, not one bit remorseful.

We left Auren to the mercy of the alraunes and returned upstairs to address the reason for our visit. The twins led us upstairs to one of the alchemical laboratories where they had been slow at work on a teleportation circle. This one, however, was tuned a little differently than the ones I knew of.

"It was difficult to calibrate, but it will work," Lorica assured us.

"Forgive me if I am skeptical of a demon's handiwork, but have you tested it?" Mira asked suspiciously.

"Tampering with it never crossed our minds, we swear! You both are our masters, and we serve you as loyally as Thelia does," Xana said.

"Speaking of Thelia. I don't see her anywhere. I thought she traveled with you two?" I asked them.

The twins glanced at each other, then at the teleportation circle.

"Oh," Mira and I uttered together.

One of the first things we checked upon returning to the Weeping Expanse right after the war was the megatower. The very one that was essentially a gateway to one of the demonkind's nether realms. Unfortunately, the teleportation circle at that tower stopped working. The runes and etchings were fine on the outside end, so it was an issue within.

Mira, Belle, and I feared that Zertos might have freed himself and locked the tower from the inside. If that were the case, he reneged on our deal and returned to his former masters. That couldn't be allowed to happen. Which was why we tasked Xana and Lorica to forge a teleportation circle using their blood to connect both towers.

I also had… ulterior motives for wanting to return to the megatower.

"What do we do? Shall we go together?" Mira whispered.

"If something goes wrong with the teleportation circle, the twins will need your expertise to repair it. I'll go alone. It shouldn't take too long," I said.

Mira nodded. We kissed each other deeply, maybe a little too passionately because the succubi twins began to fall into the mood.

"The two of you shall entertain me while Ellori is away. Is that understood?" Mira winked at the succubi.

"With pleasure!" they answered at once.

Neither of them will last long, I thought to myself.

I stepped onto the teleportation circle and held my breath. A second later, I appeared in a dark cathedral.

"I'm… I'm here? It worked!" I shouted, hearing my own echo call back to me.

It was the same one. Pews were still pushed to the side. Rubble and debris laid strewn on the ground from when I enlarged myself to do battle with Zertos. The knights we had left here were no longer present. Large, floating crystals… were without the said grishka demon chained to it. Zertos was gone.

"Master! You have come here yourself?" Thelia, the erinyes demon, flew down from a balcony and kneeled before me.

"What's the situation here? Why is Zertos gone?" I asked.

"I'm afraid I do not know. None of the demons know either. When I arrived here, that flea-ridden pig was already gone." She rose to her feet and growled.

That was a troubling revelation. One other being should have been here keeping watch on Zertos.

"And Taurac?" I searched the area, hoping not to let my eagerness show too much. As important as it was to find out what happened to Zertos, my pussy was on fire. I needed to get hammered by his bull cock.

"The minotaur has taken residence in the manor far to the west. He also hasn't a single clue where Zertos went. When I arrived, he figured his watch was unneeded and so returned there," Thelia explained.

"Good, ahem— Not Zertos being gone, I mean. Good that Taurac is doing well. The circle is working fine, so you should return to the other tower. I'll resume the search in your stead," I suggested.

Thelia seemed taken aback.

"Are you… sure?" Thelia asked.

"Master's orders. Mira's waiting for you with the twins." I urged her towards the teleportation circle, leaving no room for discussion.

When a column of light claimed Thelia, I was all that remained here.

Well… Zertos wasn't around anymore. Thelia confirmed that neither she nor Taurac knew he had gone, and I trusted both of them to tell the truth.

Which meant I didn't need to search…

I wasted no time flying as fast as I could across the hellscape. The manor Thelia referred to could only mean one place— Demos' manor. The absent god had no use for it anymore now that he was gone, too.

Once I reached the large ornate doors embedded into the side of the craggy mountain, I pushed it open with magic. A gust of wind flooded into the endless halls of infinite doors.

"Taurac!" I shouted at the top of my lungs.

Silence.

Then a stampede echoed down the hall. My heart swelled with joy. I raced in and jumped into Taurac's strong arms. He lifted me up to his chest.

"It's been a long time!" I smiled, stroking his snout.

We shared a kiss that was tender at first, but quickly became a sloppy one as our lust began to overflow. A whole year outside must have been something of an eternity in a place like this. My minotaur lover must be so pent up, I couldn't wait to satisfy him properly after all this time.

"Good to be with mate again," Taurac said.

"I've come to bring you back to the outside world, but first… We have all the time in this world to do as we wish. Carry me to our room and fuck me until I think of nothing else but your cock," I begged him sweetly.

Taurac grunted approvingly. He kicked the doors closed behind him and did as I asked.


Epilogue Part 3

After Mira and I had our respective fun with our extended partners, we bid them goodbye and made our way home.

If it were up to me, I'd have spent up to a year with Taurac. How fun would it have been to essentially be on a honeymoon with him, spending every waking moment of our time screwing to our hearts' content.

I didn't want to keep Mira waiting outside, so Taurac and I spent only a week in there fucking like beasts in heat, which amounted to about an entire day in the real world. When I returned, Thelia and the twins had been soundly defeated, chained up by their ankles and wrists, begging Mira for more.

Leave it to a lady killer like Mira to reduce all manner of women, including demons, to nothing but slaves to her pleasure.

With Thelia, Xana, and Lorica presiding over Eudora's tower in the meantime, there was no risk of a rogue witch getting their hands on the valuable research and laboratories within. Though, it was too bad Taurac rejected my offer of coming to Ellowyn. He wanted to return to Saquin to find his kin. Lantessa was kind enough to journey with him once she was ready, the Valisca Archipelago was on the opposite side of the continent after all. A long journey awaited him, but I was sure we would find each other again.

And when that time came…

I was already getting wet thinking about it with the memories of the past week inside the megatower still fresh, both in mind and between my legs.

As soon as we landed in Ellowyn, we wasted no time taking the teleportation circle that transported us to Lotherain.

"Hm. Everything looks to be in order. My feet are still attached to me," Mira said, stepping off the circle.

When the war ended, the first step to rebuilding the capital of Parthun included the renovation of King Marcus' royal manor into a teleportation hub. It took twenty witches working day and night for a week to create five teleportation circles— one to Ellowyn, Vessyra, Semiramis, Thanreas, and Grathir.

Of course, we had to use them sparingly. Every use consumed a handful of magic crystals, of which we were in short supply of. Overuse might break the entire system since every circle was interconnected. They could potentially send someone to the middle of nowhere. The runes had to be maintained and recalibrated every month so as to avoid such a possibility.

"Talos, be a dear and check the teleportation circles for me," the witch of envy ordered.

"Belle had recently taken it back to Grathir. I'm sure she checked the integrity of the portals," I said.

"Given that she's so uptight about her creations… I suppose you're right. If only Belle puts the same amount of effort into wooing that lady knight." She chuckled.

Talos flew back to perch on Mira's shoulder. Both of us took a step onto the teleportation circle to Vessyra.

"Actually, Belle told me Eleanor had proposed courtship before she left to assume the position of Lord-Commander of their new Order of Piety," I explained.

Mira nodded with approval. "Slow and steady isn't quite my taste, but good for them."

The teleportation circle landed us in an antechamber where, several paces away from us, was another circle which laid defunct and inactive. We were in a worship chamber.

This was the same place we had landed many moons ago. Back then we were met with a small army of spears and terrified demi-humans. A carved, wooden statue of Vessyra at the back of the room welcomed us this time around.

"High Priestess Ellori, High Priestess Mira!" A familiar dark-skinned elf, dressed in white ceremonial robes that clung loosely to her body, waved to us from the archway of gnarled roots and vines.

"Ysolde, it's good to see you again." I smiled.

"Why, hello you delicious—" Mira licked her lips and stepped forward, but I grabbed her shoulder before she could lay a hand on Ysolde.

"Uhm. If possible, High Priestess Ceris wishes for you two to change into our garb. You may leave your belongings here. You have my word no one will disturb your things," Ysolde said, handing us an outfit similar to her own.

The sheer, almost transparent gown did little to cover our genitals. We might as well be naked.

Mira purred at the sight of me after we had changed. "I would kill to have you dressed in that forever."

"Not happening."

Ysolde gestured out of the worship chamber. As we followed the young priestess through the tree home, I felt an extremely powerful magical signature wandering about. It moved too fast for me to pinpoint. Mira had detected it, too. Her brows furrowed, eyes glancing in every direction. The scale of its magic was on par if not greater than Queen Zathira.

How was that possible?

Unless…

I put a hand to the wall that made up the interior trunk, and a voice whispered into my mind.

Vixie, the melodic voice introduced herself to me. She sounded excited to have met.

Mira and I traded glances. She caught on quickly to what I had figured out. A forest nymph had spawned. Powerful creatures of nature, they were. It looked like the city of Vessyra was going to be in good hands.

"Is that them?"

"The human high priestesses we were told about?"

"No, no. They are witches! The very ones who completed the trial last year!"

Whispers amongst the lesser priestesses were many and receptive of our arrival. Mira was especially enjoying the attention.

"Look at them lusting after us. You can't tell me you don't want to just eat them up. Such young fruits, ripe for the picking." Mira gnawed on her finger.

"Oh, gods." I put a hand to my face and groaned. "Can you please control yourself— huh?"

Mira had left my side.

"Yes. It is I, the high priestess witch you have heard so much about. My dear little doves, how about we find time to worship the goddess together?" Mira caressed the cheek of one with the back of her hand.

The trio of priestesses she was speaking to swooned and squealed.

"Okay, lover girl." I clocked Mira on the back of her head and tugged her back to following Ysolde.

We finally got upstairs without any more distractions. Standing guard at the door of the high priestesses' grand bedchamber were Io and Mana, the bunyips demi-humans that previously guarded Ceris.

"Hello," they said together, still expressionless and monotonous after a year.

"In sync as always." Mira squinted.

A much tinier bunyip popped her head out from underneath Mana's thick woolen fur. The baby bunyip chirped. Then as though on cue, half a dozen revealed themselves on both Mana and Io. They were the size of human infants, staring at me with yellow beady eyes behind dark sclera.

"When did you two give birth to so many children?" I gasped, but when my eyes met with Mana and Io's, my desire to know waned. "Never mind…"

The two of them wordlessly opened the doors to the chamber. The baby bunyips retreated back into their mothers' furs. Ysolde remained at the entrance and bowed as we went in, then the doors closed shut behind us.

The grand bedchamber was just as magnificent and humble as I last remembered. Yet, oddly empty. Ceris sat at the balcony with her back to us, gazing off into the city. Neither Sheila nor Gale were present.

"I thought the three of you would be here together?" I asked, walking up behind her and noticing there were in fact three, just not the ones I was expecting.

Ceris was breastfeeding two infants. One had pointed ears and skin as light as hers. The other had feline ears and purred quietly as it nursed.

"Sheila and Gale are on a pilgrimage to check in on our bannerlords. The little ones are still too young to travel, so I volunteered to stay behind," the high priestess said, smiling at the babies.

"Are they both yours?" Mira asked. She nudged me in the arm and grinned. "Looks like we aren't the only ones birthing children left and right. Peacetime has that effect, it seems."

Ceris stood up and offered for us to hold a child each.

"We are all their mothers. The elf child is Chloe," Ceris said, ushering her into my arms.

Instead of handing the other child to Mira, the little thing leapt away from her arms. Mira caught the spry beastborne in mid-air.

"Her name is Rella." Ceris giggled.

"Charming." Mira held Rella outstretched in her hands, but her own motherly instincts took over, and she began to cradle the infant affectionately.

Chloe's two very blue eyes stared back at me. I knew right away who they also belonged to. They must only be a few months younger than Beatrice, but I could already see some similarities in their cheekbones. More than that— their magic signature.

"The two of you have come to assess the effects of magic returning to our lands, yes? See for yourselves how wagons full of harvests come and go, and the charity of neighbors to share the fruits of their labor." Ceris walked up to the edge of the balcony and put her hands on the railing.

And she was right. The atmosphere was much more joyful than before. Gale and their bannerlords suffered many deaths during the war due to my mistake in being captured. Their sacrifices weren't in vain. The city of Vessyra thrived, prospered, and had grown into a sprawling metropolis in a year's time with no signs of stopping.

Life moved on.

It made me a little sad that all the friends I made along the way were departing. With so much of this world left to discover, there was no telling when I might see them again.

I thought of the harpy sisters and Zeke. A few months ago, they had bid us farewell to explore beyond Talmora. They were young, so it was no wonder their curiosity became too much to contain.

Though I had heard from priestesses journeying to Ellowyn that the group of four had made a visit to Vessyra. I wondered how long they had stayed?

"I don't suppose you have seen a silver dragon and trio of excitable harpy sisters come by?" I asked.

"Funny you should ask." Ceris tapped the wooden railing and glanced up.

Talos noticed it first. He squawked at the branches.

A sudden gust of wind knocked my hat away. I couldn't reach for it since I was holding Chloe. Something like a green blur sped across my sightline.

Landing perched on the wooden railing next to Ceris, holding my hat was a harpy with a green coat of feathers.

"Green!" I shouted her name.

"Raa! Hehe. Just kidding!" The adorable harpy smiled wide.

Taken back by her manner of speech had left me speechless.

"Looks like all those lessons paid off." Mira patted the harpy's head.

"I've been visiting Ceris and Mira in secret. They teach me how to speak," Green explained.

I also went to pat her head, and she responded by rubbing her cheek against mine. It was a little rough around the edges in her pronunciation of words, but I could tell she had been working hard on learning to talk.

"But what about Zeke and your sisters?" I asked.

"They wanted to explore far. I didn't want to go too far. Wanted to stay and play. Help priestesses. I'm living here now!" Green replied gleefully.

The four of us spent the next two days catching up. Ceris encouraged us to breastfeed Chloe and Rella from time to time. Lucky for them, I still produced milk because our own children back home were still breastfeeding.

In the night, we slept together in the grand bedchamber. Green was even welcomed to stay with us. She remained as cuddly as ever compared to her more sexually ravenous sisters. Mira would escape the room later at night to visit the other priestesses' bedchambers. I expected nothing less of her.

Our time here wasn't all play. Mira and I assessed the flood of magic's effect on outer Talmora. What we found was both troubling and fascinating. Vegetation and livestock grew more healthy here. The quality of harvests improved dramatically.

What we feared would happen was beginning to take root. Eudora had hoped for it.

Babies given birth after the war possessed stronger magical signatures than those born before. Not enough that they had the potential to become witches, but enough that they would be sensitive to magic. After several generations, however, that might be a different story.

One day, far in the future, witches might become irrelevant. Using magic would become commonplace. Perhaps that might not be so bad, but who knows how the road to that future could be paved.

On the morning of the third day, it was finally time for us to leave.

"I wish you could stay longer." Ceris frowned. "It's too bad Sheila and Gale will have to wait until your next visit."

"Yes, too bad for Gale." Mira smirked.

"Lucky for me, I can fly!" Green giggled.

As we made our way to the worship room containing the teleportation circle, an elven woman was causing a commotion in the hall. She had a younger elf in her arms, perhaps of teenage years. The girl's face was red and covered in sweat, every breath she took was shallow and dry. Several high priestesses were trying to console the woman, but it seemed even they were at a loss at what to do for her daughter.

"Please, I beg the high priestess and Vessyra. Save my little girl!" the mother cried.

"Elyza? What's the matter?" Ceris rushed over to the woman.

"Ceris, thank goodness. My Reina has been running a fever for a week. She's only gotten worse. Nothing I nor the healers have given her are helping," she said desperately.

Mira put a hand to the elven girl's forehead and came away with a sweat-dampened palm.

"The girl is scalding hot. It could be a spontaneous adverse reaction to magic in the air. You did well to bring her here," Mira said, beckoning me over.

"This should help." I produced two potions, a restoration and another of magic resistance.

Once the liquid slid down Reina's throat, her muscles contracted. Almost immediately, her pained expression softened and breathing returned to normal. Eyes that were previously squeezed shut opened just a little. She tried to mouth out the words 'thank you' but couldn't and fell asleep from exhaustion.

"Give her this should she ever run an unnaturally high fever again. But never more than one a day," I warned, handing her a batch of six magic resistance potions from my belt.

"Thank you so much, high priestesses!" Elyza wept, cradling her daughter close.

We received her thanks several more times before parting ways.

As priestesses always did when they said their goodbyes, Ceris demanded that she, Mira, and I share a three-way make out session. So we did, much to Green's amusement. The harpy settled on a bear hug instead.

"Perhaps when our children are old enough, we shall have them play together," Ceris said.

"I'll have a few more coming soon." Mira patted her stomach.

"Bye-bye! I'll visit you guys soon!" Green waved enthusiastically.

I was excited to return to Gurk and our children. Mira appeared just as eager. When we get back, it would be another nightlong threesome.

However, as the curtain of light from the teleportation circle consumed us, something went wrong.

Seagulls squawked above me. Seagulls which shouldn't exist in the forests of the Weeping Expanse.

I awoke to a mouthful of sand and the crashing of waves. Mira was nowhere to be seen.

Gentle waters crashed against the sandy shores. A warm, comfortable sun beat down on my skin. Ocean as far as the eyes can see, several land masses which I quickly recognized as islands were a short flight away. Behind me was a jungle of tall palm trees and a mountain in the distance.

"You've got to be kidding me!" I groaned out loud.

The teleportation circles… We messed up. They weren't recalibrated like I thought. Damn it, Belle. I should have trusted Mira to double-check first.

At any rate, I needed to get my bearings.

Judging by the smell of salt in the air and ocean all around, this must be… the Valisca Archipelago? There were no human civilizations out here. The islands were all inhabited by humanoid fish and amphibious creatures.

Flying home would take a while. I might have to take a shortcut to Grathir and tweak the teleportation circle there in order to get home.

The sound of a dozen footsteps approached behind me. They emerged from the thick foliage of the island's vegetation, pushing aside giant palm leaves and shrubberies. Creatures with the body of men and head of serpents pointed spears at me. Midget-sized fish creatures that walked on two legs gurgled at each other.

Underneath the rags that they wore as pants, a bulge began to form between their legs. They were getting an erection… because of me?

"Human woman. What we do?" the serpent-headed man asked.

A fishman, who wore beaded trinkets and shells that adorned his neck, appeared to be their leader.

"Enslave her. She shall make for breeding fodder," he said. "You, woman. Drop everything to the ground and come with us if you don't want to be shark bait."

Enslave me? It seemed like they didn't know I was a witch. I could easily blow them all away with a spell or escape by flight.

Although, seeing their erections was getting me in the mood. It couldn't hurt to stay a while and humor their belief that I was powerless. Mira and Gurk would have to wait. They had my blessing to enjoy themselves without me while I enjoy myself out here.

I discarded my robes, staff, and satchel to the ground. My face grew as hot as my groin, eager to lay with these creatures that I'd only seen in textbooks and tomes. I could only imagine how their cocks would feel inside me, how many I might need to service until they let me go.

"Maybe we could come to an arrangement?" I gulped hard and licked my lips.
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