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Chapter 1

	Home

	 

	A knock at the front door caused Caleb to growl. He lifted his hands and placed them on the sides of the Mind’s Eye helmet. 

	“Disconnect,” he whispered.

	Another knock at the door caused another growl as he took off the helmet. He placed it in its cradle by the chair. His eyes adjusted to the sunlight streaming into his apartment. It had been hours since he saw real sunlight and he squinted as he stood up from the specially designed chair. 

	Another knock echoed through his place as he made his way to the front door.

	“Alright! Take it easy. I’m coming,” he shouted before he reached the door.

	With a turn of lock, he opened the door to a beautiful woman, nearly his height. She had long purple hair, tied into a single braid. She wore a dark dress, covering her from her shoulders to her ankles. Pale skin glowed in the light as she looked at Caleb with a blank expression.

	“Sira, you knew I was here. You don’t have to knock so much,” he said to his older sister.

	Sira’s eyes remained blank.

	“I wanted to let you know I was here, so you would be sure to be dressed,” Sira stated.

	Caleb leaned an elbow against the open door, with his fist against his forehead. 

	“Still mad I took your key away?” Caleb grinned.

	Sira’s lips wrinkled in dismay.

	“Yes,” she said.

	Caleb stood aside and pointed an open palm into his apartment.

	“The key was supposed to be for emergencies, or if I was out of town,” Caleb said, keeping his smile.

	Sira stepped in as the front door closed behind her.

	“I didn’t hear from you for a week. I thought maybe you were in trouble, or away and didn’t tell me. How would I know you were having a marathon naked party for one?” she said as she stepped in further.

	Caleb rubbed the back of his head as he walked past her.

	“Since everyone can’t go more than a few days without checking on each other, I thought I would chance it. Besides, I was having fun with my staycation, until you came in and knocked on my helmet.”

	“Yes, I remember seeing you while you were having fun,” Sira said with a sigh as she looked away.

	“Want something to drink? I have beer, liquor, wine,” he said as he tried to not think about the incident.

	“Did you forget? We’re supposed to be at Mom’s house in an hour. It takes over and hour to drive there. You’re driving,” Sira mentioned with a scowl.

	“Yeah, I know,” Caleb grinned. “She’ll be fine if we’re a little late. Also, I’m not drinking, you are. We often see you drinking hard during our monthly dinners with Mom.”

	Sira closed her eyes and shook her head. 

	“We need to go, now! There is something we need to talk about.”

	Caleb reached for a small rack in the kitchen. It was filled with different tiny drinks. His hand hovered over the tiny bottles of whiskey, vodka, and rum, while looking at his sister in the hallway.

	“Whiskey,” Sira mentioned.

	Caleb nodded and grabbed three tiny bottles of whiskey. He walked out of the kitchen and to his sister, handing her all three. She put two in her dress pocket and opened one.

	“This something sounds serious. What’s going on?” Caleb asked as he grabbed his jacket off one peg, and his keys off another peg.

	Sira lifted the tiny bottle to her lips and gulped down the whiskey until the bottle was empty. She put the little empty bottle on the open shelf that looked into the kitchen. A small pink touched her cheeks.

	“Tali is going to be moving out to her own place. She hasn’t told Mom yet.”

	Caleb’s eyes widened a hair.

	“We all thought she was going to live with Mom forever. What changed?”

	“We can talk about it in the car,” Sira said plainly as she turned and walked toward the door.

	Caleb eyed his sister. The moment she downed the whiskey, he knew she was serious. 

	The siblings left Caleb’s apartment and made for the elevator. When there was a ding, the silver-gray doors opened, and the pair stepped in.

	Caleb could feel something closing over his soul as the elevator doors closed before him.

	***

	Traffic was light as a red car sped along the highway. Caleb was moving and weaving between cars as Sira held onto the inner door handle with a tight grip.

	“She what?” Caleb asked as he moved like a race car driver among cars going the speed limit.

	Sira downed the second little whiskey bottle. She put the cap on and slid it back into her dress pocket.

	“She found a job on the web-net as an Asset Seeker. They just called them seekers. She gets paid to find digital assets, either from the games, digital worlds, and archives.”

	Caleb shook his head. “That’s a dangerous job. If she takes something from the wrong person or corporation, she could get jail time for it.”

	“It’s not illegal, yet. The web-net is still young. More corporations and the government are trying to upload what they do to the web-net because it’s easier to work through it. So many people are on it, they are using it because they see the future in it,” Sira explained.

	Caleb simply looked ahead as he weaved his car around others on the road.

	The future came much sooner than everyone thought it would, like in those cyberpunk novels many had read as fiction. Eden Corp changed everything about the world. The game Lewd Saga was a viral hit across the world, with everyone spending lots of money to get the Mind’s Eye Gear. It was revolutionary technology that allowed anyone wearing the helmet to experience virtual-digital worlds as a separate reality. It allowed everyone to feel the experience, especially the carnal desires of sex. 

	The game Lewd Saga was about fantasy adventure with the freedom to have sex. The sensations were so powerful, it was the top game across countries. It had become a phenomenon.   

	It was a few years after its launch before the controversy began. It was discovered that the AIs were not simple programs, but programs used with brain scans of many of the employees of Eden Corp. The spark that gave humans life, gave the AIs within the digital world of Lukken, sentience.

	The news reached the world, and there was an uproar to protect the AI’s everyone had grown to know and love. 

	The game was shut down by unknown forces. It was never mentioned in the news who shut it down. Some said it was the government, or a greedy corporation. Eden Corp shuttered, but the genie was out of the bottle.

	The technology that made Lewd Saga so great, was now out in the world. Many took to the empty cyberspace, nicknamed the Web-Net. Because the tech had many possibilities and implications, the web-net was now being filled with worlds, from games to jobs. 

	It’s only been six years since the death of Lewd Saga and Eden Corp, but the world was slowly becoming part of the web-net.

	Caleb moved the steering wheel as the back of his mind drifted. His job was a simple Information Clerk. It paid well enough because no one wanted to do it. He liked organizing information and archiving it. It was often solitary work. He was able to do it in the office, or on the web-net, which allowed him to work at home three days out of the work week.

	Despite the solitary conditions at his job, he had a rich web-net life in several digital worlds. He loved fantasy worlds where he could go on grand adventures, but they took out the sexual part from most, if not all of them. Now, he had to visit special, secret places to enjoy himself.

	Caleb’s thoughts lingered on that thought for a moment. Despite going to those digital worlds, they never truly scratched an itch he had for most of his life. Something was missing he couldn’t describe. He had spent many times wondering if there was any place for a perverted gamer like himself.

	“Can you drive…a little slower?” Sira asked through clenched teeth.

	“You wanted us to get there on time. This is how we do it,” Caleb laughed like a mad man.

	Their car sped down the highway, missing other cars by inches as they emerged from the city and into the sparse suburbs.

	***

	The sun hung low in the sky as a red car slowed into a driveway. When it stopped, the passenger-side door swung open and Sira nearly jumped out. She turned around and walked backwards as she gave Caleb a hard gaze.

	Caleb had stepped out with a shrug and a smug smile.

	“Be good to me, or the drive back will be worse,” Caleb teased as he closed his car door.

	Sira parted her lips to say something rude, when the front door to the yellow house opened. The siblings turned their heads and smiled as their mother walked with happy eyes.

	Caleb kept his smile as he climbed the stairs first and gave his mom a warm embrace. Lira gave her son a warm hug back, her nose in his hair and drinking in his scent.

	Sira stepped onto the porch and put her arms around both. Lira moved her arm and hugged her eldest daughter to them. The three kept their embrace for a long moment, before they all parted.

	Caleb visually drank in his mother’s endearing beauty. He knew she was in her early fifties, but she looked like she was thirty. She had the hourglass figure every woman in the Marrowyn family had. Her eyes held a gleam of joy, and her warm smile was infectious. Her hair was long and raven black. But Caleb quickly noticed the low neckline of her shirt and showed a bit of deep cleavage. He knew she often dressed like this for parties or events. He had seen her pattern all his life, but family dinner was never one of those times. 

	“Come in. The food is almost ready,” Lira said with a warm smile.

	“See! We could have been a little late,” Caleb barked at his sister.

	“Shut…up!” she shot back.

	Lira let out a sigh as she turned around and walked back into the house, her grown children following.

	The trio stepped into the house. Warm memories of growing up here filled their minds. A feeling of comfort slipped into Caleb and Sira as they came in and took off their coats. They placed them on worn pegs along the wall.

	Their mother vanished for a moment, as brother and sister walked toward the dining room. When she reappeared, she had a short glass of whisky on the rocks, and a glass of red wine in the other. She handed the short glass to Sira, and the wineglass to Caleb.

	Caleb mentally remarked how he loved their mother. She knew he only drank wine at home because that’s all mom drinks when they come over. He liked the harder stuff, but wine was perfect for home.

	Sira sipped from her drink, her pale cheeks already a rosy pink.

	All three walked into the dining room with warm smiles.

	“Sira, help me with putting the food out,” Lira said as she gently grabbed Sira by the wrist.

	Sira didn’t have a chance to respond as she was dragged through the side door to the kitchen.

	Caleb looked at the table with all the fine cutlery and plates placed by everyone’s favorite chairs. A homey filling sank deeper into his soul, when something moved from another doorway.

	Caleb barely turned when his younger sister crashed into him. They both stumbled until his back was against the wall. He looked down on his younger sister’s smiling grin.

	“Big bro!” she said as she didn’t let go.

	“Little sis!” Caleb laughed.

	The two parted as she eyed her older brother with loving warmth.

	Caleb looked upon his younger sibling with warm eyes. She was twenty-one, a beautiful young woman ready to take on the world. She was the shortest of everyone in the family. Caleb often called her the runt. She never seemed to mind it from her big brother, but she threatened anyone else who remarked on her height.

	Tila glanced around before looking at Caleb again.

	“Did Sira tell you?” she said in a hushed tone.

	Caleb’s smile dimmed before he nodded.

	“Mom will be crushed,” he said.

	Tila shook her head as she clasped her hands behind her.

	“She’ll be fine. I can’t stay here forever. Besides, she won’t be lonely. I’ll visit her through the web-net,” Tila grinned.

	Caleb lifted a brow.

	Mom is on the web-net too? This is getting strange.

	“And my job is paying more than enough to be on my own. We should be celebrating!”

	Caleb wanted to be in her enthusiastic cloud, but he was conflicted. Mom needed company, and with Tila here, he and Sira could live their own lives. An image filled his mind, travelling to the house weekly instead of monthly, just to make sure she was alright and not alone.  

	“Why do you look worried,” she said and punched his arm.

	Caleb let out a laugh. “Still the weakest sister ever.”

	Tila’s eyes narrowed as her smile vanished.

	“Weakest? Maybe. Richest member in the family? That may be coming soon,” she whispered.

	Caleb shook his head. 

	“Laws may soon make it illegal to do things like being a seeker. You’re dancing on the line, and I don’t want my little sister to land in jail, or pay hefty fines.”

	“You worry too much. I’m only going to be in it long enough to make my fortune. And I’m good at it. I just have to get them digital items that people can’t normally get. Credits are becoming the new currency. I’m making thousands of credits every few nights, and cashing them out for real money.

	“If I stay at this for a year, we can keep our home, and get a place closer to the three of us in the city.”

	Caleb’s mind turned into a storm of worry. It was bad enough that he took Sira’s key away because she accidently caught him doing a lewd act, but now the whole family will be close by. They will want to see him all the time when he wants to be in his private web-net worlds.  

	“I thought you would be happy?” Tila said with a tilt of her head.

	“I…I am happy for you. I’m just worried about Mom. You know she never likes being alone,” Caleb stuttered. 

	Tila touched Caleb’s cheek.

	“You worry too much. Soon, I’ll be able to pay your bills too.”

	“Stop being weird,” Caleb said as he brushed her hand away.

	“I like being weird,” she laughed and punched Caleb in the stomach.

	The punch caught Caleb off guard and he bent over slightly. He landed his hand on Tila’s shoulder and pushed her away at the same time. Tila stumbled back into a fighting stance, her fists up.

	“You think you’re tough,” Tila said as she hopped from one foot to the next.

	“Bring it!” Caleb growled.

	Tila launched at her brother. He grabbed her, spun around while holding her, and slammed her back against the wall. It knocked the breath out of her lungs. When she lifted her leg to kick Caleb in the balls, he knocked it away with his knee and slammed his forearm across her chest, just above her breasts, knocking her back into the wall.

	Caleb smiled, knowing he had won yet again.

	“Give up…punk,” Tila laughed.

	“We’re coming out. You two better not be fighting,” their mother announced.

	Caleb and Tila were instantly apart and smiling as their mother and Sira came out with plates of food.

	“Who’s hungry,” Lira announced with a smile.

	 


Chapter 2

	The Surprise

	 

	Caleb sat back, belly full and contentment in his eyes. He glanced around the table. His mother had a happy gleam in her eyes. The same gleam she had with every family dinner. 

	Sira looked down at her food with drunken eyes. She ate some, but drank more. She weaved in her seat, enjoying the full-on buzz as she stared blankly. 

	Tila finished her plate. The youngest sister kept looking at their mom with quick glances.

	This isn’t going to go well.

	Caleb’s mind worked as he looked at his family. He knew mom needed to have at least one of them with her. Tila had taken on that duty, mostly for the free rent. She liked to go out and party, but often clashed with mom’s rule of not bringing anyone home. Now that she was making money, even with a questionable job, she was going to leave and that made Caleb uncomfortable.

	Caleb turned his gaze back to his mother. The thought of spending more time with her was appealing, in a way. He always adored her, did anything she wanted, from cleaning out the rain gutters, to shoveling her steps and driveway after snow storms. The weather was only getting worse with each passing year, and Caleb wondered if it might be the right decision for her to have a place close to them in the city.

	Tila sipped her drink. She licked her lips, Caleb knowing she was gathering her courage. Caleb mentally braced himself as she stood up from her seat and looked across the table to mom sitting at the other end. Sira lifted her drunken gaze to her sister. 

	“I have an announcement,” Tila announced.

	All eyes looked at her.

	Tila continued, “Mom, I’m going to be moving out.”

	Caleb turned his gaze back to mom. She lifted her wine glass and took a sip. She was deadly quiet, and that was when she was most dangerous.

	“I have a new job that earns a lot of money,” Tila continued. “In a few months, I will have enough to buy you a place in the city, close to the three of us. But for now, I am going to pack up my stuff and leave by next weekend.”

	The tension was palpable. Caleb was on the edge of his seat. He loved to see the three women fight. Growing up, he was the only male in the house of women. They talked and held secrets between them. Nothing was safe because they loved to pry into everyone’s life, especially his. But to see them ready to turn on each other was a moment he never thought he would have a front seat to.

	Mom put her wineglass down and gulped down her wine. She looked across the table to Tila, shadows under her eyes.

	“Okay,” Lira said.

	Caleb’s eyes widened in disbelief. 

	Where’s the fire and brimstone? Where’s the shouting and verbally stabbing each other in the back? How could this not be?

	Sira giggled as she looked on with dreamy, drunken eyes.

	Tila gave her mother a hard nod.

	“Okay. I’m glad we understand each other. I will keep my promise. You will live in a place close to us.”

	“How do you know you will get a place in the city?” Caleb asked, trying to stoke a little fire.

	Tila looked at her big bro, and smiled.

	“I already put a deposit on a place in Sira’s building. Sira and I will be living across the street from your building.”

	Caleb blinked.

	Sira giggled again.

	Lira simply looked down the length of the table at Tila, hand on her wine glass.

	“It will be the best for all of us,” Tila said, giving Sira a quick glance.

	Caleb caught the glance. He then quickly shot his gaze to their mother, who also shot Sira a glance.

	Anger and fury bubbled up in Caleb. He knew when they were having secret conversations, and trading knowledge without a word. Something was said without being said. 

	“Alright, what’s going on?” Caleb demanded.

	All three women turned their gazes to Caleb’s hard eyes.

	“The three of you are cooking up something,” Caleb seethed. “I’ve seen it before. I know all of you so well, and you think you can get something by me. What’s going on?”

	“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Tila said while still standing.

	Sira shrugged.

	Caleb looked at his mother, her face a stony mask of indifference.

	“All of you are fully grown. I don’t need to mother you like I used too. The world is changing, and so is our family.”

	Lira lifted the wineglass and took a sip before continuing, “I have been thinking of getting my own place in the city, close to all three of you, and renting out this house for extra money. The rates are lower in the cities now because they need people to come to them for protection from the ongoing weather crisis. 

	“I would love to be close enough so I can see any of you three, occasionally. You wouldn’t have to make the drive here, and we keep the house.”

	Caleb’s face turned pink. A sliver of embarrassment filled his soul. Times were changing, and now, maybe he didn’t give his family better credit with changing with the times.

	“I’m sorry. I just thought there was, well, Mom, you always wanted one, or all of us to stay with you. It’s strange to think that we are all okay with this.”

	Lira stood up and looked at her son.

	“Come do the dishes with me,” Lira said fondly.

	Caleb was up and helped gather the dishes on the table. He and his mother walked into the kitchen and gently placed the dishes in the sink. The water began to run as soap was dripped on sponges. The pair began cleaning plates as hot, steamy water ran from the faucet.

	“My son, we all mature in our own way,” Lira began. “I’m starting to tire of being in this home. It holds many happy memories, but I want a different life. I want to be close to all of you as you live your life in the city.

	“I won’t be forcing myself into your lives. I have my own life, one that I am enjoying immensely. But I also know, you don’t mind at all that I will be closer to you.”

	Caleb continued washing the plate in his hand. A warmth climbed his neck as a heat coiled around his soul. The truth of it, he didn’t mind his mother being close at all. He adored her. It was his sisters that drove him crazy from time to time.

	Lira placed her hand on Caleb’s wrist, giving it a gentle squeeze.

	“We may be maturing as a family, but there are bonds that will never be broken between us,” Lira said softly.

	Caleb dunked the plate in the rising hot water, his heart hammering in his chest. His cock thickened in his pants, the same sick feelings he always had screaming out. 

	Lira pulled her hand away and helped wash a dish in her hand.

	“Please make sure your sister gets home safe. I think she has enjoyed herself a little too much,” Lira said with a loving tone.

	“I will,” Caleb nodded.

	Lira looked at her grown son, now a strong man.

	“My handsome man,” Lira said with soft words.

	Caleb continued washing dishes beside his mother, the feelings tingled against all his nerves, and an ache filled him that was always there.

	Don’t be a weirdo. Mom is just being affectionate. Stop being a weirdo!

	Steam rose from the sink as Caleb’s heart thudded in his chest.

	***

	The drive home was a quiet one. Caleb handled the wheel with calm finesse, and at an acceptable speed as he stared at the road. Sira was happy, slumped in her seat and humming a tune. The night was dark, only street lights lighting the way back into the city.

	Caleb thought about a lot of things on the drive back. His mother and sisters at the top of his mind. He sometimes glanced at his older sister beside him. She was drunk and humming, but he noted her body, and her beauty. It was a curse that always floated back into his thoughts. A feeling that curled around his urges.

	When he parked in front of Sira’s building, Caleb quickly stepped out and opened the other door for his sister. Sira nearly fell out, and he quickly caught her. He helped her to her feet and they made their way into the building.

	Caleb laughed as he helped Sira try to walk. They made it into the elevator, pushed the button, and the doors closed. They made it to her floor, and stumbled to her door down the hall. Sira fished out her keys and tried to insert it into the lock a few times before she got it. They made it inside and stumbled directly to Sira’s bedroom.

	Caleb helped his sister take off her jacket before she collapsed on her bed. He helped her up onto the bed a little further. He took off her shoes and socks. When he touched her ankle, the thudding came back. He looked at his drunken sister on the bed. She was on her back, her head turned to the side.

	The feeling continued to curl around his spirit. He had always been close to all three of them. Maybe too close in his opinion. 

	“You…can…stay,” Sira said with a sleepy tone.

	Caleb stared at her. He knew he wouldn’t be able to control his demons. He also knew his sister wouldn’t be able to control hers. Their family was very close, and he worried that he would break what they had if he gave into temptation, even if his beautiful older sister was giving him permission.

	Caleb sat on the bed, beside his sister. He turned his gaze to see her purple eyes staring back at him. He could see the intention. He also wished this was the only time. She had invited him several times before, and he declined. It didn’t mean the temptation never went away.

	“You always say that when you're drunk,” Caleb said softly as he ran his fingers through her silky purple hair.

	“It’s…the only time when I have courage,” she whispered.

	The moment sang to their souls, but also a sliver of honor among them glowed brighter.

	“Sira, I love you. I love our family, but,” he trailed off.

	“You’re afraid you will destroy what we have,” Sira whispered as she looked away. “I think about that too. But you know that will never happen. Not with us.”

	Caleb laughed.

	“Say that when you’re sober, and then we can talk about it,” he smiled.

	Sira turned her gaze to her younger brother, and simply stared at him.

	Caleb pulled his hand from her hair, and stood up.

	“Turn onto your stomach. I’ll put some water by your bed before I leave. And get some rest,” Caleb ordered.

	Sira simply nodded, her gaze still on him.

	Caleb gave her a warm smile, before he walked away to get his older, beautiful sister some water, all the while, a war of urges fought to the death within his soul.

	***

	Caleb walked into his apartment and closed the door behind him. A tiredness suddenly filled every muscle in his body as he turned on the light. He hung his coat on the peg by the door. He made his way into his living room. He glanced at the couch, and the MEG seat.

	Despite his weary spirit, something pulled at him to sit in that seat. The unsated feelings clawed at him, knowing he did the right thing by not taking his sister’s invite, but the other feeling of needing to be close to her was still there.

	The feelings won as he sat in the seat, pulled up the MEG helmet from its charger against the chair, and put it over his head.

	The outside world darkened as his mind connected. 2D screens appeared, detailing his list of worlds he liked to visit, and his e-mail. He glanced at the different sensual, erotic, and X-rated places he could visit for some needed relief, but he knew even the ones he liked the most would never scratch that itch. The worlds allowed many things, but incest was not one of them. It was too taboo in the growing worlds of the web-net, and most of the erotic worlds he would visit would never take the risk, fearful of being shut down.

	A memory crawled into his mind as he stared at the glowing screens, how he was enjoying a moment as his sister watched him when she entered the apartment unannounced. The embarrassment lingered because he crafted a digital being to look just like her. The AIs never seemed to interact the way he wanted, but it was close enough to fill that demonic urge.

	When a beep caught his attention, Caleb woke from his inner thoughts and looked at his email. It was a masked sender email, but the body of the e-mail caught his interest.

	Dear Mr. Marrowyn. 

	You are invited to the world of Lewd Saga: Unbound. No, this is not a scam. This version of Lewd Saga is on a private server, run by a private council. 

	Your name was mentioned in the world, so we are inviting you to it. We understand the need for secrecy, and you were vetted as a candidate.

	You have five minutes to accept the invitation. By joining our server, you understand that what happens in Lewd Saga, stays in Lewd Saga. If you do not accept it, this email will vanish from your inbox, and you will never be invited again.

	Please see the timer and invitation below. We hope you become part of our little world.

	Caleb looked at the countdown timer and the invitation link. He pondered on it as he stared at the timer.

	It could be a scam. But with the safeguards in the web-net, it’s nearly impossible to get any information by a link in an email. The gear would shut it down before anything happened. This link must be legit, but should I accept the invite?

	Caleb remembered the whole drama of what happened with Lewd Saga. He was too young to join, but it changed everything across the world.

	When he thought of his sister, a glow filled his spirit. Lewd Saga was a place of wonder and adventure. Everything since has been a shadow of that experience. He would be a fool to miss this chance. 

	Caleb looked down. He wondered, just maybe, he could live a life he always dreamed, without judgement.

	Caleb looked at the link, and mentally accepted it. The screens vanished as a tunnel of light filled his eyes. He flew through the tunnel until he reached a patch of darkness.

	When he opened his eyes, a forest stood around him. He looked up, past the leafy branches, to a dark and gray sky. A mist touched his skin, and a shiver ran down his body, the area around him so real, he swore he was in a different world.

	Caleb turned to see a beautiful angel with long black wings stabbing out from her back.

	“Welcome to Lewd Saga: Unbound,” the angel said with a warm smile

	    

	 


Chapter 3

	The Pact

	 

	Caleb could not take his eyes off the angel. She had long black hair, and a golden dress. 

	The angel’s wings folded to her back as she stepped closer to Caleb. The closer she came, the more Caleb relaxed. He was mesmerized by her as she approached him. When she stood before him, he looked into her golden eyes.

	“My name is Drema. I am your personal aid in the world of Lewd Saga: Unbound. I am here to help you with information, history, character creation, and anything else you may need during your many stays with us.

	“And don’t worry about time here. There is a time dilation in effect. One hour here is a few days within the game world. We can take your time as we create your character and introduce you to the world.”

	Caleb regained his wits, and stood at ease. A question filled his mind, but Drema continued speaking.

	“You’re most likely wondering what’s the difference between this Lewd Saga server and the previous first one. To start, LSU is private and players are here by invitation only. There are currently three-hundred and eight players in this world, you included.

	“Lewd Saga Unbound is a little more than the other worlds out there. Here, you are free to live a true digital life. You may explore any kinks that you enjoy, without judgement or regret. The server is private, but the world of Lukken is vast.

	“The only kink not allowed is with minors. All minds are scanned when they enter. If such a kink is known, the person is reported to the authorities.”

	Drema lifted a finger and touched Caleb’s chin. She looked upon him with sultry, needful eyes.

	“But you don’t have to worry about any of that. We have an idea of what you like, and this is a safe place for you to discuss, and enjoy. There is also plenty of adventure to be had. You have nothing to worry about. I am here to aid you, and help you enjoy the world. Do you have any questions?”

	Caleb blinked.

	“I have a lot of questions, but first, thank you. Thank you for being here to help me adjust to the world.”

	Drema nodded.

	“Of course. We just want you to be part of our community. Now, where do you wish to begin?”

	Caleb looked away, thinking about everything. The forest was so real to his senses, and the excitement of being here began to build. But he controlled his spirit as he tried to figure out what he would be in this world.

	“I do have some requests, but I’m not sure this world will be able to supply it.”

	“What do you wish for?” Drema asked simply.

	Caleb nodded as a bird flew overhead through the trees.

	“The old Lewd Saga only allowed for static classes like paladin, rogue, knight, and so on. I was always a player who liked multi-classed characters.”

	“Lewd Saga has changed since its earlier iterations. A starter multiclass character is possible now. Which classes would you like to multi-class?”

	“Warlock and rogue,” Caleb said instantly. “Mostly a warlock first. I love all the dark magic and secret knowledge one gets from a patron being.”

	Drema nodded. 

	“It’s done. Your character is now multi-classed, but there is more we must discuss before you can start playing.”

	Drema moved to Caleb’s side. He turned slightly to see a large fallen log behind them. Drema touched his chest as they both sat down on the log. She ran her hand across his chest and down to his stomach, her eyes only on him.

	“Is this better?” Drema asked.

	Caleb nodded with a small smile.

	“Yes, it is,” he said.

	Drema nodded before she began speaking, “To be part of this world, we must discuss some things I hope you are comfortable with. It can be difficult for some to discuss their kinks openly. I am here to assure you that it is only us. There is no one else to hear what we are saying, and our logs are encrypted to only you and I, so one else may read them.

	“Is there a kink, or three, you would like to talk about?”

	Caleb parted his lips, but then closed them. He stared at nothing, unsure what to say.

	“I can help you with feeling a little more comfortable,” Drema said as her hand fell to his growing bulge.

	“We can take it slow, right?” Caleb asked.

	“We can take it as fast, or as slow as you wish?” Drema said with a sultry edge.

	Caleb knew he needed time to work up the courage. He didn’t feel like he could just blurt it out, even if the conversation was private.

	“Maybe we can focus on character building. Do you wish to name your character and distribute your attribute points?”

	“Yes,” Caleb said simply.

	2D blue screens appeared before him. Caleb lifted his hands and started tapping at the screen like it was a normal day on the web-net.

	A list of attribute points and the scale appeared before him on a screen.

	Attribute Scale

	1: Weak

	2 to 3: Average

	4 to 5: Above Average

	6 to 7: Advanced

	8 to 10: Supernatural

	11: Titan 

	12: God-like

	 

	You have 31 Attribute Points for your beginning character. Because you have chosen Warlock-Rogue, you must allocate points to Charisma and Dexterity. Starting player cannot exceed past seven on the scale. 

	 

	Caleb began assigning points into their places. He had played so many games; it all came naturally to him. When he was finished, he looked over his stats.

	Attributes

	Strength: 3

	Intelligence: 5

	Wisdom: 4

	Dexterity: 6

	Stamina: 6 

	Charisma: 7

	 

	Caleb then looked over his character. It was incomplete, even though he had chosen what classes he wanted.

	“Everything will change once we affirm what you would like to experience,” Drema added.

	Caleb looked at her, the angel close, her hand on his thigh.

	“Much like the real world, everything here is centered on sex, kinks, and fetishes. But, let's focus on you. What do you enjoy when it comes to any kind of game or world?”

	Caleb smiled.

	“I do enjoy building a kingdom, and even a dynasty. I love medieval politics. I like growing my power, but I also love dark secrets and knowledge. I,” Caleb trailed off.

	Drema squeezed his thigh.

	“It’s alright. You have nothing to fear, from me, or any others. We may be a small server, but that doesn’t make it any less powerful. Here, you can live any life you wish.”

	Caleb gave a solemn nod, his gaze at the ground before him.

	“I know you told me not to worry, but in truth, I’m not worried about my kinks. I am worried I may be denied them. I don’t want to waste anyone’s time, even in a game. My heart won’t be in it if I can’t enjoy it the way I want to enjoy it.”

	Drema looked at Caleb with knowing eyes. She lowered her chin on his shoulder, giving him a deep, sensual gaze.

	“I can taste your desires. It’s like an aura around you. There are many others who enjoy the same kinks as you do. That is why you are here, so you can be among friends, and lovers.”

	Caleb turned his head slightly as Drema moved her lips closer to his ear, while squeezing his thigh.

	“We all have those unspoken urges and desires. They whisper like ghosts in the night. They sneak into our thoughts during mundane tasks, or intimate self-pleasure. Names you want to say as you reach that favored, and messy climax. 

	“It’s okay. You’re normal wanting to explore things most don’t talk about. But here, you can enjoy such pleasures. Once the words are said, everything will change, for the better.”

	Caleb looked down. The unspoken urges coiled around his spirit and squeezed. He felt such a pull he never felt before. Drema’s words were infectious to his soul. 

	Why can’t I be honest? Sira…wanted to enjoy such a bond. I was the good brother by not being the thing that always resides in me, within us. It’s not just me. She feels it too. I don’t want to be an animal, but that doesn’t stop the animal that always resides in me.

	Caleb nodded to himself, making the decision. He felt lighter thinking about it. Now, he would be honest with it, and himself.

	“I love my sister, or better yet, my sisters. I also love my mother. I love them as my family, but also in another way. I think of them when I orgasm. I whisper their names when I come. I know it may be wrong, but I can’t help it. It’s taboo and I want more of it, and not so strangely, they want it too,” Caleb confessed.

	Drema looked at Caleb with understanding eyes.

	“We know, and we understand. You have nothing to fear. We can create this for you, but I must be allowed to scan your mind a little deeper, just to further understand it, with your consent, of course.”

	Caleb chuckled.

	“Scan my mind. I want to see where this adventure will take me,” he said.

	“Take us,” Drema said before she lifted her head and her eyes turned white.

	Caleb felt something sink deeper into his head. He felt sleepy as the world dimmed around him.

	Just as quickly as it came, the forest returned to normal.

	Caleb watched as Drema stood up. She walked a few feet before him, and then turned around to face him.

	Caleb watched with focused eyes as the angel’s wings slid into Drema’s body. Her pale skin turned a light, primal green. Her long hair turned from black to a dark, mossy green. Her body grew taller, and bigger until she was seven-feet tall. Her bust inflated more as her clothes turned into mossy outfit with a draping loincloth to her ankles. Thick green thighs were revealed. Caleb’s gaze traveled from her thighs to her large breasts. His gaze moved to her beautiful features. Curved horns stabbed upwards with sharp points.

	“Drema is no more. For before you is your patron being. I am Izzoreth, the Deepmother. I grant you power if you accept me. But before you do, I have a quest for you that you must complete.

	“What is your name, my warlock?”

	Caleb stood up. He walked to Drema, now turned into Izzoreth. He gazed at her womanly beauty. His spirit lifted at the chance to live a life he always dreamed.

	Caleb knelt to one knee; his head bowed before the Deepmother.

	“Vael Whisper,” Caleb said with confidence before he lifted his gaze to Izzoreth. “I will be your loyal warlock in exchange for everything I want, and more.”

	Izzoreth knelt to both knees. She wrapped a hand with long fingers behind his back while her other hand touched his cheek. Her sea-green eyes stared down at Vael with primal warmth.

	Caleb felt the change rippled through his body. His plain clothes turned into fantasy clothes. He had a satchel at his hip and leather strap across his chest. A long cloak unfurled from around his neck. The name he loved to use with most games sank into his spirit. 

	“Vael Whisper, you are mine and I am yours. I will be your patron, but I will also be the source of your power, like a mother to their grown child. Yet, unlike other patrons, I will stay to the shadows as we travel and carve out our destiny. I am Velnari, the first mothers of this world who birthed monsters. Most only know us as the Deepmothers, but we are the eldritch and primal mothers of all.”

	Izzoreth’s eyes weakened as her lips moved closer to Vael’s lips.   

	“I bestow on you some of my power, so we may be bonded.”

	Vael also moved his lips toward Izzoreth’s green lips. When they touched, power flowed into him. A river of energy blasted at his spirit as their lips lingered in the kiss, and tongues slid into mouths.

	When the power and energy settled, his hunger called for more. Vael lifted his hand and grabbed at her mossy dress, pulling down her top. Full breasts were free with green erect nipples. The fullness of flesh filled Vael’s hand as he gently cupped and enjoyed her warmth.

	Izzoreth pulled back with a smile. 

	“My eager warlock. Know this, I will be your mother in this world. You may call me such at your leisure. I will adore you as you grow your power, your harem, our destiny.”

	Izzoreth grabbed at Vael as they rocked backwards onto her back. She grinned with sharp teeth as Vael touched and molested her. Their clothes vanished with a thought. Vael was over the now naked deepmother. Her light green skin was flawless. She had an hourglass, nearly rubenesque figure. Green hair curled around her slit. Vael lifted himself onto his knees, his cock thick, hard, and throbbing. He took in her glory, her slit leaking honey-sap.

	“My warlock. How could I deny such an eager cock from my most faithful?” Izzoreth smiled warmly.

	Madness struck Vael as he was on her. The tip of his cock touched her slit as his lips latched onto her nipple. He sucked on her while a gasp and a moan escaped her lips. She held him to her as his cock parted her slit to his slow invasion.

	“Fill me up. Oh, my warlock, you feel incredible,” she moaned.

	Vael’s hand moved between them as he continued to suck on her nipple. He reached down as his cock was nearing the hilt. He explored her as wetness dripped from their connection. When his finger touched her clit, Izzoreth moaned more.

	“Yes,” she whispered as pleasure whipped at her senses.

	Vael was lost in the moment, accepting his patron and mother figure in his new life. His cock grew thicker as he rubbed her clit. Her moans grew as he licked at her nipple. Sensitive tingling sent shocks through her nipple, clit, and cunt, through her divine body. Izzoreth looked at the man on her, and her eyes rolled into her head.

	Vael’s hips began to push and pulled back. He massaged her nipple with his tongue and lips. Heat and scents rose from their bodies. 

	“Yes, fuck me like the primal being you are,” Izzoreth moaned louder with her eyes rolled into her head.

	Vael couldn’t control himself, his hips slamming into her inner thighs and sending shockwaves along her flesh. The moment spun on into needful grunting.

	Izzoreth’s mouth made a perfect oval, before pleasure exploded within. Her body shuddered hard as she embraced Vael. She let out hungry moans as a series of magical explosions rippled along her nerves. 

	Vael heard his patron’s moans and his cock thickened. He admitted to himself a long time ago, moans were his weakness. He loved to hear them and know them. He imagined them from those he loved, and then he lost his control.

	The warlock grunted hard as thick spurts of seed flooded his patron’s tight inner world. He pushed and pushed, draining his soul into her as she moaned her delight. When it was over, he wrapped his lips around her nipple as his hips continued to move back and forth. Thick come and honey dripped from their connection.

	“My passionate warlock,” Izzoreth said as she held him close to her. “I think we are going to have a delicious time together.”

	Vael let go of her nipple and lifted his face to his patron’s face.

	“I’m ready,” Vael said with weak eyes.

	“Yes, you are,” Izzoreth let out a small giggle. “Let’s further seal this pact, and then, we can truly begin.”

	 


Chapter 4

	The Beginning

	 

	The sun set in the distance. The burnt orange sky turned into a dark cloak filled with stars. The sounds of creatures of the night began to fill the forest, as two beings sat against a large log, their bodies close together.

	Vael looked on with dreamy and relaxed eyes. Pleasure ran up and down his cock, Izzoreth stroking him as she snuggled close. Her lips were close to his neck, as their body heat kept away the evening chill.

	Vael had lost track of everything but the touch of bodies. The lengths the pair went to know each other was extensive, and pleasurable. 

	Izzoreth stroked her new warlock, enjoying the feel of her cock in his hand. She made slow, loving strokes, her lips making a small, happy smile.

	“It’s not only your mind that is scanned, but your body as well. Most new players want adjustments to their sizes, from cocks and breasts to butts and vaginas. All of them need to be what they imagine. Sometimes, they can be comically large, but not you.

	“Your size is perfect. Already larger than average, I wouldn’t change a thing, my warlock,” Izzoreth whispered.

	Vael nodded, lost to her masterful touch.

	“May I call you, Deepmother?” Vael asked like he was mesmerized.

	“I would be honored,” Izzoreth said with a sultry smirk.

	Vael nodded again.

	“What happens after this?”

	“Anything we want. I do enjoy sucking on your throbbing manhood. You taste so good. I could have my nourishment from drinking down your seed. The deepmothers were always primal beings. We can survive anything, but the seed and honey from men and women has always been the tastiest of meals.”

	“You feel really good, Deepmother,” Vael exhaled as his cock thickened.

	“You feel good in me, on me, or to my touch. I knew I chose well. You have that need that cannot be understood, not truly. Let me guess, sex was never the hard part of your relationships. They never seemed to work out?”

	“No, they didn’t,” Vael answered.

	Izzoreth nodded as she stroked him slowly.

	“It was what lurks in the heart, isn’t it?”

	Vael stared.

	“I almost feel bad to admit it.”

	“That is why you can be free here. Many of the monsters I birthed, when they matured, came back to love me, and fuck me. They loved to push into my pussy. Fucking me with manic, or loving glee. I accepted them because I loved them, and wanted them too.

	“But now I have you, and what is to come.”

	Izzoreth parted her lips and bent her head down. She wrapped her lips around Vael’s cock and sucked on it gently, teasing him with long, loving strokes.

	“Deepmother,” Vael whispered as pleasure ran up and down his cock.

	She murmured with her mouth full.

	“I’m coming,” Vael said before he grunted hard.

	Izzoreth drank down the spurts of seed splashing into her throat. She hummed a little more, drinking down another obscene load from her warlock.

	Vael let out a long, relaxed exhale. He leaned his head back as he felt his deepmother milk his cock of every last drop of his seed. Even after coming so many times, he was still half hard in her mouth as she licked at his head.

	When Izzoreth pulled up her head, she licked her lips and looked at Vael with subdued joy in her warm gaze.

	The deepmother slowly stood up and stood before her warlock. She eyed him like a piece of candy, but something else slithered into her mind.

	“We can stay here for as long as you like, but I have a quest that we must complete. It will be our main one, and when we finish, there will be more to ensure our destiny is achieved.”

	Vael stood up. With a thought, his clothes appeared on his body again. A mossy green loincloth and top appeared along Izzoreth’s body as well. Crickets played in the background as the pair stood before each other.

	Izzoreth gave Vael a warm smile.

	“When you arrived, I felt your soul was not complete. That is why, before we can begin to build your kingdom, you will need to gather the pieces of your soul before we may continue.

	“You are but one piece of four. But hear me, even if you find the other three pieces, your soul can grow stronger by adding more. And let us not forget, to build a kingdom, you must have a total of four souls to make an alliance, or family. An added ten-thousand gold from each would be enough to gain a starter castle, and create a small town to attract villagers.

	“But what I want from this quest is something a little more. There are no temples to the deepmothers, not anymore. Many across Lukken have forgotten what we have created. Building your kingdom will be important because a temple dedicated to the deepmothers will be needed. Do we understand each other?”

	“Yes, I understand,” Vael said with confidence.

	“Good,” Izzoreth nodded. “That is why, since you have proven your worth, I will grant you a little more power than what is normally given to new players,” she said as she touched his cheek with her palm.

	Vael leaned into it a little, enjoying the sensation.

	“Call up your character sheet, and see what I have given you,” Izzoreth smiled.

	Vael called up his character sheet and looked it over.

	Vael Whisper

	Class: Warlock-Rogue

	Hit Points: 24  

	Gold: 20

	Mana Shards: 0

	Souls: 0

	 

	Patron: Izzoreth the Deepmother. (Valnari)

	 

	Attributes

	Strength: 3

	Intelligence: 5

	Wisdom: 4

	Dexterity: 6

	Stamina: 6 

	Charisma: 7

	 

	Abilities

	Warlock Abilities

	Veil of Temptation (1/1)

	Soul Drain (2/2)

	 

	Eldritch

	Kiss of Submission: (2) 

	Velvet Chains (2/2)

	 

	Rogue (Swashbuckler)

	Fancy Footwork (2)

	Rakish Audacity (2)

	 

	Mana Spheres 

	Dark: 2

	Body: 2

	 

	Skills

	Combat: 3

	Perception: 3

	Stealth: 4

	Tracking: 3

	Wilderness Survival: 2

	Forbidden Knowledges: 5

	Speech: 6

	Seduction: 6

	 

	Equipment 

	Short sword 

	Dagger

	Satchel of Holding

	Rations: 8

	Bedroll

	Tent

	Rope

	 

	Vael visually drank in the information. It was extensive, and he wondered if he even needed to see all of it at once. With a quick check, he could call parts of information up when he needed it. Some of it came to the foreground. He looked over his abilities, committing them to memory.

	“As you can see, I have given you the abilities of a warlock and a rogue. You may use each one only a certain number of times, after a long rest. Their power grows when you use mana shards to increase the degree of each mana sphere. This world uses mana shards to increase any of your abilities. The higher your mana sphere, the more costly it will be to increase it.

	“The number of mana shards to increase a degree doubles each time. I have gifted you with two degrees in your two mana spheres. For each degree, you may use an ability.”

	A screen appeared in his side view and he glanced at it.

	Eldritch Invocations:

	
	● Kiss of Submission: Charm Person and Suggestion are flavored as irresistible temptations and whispered promises.

	● Velvet Chains: Use Hold Person flavored as silken bonds of pleasure.



	Rogue Abilities (Swashbuckler):

	
	● Fancy Footwork: Combines with his warlock glamor to dance around the battlefield.

	● Rakish Audacity: Charisma adds to initiative and Sneak Attack triggers even when alone.



	“I will grant you more abilities each time you increase your Mana Spheres,” Izzoreth said.

	Another screen appeared before Vael, detailing the amount of man spheres needed to increase a mana sphere by a degree.

	Mana Sphere Degrees

	Mana Shards needed to Advance.

	1st Degree: 2

	2nd Degree: 4

	3rd Degree: 8

	4th Degree: 16

	5th Degree: 32

	6th Degree: 64

	7th Degree: 128

	8th Degree: 256

	9th Degree: 512

	10th Degree: 1,024

	11th Degree: 2,048

	12th Degree: 4,096

	 

	Vael’s eyes moved from side to side. He quickly surmised he would need a total of sixteen mana shards to bring his Dark and Body mana spheres to the third degree. When he saw a small line listed as “Souls,” he stared at it.

	Izzoreth kept her sultry, evil smile.

	“Yes, warlocks are the only class that can harvest souls. You need ten souls to make a single mana shard. Yes, it’s intensive, but it gives you another way to help gain more power.”

	Vael’s gaze moved to two abilities on his character sheet that he did not see explained.

	“Those skills are the most insidious. They are also part of your basic warlock abilities,” Izzoreth whispered as she moved her lips to his ear. “Veil of Temptation is a powerful one. You may perform it once per long rest. It will stop an enemy, or enemies from attacking you. They will be entranced by your appearance. If they manage to resist it, they will be at a slight disadvantage. The effect lasts for about a minute, but more than enough time to talk, or slaughter your enemies and rivals.

	“As for Soul Drain, standard warlock ability. Per long rest, you may only drain the same number as your Dark Mana Sphere degree. For you, that would be two per long rest. If only you were elven. Instead of seven hours, you would only need four.

	“But I digress, you may only use Soul Drain on someone who is wounded. The graver their condition, the easier it is to take their soul. Don’t worry about needing a receptacle, you can store those souls within you. They are yours to hold, or place into an object. If the object is destroyed, the soul will escape.”

	Vael nodded and looked up into Izzoreth’s eyes. 

	“Do my abilities work on everyone?” Vael asked.

	Izzoreth nodded with a crazed look in her eyes.

	“Everyone,” she said.

	Vael gave her smile.

	With a thought, he activated his Velvet Chains ability. Energy poured out from the sides of his body. Izzoreth took a step back as ghostly, silken chains wrapped around her wrists and arms. She pulled back, only to find a heavy resistance.

	Vael nodded as the chains pulled down and forced her to her knees. She pulled at the chains, unable to break free.

	“I had to test my theory,” Vael said as he stood over her.

	Izzoreth let out a grunt, trying to break the chains.

	“A being of your power should have resisted it easily, but it is true, the deepmothers have lost their strength because they are forgotten. Without faith, you are weakened, like most divine beings.

	“You gave me the last of your power to ensure I would make your temples and regain your former power and glory.”

	Izzoreth growled as she tried to pull away from the faint silken chains.

	“You don’t have anything to fear. My allegiance is to you. It will always be to you.”

	The deepmother’s struggle weakened. She looked up at him with glassy eyes.

	“I want what we want. But I also want you to be my mother in this world. I want you to know my love, and never waver for what it means for both of us,” Vael said as he reached into his leggings and pulled out his throbbing cock.

	Izzoreth looked down on it and licked her lips.

	“I know a point will come where you will become much more powerful than I, but I want us to always be intimate. I want a strong relationship between us, and everyone we bring to our side,” he said as he rubbed the head of his cock against her lips.

	Izzoreth’s tongue snaked out and licked at Vael’s throbbing head. She looked up with seductive, hungry eyes.      

	“My mother of monsters. My own urges are monstrous at times. This is Lewd Saga: Unbound. I will definitely test the limits of that,” he said as he pushed his cock into her mouth.

	Izzoreth moaned in her throat as she gently sucked on his cock. Her head moved, bobbing a little as she enjoyed his taste. 

	Vael touched the side of her head, enjoying every long stroke of her firm lips. He watched as they dragged along his member with dreamy sensations. 

	“That’s a good deepmother. I love how you suck my cock. These are only some of the pleasures we will enjoy, but we must earn our relationship. You must know how important we are to each other.”

	Izzoreth moaned louder as the faint, silken chains pulled her arms out to her sides.

	Vael’s hips moved, pushing himself along her tight mouth. He looked down as she let out dreamy, muffled moans.

	The point of no return rapidly approached. He could not deny the power and excitement of this new life. When her muffled moans grew, his cock thickened. Thick spurts painted the back of her throat. The deepmother’s lips still moved along the shaft, milking and drinking some of his seed.

	When Vael pulled his manhood from her mouth, a spurt of seed splashed against her cleavage. Vael watched as his come dripped from Izzoreth’s lips, and joined the dripping come on her chest. It slid between her breasts and the deepmother let out a haunting, sultry laugh.

	“Yes, to all of it. Let us live this new life as we take what is ours, everything,” Izzoreth said before she licked her lips.

	Vael nodded as a cool breeze washed for them, a sky of stars twinkling overhead.

	 


Chapter 5

	Velvale

	 

	The path along the forest was spotty. A grey sky filled the heavens as a pair of travelers made their way along the incomplete road.

	“It would appear, not all of, what did you call it, Aeloria is populated?” Vael asked as he walked, his gaze moving from side to side.

	Izzoreth nodded. The divine deepmother had shapeshifted into an under six-feet-tall woman, with green skin. She had a cloak with a hood, and normal traveling clothes. She was unarmed, but Vael walked with his hand on his short sword.

	“If we run into trouble, will I be the only one fighting?” Vael asked.

	“It depends,” Izzoreth smirked.

	Vael shook his head.

	“I’m glad I asked. I would have hated to experience it, especially if the odds were against me. But since we are on the subject, should I perish, how long before I respawn?”

	“It used to be three days. This kept certain power gamers from taking advantage. Death has weight in this world, but the owners of this world shortened it to one day. Since the player base is so small, they didn’t want anyone to get too frustrated.”

	Vael moved a branch out of the way, holding it as his patron deepmother slipped by. His gaze fell to her covered, full ass and he smiled.

	“Like what you see?” Izzoreth said with a sultry tone as she looked over her shoulder.

	“I do, but it seems you see more than I thought.”

	“I am a patron being. I have beyond normal senses. I can also tell when you’re looking at me. But don’t concern yourself, I like it when you do it.”

	“My slutty deepmother,” Vail chuckled.

	“Take me in the forest again? Last night was incredible. I’m going to get used to being on my knees,” Izzoreth laughed.

	“Are deepmothers always so horny?” Vael smiled.

	Izzoreth let out a haunting laugh as they walked side by side.

	“It’s how the monsters of the world were created. Divine beings came to Lukken, and we were wanting. The orgies lasted thousands of years, creating a whole host of creatures to live in this world,” Izzoreth said, and then sighed.

	“Those were magical days and nights. By today’s standards, I would be considered a MILF, or a cougar. Either way, I do enjoy young men who need their cocks drained.”

	Izzoreth looked over to Vael. 

	“But there is only one cock I want now. When you’re ready, think of all the monsters we can have together.”

	Vael chuckled. Izzoreth had a lot of things he wanted in a lover, but there was still a piece of him that wanted more.

	A sudden pull tugged at his heart, and Vael slowed his pace. A sensation gently pulled at his soul, and he let out a long exhale.

	Izzoreth lifted a thin eyebrow.

	“So soon? This is a surprise,” she said.

	“So soon?” Vael said as he glanced at her.

	Vael’s perception caught the movement of a few shadows. He grabbed the handle of his short sword and drew it.

	“Get ba,” was all Vael said before an arrow struck the tree next to him.

	Vael’s eyes narrowed as a female goblin held a bow and was pulling another arrow. Two more goblins charged with daggers in their hands.

	“Let’s test out some things,” Vael whispered as he used his Fancy Footwork ability. 

	Mana surged into his body as he quickly dodged and spun from daggers stabbing out from the attacking goblins. He smirked as his movements turned into drunk spins and feints. 

	The goblins growled as they couldn’t seem to land a stab or a slice.

	An arrow shot through the air, Vael twisting his body as the arrow missed his neck by half an inch. He glanced at the red-headed goblin and her large, yellow eyes widened.

	The goblins stopped trying to stab him and the pair launched at the quick man. Vael chuckled as he used his Velvet Chains ability. Faint, silken chains latched onto their wrists and pulled. The goblins were slammed down to their knees. They hissed and growled as they tried to pull free. 

	“Now now, none of that,” Vael said as he slashed across, slicing their throats in one swing.

	The goblin’s eyes widened. The cut was not deep enough to kill right away, but deep enough for them to start bleeding out. The silken chains held them in place.

	Vael observed that he had to use both charges of his Velvet Chains. He noted that the ability could only be used per person.

	Vael glanced up at the goblin with the bow, an arrow pointed at him.

	“What a pretty goblin. You wouldn’t want to hurt your love interest, would you?” Vael said as he unleashed his Veil of Temptation.

	The goblin’s eyes were stern for a blink of time, before they widened in dreamy awe. She dropped her bow and fell to her hands and knees with wide, starry eyes.

	“Thank you. I will be getting to you in a moment, but your compatriots tried to stab me, which was rather rude,” Vael smirked as he sheathed his sword and put a hand on each of their shoulders, standing between them.

	“Please spare me. I didn’t like them anyway. They weren’t very nice to me,” the goblin smiled.

	Vael gave her a wink as black veins thickened along the places the warlock-rogue touched. Living energy sank into Vael’s hands, the feeling of their souls nearly overwhelming him. Their energy crawled into his own, until they formed two glowing orbs, close to his soul.

	The goblin lets out weak exhales as they dropped dead.

	Vael looked at his hand, but screens filled his gaze.

	Vael Whisper

	Class: Warlock-Rogue

	Hit Points: 24  

	Gold: 20

	Mana Shards: 0

	Souls: 2

	 

	Abilities

	Eldritch

	Veil of Temptation (0/1)

	Soul Drain (0/2)
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	“Incredible power. I feel it, coursing through my veins,” Vael whispered.

	Hands touched his shoulders from behind. Green lips moved to his ear.

	“Yes, you are,” Izzoreth snickered. “I loved the display. It also looks like you didn’t need me, my warlock.”

	Vael gave a small nod, power glowing in his mind and his spirit.

	The red-haired goblin stumbled closer. She was busty, with wide hips. She fell before Vael and Izzoreth, her head down.

	“I beg for my freedom. Please, take my body as your prize and then let me go. I will do anything you ask,” she pleaded.

	Vael and Izzoreth glanced at each other.

	“You defeated them, and she is yours to take. There is no law for bargaining for one’s freedom, or anything else,” the deepmother grinned.

	“Please, my lord. Teach me a harsh lesson I will never forget,” the goblin said as she looked up with needful eyes.

	Vael tapped the side of his chin. Using his abilities, and the rush of battle, caused his urges to want more. But he held back his desires. He looked upon the goblin, but the need to dominate her didn’t surface. It was something he had done before in other games. No, this was different. He wanted something else.

	“You may go. And remember, it was Vael Whisper who set you free. Tell all about our encounter. Tell them my deadly prowess of combat, and my generous nature,” Vael said with sly confidence.

	The goblin nodded with confused eyes as she stood up.

	“You don’t want to claim your prize? You can fuck me in my ass,” she said as she blinked her big eyes.

	“Maybe when we next meet,” he winked.

	The goblin’s green cheeks glowed a little pink. She then turned and darted into the forest, looking over her shoulder once before vanishing in the shadows. 

	Izzoreth sighed.

	“I would have loved to watch,” the deepmother said with forlorn eyes.

	Vael chuckled.

	“I could have a dozen goblins if I wanted, but I want something more and we both know it,” Vael stated.

	The deepmother nodded.

	“The world will give you many different encounters. Plenty of ways to enjoy yourself. It also learns from each encounter to tailor the game more to your specific tastes.”

	“That’s well and good, but I want to know more about these pieces of my soul I must find. You told me it was an ongoing quest, but why? What makes them so special?”

	Izzoreth pulled her hands away from Vael’s shoulders and leaned against a standing tree, her gaze dripping with lust.

	“If I tell you, it will spoil the surprise,” she smiled.

	“Surprise? It doesn’t take much to know you created a family in this game, one I am part of, that I must find to gain the pieces of my soul. I want to know, why should I care?”

	“And you don’t want to meet that family, or what they may be like?” Izzoreth said with sharp eyes.

	Vael parted his lips, but no words came out. He looked to the side, wondering how deep that initial scan of his mind was? Did they probe his deepest desires? Will the people he met be just like his family in reality?

	“You need time to adjust to this world. All players do. But when you reach it, you will wonder why you didn’t find this place sooner,” Izzoreth winked.

	“Building a kingdom and a dynasty doesn’t happen overnight, I know this, but it was something I always craved. Too many worlds make it easy to accomplish. I want a challenge. I want it to be something I earned,” Vael stated.

	“And you will, my lover. But first, things must be in place before we start preparing Lukken for your ascension.”

	Vael nodded.

	Izzoreth looked at Vael, seeing his eyes glimmer at the many prospects.

	“Let’s keep going. We will need to rest for the night, someplace safe,” Izzoreth said warmly.

	Vael woke from his thoughts and nodded.

	“Yes, let’s keep going,” he said as he started walking, finding a patch of the path after only a few steps.

	***

	The dark sky turned black as evening approached. A pair of figures walk along a faded path, with only some glowing lights in the distance.

	Vael looked ahead, his eyes gleaming in the dark. He took note of the cluster of structures and hanging lanterns.

	“A town, at last,” Vael said as he led the way.

	“Lukken doesn’t have many cities or towns. The whole continent is wild and untamed,” Izzoreth added from behind.

	“I love all your little tidbits. It’s like you’re a loading screen from some of the ancient games in the past,” Vael smirked.

	Izzoreth gave her warlock a razor grin in the dark.

	“I’m not sure if I should take it as a compliment, or an insult. I will have to say, I will choose, insult,” she said and then cackled.

	Vael couldn’t hide his amusement. Izzoreth was growing on him with each passing moment. She was not only beautiful, but filled her role well as patron and mother figure. He would gladly suck on her nipples as she moaned in delight.

	Izzoreth stopped in her tracks.

	Vael heard her stop, and turned to her with curious eyes.

	“I need to feed,” she said. “As much as I would like to taste you in my throat, there is a rabbit or wolf I would rather consume. Enjoy your time in town. I will be close by, maybe.”

	Vael eyed her for a breath, before he nodded.

	Izzoreth grinned before she stepped back into the shadows and was gone from Vael’s sight.

	Vael turned back to the path and started walking.

	It didn’t take him long to reach the small town. He stepped onto their Main Street, seeing large windows with signs hanging out front that read, “Massage Parlors.” Each one had their own unique name above, but the main business they performed were in bold letters on the signs.

	Laughter and shouts filled the area. Dark allies had couples kissing. Some of the parlor windows showed full displays of bodies in the middle of intimate connections. There was no drop of modesty, the town embracing what they liked to enjoy.

	Other shops next to those places were odd, their signs telling potential customers they can buy witchy or necromancer items for sale, from powders to corpses for the right price. 

	The street lanterns held mostly glowing lights, but some of them had red or blue glows. There were even clusters of different colored lights together before a business. Vael guessed it was to help guide players to what they wanted.

	Below, or along the poles of the street lanterns were a different matter entirely. Skulls hung from them with old ropes. Some of the skulls were in clusters, staring in all directions with their dark, hollow eyes. The more Vael looked around, the more skull and bone imagery seemed to paint the walls of shops. 

	A lizard woman appeared from an alley. She walked up to Vael, her top low enough to show the areola of her nipples. She had a thick tail that swept from side to side, moving her ankle high dress. 

	The lizard woman curled her arm around Vael’s arm as they walked side by side. Vael didn’t feel a threat as she looked at him with sultry serpent eyes.

	“Welcome to Velvale, stranger. Would you like to have some fun in the alley. I can be as dirty as you want. I just like to sleep with humans, handsome ones like you,” she hissed.

	Vael looked at her. Iridescent scales ran along her forehead, cheeks, and along her neck. Her face was green and humanoid. He found her beautiful, but he wasn’t looking for alley sex. Not now at least.

	“Thank you, but not at the moment. I was wondering more about this town?”

	The lizard woman gave a small nod.

	“Velvale is small, but many who come here are necromancers, witches, and warlocks. They are young, like you, looking for knowledge and adventure. 

	“Is that why you have come here?” she asked.

	Vael gave her a sly smile, while his hand slipped into his belt pouch.

	“Perhaps. Can you tell me a little more about the town, like ways to make some extra coin?” he asked as he slipped her a gold coin.

	The lizard woman gave him a loving smile as she palmed the coin, and then placed it in her dress pocket.

	“There is much coin to be had, if you look in the right direction. Go to the “Black Shroud Inn & Tavern, Room Six. It’s in the center of town. There, you will find a necromancer who is looking for others to join her. She is offering a thousand gold coins for contract work.

	“A handsome warlock like you would surely be in the right company,” she said, ending it with a kiss on Vael’s cheek.

	“Thank you, beautiful stranger. Maybe when I finish with a few things, we can enjoy some alley sex together.”

	The lizard woman unfurled her arm. She gave Vael a sultry glance before she vanished into a dark alley.

	Vael mentally wished her well before turning and looking at the inn and tavern. He continued to walk closer to it, seeing that it was the centerpiece of this town. It was four storeys tall, and very wide. It had a gothic bell tower on top. Poles stabbed out above the entrance, clusters of skulls and bones hanging like a warning.

	Vael couldn’t resist the power of the place, or the town. A sense of dread and shadow swamped the area, and he found it irresistible. He made his way to the front steps, climbed them onto the wrap-around porch, and walked toward the double-door entrance.

	He pushed a door open with one hand. When it opened fully, his gaze drank in the drunken singing and laughing filling the main room.

	The place was packed with bodies. Everyone was cloaked in black, and some of them were wearing witchy hats. It reminded Vael of an old western saloon, but much more gothic. The lanterns spun colors as bodies danced to pulsating music. A bar lined a wall, and bartenders served glowing drinks. Some of the patrons talked in small crowds. Others danced with little to no shame.

	It was Vael’s kind of place.

	A hand lifted before he could enter further. He turned to see a troll woman in a lacey black dress.

	“Can I help you, warlock?” she said, eyeliner along the edges of her eyes.

	“Room Six,” he said plainly.

	The beautiful troll nodded.

	“Still need to know if you’re staying the night, joining the party, drinks, food, and entrance fee?” she said plainly.

	“How much?” he smiled.

	The troll woman didn’t smile back.

	“One gold coin, for all,” she stated.

	Vael pulled one from his belt pouch and flipped a gold coin with his thumb at her. She caught it gracefully with her thick, blue fingers.

	“Welcome to the Back Shroud Inn and Tavern,” she said with a small nod.

	Vael stepped into the flashing lights and pulsating music. It washed over him with dreamy sensations. He pressed through the crowd politely with his hand out. Bodies writhed and moved, parting to the warlock’s presence. When he stepped through, dancing bodies converged and melted back together.

	Vael made it to the back. He saw stairs going up, but there was a corridor beside the stairs, leading deeper in.

	The warlock made his way to the corridor and looked at the room numbers. He knew he was in the right place, the first room with a metal silver one on it. After a short moment of exploring, he found Room Six.

	The door to the room was partly open by a few inches. With one hand on his short sword, he planted his other hand on the door and slowly swung it open. The door didn’t creak as it opened.

	Vael stepped in with cautious senses, a familiar feeling pulling at his soul. Eyes darted around, unsure what to expect. A voice came from another room, loud and annoyed.

	“Not looking to hook up! If you’re here for the job, I need to know your qualifications!” a woman shouted.

	Vael’s brow wrinkled as he stood up straighter in the large chamber.

	A figure stepped out of a side door with a furled brow. She wore a black and purple robe with a metal skull belt buckle. A cloak covered most of her form, except her corset waist and deep pale cleavage. Her arms were partially covered in embroidered arcane designs. She had very long purple hair, braided into one large braid. Her skin was pale, and when she looked at Vael, she stopped in her tracks.

	Vael looked upon the woman, a sudden realization spilling over his mind.

	“Sira!” he said in a low tone, his heart beating like a drum in his chest. 

	 


Chapter 6

	Room Six

	 

	Sira’s eyes widened in surprise. A moment later, her lips parted into a happy smile. 

	Vael stood in shock, seeing his sister in the game. A sudden thought stabbed into his head, thinking none of this was real.

	“Are you too made to look like my sister?” Vael said as he stepped closer, looking her up and down.

	Sira’s eyes glowed with warmth. She lifted her hand and brought it hard across. Vael’s hand shot up, catching her by the wrist. He then turned and pulled her with him until she was in his arms.

	Vael looked down on the beautiful necromancer, his heart thudding in his chest. Memories played in his mind of the times his sister tried to slap him when they were young, for whatever perceived slight, and he always caught them before they landed. 

	“You always were quicker than I was,” the necromancer grinned. 

	Vael’s brow wrinkled in sudden understanding.

	“You sent me the invite to this world,” he said.

	Sira pulled from his hold. She stepped back a little, her eyes betraying her as she looked at him.

	“The name is Nyssa Gravebloom, necromancer,” she smiled.

	Vael stood taller with amused eyes. Before he could say anything, the pull between them grew deeper. A warmth coiled around him the longer he stood in her presence.

	“Nyssa, why are you here?” Vael asked with a curious tone.

	Nyssa put her hands on her hips. “Why wouldn’t I be here?”

	Vael took a step back as his heart beat slowed. He couldn’t believe how close to her real face the digital world would create it. He was looking at his older sister, like she was there with him.

	Nyssa moved to the room door. She closed it shut and locked it. When she turned around, she looked at her younger brother with understanding eyes.

	“I had to close the door. I sent word that I was looking for others to join my group for high adventure. It was all a ruse to get you here to me.

	“I knew you accepted the invite, but the server doesn’t allow us to link up with new players unless we meet them first, and such an invite would have to be okay between both parties. 

	“Since I knew you would take on one of the darker classes, I set up here with a better chance of finding you,” she explained.

	Nyssa stepped closer. When she stood before Vael, she looked up into his gaze.

	A sudden weakness gleamed in Nyssa’s eyes.

	“And now that I have found you, we can start a family quest.”

	A warmth crawled up Vael’s neck. Seeing his older sister in this world caused his emotions to swirl into a maelstrom of lewd dreams and perverted desires. But questions loomed as he took in his sister’s words.

	“Family quest?” Vael asked.

	Nyssa nodded.

	“Our family quest to build a clan and a kingdom. There is so much we need to talk about, but aside from all of that, I am beyond happy seeing you here with me.”

	Vael could hardly believe what he was hearing. He was in the game for barely a whole day. It was like twenty minutes in the real world.

	“I’m still a little tipsy,” Nyssa grinned. “The MEG helmet helps with fighting off the effects. I’m feeling much better, but I knew I had to get you here. To see you.”

	She reached over and slid her fingers between Vael’s fingers.

	“To touch you,” she whispered.

	Vael looked at her with solemn eyes. A truth lingered in the deep grass of revelations.

	“You tricked me into this,” Vael said sternly.

	Nyssa nodded, never hiding the intention.

	“If I asked you, would you have come?”

	Vael was about to say no, when he looked to the side. The deep tension between them, between their whole family was always there. Vael had his own sick perversions, but this in his heart is what he always wanted. And now that it was here, he wasn’t sure if he should indulge.

	“You don’t have to worry, little brother. It’s still in our minds. If our bodies don’t touch the real world, then it never happened. We can enjoy what we always wanted, but could never have,” Nyssa said with a seductive whisper.

	Vael looked at the beautiful necromancer. He lifted their hands up together, and kissed her knuckles. Vael stared as Nyssa stared back. A sense of truth and belonging wrapped around their souls.

	“In this world, my name is Vael Whisper,” he whispered.

	“It suits you. Warlock?”

	“Warlock Rogue,” he answered.

	“Dual class. You never liked to commit to one idea,” she smiled.

	Vael let out a small exhale.

	“Nyssa, this is a lot to take in. I took on a patron who gave me a quest to follow, and now that we found each other, we are to begin a family quest, a clan and kingdom?”

	Nyssa nodded with a small, understanding smile. She led her younger brother to the couch in the main chamber. They sat down next to each other, turned on their sides and looked at each other.

	Nyssa put her hand behind her head, as she gave Vael a shy smile.

	“I don’t know anything about your patron quest, but I can tell you what we’ve planned. And before you ask, Mom and Tila are part of this game as well.”

	Vael blinked.

	“Tila, yes, I understand, but Mom?”

	Nyssa nodded.

	“Mom was complaining to me and Tila about being so lonely. She wanted friends and company. She’s much more open minded than you would think. I bought her a set of Mind’s Eye gear and helped her understand how it works. 

	“Lewd Saga Unbound is an invite only game. One of Tila’s contacts gave her an invite, and she joined. She had so much fun, she sent me and Mom invites. Mom and I have only been playing for over a week. Tila has been here three weeks. 

	“In real life, we talked about meeting up in the game and building a clan kingdom. Everyone loved the idea, but we hit a roadblock. A clan kingdom can only be created by four agreeing members, and ten thousand gold coins each. Since there were only three of us, we knew we wanted you to be our fourth member.”

	Nyssa lifted her hand and touched the side of Vael’s neck. Her eyes took on a dreamy gleam as she looked at him with half-closed eyes.

	“To have you with us, would be a dream come true,” she said weakly.

	Vael wanted to ask why. He had so many questions, but the mood grew between them. Powerful urges sank into his muscles and bones. His beautiful sister sat before him with nothing to stop something they always wanted.

	“Nyssa, I’ve never touched you in that way, because I thought, once I did it, you would reject me,” Vael admitted.

	Nyssa took his hand and pressed it to her full, firm breast. Vael’s hands moved to the touch of her covered flesh, groping her a little as she looked at him with fond eyes.

	“Does this help you understand?”

	Vael was silent, enjoying the feel of Nyssa’s tit. His eyes remained locked on her cleavage, his urges only growling for more.

	“Nyssa, why me?” Vael asked, needing to understand.

	Her eyes took on a deeper knowing as she held his hand to her breast.

	“You have always been with us. You are the man of our family. We trust you. We have always loved you. The temptation has grown over the years, from all of us. But we also know, you have had those feelings for us as well.”

	Vael wasn’t sure how they could know, until the memory struck him.

	The memory played on like a movie in his head. His mind was in a digital world, but his body was naked on his MEG chair. He enjoyed visiting the carnal worlds of dreams and flesh. It was a normal visit for him when he was horny. Models were designed by the visiting creators. The AIs were not very intelligent, unable to think beyond a certain point.

	He remembered how he made models of his mother, younger sister, and older sister. He also called them by their names. His horniness often clouded his mind and judgement at times. The urges were so strong, he simply called out their names as they had sex. The depraved desire went further, in all manner of positions, but sometimes, he simply laid close to them, telling them how much he loved them.

	Sira must have witnessed more than she said. Caleb remembered how she was standing there, in his apartment, with wide eyes. When he took off the helmet, thick globs of come all over himself. In the game, before he logged off, he told the digital versions of the women he loved, how he would make them his and lead them to a happy future. How he would never leave their sides. How he would love them, how they needed to be loved.

	Caleb’s eyes trembled, not in fear or disgust, but in needful urges. Sira had heard all of it. She knew what lurked in his heart. There was a known attraction in the family, but they never knew how deep he loved them. 

	Caleb knew the women of his family talked. There were no secrets between them. He was always an outsider. But now, they all knew his feelings toward them, and made sure that it would all come true, one way, or another.

	Vael’s eyes stopped trembling. He looked at his beautiful sister with a subdued gleam in his gaze.

	“There is no turning back now,” Nyssa said with warm eyes.

	All thoughts fled his mind. Only the growing urges and needs consumed him. He fondled his sister’s digital self, and he knew there was nothing stopping what they all wanted.

	A dark shadow launched through the window of the room so hard, shards of glass went flying into the chamber. Vael grabbed Nyssa as he slammed his shoulder into the couch. The couch tipped and slammed down, their bodies rolling off and leapt into a battle stance. Their boots hit the floor as a pale woman in black stood up, dark energy bleeding from her white hands.

	“You thought you could escape me, thief!” the woman said with a snide look, raven black hair covering half her face.

	“I took nothing from you!” Vael shouted.

	“She’s talking to me,” Nyssa said as her hands were out before her in an arcane gesture.

	Vael kept his firm gaze on the intruder in their room

	The woman gave a haughty chuckle.

	“You thought you could run, but I found you. No one steals from Sable Moan. No one!” the pale woman said with a crazed look in her eyes, and dark energy bleeding from her hands.

	 


Chapter 7

	Dead Reckoning

	 

	“Nyssa? What have you gotten yourself into this time?” Vael said with a hard whisper.

	Sable Moan shifted her gaze to Vael, and then back to Nyssa.

	“Should you tell him, or I?” the pale woman remarked.

	Nyssa pursed her lips in dismay.

	“Sable has a small kingdom of the dead not too far from here. Since I had to be close to Velvale to wait for you, I thought I would loot some of the graves at the edge of her kingdom for some mana shards,” Nyssa explained.

	“Loot?” Sable shouted. “You killed a dozen of my precious undead just for two mana shards! This travesty will not go unpunished!” Sable yelled.

	Vael let out a long exhale.

	“Enough of this,” he whispered.

	Vael darted at the pale woman in black, short sword pointed down at his side. He knew, it didn’t matter if his sister was guilty or not, he would protect her with his life.

	Vael’s body moved like a bullet at Sable. He watched as time slowed down. Sable lifted her hand and black lightning blasted out. Vael’s body dodged to the side, still trying to close the distance. When Sable aimed at the warlock-rogue at point blank range, a black bolt slammed into her hand, knocking off her aim. A black lightning blasted out of Sable’s pale hand as Vael spun away.

	Vael landed closer to Sable. In a blink of time, he glanced at his sister, black energy swirling around her hand, aimed at Sable Moan. The pale lady snarled as she aimed at Nyssa, a rage in her eyes. Vael took the moment of opportunity to launch at the Sable. Since he had not rested, he had only a few abilities left, and he wanted to test one.

	Vael spung upwards while sheathing his short sword. He activated his Rakish Audacity for his sneak attack. Hands clasped on Sable’s cheeks. His lips touched hers, and he used his Kiss of Submission ability. 

	Heat exploded from their kiss. Sable’s defensive posture dropped as her eyes were nearly round. A tiny second later, she melted to Vael’s kiss.

	Nyssa looked on with half-closed eyes as Sable’s hands wrapped around her brother, and held him close. Tongues slipped into mouths as lips pressed together. A small moan filled Sable’s throat as she held him fiercely. 

	Vael was the one to pull back with a small smile. Sable looked at him with dreamy eyes.

	“We only have a minute until she returns to her normal self,” Vael said quickly.

	Nyssa nodded as she lifted her hands. She made some arcane gestures, before dark energy danced along her fingers.

	Black and green arcane circles swirled along the floor, before a pair of skeletons with mismatch armor stood. Short swords were in their hands.

	“Get away from her,” Nyssa shouted.

	Vael pulled from Sable’s grip and leaped away.

	“No! Where are you going my love?” Sable moaned as she stumbled toward him.

	The skeletons attacked as a small ball of dark energy filled Nyssa’s palm.

	Metal swords came down on Sable’s form, but the blades clanged off her skin like she was wearing armor. Ghostly armor blinked to life around her as she stared at Vael like he broke her heart.

	“She won’t flee until her Ghost Armor is depleted,” Nyssa said as she aimed her palm out, and a black bolt of energy blasted out.

	“Come back to me,” Sable managed to say before a bolt struck her chest and she stumbled back.

	The skeletons kept slicing and stabbing at her ghost armor.

	Sable woke from Vael’s charm and shouted with supernatural power. The skeletons were blasted away into falling bones and armor.

	Nyssa looked on, knowing she used all her power to stop Sable.

	Vael launched at Sable, short sword in one hand, dagger in the other. The pale woman lifted her arm and parried both blade and dagger with it. When Vael’s boots touched the floor, he and the pale woman moved in a dance of striking blades, mystical sparks, and a depraved, evil smile on Sable’s lips.

	“You thought you could seduce me? Like I would be taken by someone like you!” she laughed.

	Vael activated his Fancy Footwork ability. His entire body seemed to glide and dodge Sable’s fists. When black energy formed a short sword in her hand. She brought it hard across, only for Vael to parry it.

	“You seemed to really like my kiss,” Vael smirked.

	Sable’s eyes furled into rage as she moved at blinding speed while speaking.

	“Only death shall be my companion! Not you!” she roared as their blades clashed.

	Vael checked his abilities.

	Abilities

	Warlock Abilities

	Veil of Temptation (0/1)

	Soul Drain (0/2)

	 

	Eldritch

	Kiss of Submission (1/2) 

	Velvet Chains (0/2)

	 

	Rogue (Swashbuckler)

	Fancy Footwork (0/2)

	Rakish Audacity (1/2)

	 

	With the quick glance, he saw he only had two abilities left that could work in tandem again. With a quick feint, Sable missed him. He moved to her blind spot again, activating his Rakish Audacity, and leapt at her with a Kiss of Submission.

	Their lips touched again, and heat blasted from it. Sable moaned again as her knees weakened. Vael sheathed his short sword, and stabbed his dagger at her gut.

	The point of the blade slammed into her ghost armor, spectral sparks flying. Vael knew, he only had a moment to charm her as he tried to break her armor. The point of his dagger penetrated the ghostly armor. Sable moaned as they kissed deeper, while Vael pushed with all his might to penetrate her armor.

	Nyssa watched with wide eyes.

	Sable pulled her lips away a little, her eyes mesmerized.

	“Do you love me?” Sable asked innocently.

	The point of the dagger shattered the ghost armor, then stabbed into her side.

	Sable’s eyes rolled into her head with a flash of pain swirling around her lust.

	“You do love me,” she moaned as the dagger sank in an inch deeper.

	Vael kept the dagger in the pale woman, when a shoulder slammed into Sable and sent her flying to the floor. She crashed to the floor hard and slid, her back hitting the wall by the window she came in. 

	Sable rubbed the back of her head as she looked up at Vael and Nyssa, side by side. She then touched her side and winced.

	“Will my kingdom be rid of such trash that desecrates my lands?” Sable bemoaned as she stood up.

	Vael and Nyssa took a stance, ready to keep fighting. 

	Instead of fighting more. Sable stepped out of the broken window she came in and walked away with a limb.

	“Enter my lands again and I will call upon all of my power to destroy you!” Sable said as she limped into the dark shadows outside and vanished.

	Nyssa’s shoulders sank as she let out an exhale.

	Vael moved into a normal stance, his hand scratching the back of his head.

	“What the Hell, Nyssa?” Vael said.

	Nyssa turned around to the destroyed room with sad eyes.

	“Sable Moan is a Level One boss character. Even after being here a week, and getting very few mana shards, I thought I could fight some of her dead and she wouldn’t notice. 

	“I had no idea she would come for me personally,” Nyssa shrugged.

	Vael looked at the beautiful necromancer and smiled.

	“It’s good to know nothing changes with you,” Vael smirked.

	Nyssa looked at him and smiled.

	“Yeah. I suppose not,” she said and then looked at the room. “I can’t stay here. I have no idea how long it will take for it to repair on its own.”

	Vael let out a small sigh.

	“I purchased a room when I came in. We could stay there? I used up all my abilities, and I don’t want to set off on our adventure without them…and you,” Vael’s tone very small at the end.

	Nyssa looked at Vael with understanding eyes.

	“No need to worry, little brother. Our clan will be strong in this world.”

	Vael gave a single nod.

	“Come on, let’s get the room number and key from the front desk.”

	Nyssa nodded, a pink heat touching her cheeks.

	***

	The door opened and a lantern glowed to life. Vael and Nyssa stepped in. When the door closed behind them, the pair stood with blank eyes.

	The room was smaller than Nyssa’s place on the first floor. It was only one room with a large single bed and a water closet with a standing shower. It had a single curtained window, and a glowing lantern hanging near the bed.

	“You couldn’t pay for a bigger room?” Nyssa laughed.

	“I didn’t know what I was paying for. I thought I just needed to get in and see the person in Room Six. I didn’t know we would be staying here for the night,” Vael shrugged.

	Nyssa looked at Vael with loving eyes. She then opened her arms and clasped them around his body and neck. 

	Vael embraced Nyssa, his arms around her. The hug was close and intimate. Body heat glowed as the siblings held onto each other for what seemed an eternity.

	Nyssa snuggled her face into the space between Vael’s shoulder and neck, her eyes wet with emotion.

	“I’ve dreamed of this…for a very long time,” she confessed.

	Vael held her a little tighter.

	“I’ve dreamed of it too. I just worry about the fantasy becoming reality,” he whispered.

	“What if it did become like reality?” Nyssa looked away.

	Vael was silent, holding her close.

	“Society would never accept it,” he said with a touch of defeat.

	“Does it matter what others think? They don’t need to know. It would be our secret, one to enjoy,” Nyssa said the last part with a sultry exhale.

	Vael stared at nothing, knowing he could no longer fight what he always wanted. What his close family always wanted. He wished he felt a sliver of disgust, but there was none there. Only a primal hunger to lick at his sister’s flesh.

	Nyssa closed her eyes while still embracing her brother.

	“If we form our clan, and our kingdom, there can be a king, and several queens,” Nyssa whispered.

	“I may get hungry, for more,” Vael admitted.

	Nyssa nodded a little, her cheek against her brother’s neck.

	“Who would stop a king from enjoying his wealth?” she sighed.

	Vael’s gaze turned to his sister’s head. His hand on her back slid down a little at a time, until he touched her ass. He then gripped her to him, and she let out a small moan.

	Vael’s eyes remained on her, as Nyssa’s clothes melted away to naked flesh. It took only a moment, but she was now naked against him, his hand gripping her fleshy behind and hip.

	“I want to feel you,” Nyssa said softly.

	Vael gave a small, intimate nod before his clothes melted away to nothing but naked flesh.

	The pair stood in each other’s arms, naked bodies touching. The heat between them grew. Nyssa moved a little, writhing against Vael’s body.

	“Did you make any alterations?” she asked.

	“No,” Vael answered.

	“Neither did I,” Nyssa said as she pulled back and stood before her brother’s eyes.

	Vael visually drank in Nyssa’s beautiful form. Her pale flesh glowed in the lantern light. Her large breasts defied gravity’s pull. Dark brown nipples stabbed out, erect. She had an hourglass figure, like their mother. Fleshy hips and thighs smoothed down to fit legs. A small flame of purple hair was above her budding slit. When Vael looked at her face, wisps of purple hair hung by her temples, adding to her beauty.

	Nyssa’s gaze moved along Vael’s naked form. It was just as she remembered it, when he was naked on his chair confessing his love for his family. He had a fit frame. Defined muscles ran along his entire body. Her gaze lingered on his neck, before moving down to his hanging member. Heat bloomed along her spirit, remembering her brother’s cock fondly as it lifted, defying gravity’s pull.

	Nyssa let out a giggle, one Vael had never heard from her before. She grabbed his arm and pulled him to the edge of the bed. 

	The pair fell in hard enough for pillows to launch a few inches into the air.

	They laid on their sides, looking at each other with loving gazes.

	“My strong brother, afraid to fuck his older sister,” Nyssa laughed as her hand gently wrapped around his standing member.

	Vael let out a small exhale, the sudden touch exhilarating. He moved closer as she gently stroked him, her eyes happy.

	“Not afraid. I love my older sister. Do you know how much it took to hold back from accepting your invitations,” Vael smiled.

	“You don’t have to hold back anymore,” Nyssa said with a sultry breath.

	Vael gazed into her eyes for a moment, before his hands were on her. One hand touched her fleshy thigh, fingers moving along it until he reached the tender inner thigh. His movements shifted, before he touched her wet slit. Fingers explored pink folds as his other hand touched her firm breast, his thumb messaged her nipple.

	Nyssa let out a moan as she stroked him. Her eyes mostly closed, feelings coiling around every nerve in her body. The heat and touch were intoxicating. Small moans slipped through parted lips. When his fingers touched her clit, bliss coiled tighter.

	“I come a lot, and often,” Vael said with hungry eyes.

	“Me too,” Nyssa gasped as she writhed to his touch.

	Vael parted his lips to say something, but Nyssa interrupted him.

	“I’m sick, my brother. I need you to use me. Make me yours. I want to explore everything together. The more we come, the closer we will become. I won’t say no because I know you won’t either. I know…you’re a sick pervert…like me,” Nyssa confessed between heated gasped.

	Vael gave his sister a small, demonic smile.

	“You read my mind, big sis,” he said before he was on her.

	Vael turned Nyssa onto her back and was above her. He kicked her legs apart as he lowered his hips. He looked at her with needful eyes. Nyssa looked up at him with defeated eyes and small gasps.

	Nyssa closed her eyes when his throbbing head touched her slit. She felt herself quiver, wetness growing along her body and spirit. When her brother gently pushed into her, her lips parted in a long moan.

	Nyssa’s head tilted, chin up. Vael was on her, pushing his member in an inch at a time. 

	Pleasure flooded Vael’s senses as he slowly pushed into her. Her inner world parted to his invasion. Throbbing need filled her void as his hips began to move beyond his control. 

	Bodies quickly fell into an intimate rhythm. Vael kissed Nyssa’s neck as she moaned her delight. The writhing bodies became one. The sound of skin on skin played on. The scent of sex and bodies became a perfume. Wet inches appeared and disappeared from their union.

	Nyssa’s moans grew louder. The steady thrusting was driving her slowly to the brink. Love and lust coiled tighter along nerves. White touched the edge of her small gaze as she felt her strong brother on her, smothering her.

	Vael groaned as he upped the rhythm. He felt when Nyssa squeezed him like a vice. How each thrust sent swirls of bliss along his senses. When her legs wrapped around his lower back, his hips thrusted deeper. The urges slammed against a dam of restraint. He didn’t want this moment to end. She felt better than he ever imagined. It made his cock thicker as the dam began to crack.

	“Please…fuck…me,” Nyssa moaned as the last shred of control snapped.

	Nyssa’s eyes rolled into her head as her body trembled. Her hips bucked as every nerve deep within exploded into magical fireworks. She moaned deeply, lost in the chaos of blissful explosions, her spirit tumbling through a tidal wave of ecstasy. 

	Vael felt Nyssa tremble and buck to shockwaves of bliss. It was too much for him as his dam cracked and exploded. He let out a deep grunt, pinning Nyssa with his body as he pushed deep. Thick spurts of his love flooded her inner world. Their connection dripped from come and honey. The amounts were obscene as the pair basked in pleasure’s palace for a long moment, before they fell back into their digital bodies.

	When the pleasure ebbed, Vael lifted his head and looked at Nyssa. Her eyes rolled back and she looked up at him.

	“I’m happy we finally went through it,” Nyssa said with a loving whisper.

	“Me too,” Vale smiled. “But I’m still hard, and I want more.”

	Vael pulled his hips back, his wet cock slipping from her tight space. He laid down beside her, his fingers moving along her leaking pussy until he touched her clit. When he did, Nyssa writhed to his touch. He then began massaging her pearl, causing her eyes to flutter.

	“Tell me more of what you, Mom, and Tila, talk about. I want all the details,” Vael said as he made deep circles against Nyssa’s clit.

	She writhed to his touch, the sensitivity already dying away. She looked at Vael with helpless eyes. 

	Vael looked at his sister with hungry, powerful eyes, his fingers forcing her to enjoy it.

	“I like what I see. I like how we felt, but if I am to be the king of our kingdom, I want to make sure you understand how much I need you,” Vael said with demonic eyes.

	Nyssa parted her lips to a gasp. She squirmed to his touch, not daring to break away.

	“Don’t get me wrong. I want to wine, dine, and love all three of you, but I want us all to be on the same level. I know you three speak, and I will no longer be the outsider.”

	Nyssa moaned as Vael latched his lips around her erect nipple and sucked. The motion sent tendrils of pure bliss along her body. 

	“Please, Vael. It’s difficult to talk when you touch me like this,” Nyssa said weakly.

	Vael kept sucking her nipple and massaging her clit, pretending not to hear.

	Nyssa let out a primal moan as she was getting closer again to orgasm.

	“I like making you feel this way,” Vael smirked. 

	Nyssa grabbed at Vael’s wrist, not to pull it away, but to keep him in place. Her hold was like iron as Vael continued to massage her clit.

	Vael watched as his sister moaned and writhed to his touch. Her hips moved, pushing up to his downward motion. The flame within her only grew hotter. She looked at him as he looked at her, enjoying her body like he already claimed her.

	The moment overwhelmed her as she let out a deep moan. Powerful orgasms blasted her nerves to glass. It was enough for her to black out, lost in a sea of cloudy bliss. 

	When she opened her eyes, her brother was touching and groping her body. A lightness filled her spirit. Swirls of bliss sank into her form as she relaxed.

	“Love,” was all Vael said.

	The word caused Nyssa’s eyes to weaken.

	“That's all I want from you, Mom, and Tila. I may have more lovers, but you three will be my queens. 

	“Since how we feel about each other is already out there, always know, the three of you always come first. Always,” Vael said with confidence and conviction.

	Nyssa nodded. 

	“Not only in this life, but our real life too,” she whispered.

	Vael looked down on his beautiful older sister with loving eyes. 

	“I know we’ve felt this between us for a very long time. We’re all adults, but it will be nice, you sucking on my cock,” Vael grinned.

	“Or you sucking on my clit,” Nyssa giggled.

	The brother and sister laughed before their lips touched. Bodies called out for more. Vael turned his sister on her side, her ass to him. His fingers explored her dripping wet pussy, before he touched the head of his throbbing cock to her, and pushed in.

	Nyssa moaned as her strong younger brother held her by the waist to him. They remained on their sides, hips moving. She moved her hips against his small thrusts. Nyssa let out a weak moan, Vael’s hands moving along the flesh of her breast before massaging her sensitive nipple. Hips slapped against Nyssa’s round ass. The sounds of her moans filled the air as Vael enjoyed her tight inner world.

	Vael’s hips moved with strength, shockwaves of his thrusts rippling along his sister’s ass. The demons within him growled for more as he drove himself to the hilt.

	“Beautiful Sira,” Vael said.

	“My Caleb,” Nyssa said as pleasure filled the void in her spirit.

	The pair dwelled in their intimate bonding. The rhythm and tempo grew. The sounds of Vael pushing his cock into Nyssa grew. She lifted her leg and curled it around Vael’s leg. She leaned slightly against him, her brother opening her world further. 

	Vael’s hips moved like a piston. He held Nyssa to him as the wet shaft of his cock appeared and vanished within her. 

	Toes curled as the movement ignited their souls. With a flash, heat bloomed from their bodies as orgasms stormed on. Bodies trembled as they held onto each other. Their closeness grew as pleasure splashed. Come and honey leaked from their connection.

	When the pair wilted, they held each other. Bodies touched. They snuggled together in simple knowing, the line had been crossed and they could never go back.

	“I want more of you,” Nyssa said weakly.

	“And more you shall have,” Vael said as his cock grew harder once again. 

	 


Chapter 8

	A Patron Morning

	 

	The darkness bled away to warmth, light, heat, and gentle sucking.

	Vael’s eyes slowly opened to lips moving slowly along the shaft of his member. A smile bloomed as he blinked, and then glanced down to Nyssa’s head, bobbing slowly as she was between his legs.

	A small exhale floated up from his lips. Memories of the night dripped into his waking mind. Moments played-on of bodies coiled together in dreamy satisfaction. Undulating forms needing release. The giggles and moans floated like clouds as he enjoyed his sister’s attention in the bright morning.

	His morning wood grew stiffer to the memory only hours before, where his face was buried between Nyssa’s thighs. She quivered and moaned as he tasted her. How sultry gasps penetrated the air as he licked and lashed his tongue against her throbbing pearl. How he often dreamed of licking her into submission, only to penetrate her with something more as she huffed her surrender. Even in the digital world, as he lapped at her, her taste changed with each cluster of orgasms. How she squirted in his mouth and lower features of his face. How he remained to task, like a mongrel monster needing to lick every drop like water from an oasis pond.

	Vael closed his eyes to the simple recollection of them getting to know each other. Nyssa’s moans were melodic across his soul. How she begged at times for more. He knew she hated being the older sister with so many responsibilities. Mother, and life, put so much on her shoulders. She never trusted anyone but her family. She never trusted men, her brother the only exception.

	Vael knew, this was just the beginning of a turning point. Nyssa had wanted him for a long time. He wanted her to love and enjoy. She was stoic and hard working in the outside world, but in this world, she told him between their trysts, he was the only man she would bend to. He would be the only person where she would gladly give him the reins to her sensual, lewd side of her soul.

	For Vael, it wasn’t just a perversion, but a dream come true. The lust and love were always there. Now that they had each other, he would not waste a drop of it on doubt. They had their world to play in, and we wanted more than he ever wanted before.

	Nyssa’s hands moved up the sides of Vael’s naked body. He took her hands and squeezed them, her head still bobbing slowly.

	Nyssa’s mouth slid to the top of his throbbing cock. She looked at him with heated urges as she crawled up to him. She took hold of his cock by the shaft. Rubbed the tip against her dripping wet pussy, and gently lowered her hips, impaling herself an inch at a time.

	Vael watched as she moaned a little more. Her hips were already moving a little as she slid down to the hilt. She sat up and bounced a little, her eyes closed.

	“I couldn’t sleep anymore…with your hard cock pressed against me,” Nyssa moaned.

	“Oh? Is that all?” Vael chuckled as he clasped his hands on her waist to help bounce on him.

	Nyssa nodded as ecstasy wrapped around her body in the morning light. 

	The sounds of their union played on, the heated urges only growing between them.

	Bliss and truth coiled into Vael’s spirit.

	“I’ve wanted you for so long, I can’t remember when it began,” Vael said with a soothing tone. “And now that we have each other, I don’t care to answer the question. All I want from us is adventure, and bonding.”

	Nyssa let out a long moan as she lowered herself forward. Vael wrapped his arms around her. Nyssa moved her hips even in his embrace. She couldn’t control her moans, feeling the thickness of her brother filling her sensual void. 

	A weight pressed on sensitive nerves. Nyssa upped the tempo, feeling the urges once again crying for release. The comfort of her brother’s arms only cracked her flimsy control. Her lips parted as her eyes squeezed shut. The pressure built until it exploded in magical, fiery explosions. Vael held her tighter, Nyssa letting out a dreamy moan. It soon turned into a soft coo as she collapsed on her brother’s strong chest.

	Vael smiled as his hips moved a little. Nyssa became deadweight on him, lost to swirls of paradise. She snuggled to him as he pushed into her tight slit.

	With a turn of bodies, Nyssa was on her back and Vael was over her. His hips moved with firm power as the necromancer surrendered to her lover’s whims. Small moans drifted up from her lips as Vael pushed his soul into hers. Feelings tingled as the couple were laid bare before each other, and neither of them flinched.

	“Mark me, my brother,” Nyssa said with a weak whisper. “Come on me. Make me yours.”

	Vael understood what she wanted. An intimate mark of his seed on her skin. 

	He couldn’t control himself as he upped the tempo. Nyssa moaned louder as she could feel him getting closer. The throbbing grew between them.

	Vael’s control cracked. He used the last of his willpower to pull out and take hold of his cock. He made a few long strokes before seed spurted into thick ropes. It splashed against Nyssa’s large breasts, and trailed down her stomach. She let out a long gasp, feeling her brother milk his cock onto her skin, marking them forever.

	Energy curled between them as they both felt ecstasy’s kiss. A mystical chain stabbed into their souls and anchored them to each other.

	Vael and Nyssa looked at each other with wide eyes, something mystical taking place they didn’t understand.

	From the shadow of the room, a figure with green skin emerged. 

	Izzoreth sauntered over to the pair with seductive eyes. She looked over their bodies as they both turned their heads and gazed at her. Vael sat down beside Nyssa, come dripping off the end of his still standing member.

	“It would appear you have found a piece of your souls,” the deepmother said as she approached the edge of the bed.

	The siblings were speechless as Izzoreth’s clothes melted away. She placed a knee on the bed before she crawled on. Her green skin shined in the bright sunlight streaming into the room. Her hand gently wrapped around Vael’s member and she slowly stroked him.

	Vael didn’t move, caught her in his patron’s grasp. Pleasure bloomed again beyond his control. 

	Nyssa sat up, but did nothing to hide herself. She simply looked at the deepmother as she stroked her brother’s cock.

	“She is your patron being,” Nyssa said with perfect understanding.

	“And he is my handsome warlock. How nice he feels in my hand, and my cunt,” she smiled as she eyed him like a piece of candy.

	“Why are you here now?” Vael asked before his eyes fluttered with pleasure.

	“I felt the pull of your bonding, and the connection. You both have found the missing pieces of your souls, but there are two more to gain,” she said with a seductive tone.

	Nyssa looked at Vael. “Is this part of your greater quest?”

	Vael nodded as his body relaxed to Izzoreth’s masterful stroking.

	The deepmother spoke up, “Your family has tapped into a primal desire, forgotten by some, feared by others. There are those here on Lukken who are exploring their forbidden desires. These connections call to the deepmothers of this world in a way many would not understand.”

	Izzoreth looked at Vael with a lustful gaze.

	“My warlock will build temples dedicated to the deepmothers, but there must be a kingdom that will allow it. For now, the major capital of the eastern coast, Silktide, only cares about the safety of the kingdoms and partaking of carnal desires of their people. But those kingdoms are only a thin veil of protection against the things that lurk in the primal dark.”

	“You make it sound like we have to work together to fight some kind of threat,” Vael said through gritted teeth.

	Izzoreth loosened her strokes and simply slid her fingers along Vael’s throbbing, veiny member.

	The deepmother looked away, a gleam in her eyes.

	“We do, in a way,” she said with a solemn tone, before waving the words from the air with a shake of her head. “But that is for another time. Your family must build a strong kingdom, a bastion against the coming darkness.”

	Her fingers moved lightly along Vael’s member, the motions felt by all in the bed, even Nyssa.

	Nyssa had sat up and leaned against the headboard. Her thighs were parted as fingers swirled and massaged her engorged clit. She looked at her brother, the primal hungers eating away at her soul. The tingling within grew deeper, seeing the beautiful patron stroking her brother’s thick manhood.

	Vael looked over, and his gaze weakened. He could feel what Nyssa was feeling. Nearly uncontrolled lust. In turn, it fueled his lust further.

	“Mother, bow to my sister,” Vael commanded.

	Izzoreth gazed into Vael’s hungry eyes. She could read his mind and her own hungry nature called for more.

	Izzoreth turned and laid face down on the bed. She watched Nyssa from between her legs, the necromancer rubbing her clit as she leaked honey onto the bed. 

	Nyssa was nearly frozen, seeing Izzoreth lift her plump ass. Her brother was on his knees behind her. He gave his sister a small smile as he pressed his throbbing head against Izzoreth’s wet slit. His hips moved, pushing into her slowly.

	Izzoreth’s eyes weakened as her warlock’s cock spread her inner world open. Her breathing quickened as he grabbed her hips and began fucking her. The tempo grew quickly as he pushed and pulled, enjoying every squeeze from her tight slit.

	Nyssa played with her clit as she watched. Her brother’s come dripped down from her tits as she let out a deeper moan. Her own rules of control and responsibility shattered as she watched her brother fuck a beautiful green-skinned woman before him. 

	“There will…be more of this. I,” Vael tried to talk as pleasure filled him with each push into the deepmother’s inner world.

	“My warlock…needs his cock milked…to think clearly. I am happy…to be his for this moment,” Izzoreth said between moans.

	Nyssa saw her brother’s perverted soul, but instead of disgust, it fanned the flame of who she was, of what their family wanted.

	The orgasm struck her senses like exploding stars. She let out a shrill moan before whimpers dripped from her lips. She continued to massage her clit as the sensations blinded her. When her gaze slowly returned, she watched as Izzoreth leaned into her brother’s thrusts, but she also noticed his gaze on her.

	“I want a taste,” Izzoreth whispered as she crawled a little closer between Nyssa’s parted thighs and began licking at her clit.

	Vael and Nyssa looked at each other with weak eyes, Izzoreth between them. It was too much for Vael. His cock thickened before thick spurts of come flooded the deepmother’s tight inner world. Vael couldn’t control himself, pushing into her, his hips slamming into her round ass. 

	Nyssa let out a cleansing exhale, and gave her brother a weak smile.

	Vael smiled too.

	When Izzoreth orgasmed, she trembled before she fell to the side, gasping for air.

	Vael’s cock slipped from her as he moved to Nyssa. The necromancer leapt up into her brother’s arms. They fell sideways onto the bed, holding their sweaty bodies together in a loving embrace.

	Izzoreth watched them as she basked in blissful swirls along her nerves. A satisfaction filled her gaze as she felt her warlock’s seed drip from her, and the taste of the necromancer on her plump lips.

	***

	Vael, Nyssa, and Izzoreth, made their way down the steps of the Black Shroud, and stepped onto the dirt street. The sun was high in the sky. A brilliance filled the land.

	In the town, most of the shops were closed. The alleys were devoid of people making out. The whole place turned into a ghost town.

	“It would appear the town of Velvale is dead during the day,” Vale remarked with a smile.

	Nyssa shook her head and sighed.

	“Even in this place, you think your corny jokes are funny?”

	“Especially in this place,” Vael laughed. 

	Nyssa couldn’t hide her smile.

	“Wait until you see Gravenhill. It’s a small city, catering to players who choose classes like ours. I’ve only been there once, but it is on our way.”

	“On our way?” Vael asked.

	Nyssa nodded.

	“Mother is taking time to learn her spell craft at the floating fortress city of Glazenhelm. It’s on our way north before we turn west, into The Gloomwood.”

	Vael nodded, having an idea that the Gloomwood would be the places for adventures and treasure.

	When he thought of his mother, a breeze of fresh air flowed over his spirit. There was always a spark between them, a dark, perverted spark. He wasn’t sure what to expect, but if it was anything like last night with Nyssa, he looked forward to their family building a kingdom together.

	“Oh! Before I forget, you have a reward for connecting with your sister,” Izzoreth smiled.

	Alerts began filling Vael’s gaze.

	Quest Reward! +500 Gold coins!

	Patron Reward! Unlocked warlock ability: Hex Bolt!

	Hex Bolt (Ranged Basic Attack)

	
	● Effect: Launch a black spike of hex energy at medium range.

	● Bonus: Target is hexed. Second bolt to the same target does more damage.

	● Ability is connected to the Dark Mana Sphere.



	Quest Reward! +4 Mana Shards!

	Vael smiled as he brought up part of his stats.

	Vael Whisper

	Class: Warlock-Rogue

	Hit Points: 24  

	Gold: 518

	Mana Shards: 4

	Souls: 2

	 

	Attributes

	Strength: 3

	Intelligence: 5

	Wisdom: 4

	Dexterity: 6

	Stamina: 6 

	Charisma: 7

	 

	Abilities

	Warlock Abilities

	Veil of Temptation (1/1)

	Soul Drain (2/2)

	Hex Bolt (2/2)

	 

	Eldritch

	Kiss of Submission (2/2) 

	Velvet Chains (2/2)

	 

	Rogue (Swashbuckler)

	Fancy Footwork (2/2)

	Rakish Audacity (2/2)

	 

	Mana Spheres 

	Dark: 2

	Body: 2

	 

	Looking it over, he knew there was a lot of work ahead of them. His mind churned with what the future would look like. They had to not only earn coins, but mana shards as well. 

	“It will take us a few days to reach Gravenhill. Then, a few more days until we reach Glazenhelm,” Nyssa said.

	Vael’s heart beat with possibilities. He glanced at Izzoreth walking beside him. She was looking at him with warm eyes.

	Remember, my handsome warlock, follow your instincts and we shall go on grand adventures. And when you feel lonely, think of my lips around your cock. It will lift more than your spirits.

	Vael chuckled as they walked into the bright road, a small dark city stabbing upwards from the horizon. 

	 


Chapter 9

	The Call

	 

	Caleb disconnected from the MEG helmet. He put his hands to either side and lifted it off his head. He turned the helmet and slid it into its charging station on the side of the chair.

	Wetness touched him between his legs as he looked down at his pants. Caleb let out a knowing sigh, and then growled. 

	“I should have taken off my damn clothes,” he said harshly, his underwear filled with his come.

	The Mind’s Eye Gear was able to make anyone feel like they were truly at faraway places, experiencing real things. But the creators understood what it would be used for most of the time, and created special underwear for such messy occasions. In the rush to get online, Caleb forgot to change.

	“Shower time,” he said as he stood up and walked awkwardly to the bathroom.

	Hot water sprayed from the shower faucet and Caleb set about cleaning his body. The memories of Lewd Saga filled his head, and he got hard again. There was a part of him that wondered if it was real, or made to seem real? Was his sister, or even his family, in love with him? He certainly was in love with them, but maybe it was all a fantasy.

	When he stepped out of the shower, and toweled off, Caleb made his way into his living room.

	He saw an alert flashing on his phone. He walked over to it and looked down at it. He tapped at the screen, and the alert came up.

	“Caleb.”

	Caleb stared at the simple text on his phone. It was from Sira, and there was no denying what it meant.

	Caleb quickly dressed. The moment he had his shoes on; he grabbed his jacket and left his place in a blink of time. He made his way downstairs and into the cold night.

	There was no thought in his head other than he needed to see Sira. He needed to see his sister.

	Caleb crossed the street, a determined look in his eyes. Sira’s place was before him, his older sister always needing to be close to him. Caleb now understood the truth of it, and his heartbeat with understanding passion.

	The young man raced through the lobby and to the elevators. He stepped into one and the doors closed.

	When he reached her floor, the silver-gray doors opened and he stepped out.

	Cale rushed to his sister’s apartment door. When he lifted his fist to knock, ready to talk about what they shared, the door opened.

	“My handsome brother,” Sira said with happy eyes. 

	 

	 

	To be Continued…
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