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Chapter One




“Calon.”

Calon frowned as something poked him in the face.

“Caloooon.”

“Mmm?” Calon mumbled as consciousness returned to him.

“Get up, mum had to leave early, so we have to walk.”

“Mmm-fuck,” Calon groaned.

Rubbing his face with his hand, he blinked up at the smirking face of his stepsister Evie-Rae.

“Hurry up, numb nuts. I’ve got the coffee machine going, so you’ve got less than ten minutes to shower.”

She stalked from the room, leaving Calon to piece together his thoughts. His stepsister was the best thing that ever happened to him. Well… Technically his father’s taste in women was the best thing that ever happened. After losing his mother to ovarian cancer, that was only discovered as she gave birth to him. Adam, Calon’s widowed father, did his best to create a life for his only son. That led to a support group where he met a lovely woman by the name of Ashley. Ashley had a daughter, Evie, who was a few weeks older than Calon. Calon was in his second year of school when his father was killed driving home from work. He was entering his third year of school knowing that even though Ashley wasn’t related to him by blood, she and Evie were family and they had never once made him feel otherwise.

“CALON! Get your fat ass up!”

Calon groaned and rolled out of bed. “You want some? I got spare you can have!”

“You staring at my ass again?!” Evie shouted back.

Calon rolled his eyes. He’d heard all the quips about the hot stepsister. Hell, at twenty-two there was a shamefully firm sock under his bed for just those thoughts. But outside his late night, guilt-ridden fantasies, she really was his best friend. Hell, they were enrolled in the same university where Calon was studying agriculture and Evie was studying to be a veterinarian. Together, they were going to use their inheritance from Calon’s late father to purchase a farm. But that was a couple of years away yet. First, they had to graduate.

“CALON!”

“I’m UP!” Calon shouted back.

“Juuuust checking!” Evie sang.

Calon sighed and staggered out the open door of his bedroom. He usually preferred to sleep in the nude. But his relationship with his sister meant she could pop into his room at any time. So pants were something he grudgingly got used to.

Staggering into the bathroom, Calon ignored the bags under his eyes and hopped straight into the shower. Good old hot water and a dose of all-in-one body wash later, Calon was dressed in a shirt and jeans. Staggering slightly more coherently into the kitchen, Evie stuffed a mug of coffee and a freshly baked scone into his hand.

“Wha…?”

“I got up early and baked,” Evie shrugged.

Calon shrugged and took a bite. The flavour of real butter hit a moment before the tart mulberry jam did.

“Om-ah-god,” Calon mumbled.

“Not with your mouth full,” Evie swatted his arm. “And hurry up. We gotta go.”

Calon grumbled softly but switched to the coffee. The mug needed to stay home, but he could walk and eat. So that was the plan. Several minutes later and with a second scone, he and his stepsister were crossing the front lawn.

“Mum say when she was getting home?”

“No,” Evie grunted. “She’s working hard again. I think she’s worried about getting laid off.”

“Evie—”

“Don’t,” Evie shook her head. “Even if we walked to the bank and took it out in cash, she’d still be so mad she’d probably start a new saving account just to put it back where it can’t be touched.”

“We can spare it, though.”

“I know Calon, I know, it’s just…” Evie sniffed. “You smell that?”

Calon sniffed the air. “Burning plastic.”

They turned around and looked for smoke, seeing it coming from one of their neighbours’ houses. It wasn’t a lot, but clearly coming from an open upstairs window. Even as they watched, Mrs Jefferson burst out the front door, coughing and wheezing, with a pair of children under her arms. As she careened across the front lawn, she misstepped, falling hard with a scream.

“NO!”

“Mrs Jefferson!” Calon called, rushing across to help.

“Calon?” the portly, middle-aged woman still in her nightdress gasped as she clutched her ankle. “Please, Emily, she’s upstairs.”

Calon froze and looked at his sister, who was eyeing the front door. Right as she started moving. “Evie, wait!”

“We have to get her out!”

“I’ll get her!”

Evie was already rushing to the front door when Calon caught up. She may have been the sprightlier of the two, but he had longer legs and knew how to use them. He caught up quickly and grabbed her arm, pulling her around.

“You have medical training. You stay here!” Calon growled.

Evie looked like she was about to cry as Calon stood her aside and rushed in. The lower floor was filling with smoke, but he knew the house. Evie had babysat the kids a few times and Calon had come around to help on more than one occasion. Rushing through the kitchen, the stairs were on the other side. Whatever was burning was also on this side of the house, and the smoke became blindingly thick.

“Help me!” A small voice called.

“Emily?!”

“Calon?!”

“I’m coming!” Calon shouted as he found the stairs.

He also found the source of the fire. It was recently Emily’s birthday, and they’d seen online how to use a hoverboard to create a DIY electric wheelchair. And it looked like it had gone the way of those other videos and exploded. The flames were climbing the walls and heading for the top of the stairs.

With a deep breath that Calon immediately regretted for all the smoke, he climbed. Rushing up, poor Emily was at the end of the hall in her room, watching in horror as the top floor of the house filled with smoke. She was still dressed in her pyjamas from bed, but perched in her wheelchair like she was getting ready for the day.

“I gotcha,” Calon told the frightened girl.

When she fell into his arms, she cried out a quick, “Thank you!”

Calon hauled her light frame up into his arms. Holding her close, he turned and headed for the stairs. Only to see the orange of the flames as they blocked the exit.

“Shit,” Calon grunted.

“What’s wrong?” Emily squeaked.

“Nothing, nothing. I just… need to fix something for you real quick.”

Changing direction, he took Emily into the bathroom. Turning on the shower, cold water sprayed out. Calon grabbed a towel off the rack and tossed it into the tub one handed and lowered Emily onto the floor. She sat and watched on in a mix of fear and confusion. When the towel was wet, Calon lifted it up.

“This is going to be cold,” he smiled.

Emily complained as he wrapped her up, but she didn’t fight, and Calon picked her up in his arms again. Now it was just a matter of getting her out. Turning, he headed back to the stairs as the flames washed over them.

“Deep breath now and hold it,” Calon told the small girl.

He gave her a moment and saw her cheeks puff out. With a deep breath of his own, Calon started walking. He needed to be as quick as he could, but he didn’t want to risk tripping while holding the girl. Stepping through the flames, Emily pressed her wet face into Calon’s shirt to hide from the heat. He held her legs close and hoped that the water in the towel protected her. Calon could feel the flames washing over his body, burning his pants and searing his hair.

“Calon!” Evie screeched.

Calon kept going towards her voice. Other than the orange of the flames, he couldn’t see anything. Other than the burning pain of the fire, he couldn’t feel anything. And as he took a step, the flames must have weakened the wood as it snapped, and his leg fell through.

“I gotcha!” Evie called. Calon grunted as he felt himself bump into someone, probably Evie, and she pried Emily from his grip. “Come on, let’s go!”

Calon steadied himself, mindful of the burns he was now covered in. Bracing against the sides of the stairs, he pushed down with his free leg to pull out the other, right as a massive impact slammed into him from behind. It was filled with flames, shrapnel, and it propelled him forward into the wall as his body lost all sensation.

BANG!

Calon flinched.

“Evie?” Opening his eyes, Calon was… “Where the fuck am I?”

Welcome!

Actions carried out in life have granted you a special bonus!

Do you accept?

Y/N

Colin blinked, but the screen in his vision refused to budge. He could see the very edge of what looked like trees and grass from his peripherals. But the screen covered everything else.

“If I accept, will the screen go away?”

Accepted!

Congratulations on your new life!

Would you like to pick a class?

Y/N

“Can I think about it?” The screen vanished in an instant. Calon blinked and rubbed his face. “What the f⁠—”

Tutorial?

Y/N

Calon sighed, “Yes.”

Tutorial Quest!

Go to the nearest town!

5 exp*

*exp cannot be spent until lifer picks class. All exp gained without class will be stored until death or class is picked.

“That’s…” Calon shook his head. “Whatever, ummm… Map?” Calon sat for a moment and let out a sigh. “That was probably too much to ask for. I bet I’d need an actual map before I can view a map.”

Tutorial!

Maps:

In order to use a map, you must first acquire one*

*Unknown

Calon sighed as the screen vanished from view. “Helpful, real helpful. Is there anything else I should know? I was in a house fire a minute ago. Where’s my sister? Did she get Emily out okay?”

When no answer came forward, Calon sighed and looked around. It was… Trees, trees, or… trees. They were thick enough that it was hard to tell what direction shadows were coming from and there weren’t many lines of direct light that made it all the way to the forest floor.

“Better not be a fucking dragon out here or something, I swear to⁠—”

Bestiary!

Dragons:

Unknown

“You gotta be fucking kidding me, seriously?” He sighed when no response came again. “Is this a game? Can I leave? Am I in some simulation designed to house my mind while I recover from being blown up?” He was met with silence. “Fuck you!”

growl

Whirling around, Calon froze at the trio of wolves that stepped out from behind a particularly large tree. However, ‘wolves,’ just didn’t give the image justice. These wolves were pitch black, with glowing white eyes. They stood almost five feet tall at the shoulder and…

“Hooman!” The first of three green figures sitting on the wolf’s shoulder screeched while gesturing with… a rusted kitchen knife loosely tied to the end of a long stick. “Surrendar or DIE!”

Bestiary!

Goblins:

Small green creatures hostile to all sentient races. Commonly seen riding black wolves.

Fuck! He thought. “Is this one of those moments where, if I surrender, you’re just going to kill me later?” he probed.

The goblin frowned and cocked its head. “Why hooman question ask? Hooman surrendar!”

“What if I don’t want to surrender?”

The goblin on the left gave the speaker a prod. The speaker turned and engaged in a short discussion. Calon couldn’t make out more than a few words that included “Meat,” and “Feast.” That was more than enough for Calon to quietly as possible slip back into the trees and turn. Only to come face to face with a fourth wolf-mounted goblin.

“Tricksee hooman,” it hissed in laughter.

[image: ]


And that’s the story of how a young man went from dying in an explosion caused by a house fire, to sitting in a cage beside a fire… Well, it quite literally had a metal spit hanging over it, and Calon wasn’t sure if he was going to be tied to it, or…

“So, is this part of the tutorial, or what?” Calon asked, hoping there’d be a hint.

The goblin camp was putrid. The small creatures roamed about doing whatever it was they were doing. Some were banging sticks and rocks together in a rhythm. Others danced in… well, they jumped in place while turning and… waving their dicks around. That’s not inaccurate. Every now and then, a male would spot a female. They were equally wrinkled, dirty, smelly and outright as fucking ugly as the males. If not for the breasts and lack of dick, you couldn’t tell them apart.

And when a dancing male spotted a female, he literally took hold of his cock and spun it around like… Calon sighed as he spotted the latest helicopter. That was followed by the female judging if she wanted to copulate where she would bring the⁠—

“Fuck, do you have to do it here?!” Calon snapped.

“SHUTUP HOOMAN!” The male screeched.

Calon closed his eyes and turned away from the awful sight and smell of the copulating goblins. Each and every time, they came and did the deed right by the cage, where a trapped Calon huddled inside. His only assumption was it had something to do with the way they would both stare at him while they did it. Grimacing, Calon slumped back and absentmindedly dug his fingers into the dirt. Knuckle deep, he felt something hard. Desperate to take his mind away from the horrific grunting of the copulating goblins that had just been joined by a second pair, Calon kept digging.

Using his fingers, but keeping his eyes closed, Calon felt for the buried object. It started off round and then turned almost cylindrical. As he felt down the length of it, there was a cross member at the top. Holding his breath, Calon gently pressed his fingers around the object and felt a sharp edge.

“HOOMAN!” Calon snatched his hand away at the snarl of the creature. “STOP DIGGING! MEAT BE CLEAN!”

“What?”

“MEAT! BE! CLEAN!”

“And what if I’m dirty?”
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Calon hit the water hard. Still clothed in… He sat up and wiped the water from his eyes. The long-sleeved tunic he wore was loose and fit poorly. But⁠—

“CLEAN!” the goblin screeched from the edge of the small lake.

Calon sniffed and tried not to shiver at the temperature. A small inlet fed the lake at one end and the water probably sank underground from here. Or at least there was no visible way for the water to leave, but no signs it overflowed on any regular basis. Desperate to just put space between him and the creature, Calon walked into deeper water where he could think.

“Hooman clean yet?”

“Not yet!” Calon called, fumbling for the knife he’d slid into his sleeve.

He had little options. There had been a dozen to drag him out of the cage, but only the one stayed to keep an eye on him. All it would take would be a quick stab and… Calon’s fingers missed the hilt, and the blade sank to the bottom.

“Shit…”

“HOOMAN!”

Calon ignored it and stuck his head under the water. Fumbling around in the relatively clear water, it was only murky where he’d walked. Patting the bottom, Calon was almost out of air when his hand hit something hard. Gripping it, he surfaced and rubbed his face to clear the water.

Class Item

Summoner Stone:

Single use item to instantly summon familiar*

*Only available to the summoner class

Would you like to choose the Summoner class?

Y/N

“Hooman!”

“Huh? Yeah?” Calon turned his head to spot the goblin out of the corner of his eye. But other than a quick hint, he couldn’t make it out, so he focused back on the screen.

Confirmed!

Congratulations, you are now a summoner!

Class item available, would you like to activate?

Y/N

“Shit, does this thing accept everything I say, even without context?”

Confirmed!

“Shit…”

Summon?

“What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

Random summon confirmed!

Personality?

“Where the fuck is Evie when I need her?”

“HOOMAN GET OUT OF WATER!”

Confirmed!

Summoning succubus Evi-Rae Wilson!

“I summoned my WHAT?!” Calon yelped, as the stone in his hand shattered.

Glaring at the small shards now stuck in his skin, Calon flicked them off, before freezing as he felt the water shift around him. Looking around, there was a swirl of wind tossing some leaves about on the surface of the lake.

“HOOMAN WHAT DO?!”

Calon turned and spotted the goblin waving a pointed stick in his direction while others were moving to join it. Only… the goblin seemed to have an issue coming more than knee high into the water; Calon was twice its height and almost up to his shoulders. Maybe goblins couldn’t swim? A flash of light suddenly appeared, turning Calon’s attention back to what was happening. A ball of light had appeared in the air above him. Floating in space, it was impossible to look directly at. The ball suddenly stretched up, flattening into an oval-shaped disc standing on one end. From it, reached an arm. Followed by a second, then a torso and a face and⁠—

“Oh, shit!”

Evie tumbled straight on top of Calon, sending them both crashing into the water. Calon gripped her around the middle and hauled her up to the surface. They burst into the air, coughing from their sudden splash, and Calon froze. He could see Evie’s face, her hair colour and length. It was… It was Evie. But he hadn’t ever seen her completely nude and… She patted his face.

“Calon?”

“Ummm, yeah. It’s me sis.”

She smiled for a moment. “Good. One sec.”

“What—”

“Shh!”

“Ev”—

“SHHH!”

“C’mon—”

“SHH! Dammit, and before you open your mouth again SHH!” Her eyes flicked from side to side like she was reading.

“HOOMAN!”

“SHUT THE FUCK UP!” Evie yelled.

Calon glanced from her to the goblin, who was staring at them with both shock and confusion.

“Alright, yes,” Evie blinked, and her eyes snapped back to Calon. “You are in SOOOOOOOOooooo much trouble.”

“You think?” Calon grumbled. “See the goblins?”

“HOOMAN’S COME OUT!”

“MEAT!”

“MORE MEAT!” the other goblins beside the first one echoed.

“That’s… Nasty,” Evie grimaced. “Alright, I need you to think about giving me more mana.”

“Mana?”

Congratulations on your first successful summon!

50exp

LEVEL UP 2!

LEVEL UP 3!

LEVEL UP 4!

You have three (3) perks to spend!

“Get dem! Get dem out!” The goblins snarled amongst themselves.

“HOOMAN! If come out, promise not eat!” another shouted.

If the lie wasn’t obvious enough, it was the three others that loudly congratulated it, while laughing about us “STUPID HOOMANS!”

“Calon, I can help. But I need mana,” Evie whispered. “Also, I’m naked and this water is cold as fuck, so hurry up before my tits fall off.”

“Right,” Calon gulped softly as he became aware she was pressed against him, being too short to stand in the water at this depth. “Ummm, mana?”

Tutorial

Summoners:

Summoners are capable of summoning creatures and binding them*

Summoners can temporarily bolster creatures’ attributes for a cost of Mana**

*Summoned creatures cannot be de-summoned. In order to permanently remove a summoned creature, the summoner must be killed.

**Attributes can be purchased, permanently raised, changed or modified by spending perks.

“Huh-”

“FIREBALL!”

Calon flinched and watched a streak of orange burst out from her outstretched hand. Twirling in the water, he spotted the spear sink into the water, well short of reaching them. But the goblin that threw it was hit in the face with Evie’s fireball and⁠—

“EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!” It started squealing.

It ran around in circles, before stumbling out of the water and towards the others of its kind. It was, quite frankly, ridiculous as they scattered in terror.

“I think they’re flammable,” Evie murmured.

Another screech went up and suddenly there were two flaming goblins running around. That set off the rest, who scattered in all directions.

“I think we should go.”

Evie nodded quickly, “Other side, let’s not get too close.”

“Right,” Calon nodded.

Evie slipped free of his arms, shuddering as the cool water touched her body again. Calon turned away, so he wasn’t looking at her, and followed as she paddled to the far side of the small lake. They made their way out of the water and rushed into the trees. The screeching slowly faded into the background as they hurried along. And Calon was left with the not-so-subtle reminder that his stepsister was very naked.

“Take them off,” Evie said, sliding to a halt.

“What?”

“They’re wet,” she gestured. “You’ll dry better naked, and you won’t chafe either.”

“Ummm.”

“Calon, just do it. I’m as naked as you soon will be and I haven’t complained about it once.”

Calon blinked and nodded. “Right, sorry. This is just…”

“I know what you mean,” Evie said as Calon stripped off. “Do you know where we are? That window just told me what I was, and that you were my summoner.”

“Ummm,” Calon blushed as he stood and wrung out his clothing as best he could. “I don’t… I have a tutorial quest to find the nearest town.”

Evie raised an eyebrow. “That’s… unique.”

Calon smirked and chuckled softly. “Right, so…” He paused to gather his thoughts and truthfully, his apprehensions. “Before this gets crazy. Are you actually Evie, or do you just look, and sound like her?”

Of all the responses he was expecting, it wasn’t the slap. His ear rang and his face hurt from the impact as Evie looked on the verge of hysterics.

She sucked in several deep breaths and calmed herself for a moment. “You don’t get to ask me if I’m real after I watched you die.” Despite the rage and tears evident in her eyes, her voice was cold and brooked no arguments. “Do you understand me?”

“Oh shit, Evie,” Calon grunted. “I’m… Shit, I died from that?”

Evie’s lip quivered, and she nodded her head, “Yeah, we… We held the funeral last week. They called you a hero for getting Emily out, but… That doesn’t make you not dead, y’know?”

“Look, I’m sorry I died and…” He raised his head to the sky, unable to bear her tears or the pain he saw in her eyes. “Shit, I have no idea what’s going on. I woke up in this forest this morning and was captured by the goblins.”

Evie nodded slowly, “Sorry I slapped you.”

“It’s cool,” Calon smiled, ignoring the throb it caused. “Look, we should get away from here and see if we can find this town.”

“Right, yeah,” Evie nodded, shooting him a quick smile. “That sounds… Yeah.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

Calon nodded, “Yeah.”

“If you say ‘yeah’ one more time, I’m going to slap you again.”

“Yea-okay,” Calon corrected as she raised her hand. “Let’s go.”

With a glance over his shoulder for the goblins he feared were following, they started moving. The forest was a beautiful place. Large trees, moss-covered rocks and small shrubs dotted the landscape. A few birds sang in the branches and what looked like a deer ran off as it spotted them.

“Does that tutorial tell you anything about where we are?”

“I asked about a map and it told me in order to see a map, I needed a map,” Calon grumped.

Evie smirked, “Alright. But did you ask about this place in general?”

Calon opened his mouth to answer, before frowning. “Tutorial, what is this place?”

Glossary!

Continent of Brittia:

Brittia is the seventh largest continent in the world of Tech Duinn.

“Says we’re on the continent of Brittia on Tech Duinn,” Calon remarked as the screen vanished. “Didn’t tell me anything else, though.”

“Brittia is a mythological island and… So is Tech Duinn. It comes from an Irish folklore about the land of the dead. Which basically confirms my suspicions that this place is basically an afterlife.”

“You’re not dead, though, are you?”

Evie frowned, “I hope not. Mum’s having a hard enough time as it is. She saw a lot of your dad in you. Last thing I remember, I was getting out of the shower and getting ready to visit Chrissy.”

Calon sighed. “Chrissy. S’pose that’ll never happen.”

“You crushed so hard on her, it was sad, but cute in a way.” Evie sighed, “Or well… How’d you summon me here, anyway?”

“I… have no idea. I found a summoning stone and accidentally used it.”

“Picking summoner while captured by goblins was a dumb move.”

“I didn’t mean to. The goblin you set on fire was yelling at me and I said yeah when the box came up asking if I wanted to be a summoner. Bringing you here was a mistake.”

“I’m… I’m a mistake?”

Calon turned and spotted the flicker of hurt behind the smile that she pulled. “Gotcha⁠—”

“No,” Calon grabbed her and pulled her into a hug. “No, you aren’t a mistake. I had no idea what I was doing, and the first thing I thought of was you being here to help. The system took that literally and brought you here. You’re the best thing that ever happened to me.”

Calon held her for a few more moments before pulling away. Evie was wide eyed and staring right at him. Calon frowned for a moment before he caught a whiff of something. Sniffing the air, he turned his head, and it grew fainter, so he brought his head back and followed the scent, right back to Evie, who was frozen in shock, still in his arms. She… she smelled… Calon’s erection pressed into her leg. The cool contact of her skin on the head of his cock snapped him out of his trance.

“Oh, shit!” Calon jumped back. “Ohshitohshitohshit!”

Evie blushed furiously and stepped back, mindful of her own feelings. “It’s okay.”

“Evie, I just… Oh god.”

“Am I that disgusting?” Evie frowned.

“WHAT?!” Calon gaped. “Disgusting?”

“Never mind,” Evie shook her head. “We still need to get out of here.”

Calon sighed as Evie started walking. His eyes drifted to the way her ass moved with each step. Closing his eyes, he focussed on anything to make his erection go away.

“Hurry up, fat ass!” Evie called as she vanished into the trees.

Calon rolled his eyes and started walking, fat ass or otherwise.


Chapter Two




“So… Fireball?”

Yeah, real charmer with the words our Calon.

Evie sighed and shook her head as they walked through the trees. “It’s limited. I only have the mana to cast it three times, which is why you need to work out how to recharge my mana.”

Calon frowned. “Shouldn’t mana regenerate over time?”

“Not so far,” Evie shrugged. “Maybe when I sleep? I’m not sure. All I got was some real basic information.”

Calon frowned before his stomach growled. “It’s getting late. Maybe we should think of finding somewhere to sleep.”

Evie gave him side-eye for a moment, “We need more than sleep. Food, water, how cold does it get here at night? Your clothes are still wet.”

Calon nodded and let out a sigh. “Then there are the wolves.”

“Wolves?”

“Yeah,” Calon sighed. “The goblins that captured me were riding wolves.”

“You’ve gotta be fucking kidding me,” Evie grumped. “Calon, the goblins went up pretty well, but wolves are something else and I can only cast fireball two more times.”

“What about my perks?”

“What perks?” Evie sighed.

“I got three of them for levelling up when I summoned you.”

Evie gave me a blank stare. “You do know I can’t see your little screen, right?”

Calon blinked and gave her a sheepish grin. “Now that you mention it.”

“You’re hopeless, you know that?”

Calon grinned again, “And you wonder why the first person I thought of to help me was you?”

Evie blushed, which wasn’t normal for her. She was headstrong, determined, and… beautiful. Her eyes were the same gorgeous blue he remembered. She had long black hair that cascaded over her shoulders, stopping just short of her nipples. Her skin was smooth like porcelain and Calon wondered if it tasted as good as she smelled⁠—

“Calon?”

Calon flinched, and his eyes snapped away. He grabbed his cock in embarrassment, but that just drew her attention to what he was doing. In the end, both of them just kept walking in silence. Evie refused to look in Calon’s direction and Calon refused to look higher than a spot on the ground several metres ahead, all while clutching his erection in a lame attempt to hide it.

“You said something about perks?”

Calon shuddered softly and nodded. “Yeah. I get perks when I level up. I don’t know if I can spend them on myself. But it said I could spend them on my summons.”

“Do you have a character sheet or something?”

Calon frowned, “Character sheet?”

Character Sheet

Name: Calon Wilson

Class: Summoner

Level: 4 (25/50)

Perks: 3

Skills: None

Summons: Evie-Rae Wilson - Succubus

Current Quest: Go to the nearest town - 5 exp

Other Quest: None

Calon looked over what was essentially a barebones character screen. There was a simple beauty to it. That was all the information he really needed about himself, even listing his experience levels and the quest he was on. It also let him know it was possible for him to learn skills. But it didn’t show a way to actually see what those skills could be. Closing the screen, Calon was face to face with Evie, who was giving him a level glare.

“Sorry.”

“Mmm,” Evie mumbled. “Come on, we need to find somewhere to sleep.”

“Yeah,” Calon looked up at the fading light.

It wouldn’t be true dark for a while yet, but in the forest, it was already getting hard to see where the smaller trip hazards were. They continued along for a few minutes, before pausing at the site of a clump of conifers. Calon frowned, thinking they looked familiar, and Evie gave him a look.

“What?”

“These look like the ones near home, don’t they?”

Evie looked over at the tree. “Yeah, I guess.”

Calon shook his head. “Probably doesn’t matter. But we can use them for shelter.”

Evie grinned. “Not just a pretty face, are you?”

“Pfft,” Calon grinned. “Between that and my fat ass, you mean?”

Evie frowned and bit her lip. “Calon… You know I don’t mean it, right?”

Calon smiled softly. “We’re siblings. We’re practically supposed to needle each other, aren’t we?”

Evie frowned harder for a moment and nodded. “Yeah, I guess.”

This time, Calon was left confused as Evie moved towards the conifers. The leaves of the trees were dense, soft, and small, which made them perfect insulators. The pair of them worked together, prying armfuls of the leaves from the lower branches. They found a nook at the base of one of the larger trees and started piling up the leaves to create a nest. Between the two of them, it wasn’t long before the uncomfortable lump on the ground looked like a warm, hidey-hole. Evie set about patting the bed into shape, while Calon set out some sticks to hang his clothing on. Then he discovered the hell that awaited him.

Turning back, Evie was curled into the bed of conifer leaves. She’d shuffled herself in, so it partially buried her, and she observed him with a careful eye.

“Come on, we don’t know how cold the nights here get.”

Calon gulped softly and nodded. Shuffling over, Evie rolled her eyes and patted behind her. Calon took a deep breath and delicately lowered himself into the bed, keeping a space between them.

“Calon?”

“Yeah Evie?”

“How are we supposed to share body warmth if you lay that far back?”

Calon blinked, “Shit.”

“Do you not want to touch me or something?” Evie giggled. “Worried about cooties?”

“Every time I get close to you, I get an erection,” Calon spat out.

He waited for Evie’s laugh. A cheeky joke. Some comment about being a perve, but all he heard was a soft sigh.

“I’ll take it as a compliment. Just don’t go putting it anywhere you’ll regret later, and we should be fine.”

“Evie—”

“Calon, it’s going to be a real cold night if you don’t shuffle over here.”

Calon sighed and did as she asked, shuffling closer as her scent filled his nose. Immediately, his cock came to attention and Calon let out a soft groan of discomfort.

“C’mon, I don’t bite,” Evie whispered.

Calon grit his teeth and shuffled a little lower so his erection would miss poking her in the middle of her back. Shoving one arm under her neck, Evie made a small noise before resting her cheek on his arm. With the other arm, she grabbed and pulled around her stomach. That forced Calon to press himself into her. His cock was so hard it hurt. Evie shuffled, pushing herself back into him, when his cock pressed into something hot and moist.

“Oh,” Evie squeaked.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be,” she patted his hand. “As I said. I’ll take it as a compliment.”

“I should move,” Calon tried to shift.

Evie gripped his hand tightly. “Please don’t.”

“Evie…”

“I’m cold,” Evie whimpered softly. “I’m okay with… With that. But I’m cold.”

Calon nodded softly and pressed in close. Despite what she said, she felt like a small furnace of perfectly smooth, soft... Calon shut his eyes hard. His cock was so hard it hurt, and he could feel it throbbing with each beat of his heart. With each throb it prodded into Evie’s… No, he would not think about that. With a deep breath, Calon tried to relax, completely unaware of Evie going through the same torment he was.

“Night Calon,” she mumbled as the mad throbbing between her legs grew worse.
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Many hours and a fitful but warm night’s sleep later, the two of them sat up and groaned at the morning light.

“I feel like I could eat a horse,” Evie moaned.

“I don’t know much about foraging,” Calon sighed. “Major rule, don’t eat mushrooms.”

“I’m not that dumb.” Evie shook her head. “I just wish there were some fruit trees or something around here.”

Calon nodded. Crawling to his feet, he picked up the clothing he wore the day before. Just a tunic and a pair of pants. At least they were dry. Picking up the tunic, Calon turned and offered it to Evie. She gave him a faint smile and took it from him. Calon went back for the pants and pulled them on. The material was rough, but it moved easily and stayed up without a belt. Turning, he froze at the sight of Evie. Wearing his shirt, it was large on her and hung low. Immediately, Calon remembered reading something about how hot a woman could be, wearing her man’s shirt and… Well, let’s just say Calon was extremely glad he was wearing pants.

“You okay?”

Calon nodded and cleared his throat. “Yeah, we should… Go, yeah.”

“Yeah?”

Calon blinked, “Yeah.”

Evie smirked. “So, did you work out how to spend your perks?”

Calon sighed, “No. Completely forgot.”

“Probably better for now to bank them till we work out what’s going on, at least,” Evie nodded.

Calon couldn’t help but agree. And with a direction picked, based purely on the direction they arrived, the pair started walking. The cool morning air was fresh and kept them alert despite their hunger and thirst. The only thing they wanted more than something for their bellies was more distance between them and the goblins. So, the sound of a horse was music to their ears. Rushing through the forest as quickly as they could, they spotted a gap in the trees and headed right for it. When they burst free of the trees, it was on a long, dusty, dirt road. And right on cue, an open top wagon being hauled by a horse came around the corner.

The driver was an old man in a similar tunic that Calon woke up wearing. He wore a wide-brimmed hat and was smoking a large pipe. At the sight of two people in front of him, he hauled back on the reins, bringing his horse to a stop.

“This ain’t a robbery, is it?!”

Calon glanced at Evie and shook his head. “No, sir!”

The old man seemed to slump in relief before straightening up. “Alrigh, so if this ain’t a robbery, what the absolute fuck are you two doing out here?”

“We’re running from goblins!” Evie called.

The old man frowned. “Shit… This close to town?”

“We don’t know where town is,” Calon shrugged.

The man frowned. “Damn, they chase you that far?”

“We’re pretty lost,” Evie sighed dramatically.

The old man nodded. “Right. Town isn’t far. You can climb in the back, don’t be touching none. But there’s a barrel of water you can drink from. It’s for the horse but won’t hurt you none.”

“Thank you, sir,” Calon grinned.

With Evie at his side, the two of them stepped around the wagon. Calon climbed on first and offered his hand to Evie, who shot him a grateful smile.

“Hold on!”

The crack of the reins was the only warning before the wagon lurched. Evie wobbled, and Calon grabbed her arm to balance her. The pair of them took seats on top of a pair of crates before Calon’s eyes latched onto a large barrel. Leaning over, he started prying at the edges.

“That’s the one, there’s no ladle, so you’ll have to use your hands,” the old man called out from the front.

“Thank you,” Calon called as the lid pried free.

Sure enough, it was a little over two-thirds full. Leaning in, Calon scooped up a handful of water and, after leaning over the back of the wagon, he quickly scrubbed the dirt from his hands. Going back in for a second handful, he lifted it out and turned to Evie. She was watching with a surprised smile as Calon brought the water to her.

“I can get my own water,” she smiled.

Calon shrugged. “Then you can get the next one.”

Evie smiled and blushed slightly as Calon lifted his fingers to her lips. She opened her mouth and Calon gently poured the water into her mouth. The whole time, she kept eye contact, blinking slowly in a way that had Calon feeling rather uncomfortable in his pants again. When the water in his hands ran out, Calon went back to the barrel. While he drank, Evie filled her hands. Then they swapped and repeated the actions until they were both sated.

“How long were you two out there?” The old man asked, looking back.

“Goblins caught me yesterday morning,” Calon sighed. “I got away with Evie around noon and we ran till nightfall.”

The old man frowned. “Shit, that’s lucky. Them little fuckers don’t usually let their meat escape.”

“They’re not fans of fireballs,” Evie smiled darkly.

The old man seemed to freeze in place for a moment. “Adventurers?”

Calon looked at Evie, who looked back. “What’s an adventurer?”

The old man looked at them like they’d each grown second heads. “Now, how do you not know what an adventurer is if you’re throwing fireballs?” He saw the blank stares he was getting in return and shook his head in disbelief. “You’re a long way from home, huh?”

“You could say that,” Calon sighed.

“A little out of this world, you mean?” He judged the looks he got in return and nodded. “Just my luck. Alright, here’s what you need to know. Adventurers run quests for people. We haven’t had one in Beenleigh for a while, so there’s a bit of work to be had. Do the job, but don’t go telling none that you aren’t from this world. The church don’t take none too kindly to the ones brought here by the gods.”

Calon and Evie glanced at each other again. “Did you say Beenleigh?”

The old man nodded slowly. “Yeah, you heard of it?”
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It was a couple of hours later when the town came into view. It wasn’t the Beenleigh that Calon and Evie had grown up in. But the landscape itself had a familiar shape to it. The town itself was set up basically the same. It started on a familiar looking George Street, running west to east through the town. The buildings were old or… At least they were old for the time period Calon and Evie were born in. This was like a mirror of earth from the early nineteen hundreds. Only…

“What is that?” Evie asked.

Calon glanced over at a platform off the main road in front of what looked like a courthouse. The stand was raised up so people could view it easily. From it was a large wooden frame and a rope. And from that rope hung…

“Bah,” the farmer grunted. “Beastkin. Probably did something stupid. I doubt the poor bastard got a fair trial in these parts.”

Calon looked back at the hanging figure. They had a muzzle, padded feet and were covered in hair. Their tail hung limply behind as the corpse rocked slowly in the breeze.

“That there is why you don’t piss off the church,” he continued.

Calon swallowed and turned to Evie, who was staring wide eyed at the corpse. Reaching out, he took her by the shoulders and held her close. Evie shuddered and closed her eyes.

“Right, that’s the job board. Hopefully, there’s sommat on there you can whack out in a day. Use the money for a good feed. Maybe I’ll see you out on the road.”

“Thank you…”

The man blinked and shot the two of them a grin. “Burt, the name’s Burt.”

“Thank you, Burt,” Calon smiled.

“Yes, thank you,” Evie smiled.

Burt gave them a look over, “Oh, to be young and in love.”

With a chuckle, he cracked the reins and stared off further into town. Calon felt Evie squeeze his hand with her own and he looked at her expression. It was somewhere between challenging and regret.

“What?”

“Nothing, let’s check the board.”

Calon nodded, and they strode over to it. It was mounted out the front of a large building that looked like an office. There were several people milling around. The overwhelming majority of them were human. But when Calon looked hard enough, he could pick out the occasional furred body, tail or other inhuman attribute. Most of them were doing menial, labour type work. Hauling things, carrying things, or digging and cleaning things. Whereas the humans were nicely dressed and paid them almost no mind.

“What about this one?” Evie asked.

Calon turned back to the board to see what Evie had found. The paper was old and folded in the corner, so Calon reached out to straighten it for a better view. The moment he touched it, a message popped up.

Quest Complete!

You have found the nearest town!

5 exp awarded!

Tutorial Quest!

Accept a quest from the job board!

5 exp

Calon sighed and nodded as the screen vanished. Evie was giving him an odd look, and Calon shrugged. “New quest says to accept a quest from the job board.”

Evie giggled softly and shook her head. “Some tutorial.”

Calon grinned and looked back at the board. The one she had pinned was written out in the same format as the screen that showed up in Calon’s vision. He pondered for a moment if one was based on the other, or if the screen was unique in some way. But it didn’t matter.

Quest!

McReedy’s sheep have been getting attacked in the night by woodland beasts.

5 bronze for the head of the culprit.

“Any idea what a bronze is worth?” Calon asked.

Evie shrugged, “No idea. But if I had to guess, it’s probably a simple, gold, silver and bronze system.”

Calon nodded, “Right, so… Do I just accept⁠—”

Accepted!

Quest: Hunt whatever is killing McReedy’s sheep!

5 bronze

10 exp

Quest Complete!

Accepted a quest from the job board!

5 exp awarded!

Tutorial Quest!

Complete the accepted quest!

5 exp

Calon closed the screen and nodded, “Right, s’pose we’re killing something, then.”

Evie nodded. “You should look at your perks, then.”

Calon nodded and looked around. “I just wish we could find something to eat.”

Evie sighed and nodded her head in agreement. Calon sighed as well and opened his character sheet again. Looking over the options, he tried to will them into doing something. He tried opening menus, he tried imagining himself tapping on icons. He thought really hard about wanting to spend his perks. But no matter what, nothing came up, nothing changed.

“Dammit, how do I spend my perks?”

Glossary!

Perks:

Perks are obtained by leveling up. Perks are used to upgrade skills*

*Summoners have no base skills and must unlock them by spending perks on their summons.

“Fuck,” Calon sighed.

“What?”

“I have no skills.”

“I could have told you that,” Evie giggled softly.

Calon rolled his eyes. “All it says is that for me to unlock skills, I have to spend perks on my summons.”

“So… How do you spend perks on me?” Evie winked.

Calon rolled his eyes and thought about spending the perks. Like before, he got a big fat nothing. He thought specifically about spending perks on Evie, which also got nowhere. Evie was staring at him with an amused grin as he placed his hand on her shoulder and tested if physical contact did anything. But like with himself, nothing seemed to work.

“Fuck,” Calon sighed.

“Not working?”

“No,” Calon grumped.

Evie nodded slowly. “Maybe you can only spend perks when you level up or something?”

“I have no idea,” Calon shrugged, thinking of when he levelled up from summoning Evie. There had been no indication of being able to spend the perks. But he hadn’t tried either. Maybe that was the trick? With a shake of his head, Calon took Evie by the hand. “Come on, we need to find out where this farm is.”

They walked through the town, earning a collection of stares and glares. Not only were they dressed less richly than most of the people in town; they were dressed worse than most of the beastkin.

“We don’t take kindly to varmints in this town,” a large man said, stepping out from between two buildings. “Thieves, pickpockets and the like all end up gone, one way or another.”

“We’re looking for McReedy’s farm,” Calon said quickly.

The man frowned. “And why the fuck do you want to go there?”

“Job board,” Calon said softly. “He’s offering a job to kill what hunts his sheep.”

The man blinked for a few moments before bursting into laughter. Calon and Evie stood there while the large man slowly regained himself, even wiping a tear from his eye. “Aye, that’s a good one. What are you really doing here?”

“Looking for McReedy’s farm,” Calon repeated.

“Oh damn,” the man chuckled. “The kid is serious.”

This time, there were a few laughs from the people who had stopped to view the commotion. The large man seemed to revel in being at the centre. “Boy, what’s hunting them sheep is going to chew you up and spit you out. Mark my words. You’re better off picking up that filly of yours and heading back to whatever shithole you crawled out of. But I’ll do you a favour,” he grinned. “Head due east out George Street. Then just keep going. McReedy’s farm borders the river. You’ll see the sign on the road when you get closer.”

“Thank you,” Evie told the man.

He just shrugged, “Told you. We don’t take kindly to varmints round here. Either you come back with money, or you don’t come back. Either way, you’re not my problem.”

Turning, he laughed as he walked into the building with the job board, leaving Calon and Evie alone.

“You heard him,” a younger man called out. “Clear off, fore I set my dogs on ya.”

Evie grimaced at the lecherous glare he was giving her. Calon took her by the hand and they started their walk east. They ignored the glares and murmurs from the locals and just kept going. The walk was slow and uncomfortable without shoes. The two of them marched on despite their fatigue from not eating since they had arrived. It only took half an hour to spot the sign and only now did Calon realise Evie was clutching his hand in a death grip.

“This is so fucking weird,” Evie mumbled.

Calon nodded. “I know. I don’t really know what to think.”

“Is this a parallel world or something?”

“You said it was the land of the dead,” Calon frowned. “Maybe it’s more like purgatory or something. I got a screen when I woke up about ‘actions carried out in life,’ so maybe this is a second chance?”

Evie frowned, “Maybe.”

“Either way, I’m glad to have it with you.”

This time, Evie blushed furiously as she started moving quicker than before. “Come on. Sooner we can get to the farm, the sooner we can find out what this is so I can fireball it and we can get paid.”

Calon frowned. “What if there’s more than one?”

Evie sighed. “I have enough mana to cast it twice more. After that, we better find out how to spend those perks and recharge me, or things are going to get rough out here.”

Calon nodded in agreement as they came to a large gate. It was easy enough to open and the two of them followed a long driveway towards a farmhouse. The front door opened as they approached, and an elderly man stepped out the front door. Unlike Burt, this man looked positively ancient, hobbling with a cane. He glared at them, and Calon slowed their approach.

“What do ye want?!”

“We saw the job board!” Evie called back.

The man seemed to think for a moment. “And what makes you think you two can help me? My boy’s been out hunting that thing for weeks!”

“Can your boy cast fireballs?”

The man seemed to blink back his shock. “A fire mage?” Neither of us corrected him, and he frowned. “You don’t much look like mages.”

“I’m not,” Calon agreed. “And we look like this because goblins captured us out west. Lost everything we had, and your job looked simple enough.”

The man seemed to nod to himself for a moment. “Right, right, makes sense. Goblins, shit.” He seemed to come to a conclusion. “I suppose you lot haven’t eaten in a while, then?”

“Burt gave us a little water, but no,” Calon answered.

The old man brightened for a moment and nodded. “Burt’s a good man. If he gave you water, he figured you were harmless enough. Come on in. I have some meat and cheese. Not a lot, but it’ll keep you going before my boy comes back.”

Evie and Calon gave each other a grin and nodded. “Thank you, sir.”

The old man waved off our thanks as he led the two inside. “Martha, see if you can wrangle up something to eat for our guests.”

“Right away sir,” a wool covered woman bowed, before clomping on hooves into the kitchen.

Calon couldn’t help but stare at the woman until Evie gave him a nudge.

“You have a problem with my sheep?”

“No sir,” Calon said quickly.

“Hmmm,” the old man nodded. “No getting any funny ideas. You want a tussle in the hay, take that filly of yours and leave my flock alone.”

Calon gaped for a moment before turning to look at Evie. She was blushing furiously as she rocked on the heels of her feet.

“I have the meals, sir,” Martha said, coming back out with a platter with a small assortment of food piled on.

“Thank you,” Calon said, trying hard not to stare at her as she put the platter on a nearby table.


Chapter Three




“Thank you,” Evie smiled at Martha, as the two of them sat at the table.

“As sir requested,” the sheep bowed softly.

They looked around the small farmhouse. The old man, Mr McReedy; limped over to a large, comfortable looking chair.

“How in blazes did you get away from goblins?”

Calon glanced at Evie, “They were riding wolves. Evie got away but they cornered me. Long story short, as dirty as they are, they wanted me clean.”

“Weirdest monster trait I’ve ever heard of,” McReedy grunted. “Uncivilised beasts.”

Calon glanced at Evie as she paused with a lump of meat about to touch her lips. She frowned for a moment and lowered it.

“Mr McReedy, this isn’t sheep, is it?”

The old man turned a level glare on the young woman. “Beastkin might not have the best lot in life in these parts. But we’re not uncivilised.”

“Oh,” Evie sighed softly in relief.

“That there is wild boar my boy brought down a few days ago. We leave the eating of beastkin to the monsters. Not that those bastards won’t eat us either, which is half the problem.”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean⁠—”

McReedy waved off her concern, “No, lassie. I can see you were just being safe. Does my old heart good knowing you were willing to question me about it. Tells me you aren’t going to be harming my flock.”

Evie nodded and ate the lump of meat before groaning softly in delight. Calon tried some too, and it tasted just like smoked ham, but with a stronger, richer flavour.

“Good, huh?”

“Yes sir,” Calon smiled.

The old man chuckled, “Just about all I’m good for these days. My boy watches the flock during the day, but he can’t be everywhere, and that thing comes in the night. The flock is in shambles most mornings. And I’m stuck here keeping the smoker going.”

Calon and Evie exchanged a look of pity at the old man’s bitter tone. But there was nothing they could do about old age, even if they could do something about the monster hunting his sheep.

“Any idea what it is?” Evie asked.

The old man shook his head, “Big, mean and able to pull an arm off,” he shook his head. “It doesn’t leave obvious tracks and the dogs won’t hunt the scent, which tells us it’s either smart enough to cover its scent, or it’s leaving one that puts them off. Whatever it is, has been coming every night or so for months now. I had just about given up hope of saving this place.”

“We’ll do what we can,” Calon nodded.

“Thank you,” the old man smiled sadly.

Calon and Evie ate the rest of their meal, careful not to overdo it and make themselves sick.

“Here,” Martha said softly, coming out of a room with a bundle.

Evie accepted it and opened the bundle, revealing a simple dress. She smiled at the sheep, but Martha placed a finger over the younger woman’s lips. Tilting her head towards Mr McReedy, the old man was snoring softly in his chair.

“Thank you,” Evie whispered.

Martha nodded and softly clomped away, grabbing a blanket for the old man. Calon turned his back as Evie stripped off the shirt she wore. A few moments later, she gave him back his shirt, and they were both finally dressed. Or at least covered. They still lacked shoes, a hat or any form of physical barrier against all but sunlight. Evie waved at the door and the two of them headed outside.

Stepping out into the midafternoon light, they did a lap of the house. The building seemed to be in the middle of a large block. They couldn’t see if there was a fence or not, but it reasoned that if sheep were articulate like Martha, then they would know to stick around. Especially if they were being cared for. Behind the house was a large barn that was filled with hay and other farming equipment. In the distance, in all directions, were thick forests and there were a few trees on the property that provided shaded areas. One of those areas seemed to be where the flock was.

“Think they could give us some pointers?” Calon asked.

Evie nodded. “I get the feeling beastkin are treated like kids in courtrooms. People let them speak, but nobody really listens unless it affects them directly. I bet they’ll know more than McReedy told us.”

Calon nodded in agreement as they started over. The sheep spotted them coming and Calon could see them pull back into a tighter flock as they approached.

“Who are you?” One, a young male, maybe late teens, challenged. He wore a simple loincloth, and it was impossible to tell his physique under the thick wool covering his body. He had a pair of curved horns on either side of his head and stared at them with heat in his eyes.

“We’ve been hired to stop what’s attacking you,” Evie called back.

The sheep frowned. “Why should I believe you?”

“Why else would we be here?” Calon asked, slightly bemused.

“Thieves!” a feminine voice called out.

“Two people against the whole flock?” Evie giggled.

“Our wool!”

“Without shears?” Calon added.

The flock mumbled amongst themselves.

“HEY!”

Calon and Evie turned to see a young man coming towards them from the barn. He was holding the hand of a young sheep woman, and he quickly dropped her hand as she hurried along behind him.

“You McReedy’s son?” Calon asked.

The man frowned and slowed. “You do something to dad?”

“He hired us to stop whatever’s harming the sheep.”

The man seemed to sigh with relief for a moment, then shook his head. “You don’t look like much.”

“Neither do you,” Evie bit back.

“You take that back!” A feminine voice shouted.

“Sheepy!” the man cut off the sheep as she rounded on Evie.

The sheep girl named… Sheepy… huffed with anger as she glared at Evie, but she turned up her nose and stormed past all of them and into the flock, where she vanished into the sea of wool.

“Sorry, she’s been a little protective lately,” the man mumbled awkwardly.

“That’s understandable,” Calon nodded. “We just wanted to ask the sheep some questions about the attacks.”

“Like what?”

“What direction it comes from, what time it usually shows up, what an attack is like, that kind of thing.”

The young man nodded. “Look, if you can do something, I’ll be forever grateful. I just…”

“Let us talk to the sheep,” Evie smiled.

The young man nodded and gestured for them to approach. With the man, the sheep were far less cautious around the new strangers on the farm and made it easier to look over the flock properly. Most of them wore some kind of loincloth. There were only a few males, and most of those were quite young, leaving their challenger as the oldest.

“What happened to the males?” Calon asked.

“They were taken early,” the man sighed. “I’m Kevin, by the way.”

“Calon.”

“Evie.”

Kevin nodded a greeting at them both. “The males, as you saw, are protective of the flock, so when the monster came, they tried to defend it.”

“And it took them first because of it,” Evie sighed.

“Can anyone tell us what this thing looks like?” Calon called.

The sheep pulled back for a moment before a cough rang out.

“I saw it!”

The herd shuffled and an old sheep woman came out. She looked like Martha’s mother, and her wool was patchy. She was one of the few women in the flock with a binder around her chest because the wool left her exposed.

“I saw the creature, the second attack, maybe a few months back now,” she said firmly.

“I don’t know how much info she’ll have,” Kevin shook his head. “Ol’ Marge has been talking nonsense since it happened.”

Calon spotted the wince in Marge’s expression and hoped that Kevin’s words hadn’t just shot them all in the foot.

“What can you tell us?” Evie prodded kindly.

The old sheep glanced up, and outside of Kevin’s disbelief, saw their serious expressions. She nodded, “It’s big. Stands on two legs like a human, but… bigger.”

“She’s describing a yowie,” Kevin sighed. “Three metres tall. Big enough to carry off a horse and has a taste for sheep. And I keep telling you, there are no tracks and no stench. I bet what we’re dealing with is an amarok or something.”

“What’s an amarok?” Calon asked.

“Like a wolf, but bigger, meaner, and they hunt alone. It would explain the lack of tracks and why the dogs won’t follow a scent.”

Calon and Evie exchanged a look before going back to Marge, who had a defeated expression.

“Any chance?”

Marge looked up and shook her head. “It doesn’t come with a scent. Ain’t no wolf monster.”

With her final word, she turned and headed back into the flock.

“Sorry about her, she gets a little headstrong,” Kevin rubbed the back of his neck. “She means well, though, and I hope she calms down once you sort this all out.”

Calon nodded as Evie rolled her eyes. “Do you know where it comes from?”

“North,” Kevin shrugged. “It always comes from the North. Attacks come sooner in the night if I move the flock up there and later in the night if I bring them south. So, whatever it is, takes its time moving around in the dark.”

“Doesn’t sound much like a wolf then,” Evie mumbled.

Kevin either ignored her or didn’t hear as he continued talking. “I’m gonna get the flock moving. Farm doesn’t sleep and I want to move them as far south as possible if you two are going to be out here tonight.”

“Right,” Calon nodded as Kevin whistled at the flock.

The two of them watched as the sheep awkwardly began a slow march to follow him away from the direction of the attacks.

“This isn’t good,” Evie sighed.

Calon shook his head slowly. “No, it really isn’t.”

“I can only cast fireball two more times. I doubt that’ll be enough to kill something big. It probably wouldn’t have killed those goblins, except they’re flammable.”

“Hair is flammable,” Calon offered.

Evie rolled her eyes. “It also burns quick. And if whatever comes is big enough, it could just wait for the flames to go out and come right back.”

They pondered the situation as they followed the flock south. There was nowhere else to be right now, so sticking close seemed the best option. They brainstormed together how to use Calon’s perks and tried various ways to restore Evie’s mana. Not that being able to cast three fireballs was any more likely to succeed than two. But that was hardly the point at this stage. When Kevin brought the flock to a halt, Calon looked at his stats one final time.

Character Sheet

Name: Calon Wilson

Class: Summoner

Level: 4 (35/50)

Perks: 3

Skills: None

Summons: Evie-Rae Wilson - Succubus

Current Quest: Complete the accepted Quest! - 5 exp

Other Quest: McReedy’s sheep have been getting attacked in the night by woodland beasts - 5 bronze for the head of the culprit

Calon thought of everything. Modifying his skills, modifying Evie’s skills. He tried to view his own mana, but even that didn’t work. So, either he didn’t have mana, or if he did, it came as a skill from somewhere else. He even tried to bring up a character sheet for Evie.

Character Sheet

Name: Evie-Rae Wilson

Owner: Calon Wilson

Race: Succubus

Level: 1

Mana: 10/15

Skills: Fireball - Burns enemy with a ball of liquid flame. Has a chance to immolate - 5 mana*

*Enemies weak to fire have this effect applied immediately

Unknown**

** This skill is unknown at this time

Modifications: None

Calon frowned as he read through the details. “Did you know you had a second skill?”

“Really?” Evie frowned. “How come I can’t see that? What is it?”

Calon shook his head. “It just says ‘unknown’.”

Evie frowned, “Stupid. Just stupid.”

“I know,” Calon agreed. “What if there’s mana potions or something?”

Evie frowned and nodded. “That would be helpful.”

Glossary!

Mana Potions:

Mana potions restore mana*

*Mana potions can be toxic to non-humans.

Calon grunted in frustration, earning a look from Evie. After explaining the situation, she grunted too. That left them back at square one and the sun was fading. Looking around, they had little choice about how things were going to play out. Best chance they had was to sit tight and wait for something to happen.

“Hey ummm,” Kevin approached. “It’s getting dark and⁠—”

“We got it,” Evie nodded. “This is what we’re here for.”

Kevin nodded slowly, “I’ll… I’ll bring something out for you to eat.”

“Thank you,” Calon nodded.

Kevin took a deep breath and gave them a confident grin before heading to the flock. Calon couldn’t be sure, but he was pretty sure that Kevin was speaking with Sheepy. He made it look like he wasn’t looking while Evie was staring north, but he spotted the quick kiss before Kevin turned and headed back towards the house.

“He’s fucking her,” Evie mumbled.

Calon grinned. “I mean, they’ve got something going on.”

Evie nodded, “I can tell. There’s so much arousal between those two. I could sense it when they came from the barn. I bet they sneak off most days to have a little time alone.” Calon shot Evie a look as she blushed and shrugged. “You summoned me as a succubus. What did you expect?”

“I didn’t mean to,” Calon frowned. “I’d rather just have you here.”

Evie nodded slowly, “I know.”

Calon wondered if that’s what she meant the night before. When she said she’d take his erection, poking her in the ass as a compliment. Could she feel his arousal for her? Calon didn’t know if he should be ashamed of himself or not. Shaking the thoughts off, they found a patch of tall grass that had been flattened into a mound to sit on. The sun was dropping below the horizon when Kevin came back out with a second platter. Like their lunch, it was a random assortment, but it came with a large jug filled with fresh water. With an exchange of thanks, Calon and Evie were left alone with their meal as the temperature dropped.

“You should rest,” Evie whispered. Calon shook his head, but Evie gently tugged him around. “Look, there’s no use to us both being tired. You rest, I’ll stay up. When I’m tired, I’ll wake you and I’ll rest.”

“Fine,” Calon nodded, “Where should⁠—”

Calon froze as Evie pulled his head to her lap. He tried not to think about his blooming arousal as she stroked his hair. He did not know how her succubus powers worked, and he didn’t particularly like the idea of her knowing how he felt at that moment. Soon enough, though, her gentle strokes of his hair lulled him into a pleasant sleep.

A soft giggle snapped him awake sometime later, and Calon went to get up. Evie’s hands tensed, holding him in place.

“What, what is it?”

“Nothing, sorry,” Evie giggled again. “Sheepy just snuck away from the flock towards the house.”

Calon grinned, “Alright, that’s kinda cute.”

“Isn’t it?”

SNAP

The pair froze. There wasn’t too much in the way of sticks out here in the fields, so it was a very odd sound to hear. Calon slowly sat up beside Evie. Her eyes were wide as she scanned the darkness and under the moonlight, all he could see was her silhouette. A soft breeze ran over the grass, making it rustle, and Calon almost missed the soft footsteps that took advantage of the soft noise.

“Evie,” Calon whispered.

She shook her head and pointed. Calon followed where she was looking and froze. Like her, the creature was a silhouette against the darkness. And it was huge. Hunched over, it looked like a gorilla. As the breeze picked up again, the creature stood and Calon gaped at how tall it was. He wasn’t short, at one-seventy-five centimetres tall, or… Five foot nine in freedom speak. But this thing was closer to three metres. It moved slowly and deliberately, standing on clumps of grass to hide its footprints. That explained why it was so hard to track if it was hiding its tracks. Grass in the fields would hide prints, but once into the trees, if it used fallen logs, rocks and other things to hide its tracks, it would be hard to follow.

“BAAAAAHHH!” One of the sheep screamed.

The creature burst into motion as the flock scattered in all directions. Their terrified bleating filled the air as Calon and Evie leaped to action. Rushing in the creature's direction, it lumbered through the scrambling sheep. The young ram who challenged them before came sprinting out and slammed into its hip.

“Stoopid,” the beast grumbled, taking the ram by the horns.

“No!” He struggled back. “NO!”

The monster picked up the ram and Calon watched in horror as it took the young man by the neck.

“FIREBALL!”

The flash of orange raced across the field, slamming into the creature’s shoulder. The flames washed over the creature and it squealed like a pig, dropping the ram. As the flames caught its hairy exterior, the creature stumbled around.

“Ouch! OUCHOUCHOUCH!” He cried, patting his shoulder. “BURNIES!”

He staggered around and dropped into the grass. We kept our distance as he rolled in the grass, desperately trying to get the flames out. He roared angrily and heaved himself back up as the smouldering, smoky remains of his furred shoulder glowed in the evening light.

“YOUS!” He growled, spotting us. “YOUS BURN ME!”

“FIREBALL!”

His eyes went wide with fear right before Evie’s second attack hit him solidly in the chest. The creature, or yowie as Marge had suggested, roared in agony, falling onto his back as he burned up a second time.

“That’s it,” Evie hissed. “Mana’s gone.”

Calon glanced at her and saw an odd look in her eye. “Evie?”

She turned and stared right into his eyes. The yowie, still howling in pain, turned and ran north, leaving a smoke trail as he went. Calon wondered if they should give chase when something wrapped around his ankle. With a yelp, Calon had his leg pulled out from under him and something landed on his hips. Blinking away his shock, he spotted Evie. But… it wasn’t the Evie he summoned. This Evie stared at him with glowing red eyes. She had a pair of wings that extended from her back and the thing around his leg was a long, slender tail that ended with a sharp point. From her forehead sprouted two long twisted black horns, and she snarled, showing a mouth of razor-sharp teeth.

“Evie?”

She hissed in reply as her tail moved around. Taking hold of his pants, she yanked them open. Calon went to stop her, but the barb in her tail pressed under his chin.

“Stay!” she hissed.

Calon froze as he felt her warm hand take his cock. Instantly, he became erect. This was the forbidden promise he’d never allowed himself to think about. And as Evie took him in her mouth, Calon shuddered in pleasure. Evie was a machine. Her mouth felt tight, warm, and wet as she slurped on his cock. She forced Calon to lie there as she performed oral on him. Thankfully there was no pressure or scrape from those sharp teeth. He did not know if it was the best or worst thing that had ever happened. He also felt that she wasn’t in full control of herself right now. But with the barb being pressed under his chin, he had little choice. With a wet pop, Evie pulled away and climbed up. Lifting her dress, she took hold of his cock.

“Evie—”

Calon blinked at the sudden sensation of his stepsister forcing herself down on his cock. Her pussy throbbed and milked at him as she crooned above him. She looked him in the eye and Calon felt a pulse of energy pass through him. Instantly, he was on the verge and gasped as she smiled cruelly at him.

“Cum,” she growled softly.

“Oh shit,” Calon grunted, feeling his lust rise beyond comprehension. Firing his seed into her, Evie whimpered and her eyes rolled back. The milking sensation stopped and Calon frowned, wanting more as his lust refused to fall. Grabbing her roughly, Calon surged and flipped the two of them over. Kissing Evie heavily, she moaned into his mouth as Calon pumped his hips. The sperm he’d fired into her spurted out as he kept pumping his cock into her tight hole. But neither of them cared. Calon was still under the effects of what Evie had done to him, and Evie was still dazed from it happening, to begin with. All they both knew for sure was that what was happening felt fantastic and neither wanted it to end. Slamming his cock to the balls inside her, Calon erupted a second time, pushing out even more of his previous load to make room for the newest. Sighing in relief, he clung to her and shuddered softly.

“Calon?”

Opening his eyes, Calon looked down into Evie’s. She was back to looking human. No wings, no tail, no horns. “Are you okay?” Calon asked.

“You’re inside me,” Evie whispered.

Calon froze. The lust haze hadn’t subsided completely, but he also knew that⁠—

“Keep going.”

Calon blinked and felt her arms pull him closer.

“I want this,” she confessed. “I want this so bad. I feel you inside me and I know my mana is regenerating. So please?”

“Are you sure?”

Evie nodded. Calon leaned down and kissed her. She moaned into his mouth as Calon rocked his hips.

“It doesn’t make any sense,” Evie whimpered.

“What doesn’t?” Calon asked, slowing.

“No, please don’t stop,” Evie begged, so Calon started fucking her again. “I always thought I was gay,” she started. “But I wanted to try a guy to make sure and all I could ever think about was how safe you always made me feel. And…”

“Do you want me to stop?” Calon slowed again.

Evie smiled and shook her head. “No, no, I want you to fuck me. I want you to slam that big cock of yours into my little hole until I beg you to stop. I want you to try and murder me with that dick of yours. And then I want you to summon Chrissy so I can eat her pussy while you fuck her as well.”

Calon froze in shock, making Evie roll her eyes. She arched her hips, driving his cock further into herself, but providing enough leverage to tip him over. Climbing atop, she took hold of his cock and slid it back into herself. She rocked back and forth and Calon’s arms came up to grab her breasts.

“Yes, like that,” she whimpered. “They’re not big but they’re⁠—”

“Perfect,” Calon interrupted, pinching her nipples.

Evie gasped and quivered. Shifted to the balls of her feet and she bounced her hips in place.

“Cum in me Calon. Cum in me and promise me you’ll bring Chrissy here.”

Calon grunted at the sensation he was feeling. His only regret was that it was too dark to see her properly. But he could hear, smell, and feel her without a problem.

“Why Chrissy?”

“Because she and I were together,” Evie confessed. “She wasn’t just my best friend; she was my girlfriend. I just never had the courage to tell you or mum.”

Calon nodded, “Okay. I’ll try. Next summon, I’ll try to make it, Chrissy.”

“Thank you,” Evie shuddered, increasing her pace.

“Fuck Evie.”

“Cum in me, Calon,” Evie whimpered. Her legs were aching, and she wanted him to cum this last time. “Just think of me and Chrissy. We’re both naked, we’re making out and rubbing our pussies together. You can be behind us, fucking me for a few strokes, then pull out and straight into Chrissy, and we’ll just lay there while you fuck us⁠—”

“SHIT!” Calon grunted.

Evie felt the rush of power that fired into her. It was a waste with her mana already full, but she still felt the overwhelming lust mixed in with the dying remnants of innocent love. What replaced it was a deep sense of possessive love and she could taste it in the energy he pumped into her.

“That’s it,” Evie whispered, rocking her hips on his cock. “Fill your succubus. You own me after all, and this is what I need to stay healthy.”

“Oh shit,” Calon grunted, firing one last spurt up into her.

“Check your perks,” Evie whispered, laying over Calon’s heaving body.

Calon felt her press against him and shuddered as he realised his cock was still inside her. But he thought for a moment about perks and her character sheet came up.

Character Sheet

Name: Evie-Rae Wilson

Owner: Calon Wilson

Race: Succubus

Level: 1

Mana: 15/15

Skills: Fireball - Burns enemy with a ball of liquid flame. Has a chance to immolate - 5 mana*

*Enemies weak to fire have this effect applied immediately

Possession - When mana runs out, a succubus becomes possessed with lust and will forcibly copulate with the closest willing adult in the area**

**Summoned succubi will default to their summoner regardless of physical vicinity

Modifications: None

“Alright, have you checked your character sheet?” Calon asked softly.

“Oh,” Evie said after a few moments. “Yeah, that makes sense. Can you change anything?”

Calon wasn’t sure, but thought about her skills, and suddenly he got a pop-up.

Upgrade Fireball?

Larger fireball adds splash damage and higher chance of immolation

1 perk

Y/N

Thinking about no, Calon thought about possession and received no pop up. He wondered if that was because it was a special kind of skill, or if it was because there was a level requirement of some kind. Perhaps even some preliminaries that needed to be completed first.

“Well?”

“I can upgrade your fireball for one perk.” Calon nodded.

“Hmm,” Evie shifted, grating his cock inside her. “I wonder if it’s because we had sex, or if it’s because you’re still inside me?”

Calon blinked and blushed, “I… I don’t⁠—”

“We’ll test it. What else can you do?”

“I’ve no idea.”

Evie sighed, “What about my mana? Can you increase that?”

Upgrade Mana?

Larger pool of mana allows casters to perform more magic. Increase by 100%

1 perk

Y/N

“I can increase your mana by double for one perk,” Calon told her.

Evie thought for a moment, “Do you think it will always be double? Because that’s a really good deal. What about you, though? Can you unlock any for yourself?”

Calon thought about it, but nothing came up. “Not sure, maybe it⁠—”

“Is it dead?!”

They flinched and looked up. Kevin was stumbling towards him with what looked like Sheepy on his arm.

“Later,” Evie whispered.

Calon nodded before frowning as Evie slipped off his still hard cock. He wasn’t expecting her to suddenly take him in her mouth and his eyes rolled as she sucked their combined juices off them before pulling away.

“It’s alive, but it ran,” Evie called, standing up.

“Well, I’ll be damned, you’re alive,” Kevin said with an awestruck tone.


Chapter Four




Kevin stared at them both with an odd expression. He kept taking casual glances at Evie while trying desperately not to stare at Calon. Sheepy, on the other hand, was pouting as she clung to his arm. Calon wondered if she could smell what they had been doing. Putting aside that thought for the time being, he turned back to Kevin.

“So, you injured it, and it ran off?” Kevin asked.

“Pretty much,” Calon nodded. “It didn’t like fireballs, but they didn’t kill it either.”

Kevin frowned before glancing at Sheepy, who was still clutching at him. “So, are you going to go after it?”

“We’ll keep watch tonight and head off when it’s light enough to follow the trail.”

Kevin frowned, but nodded in agreement, “Alright, so you’ll keep watching the flock in case it comes back?”

Calon wondered about the direct questioning, but Evie quickly agreed. They were then given front row seats to Kevin, trying to pry Sheepy off his arm. The harder he pulled, the tighter she clutched, until eventually she reversed his momentum. Calon and Evie hid their laughter as the sheep girl knocked the young man to the ground and promptly sat on him.

“Come on, we’ll let them have their lovers’ quarrel,” Evie whispered.

Calon took her by the hand, and they gave the couple their distance. The herd was piecing itself back together. Mostly at the urging of the young ram they’d saved. Calon smirked, seeing more than a few females clustering around him. Considering he probably knew he was going to die, and yet he tried to protect them, anyway, Calon wasn’t really surprised.

“Hope he’s of a consenting age,” Evie smirked. “Cos he’s about to get his dick sucked, probably more than once.”

Calon shook his head. “Is that your feminine intuition, or part of being a succubus?”

Evie shrugged softly and smiled. “It feels like the same thing. Before I’d look at a situation and judge it for what it is. But now, it’s almost like there’s a flavour in the air. There’s a lot of machismo mixed in with a lot of desire to suck something.”

“Sure you’re not thinking of yourself?” Calon smirked.

Evie shook her head. “No, I don’t want to suck your dick.”

“No?” Calon asked, feeling a little disappointed. Which was… odd… seeing as he wasn’t sure if repeating what they had done was for the best.

“No,” Evie shook her head. “No, I want to push you down and ride you until you cum inside me again.”

Calon frowned, “Evie⁠—”

“Calon, you only worked out how to upgrade my skills after screwing me senseless. If you’re about to pull the morality card here, you’re going to kill us both. So, for the good of both our lives, I need you to fuck me on the regular, got it?”

Calon frowned but couldn’t dispute her words, nor the tightness in his pants. “Fine.”

“Can you still access my upgrades?”

Calon blinked and thought about it for a moment.

Mana

Larger pool of mana allows casters to perform more magic. Increase by 100%

1 perk

Y/N

“Yeah, I can still see it.”

“Damn,” Evie muttered. “Can you do my mana and see what changes?”

“Sure,” Calon agreed, making the selection.

Accepted!

Succubus Evie-Rae Wilson has doubled mana pool.

New total: 30/30

New level: 2

“Alright, you have thirty mana now,” Calon smiled. “Should I see if I can upgrade it again?”

“Check the cost. Another double would be nice.”

Upgrade Mana 2?

Larger pool of mana allows casters to perform more magic. Increase by 100%

2 perks

Y/N

“They doubled,” Calon nodded. “That makes sense. Mana doubles, cost to upgrade doubles.”

“Still sucks, though. Do you think if you upgrade my fireball, it’ll make it more expensive to cast?”

“More to the point, would it mean you had two different levels you could cast, one higher and one lower?”

Evie frowned. “That’s a good point, too. I’m just worried about the yowie.”

“It burns, but I don’t know if hitting it more often or with more power is better.”

Evie seemed to think for a few moments. “You said that upgrading it makes the chance of immolation higher?”

Upgrade Fireball?

Larger fireball adds splash damage and higher chance of immolation

1 perk

Y/N

“Yup, I just checked,” Calon nodded.

“Do that then. Might get lucky if he goes up like a fireball on the first hit.”

Calon didn’t have any reason to dispute her. So far, her magic was the only defence they had.

Accepted!

Succubus Evie-Rae Wilson has upgraded Fireball.

New level: 3

New Skill Unlocked!

Charm:

Temporarily bewitch the mind of any human or beastkin.

Activate: 1 perk

“Oh,” Calon frowned, “I have a new window.”

Calon quickly explained what he could see, and Evie thought about it for a few moments.

“So, I guess the real question is, do we unlock the new skill, or save for your level up and upgrade something else?”

“I haven’t seen any way to upgrade myself either,” Calon offered.

Evie let out a soft, “Hmmm.” Then she shook her head. “Have you tried?”

Calon opened his mouth, then closed it again. Truth be told, he hadn’t since working out he could upgrade Evie. Thinking about upgrading his skills, Calon received a big fat nothing. With a sigh, he rolled his eyes, then thought about unlocking fireball.

Skill Transfer!

Fireball:

Burns enemy with a ball of liquid flame. Has a chance to Immolate - 5 mana* **

*Enemies weak to fire have this effect applied immediately.

** Requires Mana to cast

Activate: 1 perk

Calon rolled his eyes. Of course he’d need to upgrade his mana as well. That put a burr in things. He passed on the information to Evie, who sighed softly.

“Look, I’m sure charm could be useful. But I don’t know if it’ll be more useful than upgrading fireball again.”

Accepted!

Charm:

Temporarily bewitch the mind of any human or beastkin - 3 mana

New level: 4

Name: Evie-Rae Wilson

Owner: Calon Wilson

Race: Succubus

Level: 4

Mana: 30/30

Skills: Fireball 2 - Burns enemy with a larger ball of liquid flame that causes splash damage. Has a higher chance to immolate - 5 mana*

*Enemies weak to fire have this effect applied immediately

Possession - When mana runs out, a succubus becomes possessed with lust and will forcibly copulate with the closest willing adult in the area**

**Summoned succubi will default to their summoner regardless of physical vicinity

Charm - Temporarily bewitch the mind of any human or beastkin - 3 mana

Modifications: None

“Did you just...?”

Calon blinked and frowned. “Ummm, yeah.”

Evie frowned. “I know that I’m literally tied to you and all, and I’m not mad you did it. But please don’t do things to me without telling me first?”

Calon froze and shot her an apologetic look. “Oh, shit. I’m so sorry.”

“It’s fine,” she gave his hand a squeeze. “Just next time, please tell me before you change me.”

“I will,” Calon nodded. “I promise. And I never want to change you. You’re perfect just how you are. I just want you to be stronger and safer.”

Evie slowed their walk for a moment and shot him a smile. “Ok, now I want to suck your dick.”

Calon smirked and pulled her into a quick hug. “Later. We have a job to do.”

“We do, yes,” Evie nodded.

Calon met her eyes for a moment and swore they pulsed. Her eyes were fascinating, beautiful, perfect. He could stare into them for hours. She came closer and Calon couldn’t help but beam widely as she approached. Her lips moved, catching his attention. Those perfect, kissable lips. How he would do anything to kiss those lips. But all he could do was stare. Calon wanted to kiss her soooo badly, but nothing seemed to move. Even as she got to her knees, all Calon could do was stare. And… she was perfect. The most beautiful woman he had ever seen and… That was his dick. Calon wanted to frown as she took him in her mouth. Those perfect lips nuzzling against his flesh. Calon could smell ozone for a moment before something popped in his ears. In an instant, he noticed his surroundings, the grass, the evening sky and⁠—

“OH!” He choked, feeling minutes of oral pleasure all at once.

It was like it was all put on hold and he could only feel it once he was out of his trance. Grabbing Evie by the head, she moaned in pleasure while staring up at him. Calon snarled and forced his cock down her throat. Despite the tight seal preventing her from breathing and the watering of her eyes. She still stared innocently up at him. She swallowed around his cock, and Calon shuddered as he started to cum. Evie felt the first pulse and swallowed again, massaging his cock while sucking down every spurt of his cum. He fired a few more spurts before Evie tapped him on the leg. Pulling slowly away, Evie kept her lips tightly sealed around his cock. When just the head remained inside her mouth, she dived forward, sucking him and cleaning him with her tongue, before pulling away with a smile.

“Did…” Calon blinked. “Did you charm me?”

“It worked?”

Calon nodded. “That was weird. All I could do was look at you. I couldn’t think, I couldn’t move. I just stood there staring at you.”

Evie nodded. “And next time you change part of me without talking to me about it first, I’ll remind you of how it feels to be under someone else’s control.”

Calon nodded. “Point taken.”

Evie smiled. “You liked it, though, right?”

Calon smirked, “I went from being convinced I was in the presence of a goddess, to snapping back to attention with my cock in that goddess’s mouth.”

Evie nodded. “Right, so if you’re annoying me, you won’t be mad if you wake up inside me. Got it.”

Calon chuckled and shook his head. “I can’t feel anything when I’m under. It hits me as I wake up, so don’t expect a long time if that’s the case.”

Evie pouted. “Only to be used for good, then. Got it.”

“I’m so glad I brought you here,” Calon sighed.

“Cos I’m the best lay you’ve ever had?”

“Because you complete me,” Calon said softly.

Evie smiled and nodded. “See, if I’d been with guys like you back home, it would have taken me much longer to realise I was into chicks.”

“I thought you said you hadn’t slept with any guys?”

“I haven’t… Well, back then I hadn’t. But that doesn’t mean I didn’t date.”

Calon shrugged and nodded in agreement. “Fair. I’ve never been with a guy, but even I knew a lot of them are dicks.”

“That’s putting it mildly,” Evie harrumphed. “Why calling a woman a ‘flat chested bitch’ is considered flirting by some, I do not know.”

“Really?” Calon frowned. “Who called you that?”

“Samuel Blan.”

“Can I kill one of⁠—”

“You’re not wasting a summon just to bring him here and kill him,” Evie giggled. “Thank you. But no. That’s all in the past. Right now, it’s you and me with Chrissy coming in the future. This could literally be hell and I’ve never been happier.”

“I love you, Evie. Have I ever told you that?”

She beamed and shook her head. “Not like that, no. And… for what it’s worth, I love you too, ya big goof.”

The pair settled in the grass, where Calon insisted on Evie laying her head in his lap. It was his turn to gently stroke her hair as she slept. He remained quiet, calm, and kept watch. After being set on fire, Calon wasn’t all that concerned about the yowie coming back. That didn’t mean it wouldn’t, just that it was unlikely. Thankfully, as the hours passed, the sky lightened, and Evie opened her eyes.

“That was almost as good a sleep as I had last night,” Evie grumbled.

“I didn’t think that pile of conifer needles was the greatest thing to sleep on,” Calon smirked.

Evie rolled her eyes and sat up. “No, but you held me all night, and I got my first taste of how much you wanted to bone me.”

Calon blinked, then nodded, “Alright. I’ll say nothing about the boning, but yes. It was nice to cuddle.”

“When we get paid, we should buy a big tent and a way we can all sleep together.”

“We, as in?”

“As in, you, me, Chrissy, and whoever else we can bring here.”

Calon blinked, “Who else?”

Evie shrugged, “Doesn’t matter. I’m just planning for the future. You promised me Chrissy. I’m hoping that part of being a summon will make her crave your dick as much as I do.”

“Were you always like this, or has being a succubus changed you?”

“What, being all sexually liberated?”

“Yeah.”

“Calon,” Evie looked him dead in the eye. “Do you have any idea how good it feels to orgasm?”

“...Yes...”

“Our old world had its hangups. This one… This one I have no idea. But I’m literally a succubus. Part of it might be that, and the rest of it is probably just the idea that I can do whatever I want, and what I want involves riding your cock while I eat Chrissy. The cock part is confusing, but I spent hours worshipping that woman.”

Calon shifted uncomfortably at the thought of Evie performing cunnilingus on Chrissy. She must have sensed it because she winked before climbing to her feet.

“Come on,” she offered her hand. “We’ve got a yowie to catch.”

Calon took her offered hand and thanked her as she pulled him to his feet. The flock was still clumped where they had been the night before and there was no sign of Kevin or Sheepy. But they did have something. A long line of crushed grass leading North. The creature, clearly not used to being burned, had made no attempt to hide its path. So that made following it that much easier. With Calon in the lead, the pair moved after the creature. It moved in a staggered, but straight, line across the entire farm. They did not know what process it used to get to the flock, but getting away was a straight shot. What surprised them was the sharp veer to the east as it reached the treeline.

Moving after the creature, they could see where it had forced its way through the trees and underbrush. Rocks, branches, and scrub were trampled, kicked, and otherwise disturbed or broken. It made it child’s play to follow. The ground cover itself, though, thinned from leaves and branches to mud, before there were a series of ruts down into the water. Stuck in the mud were patches of burnt fur, furrows from where it had clawed at the mud and even a hole.

“Must have covered its burns in mud, probably to try and stop the pain.” Evie pointed at the lack of mud piled up beside the hole.

“Makes sense. Came to water, probably hauled itself out and realised what was muddy didn’t hurt as much.”

“See, you’re not that dumb,” Evie smirked.

Calon just shrugged at her off-hand compliment. “Until you said something, I’d have figured it was just going crazy and rolled around a bit.”

“Crazy, maybe, but it looks like it kept going.” Evie pointed at a series of footsteps in the mud, heading back into the trees.

It was almost comical following it from here. The large creature seemed to want to try its stealth again. But it was obviously partly blind from all the mud, and it stumbled around, smacking into things. It also clearly covered itself with as much mud as possible. And every time it walked into something, some of that mud fell off, which probably made things worse. In any case, they had a relatively clear path to follow. What they didn’t have was a set distance. The creature was large. It was possible for it to have run for a long time. It was entirely possible that these trees would open up into more plains, allowing it to sprint. Or perhaps it would double back at some point. Their only suspicion was that going by the town of Beenleigh, if the land layout was the same, the river they were walking beside led into an area surrounded by rivers. It was also swampy on the east side, so it left the north and the west, so long as it didn’t swim across to the other side and keep heading north.

“What do we do if we find it?” Evie asked after they’d walked a few kilometres.

Calon sighed, “I suppose just hit it with the fireball and see what happens.”

“And if it doesn’t work?”

“It ran last time,” Calon recalled. “Maybe we can drive it off at the very least.”

“Would that satisfy the quest?”

“I don’t know,” Calon admitted. “It says ‘head of the culprit,’ so probably not.”

“Damn,” Evie frowned, before holding up a hand. “You hear that?”

Calon paused as well, and they stood together, listening. It was only a few moments before they realised what the issue was. This was essentially a forest. And it was perfectly silent. Unnatural for a place where wildlife should run amok.

“Evie?”

“Yeah, Calon.”

“What’s that to our right?”

Evie twitched slightly and spotted a rather large log. But it wasn’t the log Calon was referring to. Behind the log was a shape. It looked like a boulder at the top, but she could see it shift slightly.

“FIREBALL!”

The ball whizzed through the air, accompanied by the yowie’s angry roar. The fireball was only a little larger than the one she had thrown the evening before, but it seemed more red than yellow. As the creature backed away from the attack, the spell hit the tree it hid behind. And like the description said, it burst, sending a spray of molten flames through the gaps.

“BURNIES!” the yowie roared. “SQUISH!”

The furious creature burst free of the scrub and rushed at them. Its entire head and torso were covered in mud, while the rest of it was covered in brownish-red hair. It moved in a random pattern that had Evie worried about casting. Which was a problem, as she was the creature’s target.

Calon looked down and grabbed a stick before swinging it at the creature as it closed in. The stick cracked into the creature’s shoulder, breaking in the middle, leaving Calon holding what was left. The impact did absolutely nothing, but it must have hit a burn as the creature roared in pain. Whirling around, its meaty fist connected with Calon’s face, knocking him to the ground.

“Calon!” Evie screamed.

Calon rolled over, ready to defend himself, but the yowie had already turned back to Evie.

“Charm,” she whispered in a voice like silk seduction.

The yowie staggered for a moment before his furious glare softened. Evie stepped up to the big creature and gently prodded his mouth open. Calon spotted the erection poking out from the fur between its legs and was about to say something when she covered its mouth with her hand.

“FIREBALL!”

The yowie blew backward. The flames burst free of its mouth. Clearly the liquid fire with splash damage had fired right down its throat, burning it from the inside. But that didn’t mean it was dead. Heaving, those same liquid flames burst free, spraying the area, including on Evie, who screamed and threw herself back as the flames hit her.

“EVIE!” Calon yelled.

Scrambling over to her, he pulled off his shirt and threw it over her, smothering the flame.

“FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!” Evie screamed.

Calon looked around as the Yowie collapsed, still burning from the inside, and turned his attention back to Evie.

“That fucker ruined my dress!” Evie cried.

Calon blinked, before lifting away the shirt he was using to put out the flames, and paused at the sight of Evie’s perfect, unburned breasts.

“I… I thought…”

“It’s my magic, silly,” Evie sighed. “But, yes, I was shocked by it as well until I realised the only part of me burning was the dress. I hope Martha isn’t mad.”

Calon pulled her into a hug. They held one another for a few moments before Calon finally let her pull away. “I’m so happy you aren’t hurt, y’know?”

Evie smiled and nodded. “Yeah, I know. I’m glad you’re not hurt, either. You went down after he hit you. I just did what I thought I should.”

“Well, it worked,” Calon smiled and kissed her.

Evie mewed into the kiss and pouted slightly when he pulled away. Then she frowned. “You know how I became possessed when I ran out of mana?”

“Yeah?”

“I think it might be a curve. I’ve cast two fireballs and a charm, so I’m down to seventeen mana and I’m kinda randy!”

“Did you just use ‘randy’ in a sentence?”

“Would you prefer if I told you I was dripping between my legs and was thinking about all the ways I could convince you to fuck me?”

“That wouldn’t be hard,” Calon shrugged. “But we have to finish this mission off first.”

“Fine,” Evie sighed. “But chances are, Chrissy is going to want in your pants as well. So, I want some alone time before I gotta share.”

“What if she doesn’t?”

Evie frowned. “Would you be mad if I kept fucking her?”

“No.”

“Would you want to fuck me less?”

Calon blinked, thinking about the possibility of watching two beautiful women going down on each other, and shook his head. “No, probably the opposite.”

Evie shrugged. “Then I don’t see a problem arising, do you?”

“What if she hates me for bringing her here?”

This time, Evie frowned and nodded. “That… I mean, I hope not. But I can’t make that a guarantee that it won’t happen.” She shook her head. “Anyway, what do we need to finish this quest?”

Calon looked at the smouldering corpse laying on the ground. “We… have to bring its head to Farmer McReedy.”

Evie grimaced. “You don’t have a knife or something, do you?” She saw the look on his face. “Sharp rock? Pointy stick?”

Calon shook his head, and Evie sighed. Before smirking. “I promise I’m not trying to get in your pants. But I have an idea.”

“Burn it down to a skull and just rip it off?”

Calon grinned and Evie gave a small chuckled, before pushing down the remains of the front of her dress.

“FIREBALL!” Evie cast towards the neck. The ball of flames slapped down onto the ground and soaked in to burn.

Calon grabbed Evie and spun her around so she faced away from the creature. Grabbing her roughly, he shoved her to her knees and pushed her forwards. Evie caught herself on her hands as she felt what remained of her skirt get yanked up, to expose her.

“You really are wet,” Calon smirked.

“Please don’t tease me,” Evie begged.

Calon took his cock and steered it into her molten core. Evie moaned and pushed back as Calon thrust into her. They quickly built a rhythm. Calon fucked her from behind, while Evie rocked back, trying to force him deeper inside. Her insides pulsed and sucked at Calon’s cock with each thrust. It was like her body wanted to physically suck the cum out of him. But he was desperate to make her cum first. Wrapping his hands around her middle, Calon pulled back. Squatting on the balls of his feet, Calon was able to seat her in his lap. Evie squeaked and rocked her hips as his fingers found her clit.

“Calon!”

“Jesus fuck Evie! CUM!”

“YES MASTER!”

Calon was stunned as the words came out of her mouth. But that was quickly driven away as her pussy went into overdrive. As Evie’s pussy contracted, he felt what he could only describe as a pair of lips close over the head of his cock. He knew the anatomy of a woman meant that the whole cervix penetration thing was bullshit. But he couldn’t deny it felt like he was getting a blowjob inside her pussy at the same time.

“Oh, shit Evie,” Calon grunted.

“Please cum in me!” Evie trembled. “I want it!”

“God, can you imagine falling pregnant out here?”

“CALON!” Evie screeched.

That mouth on Calon’s cock started bobbing furiously, and Calon lost complete control. Evie writhed and wriggled her hips, stirring his cock inside her. But those lips bobbed and sucked on his cock at the same time. The feeling was nothing like he could explain and shuddered as he fired his seed up inside her. Biting into her shoulder, Evie whimpered and leaned back into it. Calon resumed his clitoral massage, and the two drifted into the endless bliss of rolling orgasms.
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“I’ve no idea,” Calon grumbled. “I figured I’d get experience for at least killing the thing.”

Evie frowned, looking at the charred head he carried under one arm. From her turn carrying it, she knew it weighed a little more than a bowling ball. The blackened piece of spine where they’d finally broken it free from the rest of the body stuck out the bottom. It was annoying for her to carry, as that part caught in the holes of what remained of her dress. Which is why she was thankful that Calon hadn’t asked her to take it back.

“Maybe you didn’t get the experience because I was the one who killed it?”

Calon thought for a moment and shook his head. “I’m pretty sure I got the experience when you roasted those goblins.”

“Then it’s locked behind the quest, then,” Evie sighed.

“Evie, don’t get your hopes up, please?”

Evie rolled her eyes. “Sorry. Just level five just feels right for the first big change. And if your class is summoner…”

“You unlocked a new skill at four, though.”

“I’m not the MC though,” she giggled. “I’m your summon. A creature designed to submit to your will.”

Calon frowned and looked over at his stepsister. “I didn’t summon you here for that. You know this.”

Evie shrugged, “Doesn’t change the fact that if I wasn’t wet from you dripping out of me, I’d be dripping from the thought of you dripping out of me.”

“Evie,” Calon snorted and shook his head. “Seriously, you were always cheeky, but now you’re like some kind of sex demon.”

They both burst into laughter as Calon realised exactly what he said. Then he grinned like an idiot when she grabbed his hand. They walked for a while, enjoying each other’s company.

“No matter what, I still want this,” Evie whispered.

“Is my hand really that nice?”

They shared a small laugh before Evie turned serious. “Chrissy. When she comes, things might change. I’m just saying that what we have right now. I still want it to continue.”

Calon blushed and nodded his head. “Yeah. I get it. It was a fluke bringing you here. But having my best friend in the entire world beside me is a dream come true.”

“Let me guess, sleeping with me is just a bonus?”

Calon nodded. “It’s an unexpected perk necessary for our survival.”

“Jerk.”

“Cock hungry slut.”

“... Ouch…”

Calon looked over and saw her smirk. “Come on. If you’re right, the sooner we get this delivered, the sooner we can get your girlfriend.”

Evie smiled and added a skip to her step. “You take such good care of me.”

Calon smirked and shook his head. “We’ve been here two days. Don’t put me on a pedestal.”

“What if I wanna get fucked on a pedestal?”

Calon slipped his hand free of hers so he could reach over and slap her ass. The result was a squeak, a giggle and a brief press of her breasts to his arm as she pulled close.

“Down girl,” Calon chuckled.

“With pleasure,” she purred.

After narrowly convincing Evie that their quest was of a higher priority than his blowjob, she finally relented. Which was a good thing, as they were at the edge of the forest where it opened up into the farmland used by McReedy. They could see the house and the flock in the distance and a single figure broke away, heading towards them. It took a few minutes before Kevin came into view. He gave them a wave and a smile, seeing the bundle under Calon’s arm.

“I wasn’t sure I would see you two again!” He called.

“That’s comforting.” Evie rolled her eyes.

“Sorry,” Kevin shrugged. “So that’s really it? A yowie?”

“Seems like it,” Calon held up the head. It was ugly, disfigured and extremely dirty from the mud he’d scraped off it. Only vaguely human with ape-like features. He remembered it could talk. That… that was something to think about.

“That’s nasty,” Kevin grimaced. “Well, you’ll need to turn it in to dad. I’ll bring you over, see if he’s up.”

“Thanks,” Kevin nodded, tucking the head under his arm again.

Truth be told, he couldn’t be happier to be rid of the thing. What fur was left was rough and scratchy. It smelled funny, and he felt grimy from all the dirt. Calon just hoped he could talk McReedy into a bath or something when they got back. They crossed the field as the sheep… did sheep things. Calon really did not know. The ones on the outskirts seemed to spend more time looking out while they obscured the ones inside. But where the flock roamed, the grass was shorter, so he figured they grazed while keeping watch for danger. Not that he blamed them.

“Oh,” Martha smiled, then frowned as Calon and Evie stepped through the front door.

“Hmm? What is it dear?” Mr McReedy asked.

“We’re back,” Calon grinned at the old man, who seemed to blink in surprise.

“And what in the holy hells is that?”

Martha stepped forward and offered to take the head. Calon gave her a smile and offered it to the sheep. She took it with a grimace and brought it to Mr McReedy, who frowned.

“A yowie?” He gasped, reaching out to touch it. The moment his fingers brushed the head…
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Calon blinked at the sudden influx of words in front of his face. Blinking them away, he spotted Mr McReedy with a satisfied smile.

“Thank the gods,” he nodded, then reached for his side. Lifting a small purse, he opened the bag and checked the contents. “Here,” he tossed the bag at Calon, who caught it deftly in one hand.
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Calon smiled, “Thank you Mr McReedy.”

“Burt was right about you,” the old man nodded. “Never known him to make a mistake judging a man.”

Calon glanced at Evie, who smiled at the old man. “We remember our friends.”

The old man smiled and nodded. “You kept your word, and you didn’t scalp me when you found out what you were facing. You two are welcome here if ever you’re in the area. Martha, if you have another top for the young lady?”

“Yes sir,” the sheep quickly clomped into another room. She appeared a moment later with a simple shirt. “This will cover you until you can find more suitable clothing.”

“Thank you, Martha,” Evie smiled, slipping the garment on.

“Alright, it seems we have some shopping to do,” Calon nodded.

“That you do,” Mr McReedy grinned. “If you run into Burt, he might be able to direct you better. But, I take it you don’t mind the beastkin?”

Calon frowned and shook his head. “No sir. They’re fine with me.”

“Good,” he smiled. “There’s a general store at the south of town beside the latrines. Run by an old nag. Tell her I sent you and she’ll look after you.”

“Thank you, sir,” Evie smiled.

“Go on, you pair. My boy has a farm to run, and I think I want to cuddle a sheep for a while.”

Martha bleated softly and suddenly looked anywhere but in their direction. But Calon could see the blush on her face. Evie giggled softly, sharing his amusement that the father, like son, was into sheep. And… well, back on earth, that was a very obvious joke with vastly different meanings here.

“Let’s get going then,” Calon smiled.

The two waved goodbye, leaving Mr McReedy to his sheep. Kevin followed them out, before diverting back towards the flock. Calon and Evie were left to walk back towards town.

“Did you check how much was in there?”

Calon frowned. If he hadn’t been paid right, would they have completed the quest? The pouch was still clutched firmly in his hand. It was a simple thing about the size of his fist with a leather tie at the top, cinching it closed. Calon pried off the knot and tipped the contents into his hand. Sure enough, there were five bronze coins that fell into his palm. They were around the size of an Australian fifty cent coin, but round rather than a dodecagon. The stack of five on top of one another was roughly the width of his thumb, tall.

“Any idea what those are worth?” Evie asked.

Calon sighed and shook his head. “None at all.”

They closed the gate at the entrance to the farm and started the long trek back. Though it seemed to go better for them this time. The dirt was soft on their feet, and they were both far more rested than they were. Even if they were a bit hungry.

“I didn’t ask about a bath,” Calon grunted.

Evie snickered softly. “It’s fine. Hopefully, this will be enough to stay at an inn or something.”

“Hopefully,” Calon agreed.

They arrived back in Beenleigh to an odd sight. Figures in black cloaks were marching down the street. They each carried a pole with a bell at the top. They jangled these bells in time with their march. One step, then the other, thumping the pole into the ground to ring them. It was clearly some kind of ceremony, and the townsfolk lined the streets ahead of them. Calon could see the large man they’d spoken with get on his knees and hold out his hand. One of the cloaked figures raised a wooden cane and lightly thwacked the palm of his hand. The man bowed and mumbled something but remained kneeling until the procession passed.

“They’re doing that with everyone,” Evie remarked.

Calon frowned, seeing the cloaked figures swatting the hand of everyone that passed, men, women, and children. But he frowned, seeing the pained grimace of a stripey-furred woman in a tattered dress, as the cane was brought down viciously on her palm.

“Seems the church really doesn’t like beastkin,” Calon mumbled.

“Yeah,” Evie frowned, seeing a similar furred man receive the same harsh swat.

They entered the town behind the procession and earned themselves glares from the people who got up from the ground at the cloaked figures’ passing. Calon took Evie by the hand and ignored them, right until the large man spotted them coming.

“I thought I told you two to leave?” He climbed to his feet.

That caught the attention of the last cloaked figure in line, who turned to face him.

“Sheriff, this is a town of peace,” a soft, androgynous voice came from the hood.

“I apologise, your grace,” the man bowed softly. “I was just enquiring with the new arrivals. They may be up to no good.”

The figure seemed to regard Calon and Evie, though they could see the figure’s face under the deep cowl. “Newcomers, we haven’t seen you at service.”

“We only arrived in town yesterday and left for McReedy’s farm for work.”

“Yes,” the figure sighed. “Bad business. I pray that his woe will trouble him no more.”

“Probably doubled after this lot,” the sheriff grumbled.

“The yowie is dead,” Evie said stiffly. “We’re here to replace the things we lost in a goblin attack.”

The sheriff frowned, but the priest… Or whatever they were, seemed to perk up. “The lord be praised!”

The figure raised the cane as if expecting them to offer their hands to be swatted. Calon’s reluctance seemed to anger the sheriff, and he quickly offered his hand. The priest didn’t comment on the hesitation and lightly swatted his palm. Calon felt the sting but was otherwise unharmed. He frowned when Evie offered her hand and received the same treatment. They weren’t part of the church, and he didn’t like being pressured into participating in their rituals.

“I hope to see you both at service,” the priest bowed his head. “May the lord guide you.”

Calon and Evie watched the figure turn and hurry to catch up with the procession.

“I’m going to be keeping an eye on you,” the sheriff grumbled. “Any funny business happens in town. I’ll be looking squarely at you both.”

“Have we done something to offend you?” Evie frowned.

The sheriff sneered and turned away.

“Come on,” Evie mumbled.

They walked down George Street until a road turned south. Calon couldn’t be sure, but it looked like where Kent Street used to start. Being in a world that almost mirrored an old times version of one they were familiar with was as odd as it was comforting. With little reason not to, they ignored the townspeople’s frowns and turned. It just so happened it was beside the large building with the job board. They ignored it and slipped down the road, noting the bad smell that seemed to rise up towards them.

“He did say latrines,” Evie grumped.

“Let’s hurry then,” Calon nodded.

The road it led to wasn’t one that was familiar to them. But it was far enough back to provide some space from the smell to the town. It had a long series of shacks where a few people entered and left. There were several beastkin shovelling something Calon didn’t want to think about from the far end, into a cart. They had pale, sandy fur and looked canine in appearance.

“Dingo’s maybe?” Evie offered.

Calon shrugged. “Your guess is as good as mine.”

In the opposite direction to the worker, was… almost a stable, but the front door was open and they could see some shelves inside. Turning towards it, Calon stepped inside first, not knowing what awaited them.

“Oh,” an old woman’s voice called. “You’re not here to rob me, are you?”

“Ahhh,” Calon frowned, taking in the sight of the old woman at the counter.

She was easily in her seventies with white hair and wrinkles. Her eyes, though, were large and bright, showing she was still a formidable woman if tested. And that was without taking in the fact she was eight feet tall and had the lower body of a horse.

“Mr McReedy sent us,” Evie offered quickly.

The woman brightened. “Oh, he’s a good one, that man. Did he say what he wanted?”

“Ah,” Evie frowned.

“No,” Calon piped up. “We took care of his yowie problem and we’re here for our own supplies.”

“A yowie?” the woman frowned. “And how on earth did the two of you kill a yowie?”

“Calon distracted it and I cast a fireball down its throat,” Evie shrugged.

The woman gaped for a moment before letting out a neighing laugh. Nodding her head, she smiled, “Yup, that’ll do it. Stupid thing shouldn’t have been hunting on a farm.”

“Is that not normal?”

The woman shook her head. “No. The monsters, or at least the smart ones, know to stay away. Coming close to the humans only invites trouble.”

“How do you get away with it, then?” Calon asked, before freezing in shock at what he just asked.

“S’okay Ches,” Burt said, stepping in behind them. “Hullo, you pair. McReedy’s went well then?”

“Burt, you know this young couple?”

“Indeed, I do,” he smiled. “Though I think they don’t know much of this world, if ya know what I mean.”

Ches, the old woman, seemed to understand and nodded slowly. “Right, right. Well, what are you here for?”

“We need supplies,” Calon said, offering silent thanks to Burt for removing his foot from his mouth.

“Supplies for what?”

“Probably a good traveller pack each,” Burt nodded. “I can probably take care of their food, though.”

“Oh?” Calon asked.

The old man nodded, “Sure. You said there were goblins back the way I came. If you two can handle a damn yowie, I’d be willing to pay you to get me home safe.”
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Calon opened his mouth to answer, before pausing. He glanced at Evie, who smiled widely and nodded her head. “That’s a deal Burt.”

The old man grinned. “Just the packs, then Ches.”

“Right,” she nodded, turning her attention back to Calon and Evie. “Packs are two bronze each. If you can’t pay all at once, I’m open to trade or offers of work, seeing as Burt here vouches for you.”

“We can pay,” Calon smiled, showing the pouch.

Ches frowned. “I’ll throw in some clothes as well.”

“Do you have a tent we can sleep in?”

“That’ll be extra,” Ches nodded.

“We’ve got five,” Calon held up the coins he extracted from the pouch.

Ches eyed Burt for a moment. “Clothing, bedrolls, boots, tent, tinderbox, and a knife each for the five.”

“That’s a good deal. She could easily charge eight,” Burt nodded.

“Deal.” Calon placed the coins in Ches’s hand.
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“Evie, you were right.”

“Really?”

“Yeah—oh fuck⁠—”
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“It’s happening now. What would she want to be?”

“Now?” Evie’s eyes went wide.

“Yeah, it takes everything a bit literally, so think quick.”

Evie frowned for a moment. “She always liked cats.”

“Need a creature. If I say it, it might select on its own!”

“What’s a cat creature?” Evie asked.

Burt and Ches were staring at us like we’d grown extra heads, but Ches choked out, “Griffons are pretty much cats.”

“Well?” Calon frowned, hoping he didn’t accidentally trigger anything.

Evie sighed, “Yeah, okay, do it.”

“Griffon.”
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“Chrissy Smith.”
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“Let’s see if that worked,” Calon nodded.

“What worked?” Ches asked nervously.

A flash of light signalled the arrival of the glowing ball. Unlike before, this one hovered about chest height. Calon realised that was the height it appeared above the surface of the water when he summoned Evie. Like before, it stretched upward and widened slightly before an arm reached through. That was followed by a furred face, a paw and then an entire, centaur-like cat with wings that fell onto the floor with a bang.

“Fucking ouch!”

“Chrissy!”

“Evie?” Chrissy lifted her head. “Wait, hold on.”

“That bit’s important,” Evie nodded, coming over as Chrissy’s eyes flicked as she read the screen she could see.
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“Mother fucker!” She snapped, tearing her eyes away from the screen. She searched the room before settling on Calon and she snarled, deep in her chest, in a way that reminded him exactly of a lion.

BANG!

The three of them jumped.

“Thank you, Burt,” Ches mumbled softly.

“Oh shit,” Chrissy mumbled, seeing the large woman for the first time.

“You will watch your language in my store, young lady!”

Chrissy’s eyes went wide for a moment before she pouted. “Sorry.”

“Better, now. Why in the world did you have to make a summon here?”

“Uhhhh, mostly by accident.”

Ches raised an eyebrow. “An accident?”

“Yeah, like the first time. A bunch of words came up, and I accidentally accepted them by speaking out loud. The words don’t understand the context, they just react to whatever I say next.”

“First time?” Burt asked, turning to Evie.

“Ummm, yeah,” Evie smiled nervously as she squatted beside Chrissy, who was trying to work out how to get four feet under her. “I’m… not human.”

“Well fuckin shit⁠—”

“Burt!” Ches snapped.

“Sorry!”

The large centaur woman moved around the counter. She approached Chrissy, who suddenly looked very nervous. “Like this dear,” she got on the floor. “Curl one side under you and stick out the other. That’ll roll you flat. Then pull them all under you and push up.”

Chrissy growled as she mimicked the motion but managed to awkwardly stand. “This sucks so bad,” she wobbled. To steady herself, her wings flapped, and she yowled in fright as she tumbled to the floor again.

“Calon, when I work out how to get up. I’m going to kick your ass!”

“LANGUAGE!” Ches yelled.

The entire room flinched.

“Sorry,” Chrissy mumbled again.

She got her legs under her once again and slowly stood herself up. She wobbled, and her wings shifted, but she remembered they moved and pulled them tightly to herself.

“This is so weird,” she mumbled.

“Like watching a foal,” Ches chuckled. “Alright, next lesson!” She moved around to stand beside Chrissy, who shot Calon another glare. “Ignore him and watch my legs.”

“Okay,” she grumbled.

“Look. start with a rear leg and step forward. As you move, lift your front paw and put your rear where your front was, then do the same with the other side.” Ches took a few steps forward, showing Chrissy the movement.

“I’ll help.” Evie took Chrissy’s arm.

Chrissy then awkwardly tried to mimic the motion. She stumbled a few times and even managed to tread on her own toes. But after turning around, she went back the other way.

“Great,” Ches nodded. “Now, you keep practising while I gather up what you’ll need.”

“Right,” Chrissy nodded.

Ches clomped from the room into the back, where Calon could hear her getting things together.

“Never took you for a summoner,” Burt mumbled, coming around.

“It was an accident,” Calon sighed.

“Hell of an accident,” Burn grumbled. “The church hasn’t officially outlawed your kind. But nobody will take kindly to you once they find out. Monsters aren’t looked upon kindly.”

Calon frowned. “What’s the difference between a beastkin and a monster?”

The old man sighed, “What indeed?” He shook his head slowly. “The more… human, a beastkin is, the more likely they’ll be accepted. At least as far as they can be in society. Most still prefer to live in the wild, away from people, and I don’t blame them for a moment. Monsters are… less clear. Take a naiad. They’re a water spirit and don’t even have bones, but they’re accepted. But a slime, even in human shape, is considered a monster.”

“So that yowie…” Calon frowned.

“Don’t feel none about that,” Burt shook his head. “People, like beastkin, like monsters, come in all shades. That yowie could have stayed out wild and hunted the animals like his kin. Instead, he preyed on an old man’s sheep. He made his bed.”

Calon nodded. “So big and scary is considered a monster. Where does that leave Chrissy?”

At the sound of her voice, she shot Calon a glare, which was the exact moment she stumbled. Evie chastised her softly, and they continued their slow walk around the room.

“You’re going to have to put clothes on her,” Ches said, coming out with several bundles. “Clothes and hope that you get left alone as you leave with Burt.”

“You still want to hire us?”

“Aye lad,” Burt nodded. “No, damn goblins will think twice about attacking a wagon guarded by the likes of her.”

Calon nodded, “Thanks.”

Ches set out the bundles on the counter. There were four. Two looked like the packs of items they’d agreed on. The third was a simple-looking tunic, and the last was a large stiff bag.

“I threw in an extra for Chrissy,” Ches smiled thinly. “And I hope you don’t mind me calling on you for a favour should I ever need it?”

Calon smiled, thinking of what Evie told McReedy. “We remember our friends.”

“He says after summoning me to a world against my will and stuffs me into a body where I stumble around like an idiot!”

Calon sighed and picked up her tunic. Bringing it to her, she glared at him until Calon held it up. “Can you get this on, or do you need help?”

Chrissy snatched it from his hands and heard a heavy clearing of throats from Ches. She paused, “Thanks.”

“No problem,” Calon stepped back.

Evie mouthed the word, “Sorry.”

Calon nodded quickly as Chrissy got the tunic over her head. He turned away, realising that not only were her small, muscular, breasts exposed, but her pussy was clearly visible between her front legs. Calon had no idea what was at the other end, but he wasn’t about to make it obvious about finding out. Heading over to his pack on the counter, Calon quickly changed from the dirty, thin clothing he wore and got into the things provided. The shirt and pants were about the same as he wore already. But they were clean. The bonus was the leather boots, belt and knife.

“They fit okay?” Ches asked.

Calon grinned and nodded as he did a quick walk. “They feel great, thanks.”

“This old gal might not have feet, but I can guess their size pretty well,” she chuckled. “Now, I’ve given you a bag each. Oiled leather to keep out the rain. There’s a waterskin in each, a bedroll, and since you’re the big strapping lad you are, you get the tinderbox as well. This,” she tapped the large stiff bag. “This is your tent which you’ll either have to carry or toss on Burt’s cart.”

“Cart is fine,” Burt nodded. “No problems there.”

“Wonderful,” Ches nodded.

THUMP, THUMP, THUMP!

“Open up! We’ve reports of a loud flash and yelling!”

“What on earth?” Ches frowned.

“OPEN UP I SAY! We have suspicious people in town. A young man and woman. If they’ve taken you hostage, make a noise and I’ll break the door down!”

“You’ll do no such thing!” Ches yelled back, before turning to Chrissy. “Into the back room now, quickly.”

“Right,” she nodded, making her way around the counter, only bumping things a few times.

“OPEN THIS DOOR!”


Chapter Six




Calon frowned as Evie moved to stand beside him. Burt shifted away from the door as the thumping increased even as Ches approached the door.

“Don’t you dare break something!” She snapped.

Grabbing the latch, she hauled the door open, only for the sheriff to burst into the room, sword drawn and angry.

“You!” He snapped, pointing the sword at Calon, who held up his hands.

“What the bloody hell are you doing, man?” Burt snapped.

The sheriff flinched and turned, spotting Burt standing in the corner.

“I had reports of a disturbance from this shop. I was acting under the impression there was danger here.”

“The only danger here is you,” Burt frowned. “Bursting in like that, waving your sword. You almost took Ches’s hand off.”

The sheriff seemed to grimace for a moment, before shooting Calon and Evie a glare each. “What are you doing here, anyway?”

“Buying supplies.” Evie rolled her eyes. “Like we told you.”

“Sheriff,” Ches called firmly. “I’d like you to leave my store.”

The big man seemed to puff himself up to a full… less than two feet shorter than the elderly centaur. “As sheriff of this town, it is my responsibility to uphold the law and protect the citizens from crime.”

“And the law states that unless there is a crime being committed, or you have a warrant, then I can ask you to leave my premises!”

The sheriff looked back at Burt, who gave him a level glare in return. The sheriff snorted and slid his sword back into the sheath. “Despite what the preacher said, I think it’s best if you two leave town.”

“We’d already be going if you hadn’t burst in here,” Calon chuckled. “We wouldn’t need supplies if we wanted to stay.”

The sheriff sniffed and turned on his heel before storming out. Ches followed a step behind to close the door and the room seemed to let out a breath of air.

“What an asshole.”

“Language, young lady, or I will tan your hide!” Ches snapped.

Chrissy dropped her eyes to the floor. “Sorry… Sorry. I’ll be good.”

The grumpy centaur let out a sigh and approached the young woman. “No dear, I’m sorry. You’ve just been dragged against your will to a new world, in a body you don’t understand or recognise.”

Chrissy sniffed softly and nodded her head. “It’s kinda scary, y’know? Then that big guy kicks in the front door with his sword out and I’m hiding in the back, wondering what the hell is going on.”

“Oh Chrissy.” Evie rushed to the young woman.

Calon watched as they shared a gentle kiss before they cuddled for a moment.

“You’re so warm,” Evie giggled.

“It’s the fur,” Chrissy smiled, wiping the stray tear from her eye. “I don’t feel hot, but my fingers feel warm when I touch myself.”

Calon smiled as he watched them both before turning to Burt. “Alright, when are we leaving?”

Burt sighed, “Probably sooner is better. I like to swing by the tavern for an ale, but I don’t think our lawfully elected sheriff would take kindly to the idea of you lot roaming town.”

“Sorry,” Calon mumbled.

Burt just waved off his concern. “Don’t worry about it none. I already bought the ale I take home. Just nice to have a sip before I leave.”

“I’ll bring your order out,” Ches nodded.

“Wagons where I usually leave it,” Burt smiled.

“Right,” then Ches turned to Calon. “Can you give me a hand?”

Calon nodded and followed the large woman into the back. Evie and Chrissy were still having their moment, and he left them to it. Ches used the back room for storage. Crates of various items, bags of grain, canvas rolls of all sorts. She looked to have a little of everything. Calon followed to a back door that slid open on a rail to expose a familiar-looking wagon.

“Right, you jump up and start handing me the crates,” Ches instructed.

Calon nodded and did as she asked. Hauling himself up, the horse shifted slightly before settling. Calon then got to work. Most of the crates were empty when he picked them up. They also looked similar to the crates that Ches had in storage. It seemed reasonable that he would return them when he was done with them. But it was the heavier ones that Ches was most interested in. She grinned widely when she felt the weight of them. Spotting the interest in Calon’s expression, she grinned wider.

“Burt’s a farmer. He sells to a few places, but he saves me a few crates of apples.”

Calon nodded. He wasn’t about to ask if liking apples was a horse thing or not. Not that it mattered. When he passed down the last crate, all that was left was the water barrel and a large pack.

“Need these?” Calon gestured.

Ches looked over and shook her head, “Not those. That’s Burt’s pack, like what I gave you lot.” Calon nodded as Ches lifted a large crate with a grunt. “Now, I’ll lift them in, if you can shove them around to line them up nicely?”

“Sure,” Calon smiled.

Loading was just the reverse. Ches brought over the barrel and lifted it into the wagon, and Calon shifted it into position. Ches made a few comments about load distribution but left him to it for the most part. With those went some bags of grains that filled the remaining space available. Ches double checked the job and gave the wagon a couple nudges. Then they spent a few minutes swapping a couple of heavier barrels to the other side before she was satisfied.

“Got room for this?” Chrissy called.

Calon stood and looked back as the two ladies came out to stand by the wagon with Burt a step behind them. Chrissy held up the tent, while Evie gave him a small smile.

“It’s light enough it shouldn’t matter,” Ches nodded to him.

Calon smiled and took the tent from Chrissy, who looked away from him and focussed on the ground. With a sigh, he dropped the tent in a space in the middle, before hopping down to join them.

“Head on inside and get yourselves changed.”

“C’mon, we should hurry so we can all leave,” Evie turned and went back in.

Calon followed behind and tried not to stare as Evie pulled off the shirt she was wearing. Her ruined dress left her breasts exposed. But that was nothing, as she slipped out of that as well.

“You can look,” Evie giggled.

Calon smirked, “Sorry. Old habits.”

“Let them die, you’ve fucked me,” Evie shook her head. “Hell, I want you to look at me.”

Calon pulled the remains of his clothing off and gave his stepsister a once over. She blushed but didn’t turn away. Instead, she grabbed one of the packs and tossed it to him. Calon caught it and placed it on the floor. Pulling it open, he dug around and found a clean shirt, a pair of pants, some thick socks to go with their leather boots. The final pieces being what looked like blankets to go along with their bedrolls, but Calon frowned when he opened it up.

“That’s a cloak,” Evie frowned, touching it. “It’s waxed.”

“I think Ches was a little more generous than she was letting on,” Calon smiled.

Evie nodded in agreement. “We should do something nice for her if we can.”

“Agreed.”

Evie smirked. “Right now, though, there is something I need your help with.”

“Mmm?”

Evie nodded and gestured for him to come closer. Calon approached with a confused smile as Evie pulled him close and kissed him. Calon moaned softly into her mouth as he felt his lust rise up to press against her. Pulling away, he gave her a quick glare.

“We don’t have time for this,” Calon mumbled softly.

Evie frowned for a moment, before smirking, “Better make this quick then.”

Undoing her pants, she quickly shoved them down to expose that beautiful, perfect pussy of hers. Calon was momentarily stunned, giving Evie the chance to undo his pants, pulling his cock free.

“Evie!” Calon hissed.

“Shhh,” she giggled, taking Calon by the hip and pulling him forward.

His cock pressed into her mons, where she took it in both hands. Calon gasped softly as she massaged his length. The naughty smile she gave him was wasted as Calon looked towards the back room as if waiting for someone to come through at any moment.

“Pay attention,” Evie hissed.

Calon looked back as Evie shuffled closer. His cock slipped down, parting her labia as she closed her legs over his length. Despite not being technically inside her, she was extremely lubricated.

“I told you, I’m so wet thinking about you. It’s crazy.”

Calon shuddered as she rubbed her thighs together. The slick, tight pressure was driving him crazy. Truth be told, with his length pressed between her legs, each movement rubbed it along her clit as well. She was rising to her own end, even as she could tell Calon was as well.

“Evie stop,” Calon hissed.

“Nu uh,” Evie smiled, pressing her chest against his own. “I want it.”

“Evie!” Calon hissed a little louder, before glancing at the back door again. “I’m going to cum, it’s going to make a mess!”

Evie rolled her eyes. “I’ll lick it up.”

“Evie!”

She sighed, then reached down behind herself. Calon flinched as he felt fingers pat the head of his cock. Then she wiggled her hips and applied pressure to the underside of Calon’s cock. The pressure was intense, but he gasped in shock as he felt his cock slip into her pussy.

“Oh shit, yeah,” Evie moaned. “I didn’t think this would work. You can fuck me anywhere!”

Calon was just about at his limit. Seeing the delighted smile on her face as she wiggled on his cock, Calon growled. Evie managed a shocked blink right before Calon’s hands roughly grabbed her hips. Despite being pressed together, he could achieve a small amount of penetration by yanking her hips into his own. Evie squeaked, feeling his cock slide further into her, with his length viciously dragging over her clit. Each stroke, in and out, his length rubbed her most sensitive place. She looked up at him and saw his expression. There was no love in his eyes at that moment. Only desire and a deep-seated power and control that told her, deep down, that he owned her.

“Cumming,” she whimpered softly.

Calon felt her go limp as her legs failed to hold her any longer. Her sudden shift made him grunt. He could hold her, but he was having trouble continuing to fuck her. The muscles in her pussy throbbed madly as her head rolled back and her mouth opened. With a growl, Calon turned them both, and he firmly shoved her against a wall. Evie gasped loudly, only for Calon to cut off all sounds with a hard kiss.

He trapped her in place. The wall at her back made it so she couldn’t move away. Her pants tightly bundled around her upper thighs prevented her from lifting her legs to step to one side. His weight pressing her into the wall prevented her from simply collapsing. She was trapped in place, helpless, but unafraid as Calon fucked her into the wall. Each thrust of his cock achieved only a small amount of actual penetration, but was painfully delicious, rubbing over her clit. In an act of desperation, she rocked her hips forward. It relieved some of the harsh pressure on her clit but gave Calon just a little more depth with each thrust.

Calon thrust his hips relentlessly. He was desperate to find his own end. The angle wasn’t great for penetration. But he took what he could reach. What surprised him was Evie shifting in his arms. Her shirt pulled tight and she let out a whimper. That caught his attention, and he looked into her eyes as they started glowing red.

“Calon,” she whimpered softly, as two black, twisted horns sprouted from her forehead.

He spotted movement to his right and quickly grabbed her tail as it rose up. Unintentionally, he rubbed his thumb over the blunt end that would disgorge that barb he felt when he saw her like this last time. Evie hissed softly as her body trembled. Calon frowned and gave her tail a gentle squeeze. This time, he felt her pussy clench over the head of his cock.

“Your tail is sensitive,” he remarked.

Evie hissed softly, baring her sharp, angular teeth at him.

He had to handle this before she lost control of herself. He knew she wasn’t really a threat. But having a rogue succubus riding him in the middle of Ches’s store didn’t seem like the greatest idea. Looking at her teeth, he glanced at her tail and came to a decision.

“Here,” Calon growled.

Evie squeaked as he shoved her tail into her mouth. Whether by intent, instinct or otherwise, her lips closed around the appendage, and she shuddered softly. But she wasn’t about to stop. Her hands roughly grabbed him to throw him back. Calon wasn’t having any of it. Without the threat of her tail stabbing him, Calon shoved her against the wall. Grabbing both her wrists, he pinned her in place before yanking them down. It was fiddly, but he got them behind her back, before leaning on her. Evie struggled before releasing her tail. Calon snarled, grabbing it as the barb came free. She opened her mouth as if to bite him and Calon, with his hand on her tail, decided it made a good rope gag. Holding it with both hands, he pressed her tail between her lips and pinned her head to the wall.

Calon held her in place for several moments as her harsh glare softened. The red of her eyes turned to a pink, and she began to whimper and rock her hips. Calon felt his lust rise and, while leaving her tail wedged in her mouth, he kissed her. Being able to feel her tail, he released his hands. Cupping the back of her head, he kissed her hard. The other hand took her by the ass so he could find his own end. Despite the succubus threat, he had never been so turned on. His cock ached for release, and he was going to find it.

Yanking her hips back and forth, Calon thrust his cock forward to meet her. Each thrust ended with a dull thump as he slammed her hips into the wall. The whole time, he could see the pink from the glow of Evie’s eyes. That soft stare, accompanied by her soft whimper with each thrust of his cock.

Taking hold of her tail, Calon pulled it from her mouth and held on tight. She whimpered the more he played with it, and he wondered if it was a sex organ for her. In any case, the noises she was making, combined with the throbbing of her pussy, were pushing Calon over the edge.

“Are you going to be a good little succubus and take all my cum?” He grunted.

Evie nodded softly, before beaming widely and nodding with more enthusiasm.

Calon would have laughed, if not for his orgasm bubbling up. Thrusting forward, he buried himself as deeply as possible. He sighed in relief as his cock throbbed inside her. Evie’s eyes drooped as she started cumming yet again. Calon just held her steady, still pinned against the wall. The mad throbbing and sucking of her pussy milking his orgasm. Evie just took it all, cumming her brains out the whole time he filled her.

“Calon,” she whispered.
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Calon blinked away the menu and smiled at Evie, who was giving him a doe eyed expression. Then he leaned forward and kissed her. She hummed into his mouth for a few moments before they pulled away.

“Are you okay?” Calon asked.

Evie nodded slowly, “I… I didn’t mean.”

Calon kissed her softly and Evie blushed.

“Are you two done in there?” Ches called.

Calon pulled away. Evie winced as his cock dragged out over her sensitive clit as he did so. But they quickly got themselves presentable.

“Shit,” Evie murmured. Calon turned and saw her holding her horns. “How the fuck?”

Calon stepped up and gently cupped her face with his hands. Staring into her eyes, he saw the pink slowly fade.

“That’s it. Bring it all back in.”

The light receded even further, and her shirt shifted as her wings shrunk back. The horns slowly pulled back beneath her skin, leaving her looking unremarkably human.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” Calon smiled.

Kissing her softly, he grabbed his pack. Reaching in, he felt around until he felt a hilt. Grabbing it, he extracted a simple dagger. Tossing the cloak over his shoulder, he picked up his pack with the hand holding the dagger.

“Coming?” Calon asked.

Evie nodded, “Right behind you.”

The two of them stepped through the back, where Ches eyed them carefully. Burt was climbing up onto the wagon while Chrissy sniffed at the air. Calon grimaced, realising that she wasn’t human. She could probably tell exactly what they were doing. Hell, Ches might be able to, as well. Keeping his head up, Calon tossed his pack onto the back of the wagon, then frowned.

“I don’t like our chances of getting Chrissy out of town.”

Chrissy frowned. “I could run?”

“Can you run?” Evie asked her.

“Maybe.”

Calon shook his head. “You’ll get plenty of practice outside of town. But ‘maybe’ isn’t good enough with that psycho out there.”

“Are there laws about searching wagons?” Calon asked.

Ches nodded, “Of course, same as the store. Unless you’ve broken the law, or a law is being broken, the sheriff can’t touch it.”

Calon grinned. “Alright, Chrissy, on the wagon.”

“What? Why?” Chrissy frowned.

Calon climbed up and shifted a few of the bags to make a space in the middle. “Quick now, climb up!”

Chrissy sighed and very gingerly approached. The horse knickered nervously, but Burt held it steady. Chrissy lifted her human part, which was a little more than just from her ribs upward, into the wagon. Then she worked out how to raise her front paws onto the side and walked forward. It was slow, but it worked, and the griffon flopped into the hole Calon had made in the centre.

“I hate you, you know that?” She grumped at him.

“No, you don’t,” Evie rolled her eyes. “You’re just mad at him.”

Calon shrugged, “Be mad. Right now, I need to get you safely out of town. So lay down, curl up and I’m going to put some things on you.”

“Fine,” Chrissy grumbled.

“Horse won’t like this,” Burt commented. “But it should be fine until we’re out of sight of the town.”

With Chrissy settling into the hole, Calon pulled his cloak over her. It wasn’t quite enough to cover her, though. He was wondering how to place the sacks of grain when Evie tossed her cloak up to him. Calon grinned and used that to tuck around Chrissy, who growled softly at him.

“Stop it, and I’ll give you scritches later,” Calon smirked.

“Just you wait until we’re out of town,” Chrissy threatened softly.

Calon rolled his eyes and sighed as he shifted the sacks of grain around. He made it look more natural, even going as far as placing a couple sacks under the cloak to make it look like that’s what it was covering.

“That’s… probably about all I can do,” Calon nodded.

“Looks good,” Ches agreed.

“It’s stuffy and my nose itches!” Chrissy complained loudly.

Evie climbed up and sat near where her head was. “It’s okay. I’ll help you out as soon as we’re clear.”

“You better,” Chrissy grumped one final time.

“Calon, you climb up beside me,” Burt shifted to one side of the driver’s bench.

Ches nodded, “You be safe. I’ll see you next month!”

“Take care Ches!”

Calon and Evie waved and said their goodbyes. Burt lightly flicked the reins, and the horse started moving. He brought them around in a wide arc and steered them back onto the road they’d walked down. There were a few beastkin around like earlier, but no sign of the sheriff. Burt kept the wagon steady as he steered through the street back towards the main road. When he reached it, he looked both ways as another wagon passed. This one was for passengers coming into town. When the way was clear, he flicked the reins again, turning to head back out of town.

“Halt!”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Burt grumbled.

“I am ordering you to stop!”

Burt sighed and pulled back on the reins, slowing the horse gradually. Calon frowned, thinking the old man wasn’t about to stop. But the expression on Burt’s face was twisted into a smirk. Calon snorted, realising that Burt was gradually bringing the horse to a stop as the sheriff had longer to run to catch up.

“Run ya prick,” Burt grumbled as the wagon slowly came to a halt.

“Why didn’t you stop!” The sheriff snapped as he came around to stand in front of Burt.

Burt gave the sheriff a long look before leaning over the side. He ‘hummed’ for a moment and shrugged. “Far as I can tell, I stopped.”

“You could have stopped back there when I first called for it!”

“I’m hauling a heavy load today. I wouldn’t want to harm the animal,” Burt leaned forward, patting the horse on the rump.

“What’s in the wagon?”

“Supplies.”

“What. Kind. Of. Supplies?”

“Farming supplies.”

The sheriff looked like a blood vessel was about to burst in his neck. “Do I need to arrest you, old man?”

“Arrest me, for what?”

“Obstructing the course of justice!”

Calon could see people coming out to watch. There were frowns on a lot of faces, and not a lot were directed at Burt.

“Sir,” Burt tilted his head. “Have I committed a crime?”

“No,” the sheriff spat, now aware of the audience.

“Am I free to go then?”

“Where are you going?”

Burt smirked, “Home, sheriff. I’m going home.”

“Get out of my town,” the sheriff growled.

Burt cleared his throat and sniffed. “Well, ah… you mind stepping back. I think hitting you with my wagon would be a crime.”

The sheriff turned and stepped away. “Clear off you lot, there’s nothing to see here!”

Burt chuckled softly, earning a glare from the sheriff as he tapped the reins once again. Calon held his breath to stop himself from laughing as the horse very, very slowly moved off. Calon glanced back as the sheriff stormed back into the building that must serve as his office.

“You’ll have to watch that one,” Burt sighed as we passed the outer buildings of Beenleigh.

“Can I get out now?” Chrissy called out.

“Soon,” three voices replied.

They laughed while the grumpy griffon fumed in silence. The road was wide and relatively empty up ahead. The trees boxed them in on all sides and the town was quickly obscured.

“Alright, I’ll pull to one side. I recommend that if you hear someone coming, you go off a ways into the trees.”

Burt brought the wagon to a more reasonable halt this time, while Evie shifted things around to release Chrissy. The griffon let out a low growl as she glared at Calon. Then she clambered to the edge and hopped down, promptly falling flat on her face. With her head down and her ass up, Calon blinked, seeing a very puffy, but human-like vagina between her rear legs. Turning away, he spotted Burt with an identical expression. One of, ‘I didn’t see it, and neither did you.’

“Mother fucker!” Chrissy yelled. “Why did you bring me here?!”

“I asked,” Evie said softly, hopping down to help her up.

“But why… Why this? I’m awkward and I feel weird.”

“It was kind of an accident,” Calon called back, before checking over his shoulder. Seeing nothing but the glare from Chrissy, he turned as Burt lightly tapped the reins to get them moving. Chrissy sighed and looked at her feet before moving on after the wagon. Evie stuck to her side like glue.

“What do you mean, an accident?”

“That window that popped up for you to read?” Calon questioned.

“What about it?”

“I get them too, but mine asks questions. I hit level five, and it asked if I was ready to make my first summon.”

“First?” Chrissy looked at Evie, who gave her a nervous smile.

“It’s a bit of a story, but you would have been first in an ideal world.”

Chrissy sighed, “Alright, go on then. How’d you screw this up?”

“Those questions, they don’t understand context and they don’t ask, if you’re sure. They just accept the first thing you tell them.”

“So what? You got the window and accidentally said yes.”

“Pretty much,” Evie nodded. “We guessed he’d be able to summon you at level five, and when he hit level five, he got a notification and told me. I asked ‘really’ and he replied with ‘yeah’.”

“That’s all it took,” Calon sighed. “From there, Evie said you liked cats and Ches said griffons were pretty much cats.”

“Fucking horse!”

“Centaur,” Burt corrected. “And be nice. Ches is an old friend, and she always tries to do right.”

Chrissy sighed. “You really convinced Calon to bring me here, just so we could be together here?”

“Uh huh.” Evie bumped her hip into Chrissy’s side, where she stumbled theatrically before catching herself. “Sorry.”

“It’s fine,” Chrissy mumbled. “I have to get used to this. I’m going to be here for a while.”

“You don’t… you don’t hate me, do you?”

Chrissy sighed, “That depends, really.”

“On?”

“Can you still love me, if I’m some four-legged, two-armed furry monster cat?”

Evie blinked, then smiled. “I’ll always love you, Chrissy. I just… I hope you’ll still love me a week from now.”

Chrissy reached over and took Evie by the hand. “I’ll always love you. Even if I think it’s weird as fuck that you’re screwing Calon.”

Evie bit her lip. “About that…”


Chapter Seven




Soft… Warm… A pleasant scent. Calon squeezed his fingers lightly, enjoying the sensation of⁠—

“Get. Your. Hands. Off. My. ASS!”

Snatching his hands away, Calon opened his eyes. Directly in front of him was the brown-furred ass of Chrissy. She’d somehow ended up lying between him and Evie in the middle of the night and Calon had just woken up groping her.

“Sorry—”

“You damn well better be!” she snapped.

With a huff, she rolled onto all fours before realising the tent we were in was too small for her to stand.

“Fucking seriously…”

“Here Chrissy, I got you,” Evie mumbled, sitting up to work over the ties holding the door closed.

Quest Complete!

Settle down for the night!

5 exp awarded!

Tutorial complete!

Calon dismissed the window with a nod and rubbed his eyes. With Evie working from the top and Chrissy working from the bottom, they got it open in a few moments and the large griffon crawled out on her belly. When clear, she stretched in a pleasant to look at manner, before shooting Calon a death glare and stalking off in the direction of the campfire they’d lit the night before.

“I sorta hoped she wouldn’t be quite so mad today,” Evie sighed.

Calon looked at his succubus stepsister. Despite her aura of sexuality, the curve of her petite breasts and the diamond hard nipples that almost demanded Calon’s attention. He pushed through and saw the conflicted frown on her face.

“It’s fine,” Calon replied softly. “She’s got a right to be mad and I won’t force her to do anything she doesn’t want to.”

Evie huffed and crawled over to join Calon under the blanket for a cuddle. He ignored her nude form pressed against him. He’d opted to do the gentlemanly thing and sleep in pants, but with Chrissy’s form, that wasn’t an option and Evie had joined her. In more ways than one, if Calon had guessed correctly.

“She needs it, though.”

Calon sighed and pulled Evie closer. “You know I can’t do that.”

“She could die!”

Calon shook his head. “I don’t think you or she can actually be killed. At least not permanently. Notifications tell me that the only way to permanently remove you is to kill me.”

“That’s good and bad, I suppose,” Evie sighed. “Seems the best way to move forward is to get you as many summons as possible, then.”

Calon rolled his eyes. “And what? Bring over everyone we hung out with back home?”

“Like… What was her name, the quiet girl?”

“Suki?”

“YEAH!” Evie giggled. “She’s cute as fuck. Those glasses made her way too adorable not to want to choke her on a dick or two.”

“Evie,” Calon groaned.

“What?” Evie grinned. “Can you imagine what she would be like as an actual catgirl?”

“We don’t even know if catgirls exist here… Wait… Cat. Catgirl. Neko⁠—”

Bestiary

Nekos:

*Unknown

“Chrissy’s gonna fucking kill me,” Calon sighed.

“You’re kidding, neko’s exist?”

“I guess so. Catgirl didn’t get a response, but neko gave me a window. Just says unknown.”

“Oh, we totally have to bring her here.”

“Evie,” Calon shook his head. “What if she hates me?”

“Pfft,” Evie giggled. “Calon, that girl gave you puppy eyes every time you opened your mouth. If she wasn’t so scared of you, she’d probably have crawled under a table if you asked her to.” Calon just blinked and looked at Evie. “Little pointy ears, furry tail, little kitty claws and enough flexibility to lick her own clit while you fuck her into submission.”

“Are you trying to get a rise out of me?” Calon asked.

Evie smiled, “Maybe⁠—”

“Morning you lot!”

“No,” she pouted.

“We’ll talk about it later,” Calon sighed. “Morning Burt, we’ll be out in a moment.”

“You two drink coffee?”

“Please!” Evie called back, earning them a chuckle from the old man.

“Alright, hop up,” Calon gave Evie a small push.

She pouted softly and smiled. “Shame, I really wanted to suck your dick.”

“Damn succubus,” Calon pushed her a little harder.

Amongst their laughter, the two of them dressed quickly enough. Then, with Evie off to take care of her morning business, Calon made his way around the tent to pull it down. The tent was remarkably straightforward. He’d seen horror stories from tents made in decades past. But this was rather simple. The tent itself was about two metres long and about the same width. It was triangular and had no vertical walls. Two long, straight pieces of wood slipped into chambers sewn into the canvas at each end to give it shape. Those wooden beams were pressed into the ground and a rope attached at their intersection pulled away to the ground where a wooden stake was hammered into place. The same was on the other side, with another half dozen stakes around the outside to pin the edges down. The floor was just a simple oiled rug with a piece of canvas on top. There was enough room for the three of them to lie inside, but as Calon had discovered, it was a relatively close fit.

By leaving the wooden beams inside their chambers, it was simple enough to pull the stakes, fold it in half lengthwise and roll it all up. By tossing the stakes and lengths of rope in the middle as he did so, it left Calon with a single bundle that fit back inside the canvas bag they stored it in. All up, it was much heavier than anything Calon had ever tried to camp with before, but he wasn’t about to complain. He only had to carry it as far as the wagon. And with that done, he headed back to the fire where Evie was taking care of breakfast. Burt was pulling up the stakes of his own tent, so Calon went to help.

“Thanks lad,” he nodded as Calon came around and started pulling. “These old bones don’t like bending none.”

Calon shrugged, “It’s no bother.”

Burt nodded, before looking over at Evie. “Y’know, I’ve never met a summoner before. We’ve got tales about your kind going crazy and killing indiscriminately.”

Calon frowned and shook his head. “I don’t wanna kill anyone. I still feel torn up about the yowie.”

Burt chuckled, “Yeah, I figured that. Have you thought about what you’re going to do next?”

“You mean after we get you home?”

“Right,” Burt nodded. “I mean, I have work that needs doin. But I figure farming probably isn’t your thing.”

“I suppose settling down somewhere probably won’t work?”

Burt’s lips thinned, and he shook his head. “Maybe one day. But right now, you’re a loose cannon. Especially with Chrissy over yonder,” he gestured with his thumb.

Calon turned and spotted the furred woman as she moved through the trees. It looked like she was doing agility training. But she mis-stepped and fell in a heap, before getting up with a huff.

“She’s a warrior, that one,” Burt chuckled. “If you can win her over, she’ll be a strong woman for you.”

“We’ll see,” Calon nodded, not wanting to dispute the man.

“Still though, she speaks, she wears clothes and if you can build a reputation in some towns. Or at least the smaller ones, they might take kindly to an occasional visit.”

Calon realised what the old man was getting at. Visit towns, see the job board, do it and move on. Short term, that could be a viable option.

“What would a wagon like this cost?”

Burt hummed for a moment, “Well see, that depends.” Calon frowned, realising the old man actually had an angle here. “You said you were conflicted about killing that yowie.”

“Yeah…”

“You understand how that yowie was a monster, right?”

Calon nodded in agreement. “Yeah…”

“Up north past Kuraby, which is where my farm is located, there’s a group of bandits making trouble.”

Calon looked over at Evie, who was smiling as she plated up what looked like eggs and bacon.

“Talk it over,” Burt nodded. “We’ll get to my farm tomorrow morning unless we want to travel when it’s dark. I can point you towards town, which is only another couple hours’ walk. Probably find someone willin’ to answer a few questions.”

“Why them?”

Burt smiled thinly. “Bandits are moving lots of goods. More than if they were carrying things themselves. It’s likely they have a few horses and wagons. The horses you’ll probably have to return, but wagons and other equipment are legal salvage.”

“Why hasn’t anyone else dealt with them?”

“This part of the country is pretty quiet most of the year. We’ll get an adventurer or two come through here and there. But unless they pick something up, the problem persists. Of course, if something gets crazy, we send word to Brisbane and they take a look. It’s expensive, but expensive is what brings out the help.”

“How many towns are between here and Brisbane?” Calon asked, knowing full well that his knowledge from modern geography would be… What’s the opposite of ‘out of date?’

“We’re just outside of Loganlea now,” Burt scratched his chin. “After that is Kingston, Booran, then Kuraby, where I’ll be stopping. Then it’s Sunnybank, Rocklea and Brisbane itself. Brisbane is the major city around these parts. Even has a port.”

Calon nodded. “And you’re saying that Brisbane will have other adventurers. Where do they mostly work?”

“North and west mostly,” Burt scratched his chin before hoisting the tent over his shoulder. “West is more monster related. Further into the wilderness you go, the more you bump into them. It’s our own fault, mostly. We’re pushing them off their land and they’re fighting back. North, though, that’s conflict. Beastkin broke off a few years back and set up their own township. Since then, they’ve been patrolling their roads and charging people to use them. They’re building a new bypass to go around the area, but it’s taking time and they’re not happy. There’s been fighting some, and the usual monster business.”

“Breakfast!” Evie called.

Burt smiled. “Kinda nice to have a good woman to look after us.”

Calon turned and smiled at Evie, who gave him a wink. “Yeah, yeah it is. I’ll have a talk with them on the road today.”

“You do that,” Burt nodded. “And if you decide before we get home, I might have a few things to help out.”

With a nod of agreement, Calon and Burt came over and accepted a bowl of breakfast from a beaming Evie. She then took another towards Chrissy, who seemed reluctant to join them. But she returned with the hostile griffon a moment later. Breakfast was a simple fair. Evie had made a scramble from the eggs, and with a lack of salt, she’d cut the bacon and mixed it into the egg for flavour. It was clever, easy and tasted pretty good. That set Evie beaming with delight when they all told her as such. Then, with a quick clean of their dishes using sand and a bit of water, they packed up the last of their things and Burt climbed up on the wagon.

“Calon, might be an idea for you to learn,” he called.

Calon nodded. “Might have the talk first!”

Burt nodded and waved, before flicking the reins and getting the horse moving.

“I’m not fucking you,” Chrissy mumbled.

Calon rolled his eyes. “Not what I wanted to talk about.”

“Don’t care, still not fucking you.”

“Chrissy,” Evie giggled. “Be nice. He was talking with Burt. I bet this is important.”

“So’s not fucking him,” Chrissy shrugged, before she started walking after the wagon.

Calon sighed, and Evie took his hand. “Don’t worry about her. I’ll give her a spanking later and remind her why she needs to play nice.”

“I heard that!”

“Then you better remember it!” Evie shot back.

Calon rolled his eyes, then got to the point. “Any ideas for what you want to do after we drop Burt home?”

“Oh,” Evie frowned, “Chrissy, slow down. This is actually important.”

“Fuck,” the griffon swore, but dropped her pace.

Calon explained about the conversation he’d had with Burt. Chrissy had complained about the part about not being accepted in towns. But they fell silent as Calon brought up the idea of looting a bandit den.

“So, what exactly are you thinking?” Evie asked. “We sneak in and take a bunch of their shit, or we go in and…”

“Kill ‘em all,” Chrissy snarled softly.

“Chrissy!” Evie admonished her.

“What?” Chrissy shrugged. “We’re in, like, nineteen-hundreds Australia and there're bandits. What are we expecting? Cops to show up?”

Calon frowned. “Isn’t the first world war supposed to be going on soon?”

“That’s a good point,” Evie frowned. “Things seem different, though. I haven’t seen any cars, and those started coming over in the eighteen seventies.”

“Maybe it’s earlier than we thought?”

“Does it matter?” Chrissy sighed. “We’re here now. There’s no electricity, there’s no cars, and there’s fucking monsters and shit roaming around.”

“She has a point,” Calon smirked.

Evie nodded, “So—the problem then is—do we want to settle down? Maybe in this beastkin town to the north? Or do we want to roam about and kill things for money?”

“Can I kill Calon for money?”

“Chrissy!”

“What? I’m kidding,” she huffed. “I know what happens if he dies.”

“That’s something else,” Calon frowned. “What happens if one of you dies?”

“We respawn, right?” Chrissy shrugged.

“Do you?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, if you die, is it just a click of my fingers to bring you back? Or is there more to it than that? What if I can change your species, your personality? What if I bring you back and you don’t remember being here? What if you died in some horrible way and you do remember it? What then?”

“I fucking hate you so much right now, you know that?”

“It’ll be okay, Chrissy,” Evie jogged up to hold the griffon’s hand.

Calon just sighed and kept on moving.

“I think we should kill the bandits,” Chrissy said after a while. “We’ll check out where they’re hiding. We kill em, take their shit and see if there’s any more work around here.”

“Burt was saying they don’t get adventurers south of Brisbane too often,” Calon called softly.

“So, there’s probably a decent amount of work around,” Evie nodded. “And if we can get a wagon like Burt thinks, maybe sell some stuff and see if we can barter a horse⁠—”

“I want a bigger tent,” Chrissy huffed.

Evie nodded, “Yes, bigger tent. Need to make room for more summons.”

“Seriously?”

“Chrissy, the more summons, the less chance he has of dying. He lives a long life; we live long lives.”

“Fuck,” Chrissy sighed. “Alright, s’pose, that means I won’t have to put up with him fucking my girl all the time, either.”

“Ummm.”

Calon didn’t want to be part of that conversation. He’d crushed hard on her back home. But she clearly wanted nothing to do with him now. Calon thought about his stats, and they popped up.

Character Sheet

Name: Calon Wilson

Class: Summoner

Level: 5 (50/100)

Perks: 2

Skills: None

Summons: Evie-Rae Wilson - Succubus

Chrissy Smith - Griffon

Current Quest: Guard Burt’s wagon and return him home safely! - 5 bronze and meals.

Other Quest: None

He thought about Chrissy’s skills and got her panel instead.

Character Sheet

Name: Chrissy Smith

Owner: Calon Wilson

Race: Griffon

Level: 1

Mana: 0/0

Skills: Unknown*

*This skill is unknown at this time

Modifications: None

Calon thought about changing her skills like he had with Evie and got a big fat nothing. He double checked whether he could do it for Evie. Her character sheet hadn’t changed except for one detail. Focussing on it for a moment, Calon was surprised when it opened in its own window.

Glossary

Possession (Modified)***

When mana runs out, a succubus becomes possessed with lust and will become overly submissive towards the closest willing adult in the area. **

**Summoned succubi will default to their summoner regardless of physical vicinity

***Modification is temporary due to actions by summoner. May revert with further actions

“You okay?”

Calon nodded and looked at Evie. That sweet, kind expression on her face. He wasn’t sure she would appreciate the modification. But he had a promise to uphold. “We need to talk about something. You asked me not to change you in any way, but there’s something that happened.”

Evie frowned, and Calon quickly explained what he’d discovered.

“And what brought this up?”

“I was seeing if I could access your skills, and like Chrissy, it seems I can’t after…”

“Got it,” Evie nodded. “I… Umm… Can I be real honest here right now?”

“Shoot.”

“Maybe not tonight, but… soon. Can I burn through all my mana and⁠—”

“What, you want to experience that?”

Evie blushed, earning Calon a glare as she listened to their conversation. “Look, that… Possession felt great. It was like taking a back seat to my own emotions and letting myself run wild and… It was really hot what we did the other day.”

“Can you not talk about fucking your stepbrother like this?”

Evie rolled her eyes. “You’re gonna have to get used to it. I like when he spends perks on me and the only way to do it is to feel him dripping out of me.”

“Ewwww.”

“See, I thought that too,” Evie nodded. “But trust me girl, when you pull that stick out of your ass, you’re probably going to want him to stick his dick back in to hold your spine straight.”

“Evie,” Calon snorted.

“What?” Evie shrugged. “I love Chrissy. I love how she looks, how she feels, how she smells and how she tastes. I could die a happy woman drowning in her girl juices. But you better bet your ass I’d die a happier woman impaled on that cock of yours at the same time.”

“What’s that smell?”

Calon paused their conversation and sniffed the air. “What smell?”

“It’s kinda nasty,” Chrissy wrinkled her nose.

“I can’t smell anything either,” Evie frowned.

“Let’s catch up with Burt,” Calon nodded.

With no disagreement, they jogged to catch up with the wagon. The old man was trundling along at a steady pace as they trailed behind to talk.

“Ah, you finished your talk, then?”

“Sorta,” Calon nodded. “Is there anything out here that would smell bad?”

“Other than the goblins, you mean?” Burt frowned.

“Shit.”

Burt shrugged, “That’s why I hired you lot, wasn’t it?”

Calon looked at Evie and Chrissy. “Evie, you’re on the wagon. I’ll sit beside Burt.”

“And what, I’ll just run around like an idiot?” Chrissy snarked.

“Pretty much,” Calon gave it right back. “Be a good kitty and keep your nose out. If that scent gets stronger, it probably means they’re coming closer. Evie can throw fireballs that they really don’t like.”

“That’s right, and you’re the soft little boy who can’t defend himself,” she nodded. “Whatever.”

Calon sighed as she stumbled in the process of racing off further down the road.

“Don’t mind her,” Evie whispered.

“She’s right, though,” Calon admitted. “I’m just a human. I don’t even have mana.”

“Maybe think about changing that, then?”

“If I spend my perks on me, then I can’t spend them on you and Chrissy.”

“And Suki.”

Calon rolled his eyes. “That’s minimum like another five, if not ten levels away.”

“And we’ve a bandit hideout to clear, so who knows?”

“Fuck,” Calon sighed.

“Have you even tried to upgrade yourself?”

Calon went to respond before frowning. He’d tried to upgrade Evie and Chrissy. He’d tried to use skill transfer… but…

“You haven’t, have you?”

“No,” Calon sighed. “No, I haven’t.”

He thought about it and got a window.

Upgrade Mana?

Pool of mana allows casters to perform magic

1 perk

Y/N

“It only gives me one option, and it’s to get Mana.”

Evie nodded. “Summoner classes aren’t known for physical stats. They usually act in a support role. So, it makes sense that you can’t do anything without mana.”

“I guess in the normal progression of things, if I’d levelled up alone, I would spend the first few perks on myself. So, there’s probably something in here that could help me.”

A scream cut off their conversation as Burt swore under his breath. Bursting from the treeline was a trio of wolves with goblins on their back. Calon couldn’t be sure, but at least one of them looked familiar. Chrissy, shocked at their sudden appearance, despite being larger than the wolves, tripped over her own feet, allowing the first wolf to slam into her.

“CHRISSY!” Evie shouted as Burt slowed the wagon.

“You’ll have to do something! One’s coming our way!” The old man yelled.

Calon jumped back into the wagon to their packs and dug around for his knife. In the meantime, he heard Evie take a deep breath.

“FIREBALL!”

That was met with a horrible, hellish yelp, and a long, “EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!”

“Get off me, you furry fucker!” Chrissy roared.

Calon got his knife and turned to see Evie running towards Chrissy, who was wrestling with one wolf, while the other had her leg in its teeth.

“FIREBALL!”

The red ball of flame launched out towards the wolf, mauling Chrissy’s leg. But the wolf spotted it coming and darted out of the way.

“Get girl!” The goblin on its back screeched.

The wolf leaped over Chrissy, who howled in rage. Evie froze as Calon leaped over the side of the wagon and ran towards her.

“FIREBALL!”

The flames launched out, and the wolf ducked. But not far enough to spare its rider. She caught the goblin in the face and its high-pitched screams followed it to the ground. But the wolf was too close for Evie to cast again. She raised her hands to protect her face as Calon tackled her from the side. Evie fell with a scream as the wolf went through where she was standing with a growl.

“Behind me!” Calon snapped.

“Get away, you fucking idiot! It’ll kill you!” Evie shouted.

Calon ignored her. Pulling the knife, he held it ready at his side for the wolf as it stalked closer.

“Calon, if it gets me, I can be re-summoned!”

“Evie, hit the one Chrissy’s fighting with!”

“Calon!”

“DO AS I SAY!”

“Fuck!’ Evie cried as the wolf closed in. Calon stepped forward, swinging the knife. The wolf seemed to know it was an attack and leaped back as he heard Evie call out. “FIREBALL!”

That one must have hit the target, and Calon flinched from the howl of pain as the wolf burned. That was two wolves down, at least two goblins down, leaving one wolf and Evie with two more chances to cast fireball. And the wolf in front of Calon chose that moment to rush in.

Calon lifted his arm as the wolf closed. It hit him square and took him to the ground as he heard a silken voice.

“Charm.”

Calon had no idea what she aimed it at, as the wolf bit down hard. Calon yelped in pain, feeling the teeth sink into his arm. But he wasn’t about to be done in. Slamming the knife forward, the wolf huffed in pain from the first stab. Yanking the knife free, Calon stabbed again in a similar spot. The wolf reared back, stumbling, and Calon rolled up to follow. The wolf staggered and Calon leaped on top of it. With a yelp of pain, the wolf collapsed, this time with Calon on top, who stabbed at the animal. Its whining yelps cut off after the third strike to its neck and Calon took a deep breath before looking around. Right as he spotted the last goblin pointing a bow at him.

“FIREBALL!”

The goblin’s eyes went wide as it let the arrow fly. Calon flinched as the goblin went up in flames. The arrow sailed harmlessly to the side, missing him by fractions. Blinking away his shock, Calon looked down at the wolf. Convinced it was dead, Calon stood.

LEVEL UP 6!

You have (3) perks to spend!

Congratulations!

“Sweet!” Calon grinned, before glancing over to let Evie know the good news.

Evie, who was on her hands and knees, literally crawling towards him with her tail twisting around in the air. Her wings were trapped inside her top and her horns were on full display.

“Oh, fuck Evie.”

“Please, master?” Evie whimpered. “Your succubus is desperate.”

“What the fuck, Calon?” Chrissy huffed. “What did you do to her?”

Evie turned her head and locked eyes with Chrissy. “Would you prefer us both, master? It hurts to wait, but it won’t take long to prepare her for you. She reeks of arousal.”

“What?” Chrissy yelped. “Evie!”

Evie flinched and turned back to Calon. “I’m sorry, master. It hurts. I want you so bad, please feed your succubus?”

Calon looked at Chrissy and sighed. “This is actually one of her skills. If she drops too far in mana, she goes all sex kitten. It used to be kinda violent⁠—”

“You did this to her before?”

“Not intentionally!” Calon held up his hands. “Just… I got a little forceful with her the other day at Ches’s. And… it made her go from violent to… This.”

Evie was rocking back and forth on her knees, staring directly at my crotch while drooling.

“You’ve gotta be fucking kidding me,” Chrissy huffed. “Fine, you do your thing, but I’m watching.”

“Oh, please?” Evie whimpered. “I’m ready now? Can I take my clothes off, please?”

“You, uh… Maybe head off into the trees some. I’ll skin these wolves,” Burt said, scaring the crap out of Calon and Chrissy.

“Please, master?” Evie whimpered.

“Ah fuck,” Calon sighed. “C’mon.”

Turning, Calon headed in the opposite direction the goblins came from. Glancing back, Evie was scampering after him on all fours while Chrissy looked extremely conflicted.


Chapter Eight




Evie shifted slightly and Calon held her a little tighter, despite the ache in his arm from the wolf bite. Calon had no idea it was going to be like that, and Evie, once she’d come down from her high, didn’t either. Chrissy had refused to move away from the wagon, and even Burt was holding his peace. Calon took a deep breath as his cock firmed in his pants again.

“Calon?”

“No,” he shook his head softly. “No, you don’t ask me if I’m okay. Nothing you did would make me think any less of you. I just hope you don’t think any less of me.”

Evie pushed back slightly. Calon looked her in the eye as she stared at him with a soft smile. “Thank you, and… Thank you.”

Calon nodded. Evie’s shift from harsh and demanding into submissive and begging was a bit of a head spin. He closed his eyes as he held her while she rested on his lap. When she turned on him the first time, she’d held him at the point of her barbed tail, sucked his dick and then rode him.

“I liked it,” Evie whispered.

Calon felt her shift as she rubbed herself on his cock. They both knew what he felt. But the image of her writhing on his cock. Tail buried inside her ass as Calon viciously twisted her nipples because it made her pussy clench…

“My tail is super sensitive and…” She turned her head and looked at Burt, before leaning in really close to whisper. “In my ass, it felt like I had a second clit. Every time you pushed it in, I could feel it.”

“So, I wasn’t too rough with you?”

Evie shook her head slowly. “Maybe… we could try the opposite way.”

“You mean…”

Evie nodded, “It… it’s like my ass got wet like my pussy does.”

Calon looked over at Chrissy, who suddenly turned away. She had been staring at them on and off since they got back to the wagon. She had watched, she’d gotten close and eventually she’d moved out of view, but not earshot. Calon had cum twice in Evie by then, followed by one more while Evie was coming back lucid.

“It hurts, doesn’t it?” She asked in a whisper.

Calon sighed and nodded softly. His pants had zero give in them. And with Evie perched on top of his erection, he was feeling extremely confined. That was right until she leaned back on one hand and lifted her ass. What Calon wasn’t expecting was for her other hand to pull the tie that kept his pants up, allowing his erection to pop free.

“Evie!” Calon hissed, looking at Burt, who was concentrating on the road.

But Evie wasn’t listening. With his cock free, she did the same with her pants, pushing them down off her hips, before taking his cock in hand. Pressing it to her pussy, she slid it between her labia. Rubbing herself up and down, Calon bit his lip to hide the soft groan of pleasure. Despite it only being a few hours since he’d been inside her, he was almost desperate to do so again. So, as she lifted her hips, Calon held his breath. Only the head of his cock passed over the opening to her pussy and settled somewhere much firmer.

“Evie,” Calon whispered.

Evie relaxed her legs, slowly taking his cock into her ass. Calon held his breath, feeling the tight ring of muscle at the entrance. It held like a strong O-ring around his cock as she forced herself down around him.

“I was right,” Evie whimpered softly, biting her lip. “I have more than one clit.”

“You say somethin?” Burt called over his shoulder.

Without thinking, Calon grabbed Evie by the shoulders and pulled her close as Burt turned his head. The way she was positioned, sitting side-saddle on Calon’s lap, Burt could only see Evie sitting there in the same position she was in earlier. Leaning into his chest with her head over his shoulder, holding him tightly as he did the same.

“How long until we reach your farm?”

“We’ll get there in the morning unless we push through the night. Though I prefer not to tire the horse.”

The wagon went over a bump, causing Evie to hop in Calon’s lap. She wasn’t expecting for Calon to force himself entirely into her ass. But she was desperately trying to hold off on cumming while Burt was talking to them. And that bump causing her to bounce on his lap made her squeak loudly.

“You okay, darling?” Burt frowned. “You still… suffering from your little bout?”

“I’m fine,” Evie shivered, biting her lip as Calon gave her a squeeze, causing his cock to grind up inside herself. “Just… tired.”

“Ah,” Burt blushed and turned to look forward. “Yeah, I… yeah.”

Evie glared at Calon and felt heat rise inside her as he smirked right back. She concentrated on the feelings she’d had when she became possessed and grinned. Despite Calon’s dick in her ass, she was able to concentrate on a particular feeling and smiled as her tail slowly extended from her body. Calon grinned as Evie frowned at him, but that grin dropped from his expression as that familiar barbed tail came into view. He blinked, before realising she was learning to control herself and… that barb was getting awfully close. Before Evie could react, Calon grabbed her tail, making her flinch. Then, with a quick thought of what to do next, he grinned. Evie’s eyes rolled as Calon pushed her tail into her pussy. Calon could tell that she was loving it. He could feel her tail through the wall of skin and flesh between her pussy and ass.

Holding her around the waist with one arm, Calon used the other to thrust her tail into her pussy. He kept the strokes short, but firm to keep the noise and vibrations down. Evie plastered herself to him, clutching at his neck and shoulders as she held back her cries.

“Please Calon?” She whispered into his ear before kissing it. “Please, I’m begging. Cum in my ass.”

Calon nodded, tightening his grip around her waist. He sped up the thrust of her tail and he enjoyed the sensation it created. Evie did as well as she trembled and lightly kicked her legs.

“Calon,” Evie whimpered. “Calon please? I’m… I’m⁠—”

An orange furred hand cut her next words off. It wrapped tightly around her mouth and choked off any sound. Evie’s eyes rolled back as Calon pinned her hard against his chest. She didn’t even cum this hard when she was in sex kitten mode. But he knew full well if she wasn’t muffled and pinned, she’d be kicking and screaming.

Turning his head, Calon saw Chrissy glaring at him. She mouthed the words, “Hurry up!” and he nodded his head.

Gripping Evie tightly, he rocked his hips, while viciously fucking her with her own tail. He wasn’t worried about being gentle. He wasn’t worried about Evie and how she felt. The nails she had dug into his shoulders as her eyes rolled back told him exactly how she felt. With a soft shudder, Calon started to cum. Evie’s ass turned into a suction device. It clamped tight before drawing his cum out with each spurt. Evie went rigid in his arms as she enjoyed what was happening to her. Unable to keep full control of his body, Calon slammed her tail deep inside her pussy and held it there. Even it seemed to throb in his hands and the thought of it cumming inside her, as she came over it, made him groan.

“If you’re done,” Chrissy hissed softly.

Calon blinked, shaken from the moment by her blunt words. He looked at Evie, who was somewhere between shooting Chrissy a death glare and staring adoringly back at him. With a roll of her eyes, Evie lifted herself off Calon’s cock before flipping over. Calon got a look at his cock, clean with no traces of just coming out of an ass, right before Evie’s mouth closed over it once again. Calon closed his eyes and thanked his own idiocy for bringing her here. After a few bobs of her head, she lifted off and tucked him away. Then, with a thought to retract her tail, she did up her own pants and sat down beside him. Once settled, she moved around to the water barrel where she got a drink.

Calon, after sating his own thirst, thought about their current situation. He was in a new world. There were new dangers and after the goblin attack, he was… Pretty much useless. The bite on his arm would have been far worse if he hadn’t started stabbing. The small punctures had been painful to wash out and Burt had sacrificed a dash of some strong-smelling spirit to wash the wounds. Nobody had any bandages though, and that meant he was stuck monitoring it until it healed.

“You okay?” Evie asked, sitting down beside him once again.

Calon nodded, then sighed and shook his head. “I have three perks and… Well, I think I need to work out how to utilise my class.”

“That’s for damn sure,” Chrissy huffed.

Calon wanted to frown at her, but she was on point. The wolf that got her on the leg barely ruffled her fur. They made her from tougher stuff and she happily volunteered to hold Calon while Evie washed his arm. But that still left Calon with the issue of his summons. His perks are what he used to improve them, but he had no improvements for himself either. What happened if something happened to Evie? What if she died and he couldn’t bring her back? Maybe it was permanent if he had no mana?

“Purchase Mana,” he whispered.

Calon felt a twitch before a jolt of electricity shot through his spine. Everything lit up hot, then cold as it shot from the base of his skull to the tips of his fingers and back again.

“Calon?” Evie grabbed him as he tipped in his seat.
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“Uhhh,” Calon frowned.

After dismissing them, quickly explaining to Evie and Chrissy what the pop-up showed. He didn’t want to keep it open in case he accidentally said something stupid. He was pretty sure heal would be more beneficial for the time being, but he wanted to discuss it first.

“Well, we don’t even know what my skill is,” Chrissy grumbled. “But for Evie’s fireball, do you think it just makes it twice as big or something?”

“What does a second upgrade to fireball do?” Evie asked.

Upgrade Fireball 2?

Large fireball adds splash damage, magma core and immolation. *

*Enemies weak to fire may explode, causing chain reaction.

2 perks

Y/N

Calon grinned and explained what the next upgrade did. Evie smiled and nodded along before shaking her head again.

“Healing, I think you should unlock heal.”

“I was thinking the same thing.” Chrissy nodded.

Calon, with both of them in agreement, couldn’t see a reason to fight.

“Unlock heal.”
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Heal.

Repairs targeted minor injury - 5 mana

Calon frowned, before realising there would not be any sort of⁠—
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“No,” Calon said immediately, cancelling the window.

“Yeah, that makes more sense,” Chrissy smirked.

“What does?”

“I’m guessing you just got windows?” She tilted her head. “You totally space out. No wonder you select dumb things.”

“... Thanks?”

“You’re welcome,” Chrissy shrugged.

“Be nice,” Evie waved at her girlfriend. “What was the new window?”

“It offered me two skills. One to revive you if… if something bad happens. But it comes with a lot of shit. You’ll come back crippled and without mana.”

“That’s fucked,” Chrissy growled.

Calon nodded. “The other skill is soft touch. And that’s a heal over time for the status effects.”

“Shit,” Evie sighed.

Chrissy gave her a look, and Evie rolled her eyes.

“Status effects. Crippled is obviously one. What about poison, paralysis? I can bet burned and charmed are effects, too.”

“Can’t check burned for obvious reasons, and can’t check charmed because while it’s active, I don’t think I’d be able to think straight enough to check.”

“Why, is charm really nasty?”

Calon looked at Evie and sighed. “No, it makes you think they’re the most beautiful thing you’ve ever seen. Like, obsession to the point you stand there like an idiot and stare at them.”

“I used it to feed a yowie a fireball that burned him from the inside out,” Evie shrugged.

“That’s horrifying,” Chrissy said in deadpan, rubbing her face.

“That does sound pretty awful,” Burt added from the front.

“It worked,” Evie shrugged.

Calon sighed. “I’m going to get them both.”

“Revive and soft touch?”

“Yup,” Calon nodded. “If the worst happens, I can bring you back. Then… I dunno. I suppose we’ll see.”

“I think it’s a good idea.” Evie and Calon turned to see Chrissy, who shot them a dirty look. “What? I’m allowed to agree with him when he’s not being a dumbass!”

Calon ignored her and took a deep breath. “Unlock, revive and unlock, soft touch.”
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“Hopefully I can regenerate mana,” Calon gulped, before confirming on his character sheet.
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“Maybe you should test that,” Evie suggested, pointing at Calon’s arm.

Calon frowned, then nodded and held his hand over his injured arm. “Heal.”

A white glow came from his hand, and he felt a warm sensation flowing over his arm. The ache that had set in after the bite dissipated, before a small, white piece of broken tooth fell out of one of the holes. The white glow faded away, and Calon checked his arm.

“Well, it doesn’t hurt anymore,” he grinned.

“It didn’t heal completely,” Evie frowned, taking his hand. “It’s scabbed over, though. Looks like you were bitten days ago, rather than hours ago.”

“Maybe that’s the baseline?” Calon touched one of the scabs. “The first level will mimic a few days of normal healing. Upgrading it will probably do more.”

“What else is it capable of? I bet casting it on us is a no brainer. Casting it on yourself is a nice perk, but what about others? Could you accidentally cast it on something you’re trying to kill? What about someone you’re trying to save?”

Calon frowned. “Hey Burt, you got an injury I can try to heal?”

“Uh…” Burt turned in his seat. “Turns out I got a little nick when I was skinning those wolves.”

Calon glanced at the skins draped over the far side of the wagon and tried not to think about the fact it was once covering a living creature. Those creatures had been trying to eat him earlier. “Yeah, that’ll work.”

Burt offered his hand while keeping an eye on where they were going. It was a small cut on the edge of his thumb. Likely where something had caused his knife to jump, and he’d only just missed catching himself before the blade made contact.

“Heal.”

The white glow came from Calon’s hand as he gestured to Burt’s outstretched one. Before their eyes, the small uncomfortable flap of skin closed and sealed. But that wasn’t the only thing. Burt sucked in a deep breath before coughing heavily for several long moments. Evie moved around and gave the old man a pat on the back as he hauled on the reins to stop the horse. When he caught his breath, the old man took several long breaths of air and turned in his seat.

“What did you do?”

“Ah,” Calon frowned. “I cast heal on your hand.”

“My lungs,” Burt stared at him in shock. “My lungs are… I can breathe for the first time in years. Doctors said it was my smoking, but I didn’t think… Lord…” He sucked in a lungful of air, before bursting into a fit of laughter. “Boy! I am so glad you weren’t out to rob me!”

“Glad I could help,” Calon grinned at the old man.

“Shit, maybe it’s time I put away the ol’ pipe after all.”

Giving the reins a crack, the horse started moving again. Calon exchanged a look with Evie while Chrissy rolled her eyes. The griffon seemed to be doing better on all fours. She didn’t stumble as often and took detours into the treeline. She found fallen logs, rocks, and small obstacles to climb over and jump off. Calon realised she was making sure to never face plant again like she had, coming off the wagon that first time. They continued on until the sun got low on the horizon and Burt pulled the cart off into a clearing by the road.

“This seems awfully handy having these here,” Evie commented as she watched Chrissy do a loop of the glade, sniffing the air as she did.

“Supposed to be this way,” Burt shrugged, as Calon handed him his tent. “You’ll find just about everywhere you go. If you keep to a steady pace like I did, you’ll find a place to camp before nightfall.”

“That’s handy,” Calon nodded.

“If you’re lucky, you’ll find water in them too, but that’s not common.”

“That’s why you bring a barrel,” Evie nodded. “Makes sense.”

“Does indeed. And in fact, there is a well here,” Burt nodded to a pile of rocks set further back near the trees. “So, there’s a place you can fill your skins.”

“Smells clear,” Chrissy called out, coming over as Calon climbed down from the wagon with their own tent.

“I’ll put some dinner on,” Evie offered.

“I’ll get the tent up. You need a hand, Burt?”

“Nah lad. These old bones of mine feel ten years younger now I can breathe proper.”

“You’re welcome,” Calon grinned.

Sure enough, by the time Calon had the tent up, Burt was watching him from beside the fire Evie had lit using the tinderbox from Calon’s pack. He thought about his mana and wondered if it had regenerated or not.
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Calon nodded as the last point of mana was restored. Dismissing the screen, Calon did some maths. They’d travelled about another hour before pulling up. That meant he was regenerating at a rate of one point every twelve minutes. Which… was slow, but not horrible. That was the equivalent of one heal an hour. That meant saving a life was entirely possible. Someone bleeding out would probably live an hour if Calon could stop it. Then, an hour later, he could start putting them back together. Within a few hours, he might even prevent infection. For now, healing would be a slow process, but it could be done.

Calon turned to head towards the others and the fire, when he heard a soft rustle in the nearby trees. He paused before turning back and looking at the source of the sound. He couldn’t make out anything. But he sensed there was something watching him.

“Chrissy?” Calon called out.

“What?”

“Can you come over here?”

“Pfft,” Chrissy chuckled. “Fuck no, I just sat down.”

Calon turned to face her when he heard the rustle again, followed by frantic footsteps heading away. That was loud enough. Chrissy turned her head at the sound and gave Calon an odd look.

“Thanks Chrissy.” Calon shook his head.

“You… You shoulda⁠—”

“Don’t worry about it,” Calon came over to join them. “Whatever it was is gone now, anyway.”

“We should do a watch,” Evie frowned.

“Fuck,” Chrissy sighed. “I’ll”—

“I’ll take the first watch while the night is early,” Calon interrupted.

“Thanks, Calon,” Chrissy sighed, looking guilty.

“You’re right. Whatever it was is probably long gone,” Burt commented. “There are a few monster types that run around between the towns. Most come in, take a look, steal a bite to eat if they can and run away.”

Calon, Evie, and Chrissy exchanged looks and nodded.

“I’ll take the second watch,” Evie volunteered. “That way you get uninterrupted sleep,” she nodded at Chrissy.

“Can… can we?”

Evie looked at Calon, who nervously nodded his head. “Yeah Chrissy. You’re a bigger bitch here than back home, but you’re my bitch.”

Chrissy snorted and nodded her head, then frowned. “I kinda am, huh?”

“I’m sorry Chrissy, I didn’t mean it,” Evie said softly, coming around and taking the griffon’s hand.

Calon looked down at the hotplate with several pieces of meat frying. He checked them and turned them, before doing the same with some potatoes left on the coals. Evie returned a moment later and took over, leaving Calon to sit back and look at his arm.

“Heal.”

The white glow started up again and Calon smiled as the scabs fell away, leaving small, dotted scars from each puncture wound.

“Never seen or heard of a summoner doing that,” Burt shook his head.

Calon nodded, then wondered. “If they’re as bad as people think, they’re probably just letting their summons die, then reviving them.”

“That’s awful,” Evie grimaced.

“I’m just saying. I’ve never heard of a summoner healing people. Stealing, murdering, raping, thieving sure. But healing? Never heard of it being done.”

“If they’re so bad, why haven’t they been outlawed altogether?” Chrissy asked.

“Because sometimes they’re paid to steal, murder or… Y’know. Like I’ve hired you lot. You handled those goblins and wolves fine. A few guys with swords might have managed the same, but there would have been injuries, maybe a death or two.”

“Shit, summoners are muscle for hire.” Calon shook his head. “Though I suppose that’s not far off from what we’re doing.”

“Not sure taking jobs off a board is the same as roughing up travellers on a particular stretch of road,” Burt grumbled.

Calon shook his head, then froze. “Burt, the bandits…”

“It’s a possibility,” Burt conceded. “From the sounds of things, you stumbled into it. But anyone from this world becomes a summoner. They do it for a reason. Most if they wanna become adventurers, pick up a sword, a wooden club or have a parent who can show them a spell or two. Those types are rare, but…”

“I became a summoner by activating it when I found a summoning stone,” Calon commented.

“That’s more or less how it happens. Either you find something that wants to be used for a class, or you pick something generic.”

“Did you ever think about doing it?”

“Nope,” Burt chuckled. “My daddy ran the farm, since my grandpappy died. I’d hoped to find a good woman one day, and she’d give me a son or a daughter to run it once I was too old, but… Well, that didn’t seem to happen. But I’ll be damned if I leave my farm!”

Calon smirked and nodded his head. “Well, here’s hoping I don’t turn out like the rest of them then. Because honestly, I wouldn’t mind hanging around if I can find somewhere nice to settle down one day.”

“Can’t imagine you as a farmer,” Evie giggled.

“Probably not,” Calon agreed. “But a nice block of land beside a little town. Keep the monsters at bay into retirement and old age.”

“Not sure you’re going to have that any time soon,” Burt chuckled. “Way things are going, humans, beastkin and the monsters are going to be at each other’s throats before long. Though… S’pose that means a man like you would make an interesting intermediary.”

Calon sighed and thanked Evie as she handed him a plate of food. “I dunno Burt. Right now, I just want to work out how to make it to the end of next week.”

“Don’t we all,” the old man sighed.


Chapter Nine




Calon smiled, seeing the farmhouse set amongst a plot of fruit trees. The house wasn’t as large as McReedy’s was. It seemed about the right size for a single man and maybe some occasional company. There was a barn around the back that was closed up tight. And there was a half-dozen men and women in the fields. Some looked like they were weeding, another was using a pair of horses to pull a plough. But every one of them had stopped working and were watching as Burt came down the driveway. It probably wasn’t Burt they were watching, though.

“This is creepy as fuck,” Chrissy grumbled.

“Give ‘em a moment. Tony will come out and introduce himself and he’ll get them all back to work.”

“Who’s Tony?” Calon asked.

“Foreman,” Burt nodded as a large man came out from a small door on the side of the barn. “That’s him there.”

The big man had a few years, a few inches, and a few meals on Calon. He scowled as he approached the wagon while Burt slowed to a stop in front of his home.

“Burt? You okay?”

“Fine Tony,” Burt chuckled. “This here is Calon, Evie and Chrissy,” he gestured to the three of them.

Tony hostilely glared at Chrissy for a moment before grimacing at Calon. His eyes lingered over Evie for a few moments, and the succubus pressed herself into Calon.

“Right. What are they doing here? I can’t see a summoner being much use on a farm.”

“You’d be correct there, boy,” Burt emphasised the last word. “Calon and his friends here saved me from a goblin attack. I figured they might be interested in taking a gander at the job board in town.”

“Bandits,” Tony spat. Then he shook his head and offered his hand. “Summoners don’t have the best reputations in these parts. There’s no proof, but the local sheriff thinks one of your kind is in charge of the bandits somewhere in the North. But if you kept ol’ Burt here safe, then you’re fine in my books.”

“Trust me, I don’t regret it, but I never intended to be a summoner.” Calon smiled and shook the larger man’s hand. His grip was firm, but it was natural. None of that false machismo bullshit where you try to crush the other guy’s hand. “Evie and Chrissy have made this life wonderful.”

The big man glanced at Evie before giving Chrissy a quick look, too. Calon could see a conflict in his eyes, but he put it aside. “Well, I don’t understand it myself. But I won’t judge a man. What are you planning now?”

“Now he’s getting paid, then I think I’ve got a few things around here he could put to use,” Burt cut in, before waving for Calon and the others to follow.

“Right,” Tony nodded, before looking around. “I’ll get everyone settled in then.”

“You do that,” Burt nodded.

Calon, Evie, and Chrissy followed the old man inside. The house was all wood. It had that ‘rough around the edges’ kind of appeal. It told Calon that this place was built to last, not look pretty. But the timber had its appeal and Calon enjoyed the aesthetic.

“First up, this is yours,” Burt said, tossing Calon a pouch.

Quest Complete!

Guard Burt’s wagon and return him home safely!
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Calon grinned, “Thanks Burt.”

“You’re welcome, now… Are you three gonna take on the bandits, or are you going to move on to safer pastures?”

Calon looked at his two summons and saw the looks in their eyes. They had discussed it previously. But the looks they gave him told him they would accept his decision.

“Yeah, I think we’ll take a look, see if we can find them at least.”

Burt nodded slowly, then gestured for us to wait. He turned and stepped through a door that led to a room filled with crates of various sizes. The trio listened as he grunted and shifted a few things before he called out, “Ah ha!”

He nudged the door open again, stepping back out of the room with a long pole in one hand and a leather bag in the other. Burt grinned as he turned around. Placing the bag on a nearby table, he held up the pole. It was around seven feet long and had a leather sheath on one end. Burt pulled that off, showing a dark, metal, triangular tip. It was clearly not some old master's work. More like an old shovel with the metal head cut and hammered into the final shape. But a spear was a spear.

“Here Chrissy, this might serve you better,” the old man gestured towards the griffon.

Chrissy padded forward and took the spear. “Why me?”

“You’re faster, stronger and have better height and reach than Calon or Evie,” Burt grinned. “I wasn’t an adventurer, but I’ve had my fair share of trouble over the years, so I learned to make do. It’s not pretty, but it won’t let you down none.”

Chrissy looked it over, admiring the wood and testing the edge, while Burt went back to the bag. “This,” he turned to Calon. “Is for you.”

Calon frowned as a modified hammer was pressed into his hands. It looked like it had once been a large claw hammer. The head was a little larger than he was used to for a hammer of his time. The claws had been bent mostly straight before they were hammered together and filed to a point. Even the handle had been replaced with a solid piece of wood almost two feet long.

“Burt, we can’t⁠—”

“Yeh can,” Burt grunted. “I’m an old man, despite you fixing up my lungs. I’ve still got a few things lying about. But with Evie tossing fireballs, her best bet is a knife, which she already has. Chrissy has those claws of hers the moment she actually tries using them and the spear to give her some extra reach. And now, if you go running into danger, swords, shields, armour or no. You hit something with that. It’s gonna hurt.”

Calon looked at his war hammer and nodded. That was a solid point. Even if it were a sword, he’d just be swinging it around. A blunt weapon he could hit someone with made far more sense. And this hammer wasn’t particularly large and unwieldy like some maces could be.

“Thank you, Burt,” Evie smiled, before stepping in and hugging the old man.

Burt blushed beet red as the succubus pressed herself against him. He stammered a quick “You’re welcome,” and gently pushed her away.

“Thanks Burt,” Chrissy nodded.

“Yes,” Calon nodded, offering his hand. “Thank you. You’ve helped us a lot.”

“Pssh,” Burt shook his hand while his face slowly returned to its normal colour. “Can lead a horse to water. You can’t make it drink. Besides, if I hadn’t helped, we’d both probably be dead right now.”

Calon nodded. “How about we promise to stop by if we’re in the area?”

“I’ll look forward to it. If I’m not here, I’ve gone to Beenleigh. Tony usually sends most of the produce north, but I head south.” He frowned, “Though I’m not sure that’ll happen again any time soon.”

“Maybe someone will put up a job for it,” Evie grinned. “If we can take care of some bandits, some goblins couldn’t be too much worse.”

Burt nodded, “Still though. You three need to be careful. The road from here to Kuraby should be safe enough, and Sheriff Goodman isn’t as big of an ass as the one down south. He might give you a hard time at first but tell him I sent you and he shouldn’t trouble you none.”

Calon nodded, “Thank you.”

Burt just waved off the thanks and gestured for the door. The four of them trooped outside. Tony was out in the fields talking with a few of the workers. Burt led the way back to the wagon and started pulling a few things off. “Here,” he set out a few wrapped bundles. “Some salted pork and some bread. There’d be vegetables as well, but I just sold them.”

“You don’t have to do this,” Evie smiled at the old man.

“I don’t have to do a lot of things,” Burt shrugged. “I’m old, and I have workers. Could sit on my porch and watch the world go by without a care in the world. But others aren’t so lucky. If I can help you, you might help others and then we all benefit together.”

“Just thank the man already,” Chrissy grumped.

Burt chuckled, and Calon grinned, climbing up onto the wagon. He retrieved their packs and the tent. Then loaded the supplies Burt had given them into each pack.

“Here Calon,” Chrissy called. “I’ve got the tent.”

“You sure?” Calon frowned at the large woman.

Chrissy sighed, “Yeah.”

“Thank you, Chrissy,” Evie smiled.

Calon watched as they exchanged a brief kiss. Burt turned away, going red in the face while Chrissy’s facial fur stood on end as she did her own version of a blush. Evie bit her lip before whispering something so softly Calon didn’t catch it. But Chrissy quickly glanced at the ground and back before nodding quickly.

“Deal,” Evie giggled.

Calon just shook his head and did as he was asked. Hauling the tent onto her back, she grunted under the weight. Burt grabbed out a length of rope without being asked and used it to tie a basic harness to hold the tent in place. With that settled, Calon handed the lighter of two packs to Evie and slipped on his own. That earned him a soft kiss from the succubus, and they turned to Burt.

“You three be safe now,” he nodded. “Stop by if you’re in the area.”

“Will do,” Calon shook the old man’s hand.

Chrissy and Evie said their goodbyes, this time without making him blush, and the trio headed back towards the road. With their packs alone, Calon held the hammer close to the head, letting it naturally swing in his arm. Chrissy used her spear as a walking stick and he found the soft tap of the wooden shaft on the ground to be somewhat soothing.

“How many do you think there are?” Chrissy asked after a while.

Calon thought and shrugged. “More than a dozen, less than fifty.”

“What makes you think that?” Evie asked, more curious than anything.

“Burt says they have a wagon and probably some horses. But they’re not attacking the town itself. So, they’ve got a few mouths to feed. But they’re not an army.”

“That’s… Reasonable,” Evie nodded.

“How many do you think we can take in a fight, though?” Chrissy asked.

That was something else entirely. “I’m not sure,” Calon admitted. “That’s why I wanted to look first. See if we can find them at all.”

“Alright, that works,” Chrissy nodded. “Are we still going to set watches at night?”

“Out here, with bandits?” Calon snorted. “Definitely.”

“We need another summon or two,” Evie sighed.

Calon shook his head. “I’ve got my hands full with the two of you.”

“Not yet, you don’t,” Evie giggled.

Calon rolled his eyes while Chrissy frowned and shook her head. They walked for a time, enjoying the quiet atmosphere. Occasional birds flew over the road. They looked relatively familiar. The small lizards and things they found on the roads all looked familiar, too. Though Calon was glad there wasn’t much in the way of snakes. This place, Brittia, was so similar to Australia, after all. There had to be snakes out there somewhere.

It was late in the day when the town of Kuraby came into view. If the trio thought Beenleigh was small, this place was even smaller. Just a single row of buildings on one side of the road. With a single building on the other. It looked like the sheriff’s office and a gaol combined. The row of buildings included a small trading point, a tavern and a couple of crafters that looked like a blacksmith and carpenter that doubled as a leather worker. There were also a lot of roads that led off from the town.

“Must be a farming area,” Calon thought out loud. “Nobody really lives in town.”

“Explains how the bandits can get around so easily. If all these roads connect and they’re moving in a wagon, they can hide their numbers.”

Calon nodded, seeing the job board in front of the sheriff’s office. “This sounds pretty complicated.”

When they approached, there were a few requests for farm hands. Someone wanted firewood. A blacksmith was apparently hurting for iron after the bandits stole his shipment. And tacked in the middle of it all was a wanted poster.

“Can I help you?” A voice asked.

Calon turned to see the middle-aged man with his hand on a belted sword. The man eyed Calon suspiciously while glancing at Evie and Chrissy.

“Burt told us you had a bandit problem,” Calon said softly. “Are you the sheriff?”

The man blinked before relaxing slightly. “I am. How do you know Burt?”

“Evie and I escaped from some goblins. Burt found us on the road and took us to Beenleigh, where we did a job on the McReedy farm. Then Burt hired us to guard his wagon on the way back home.”

The sheriff seemed to ponder for a moment, “Right… Did you say goblins to the south?”

“Yeah,” Calon nodded. “They attacked us on the way back. Three goblins on wolves.”

“Shit,” the man sighed. “First bandits, now this.”

“Which is why we’re here,” Evie smiled. “We were going to look at the bandit problem for you.”

The sheriff looked at the three of them and nodded. “S’pose, this is the best we’ve got then.”

Calon reached out and touched the poster.

Quest!

Attack the bandits to the north of Kuraby. *

Bonus!

Return stolen horses to the town of Kuraby.

5 bronze per head.

10 bronze per returned horse.

Any and all looted goods.

*50 exp for destruction of bandit camp.

Calon quickly accepted and closed the window, even as it popped up to congratulate him. It would only hold the same information he just read, anyway.

“We’re going to check it out at least,” Calon smiled reassuringly at the man. “No promises though.”

The sheriff sighed, “Sheriff Goodman,” he offered his hand to shake.

Calon nodded and took it in his own. “Calon, this is Evie and Chrissy,” he gestured to each.

The man nodded. “I’m sorry for the hostile reception, but you should know. We think one of your kind runs the bandits and… Well, I wouldn’t have put it past you to just walk into town to gloat, y’know?”

“I get it,” Calon nodded. “If it helps, I became a summoner by accident. I don’t want to cause trouble.”

“Well, if you can take care of these bandits, that’ll put you firmly in my good graces.”

“We’ll see what we can do,” Calon nodded. “Out of curiosity, how much are a couple of rooms at the tavern?”

Sheriff Goodman frowned, “Sal would probably charge you a bronze, especially if you want Chrissy to have her own room.”

“Why? I’m not going to hurt anyone,” Chrissy frowned.

The sheriff sighed. “I know, but some people are a little less inviting than others. He would probably want you to sleep in the barn around back with the horses. But if I take you in, he’ll at least treat you like a beastkin.”

“Is it safe at least?” Calon asked.

“Yeah, the bandits don’t come too close to town. They usually hit the traders on the north side, or hold up the farmers as they move stock.”

“What’s it to be, ladies?” Calon asked.

“Can we bathe?” Evie asked.

“It’s extra,” the sheriff nodded.
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Sheriff Goodman was right. Sal, the owner of the tavern, was a piece of work. He spat after every second or third sentence and would only address Calon directly. Evie and Chrissy, he ignored entirely if they spoke, and it only seemed to piss him off even more if Calon repeated their questions. But with Sheriff Goodman’s assurance, a promise to stay civil and two bronze coins, they had what they needed. Two rooms, access to the bathing room and meals. Sal was very clear that drinks would be extra, though. Not that the trio had any intentions of drinking.

With a pair of keys in hand, Calon, Evie, and Chrissy brought their bags upstairs and dropped them in their rooms. The only thing they carried were their weapons and money as they left the tavern. The next couple of buildings over was a leatherworker. Stepping through the front door, a beastkin that looked like they were part fox seemed shocked at their arrival.

“May I help you?” He asked in a rough voice.

“Maybe,” Calon smiled. “I’m wondering how much it would be to make a sling or something for Chrissy’s spear and a loop, or something, for my hammer.”

The fox beastkin eyed them both before stepping around the counter and approaching. “Hammer is easy. I cut you a belt and sew on a thick loop. Hammer goes in the top and stays put. Spear…”

He moved towards Chrissy, who watched him wearily. It surprised Calon at the lack of fear in the fox’s movements as he looked Chrissy over. He got her to move to the back of the room so he could see how she moved with it. In the end, it was decided a thin strand of leather cord would be wound around the top of the spear. That would create a sling to go over her shoulder. It would be long enough that she could easily slip it over her shoulder and head so it would stand upright. She too would then wear a belt. This one would have a modified leather sheath that would hang below so the butt of the spear would sit inside. It would leave her hands free while she travelled but keep the spear ready at her side when she needed it.

“Will keep clear of wings as well,” the fox beastkin nodded.

“Wings,” Chrissy nodded, “Yeah.”

“Finish tonight. Be ready in the morning. I do it all for one bronze.”

“Deal.” Calon handed the beastkin the coin.

The man seemed to blink for a moment. “You need it now?”

“Tomorrow’s fine,” Calon smiled. “We’re staying tonight in the tavern. Tomorrow we’re hunting bandits.”

The fox beastkin’s eyes went wide before he nodded. “Yes, yes. Will have this done tomorrow.”

“Thank you,” Calon smiled as the fox beastkin practically ran into the back to start working.

“I think he expected you to haggle with the price,” Evie nudged him.

“Can griffons fly?” Chrissy suddenly asked.

Calon and Evie looked at her, while she experimentally opened her wings part way.

“We’ll ask someone,” Calon offered.

The trio left the store and returned to the tavern. Sal studiously ignored them as they dropped their belongings up in their rooms. With their keys in hand, Evie led the way out the back into the bathing area. There were tubs set up with a small hand pump for water. It would not be heated, but there was soap available. Small lines were set up beside each tub and Calon realised it was to wash their clothes as well.

“Right, Calon, get your pants off,” Evie ordered.

Calon sighed and stripped, tossing his clothing into the first tub. Evie did the same with the second, and Chrissy pulled off the oversized shirt she wore and tossed it in the third. It was oversized, so it covered between her legs. Calon tried not to think about it, but there was nothing covering her rear pussy other than a bit of fur and a tail.

“Stop looking at me, fucking pervert,” Chrissy snapped.

“Sorry,” Calon turned away.

“Don’t you get mad at him for looking,” Evie snapped. “You watched the whole time he took his shirt off!”

“I… I was…”

“It’s fine,” Calon piped up, trying to diffuse the situation. “I’ll try to be more courteous in the future.”

Calon ignored the pointed look from Evie as she brought him water. But soon he was scrubbing his clothing, while Evie and Chrissy did the same, respectively. Nobody came in as they got to work. Whether by luck or design, Calon didn’t know. But after wringing out as much water as they could from their clothing, they hung them to dry. The bath was… not as bad as they thought it would be. Cold, yes, but they’d been grimy and hot after scrubbing their clothing, so it was more relaxing than uncomfortable. Even if Chrissy didn’t quite fit. The large woman took several tries to get herself comfortable in the too small tub.

There they remained until their clothing looked like it had at least started to dry. The light coming in from the windows above was getting dim as well, so the trio got out and dressed in their still damp clothing. When they came out of the bathing room, the tavern was doing steady business. Farmers and farm hands, for the most part, were the majority. Even Tony was there, drinking with a couple of familiar faces. They waved a greeting, but some of the others seemed less happy to see a griffon in the building. So, they collected their evening meals and headed up to their rooms.

“I’m going to spend a little time with Chrissy.” Evie kissed Calon on the cheek.

“Have fun,” Calon nodded and unlocked his door.

“We will,” Evie giggled.

Calon blushed, thinking about what they were about to do, and slipped into the room. The first thing he did was strip out of his still damp clothing. There was a fireplace stacked with wood against the wall. It wasn’t large, but there were more of those drying lines hung in front. So, after arguing with a supplied tinderbox, Calon got the fire going and set his clothing out to dry. The meal was under a covered tray and it surprised Calon to find a hearty stew beneath. Eating his fill, he set the remains aside and wondered what to do next. And with no better option, Calon laid down.
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It was the subtle shift of the bed that brought Calon to consciousness. But it was the soft kiss of lips that really caught his attention. They kissed for a moment before pulling away, letting Calon taste the saliva.

“What?” He mumbled,

“She tastes amazing, doesn’t she?” Evie whispered slowly, mounting him.

“Is that⁠—”

“Uh huh,” Evie giggled. “She’s sleeping, but I made sure to bring you a taste of her.”

“Oh shit, Evie,” Calon groaned, feeling her bare body rub itself over him.

“I’m sure she tastes like me right now too,” Evie breathed. “But my little Chrissy is scared of you.”

“Scared?” Calon blinked, trying to regain some kind of control of the situation. “Why’s she scared?”

“Same reason I was confused.” Evie gently massaged his hardening cock. “As I said, I’m pretty sure I am, or was, gay. Chrissy was too and now…”

“What, you both magically want, my dick?”

“Mmmm,” Evie raised his cock to her entrance. “Don’t mind if I do.”

“Evie,” Calon groaned softly as her pussy slid down on his cock. There was no need for foreplay. With how wet and ready she was, it was obvious what she and Chrissy had been doing, if not for the taste on her lips.

“Whatever it was that brought you and us here made us compatible,” Evie whispered, grinding her hips into Calon’s. “I look around at the people here. And there’s been more than a few attractive ladies. But no men have caught my eye. But you,” Evie giggled softly. “I love Chrissy, and I’m very satisfied after what we just did to each other. But there’s a part of me, deep inside, that needs to be scratched just like this.”

Calon watched as Evie sat herself up. Settling her weight on his hips, she grinned as she rode him. He ran his hands over her body and she luxuriated in the attention. She could see in his eyes the absolute lust taking over as his sleep faded into the background. His hands grabbed her hips and Evie beamed in delight as he started muscling her into position.

“Slutty little succubus,” Calon chided her. “Even after wearing out her poor girlfriend, she couldn’t resist her master’s cock.”

Evie blinked slowly as his words slowly sunk in. Calon seemed to pause as he realised what he had said. They both stared at one another until Evie took a deep breath.

“Do you respect me as a person, Calon?”

Calon flinched and nodded. “I do, yes. And I’m sorry⁠—”

“No,” Evie shook her head. “No, please don’t be sorry. I just… This world is so fucked up. I need to know that… That out there, with the monsters, I can count on you to treat me like your equal.”

“You are my equal,” Calon frowned, cupping her face with a hand. “Don’t ever think you aren’t. We’re a team; Chrissy too.”

“What about Suki?”

“Her too,” Calon nodded. “I’m sorry. I got caught up in your whole sex kitten act and”—

“It wasn’t an act.” Evie rocked her hips. “I just… When we’re alone like this. And it’s private. I don’t mind if you call me names, give me orders and stuff.”

Calon blinked, “I love you, Evie.”

Evie smiled as a tear rolled down her face. “You love me, even if I’m a slut?”

“My slut,” Calon nodded. “My sexy, slutty little succubus, desperate to fuck herself stupid on her stepbrother’s cock until he calls her a good girl.”

Evie snorted and laughed softly as she wiped away the tears that were forming. “You’re such a dick.”

“No,” Calon shoved his hips upward, causing Evie to squeal and pitch over. Rolling with her, Calon ended up perched on top of Evie while she stared up at him. “No, this is a dick.”

Thrusting hard into her impossibly wet pussy, Evie trembled in pleasure. Her only regret was Chrissy’s reluctance to join her.

“Are you going to cum for me?”

“Uh huh,” Evie shuddered.

“Go on then,” Calon kissed her softly. “I’m not going to stop fucking you, though.”

Evie shuddered as Calon’s cock renewed its pace, sliding fully into her. The sensation was so intense, so powerful, she felt her abdominal muscles begin to spasm. Looking up into his eyes, she shivered at the powerful glare he pinned on her.

“Cumming master,” she whimpered.

Calon pulled her tight, feeling her pussy muscles clench. True to his word, he didn’t stop thrusting the whole time she writhed beneath him. The whole time she came, he muffled her screams with his hand while whispering in her ear over and over again, just two words…

“Good girl.”


Chapter Ten




Calon, Chrissy, and Evie were seated around a table in the dining room of the tavern the following morning. Sal had done his absolute best to be as rude as possible to both the ladies. At least until Evie summoned her tail and subtly lashed it from side to side while she politely asked for salt for her eggs.

Calon had grinned as Sheriff Goodman stuck his head in the door ten minutes later before leaving again. Someone had obviously panicked when Evie revealed herself as a summon. Clearly, the shock of realising the only human female of the group was actually a monster or beastkin, had ruffled some feathers. But the trio ignored the hostile glares, the harsh whispers, and the silent treatment from those around them. At least, that was until the door burst open and three men staggered in. And staggered was the correct term.

The first man’s face was swollen on one side, while a cut around his eye seeped blood. Second was a man with a bandaged arm. The third had a heavy limp, he was trying to hide. As the trio shook their heads, the early morning customers of the tavern fell silent.

“Bandits?” someone asked.

“Yeah,” the swollen-faced man nodded. “Got us this morning while we were bringing in a load of corn.”

“Someone needs to do something!” A voice shouted.

“What about them?” Someone demanded. Calon felt a pit form in his stomach when he noticed they were the centre of attention. “Isn’t the leader a summoner like ‘im?”

“Get ready,” Calon whispered.

Then he slowly got to his feet. The room seemed to inhale and the trio of injured men looked very unsure of themselves. Calon raised his hand to the first man and took a deep breath as his eyes went wide with fear.

“Heal.”

A familiar, soft, white glow appeared in Calon’s hand. It floated around, not leaving his body, but the man’s eyes went wide.

“What are you doing?!” Sal roared.

Calon ignored the tavern owner as he could see the swelling visibly reduce on the injured man’s face. He held it for a few moments before he felt the flow of mana stop.

“Ben, you okay?” The man with the injured arm prodded.

The man turned to face his companions before touching his face. “It’s… it’s better.”

“Better?” the third man asked.

“I haven’t got a lot in me, but I can do a bit more if you like,” Calon offered.

“What do you want?” Ben asked.

Calon shook his head. “I’ve taken the job to hunt the bandits. We only got here last night and just about everyone we’ve met has given us the stink eye.” There were a few murmurs from that, but Calon ignored them. “If you can give us any information, I’d appreciate it.”

Ben touched his face softly, then nodded. “Can you help Denis? His leg is worse than he’s letting on.”

“I’m fine!” The man with the limp hissed.

“I’ve got two more of those I can cast,” Calon nodded. “It’s only the equivalent of a few days of bed rest, but I can repeat it.”

“Do that,” the man with the bandaged arm nodded. “He’s got a young’un on the way. He can’t afford to take time off.”

“Hern, I swear to the gods…”

“Shut it Denis,” Ben shook his head. “Sal, three meals and I’ll pay for… for the summoner and his…”

“My friends,” Calon shrugged. “This is Evie,” Calon gestured to the smiling succubus. “And this is Chrissy.”

“Lovely to meet you both,” Ben smiled awkwardly.

There were a few murmured complaints around the room. But most of everyone was now enraptured by what was going on. Ben, Hern and Denis moved to a larger table where Calon, Evie and Chrissy could sit with them. The trio brought over their breakfast while Sal took his time getting three more serves ready. It was simple fare, bacon, eggs and a thick piece of heavy toast. And with a bit of salt to taste, it was really quite good.

“So, are you going to heal him now, or?”

Calon nodded and raised his hand to Denis, who grit his teeth nervously. “Heal.”

The man blinked as the white light appeared in Calon’s hand. He took a quick, sharp breath of air at the same time and relaxed slightly. Calon checked his stats quickly and saw he had six points of Mana left. His estimation of one point of mana every twelve minutes seemed accurate.

Raising his hand again, Denis seemed far more relaxed about it when Calon said, “Heal.”

A second glow of white light and the man seemed to nod to himself as he sat a little straighter.

“What’s actually wrong with you?” Calon asked.

Denis sighed. “Hit me in the leg with a club. I don’t think it broke clean, but it hurts to put weight on it.”

Calon nodded, “Mild fracture. What I’ve done is the equivalent of maybe a week of resting. I can cast one of those heals again every hour if I don’t use my mana on anything else.”

“Why are you helping us, really?”

“Because I’m not a dick.” Calon shook his head. “I get it. I’m a summoner. We have a rep. It costs me nothing but a bit of time and mana to do a little healing. And maybe, just maybe, some of you will stop treating me like an asshole!”

Calon looked around the room as a few people grimaced. Evie giggled softly while even Chrissy smirked as she chewed on her toast. Sal didn’t seem impressed, though. It was almost like his natural frown was now an intentional one that was almost comical.

“In any case,” Calon continued, a little quieter. “What can you tell us, location, numbers, weapons, et-cetera?”

“We only saw about five or six of them,” Ben exchanged looks with Denis and Hern, who nodded in agreement. “All men except a big orc woman.”

Calon frowned. “Was she in charge?”

“Seemed like it,” Denis grunted. “But they didn’t respect her. They did as they were told when she growled at them, but they made fun of her for it as well.”

“So, what actually happened?”

“We were bringing in a wagon to town from Harrison’s farm. Had it loaded with corn. The orc woman stepped out from between the trees. I tried to run her down when the others pushed long wooden poles into the spokes of the wagon. The front wheels broke, I fell off, which is how I injured myself…” Ben sighed and shook his head.

“What about you two?”

“They hired us as muscle and they set on us when we fought back.”

“They didn’t kill you?” Evie asked with a frown.

“They tend not…” Hern frowned. “If they started killin, they’d have a bigger bounty and someone from Brisbane would have come down already.”

Calon nodded. It made sense. The summoner was probably hiding in the trees and watching. The orc was probably his summon. He… or she, let’s not have any internal bias here. They? They probably used the orc to enforce their will on the bandits, while treating the orc how they wanted. That would create a situation where the orc would crack heads but have zero respect.

“No other creatures?” Calon asked.

“Nothing we could tell.”

“New summoner then,” Evie nodded.

“What do you mean?” Chrissy asked.

“Can’t be that new,” Denis frowned. “This has been going on a whole season now.”

“Has there always been an orc?”

That made the men pause and think.

Calon exchanged looks with Evie and Chrissy, who had both cleared their plates. So, with a nod, Calon caught Ben’s attention.

“We’ve got some leather work to pick up, then is there anyone who can lead us to where you were attacked?”
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“How’s it feel?”

Chrissy glanced over at Calon before lightly tapping the spear. From what Calon could tell, it was a perfect fit. The spear sat in the sheath and swung beside her. With it leaned over, pressed into her back with the cord looping over her opposite shoulder, it sat comfortably. She hadn’t stumbled, bumped or kicked it at all since she put it on. More to the point, she could reach down to grab it in the middle and quickly flick it off and be at the ready in an instant, which she had practised more than a few times since they started walking.

“It’s nice,” Chrissy nodded.

“You don’t want to say anything else?” Evie asked.

Chrissy sighed while Calon tried to wave off Evie’s concern. Ben, who was tagging along, simply stared off into the distance like he wasn’t here.

“Thank you, Calon,” Chrissy murmured after a few heartbeats.

“You’re welcome,” Calon smiled, before giving Evie a nudge with his hip.

Chrissy saw the byplay and sighed again. “Look, I’m not good at this. It’s great, really. It’s comfy, it’s easy to use, and it works. Thank you Calon, I appreciate it.”

Calon blinked in shock for a moment. She said it once. He didn’t expect her to try again with more sincerity. He took a moment to meet her eyes as she glared at him. Though it wasn’t an angry glare. Hostile, surely. But not angry, at least. Not angry at him.

“You’re welcome, Chrissy.” Calon smiled gently. “I appreciate you telling me.”

Of all things to see, it wasn’t for her to blush. Her furred face stood on end, giving her a mottled texture. With her fur standing up, it exposed a little of her skin and her face developed a pink tinge. Calon just turned away as Evie stifled a giggle.

“We’re coming up on it in a moment,” Ben interrupted, to the relief of everyone except Evie, who grinned wickedly. “Just around this bend. They’re usually pretty quick clearing off after an attack.”

Calon lifted the hammer from the loop on his new belt. The fox had kept his work simple, but it was well-made and would last a long time. The belt was adjustable and had a few loops sewn in to act as anchor points for whatever Calon needed. Chrissy’s was mostly the same in design, just slightly larger to accommodate her feline hips. Calon made the mental note to get a belt for Evie when they got back. She hadn’t said anything, but Calon wanted her to have something nice as well.

Hammer at his side, Calon kept an eye out as they rounded a bend in the road. Up ahead, the point of the attack was obvious. The wagon was still there. The horse was nowhere to be seen, though. Not that it mattered. With the front wheels broken, the wagon was pitched forward and clearly wasn’t going anywhere.

The four of them remained quiet as they approached. The forest was filled with the usual sounds. Birds chirping, lizards scampering the occasional wild mouse. All things that pointed to the area being deserted. As they approached the wagon, it was clear to see someone had emptied it of everything. They had kicked the dirt and gravel around from movement and there was a splash of blood from Hern’s cut arm.

“Where was the orc?” Evie asked.

Ben frowned and gestured to a larger tree with branches that hung over the road. “She was behind that.”

“C’mon Chrissy,” Evie led the griffon off.

Calon watched them go for a moment before turning back to the wagon. He looked over the marks in the dirt. The way they scuffed and seemed to be mostly heading in the direction opposite to the side the orc was hiding. Calon followed the steps and could see a faint trail leading into the bush.

“Anything in that direction?”

“Just another farm,” Ben frowned. “Millers, I think. They’re an offshoot for the main hub of their family up in Brisbane.”

“Sounds like they’re well off, then. Not likely they’d be working as bandits.”

“Naw,” Ben shook his head. “Ted and I are old buddies. I was hauling his stuff last week.”

“What about the road? Is it far?”

Ben suddenly looked worried and shook his head. “No… If they walked that way for a bit and turned to the right, they’d hit the road in about twenty minutes.”

“Well, it took us an hour to walk out here. It would have taken you at least that to walk in with Denis. We took an hour for breakfast, so that’s plenty of time for half a dozen men to carry off a wagonload of corn.”

“Makes sense,” Ben frowned.

“What are you thinking?” Evie asked, approaching the two of them.

Calon turned and spotted Chrissy moving through the trees back near the tree. She seemed to sniff things, and Calon wondered how good her nose was. Dogs were better trackers than cats, but he wasn’t about to pass judgment on a griffon. Turning his attention back to Evie, Calon quickly divulged what he suspected had happened. And it meant an uncomfortable truth.

“There’s an informant in town,” Calon sighed.

Ben nervously wrung his hands. “You can’t be serious.”

“These roads only lead to one place, right?”

“Right.”

“That means they know where they can leave their wagon while they load up. They know what roads are clear and when. This wasn’t some random incursion. I’d bet they knew you were coming.”

“Oh,” Ben slumped when he thought about it. “It could be anyone. Most of the township lives on their farms. We’re tight knit, but we don’t see each other very often.”

Calon nodded slowly before meeting Evie’s look. She seemed to have arrived at the same conclusion. If the farmers only saw each other sporadically, that meant whoever was informing was probably in town.

“Alright, I wanna see where the wagon went,” Calon announced. “Ben, are you coming with us or heading back?”

Ben let out a nervous sigh. “I’ll come with you. Probably just my nerves, but I don’t like the idea of heading back on my own right now.”

“Fair enough,” Calon nodded. “CHRISSY!”

“Yeah?”

Calon waited as the griffon emerged from the trees and approached. “You find anything?”

“Not really,” she admitted. “I think I have the orc’s scent, it’s… weird.”

“Weird how?”

Chrissy frowned as she looked at Calon. “If you summon an orc, I’m going to wander off into the bush somewhere. This shit is nasty.”

Evie giggled while Calon shrugged. “No orcs, works for me.”

Chrissy led the way into the trees. It wasn’t the easiest path, but a large, bodied individual had cleared it. Most likely the orc in question. She sniffed here and there, pulling a face each time.

“The orc went this way?”

“Yeah,” Chrissy nodded. “And a bunch of arseholes that need to shower.”

They continued on through the bush. Calon could see where the bandits had split up to go around rocks and trees in various places. But they all headed in the same general direction. And right on the twenty-minute mark, the trees broke, and they appeared on another road. This one had fresh wagon tracks and a multitude of footprints, including a much larger set, most likely from the orc.

“Well, that settles it.” Evie pointed at the tracks from the horse. “They went back towards town, not to the farm.”

“Not the Millers then,” Calon nodded, noting Ben’s relief.

“Should we just head back to town then, see where these tracks go?” Chrissy asked.

Calon looked around at everyone, including Ben, who gave a slightly fearful look back through the trees.

“Yeah,” Calon nodded. “It’ll be interesting if they went back through the town itself.” He paused and caught Ben’s attention. “Any enclosed wagons come through?”

“All the time,” Ben shrugged. “Some crops wilt in the sun, others can’t get wet.”

“That doesn’t narrow it much then.” Evie frowned.

“Alright, let’s see if they turn off then.”

With their heads on swivels, the four of them started moving toward town. The wagon tracks were fresh enough that they didn’t need to pay extra attention to them. Their main concern was the bandits themselves. There was always the chance that if they knew they were being hunted, that they’d be waiting in ambush. But it was only as they neared town that they spotted the first change.

“They stopped,” Evie pointed.

Calon glanced down and saw what she was talking about. It wasn’t the wheel tracks that changed, but the horse’s gait. Here, in one place, were several steps, like they had pulled the horse up and it shuffled slightly from side to side, leaving a few extra tracks. Then it had continued. Calon looked around at the tracks and didn’t see any reason for the stop, but it was Chrissy who moved off slightly, who pointed out the cause.

“The orc got off,” she declared, before pointing down at the ground just off the road.

Calon joined her with Evie and Ben to see a deep set of boot prints.

“Orc jumped and headed into the trees.” Calon frowned. “Wagon went off without her.”

“We’re close to town,” Ben mumbled. “This… this feels like I got dropped in the deep end.”

“We’ll get you back and you can take a load off,” Calon assured the man.

Ben just smiled thinly and nodded. The four of them continued back to town, still looking out for potential attacks. Especially knowing the orc slipped off into the bush beside the road. It was entirely possible they were being watched. Regardless, they entered the town limits with no problems arising. Ben began to relax seeing the tavern, and more so when Sheriff Goodman spotted them and headed over.

“Ben, you okay?”

“Yes Sheriff,” he nodded. “I was just showing Calon and his friends where I was attacked this morning.”

“Wasn’t sure you’d be up for the walk,” Sheriff Goodman frowned.

“He healed me.” Ben smiled nervously.

“Healed?”

“I picked up the skill,” Calon shrugged. “They came into the tavern while we were eating. People started pointing fingers, so I threw a heal on him.”

“What about Denis?”

“We’re going to do what we can,” Evie smiled. “We have to be careful not to leave ourselves vulnerable, but we’re happy to help.”

Sheriff Goodman nodded for a moment, then smiled. “I gotta admit, I hoped you weren’t the culprit to all this.”

“So are we,” Calon joked.

“Ben, you can head off. I’ll send Calon over when we’re done talking.”

“Right away, Sheriff,” the old man smiled.

They watched as he moved out of earshot before Calon turned back to Sheriff Goodman, who was now looking far more serious. “So?”

“Someone in town knows more than they’re letting on. The attack was coordinated. They knew who was coming, what they were bringing, and how to get away. The summoner has an orc woman under his control who distracted Ben while the bandits broke the front wheels. Ben fell and hurt himself. The other two tried to fight back and were injured in the process.”

“Shit,” the Sheriff swore. “I figured somebody knows something, but to think they’re an active participant.”

“There’s more,” Evie interrupted.

“They came through town, probably in the last hour.”

“You’re kidding?”

Calon shook his head. “We followed the trail. They paused just outside of town, and it looks like the orc leaped into the trees to come into town. Not sure if that means the summoner lives here, or if they’re talking to the informant. But the wagon continued through town.”

“Be one of those covered ones, then. A big convoy came through from the south, heading to Brisbane.”

“Gotta be an informant,” Evie sighed. “That’s too much to be a coincidence. A timed attack, a perfect getaway, then they joined a wagon train and left town with no one being able to point them out.”

“It is certainly well thought out,” the sheriff sighed. “The convoy knows about the bandits, which is why they’re in a group to begin with. But they wouldn’t think twice about a farmer tagging along in the short run out of town. It’ll be weeks before they’re back to even think about questioning them.” He paused for a moment and looked at Chrissy. “Unless, of course, you fly.”

“No,” Chrissy growled softly. “I can’t fly.”

Sheriff Goodman frowned for a moment and seemed like he was about to ask something, then he shook his head. “Well, if that’s out, we’re back at square one, then.”

“How often do the attacks happen?” Evie asked.

Sheriff Goodman shrugged. “Changes all the time. Sometimes there’s one every few days, sometimes it goes weeks without incident.”

“Definitely insider information then,” Calon grumbled.

Sheriff Goodman nodded, “Look, I’ll put out a few feelers, see if I can stir something up. Where can I find you if I need you?”

Calon thought about his last two bronze and frowned. “Depends. We’ve enough to stay with Sal for another night, or we save it for meals and camp.”

“Well, let me know what you decide,” he nodded slowly. “And… You three be careful now, okay?”

“We will,” Calon nodded.

“Chrissy?”

Calon turned and spotted Chrissy heading out of town. Evie was rushing to catch up. With an apologetic frown at the sheriff, Calon rushed after the pair of them. Chrissy was making good time and Evie could barely catch up. Calon lagged behind for several minutes before Chrissy finally slowed down and stopped.

Calon could see as he jogged to catch up that something was wrong. Chrissy was agitated, pacing around, before flapping her wings, which she hadn’t really done before. Evie was trying to reassure her of something with lots of palms open gestures. As Calon approached, he could hear them more clearly.

“Can you just tell me what is wrong?” Evie demanded.

“You’ll think I’m crazy.”

“Why the fuck would I think you’re crazy? Have you seen this place?”

“What if I’m wrong?”

“What if you’re right?” Calon called out.

Chrissy froze and bit her lip. “I think the sheriff is the informant.”

Evie and Calon froze for a moment. It wasn’t completely out of the question. But it was a hell of an accusation.

“What makes you think that?”

“Because he smelled like the orc.”

“Could the smell have been on him from the orc just hanging around?”

Chrissy shook her head. “You walk past Evie and I; I can smell you. But she smells like you for hours after you two fuck.”

“So… He’s fucking the orc?”

“No,” Chrissy sighed. “I don’t think so. He didn’t smell like sex, he just smelled like the orc. That means they stay in the same place, or they have lots of close contact. Not like the orc just walked past or kept an eye on him from a distance and the wind changed.”

“Shit,” Evie swore.

“Shit is right,” Calon nodded. “People in this town seem to really like him. It’s not going to go well if we tell people he’s responsible for the attacks.”

“There’s something else we need to think about here,” Evie nodded.

“What have we missed?” Calon frowned.

“If I smell like you after we fuck⁠—”

“No!”

“Chrissy!”

“NO!”

“Chrissy, just admit it!”

“Why?!”

Evie gave the griffon an exasperated sigh. “Chrissy, I love you. But you’re not making this easy.”

“You think having four legs AND arms is easy?”

“Stop deflecting!”

“Stop making me think about shit!”

Calon just looked from one to the other and shook his head. “What are you arguing over?”

“Nothing!” Chrissy snarled. She took a deep breath and calmed herself. “Nothing. Nothing is wrong. Nothing needs to be spoken about. I’m fine. Right now, I have bigger things to worry about.”

“Like?”

“Like I just told the bad guy I had a weakness, and I don’t have a lot of time to fix it.”

“Oh,” Calon realised what she was talking about. “So, what are you going to do about it?”

Chrissy looked down each direction of the deserted road. “Stay here.”

With a surprising level of grace, she turned and ran back towards town a couple hundred metres. Then she pulled up, turned and opened her wings.

“She’s crazy,” Calon groaned.

“But she’s our crazy,” Evie giggled.

“Yours maybe, but⁠—”

“Shh!” Evie slapped his stomach. “Keep an eye on her.”

Chrissy started running towards them. She was keeping an even stride and trying to work out her wings at the same time. It was obvious she was concentrating. Her wings bobbed with each step. Then she flapped. She made a couple of experimental leaps and held her wings out. It wasn’t a lot, but she managed extremely short glides as she approached. And as she reached Evie and Calon, she tried the combination of leaping and flapping.

She crouched slightly before springing into the air. Her wide, powerful wings beat down hard. The force was so great, she pitched up violently and threw her legs out to catch herself. Without continuing to beat her wings, Chrissy swiftly fell to the ground with a heavy thump.

“Owwwwwww,” she groaned. “Ow, that fucking sucked so bad!”

“Calon?” Evie prodded.

“I got it,” Calon sighed and approached the crumpled griffon, raising his hand at the same time. “Heal.”


Chapter Eleven




Calon snorted awake at the sound of loud voices. Someone was yelling outside the tavern and the cause was instantly obvious. Rolling, Calon tumbled out of bed and grabbed his clothes and boots. Staying on the floor, he hastily pulled them on before grabbing his belt, hammer and pack. The floor was getting hot, and he needed to get to the⁠—

BANG!

“CALON!”

“I’m here!”

“We need to get out! This place is burning!”

“Really?” He asked.

“THIS IS NO TIME FOR SARCASM DUMBASS!”

Calon stayed low to breathe where it was clearer. Evie took his hand and the two of them went into the hall. The orange light from the flames was licking the tops of the stairs and Calon had flashbacks to the house fire with Emily.

“Calon?”

“I’m fine,” he shook his head and followed Evie back into their room, closing the door behind them.

Chrissy was beside the window with a piece of wet blanket wrapped around her face. He could see it because she was using one of her great wings to beat fresh air into the room via the open window. When Calon got a look at Evie, she had a similar rag pressed against her face. With one hand.

“What now?”

“Window, genius!”

Calon looked at Chrissy and shook his head. Crossing the room, he looked out over the two-storey drop onto the hard packed dirt below. It was also the first time he’d seen the outside. There were a dozen people out the front. They were using buckets in a very slow chain gang to wet down the buildings on either side. Even Sal was out there trying his best beside Ben and Hern. Denis, despite now being able to walk, was sitting down like he was resting after an initial attempt at putting in a similar effort.

“You need to get out!”

Calon spotted Sheriff Goodman at the rear. He was directing people in the chaos. But all he could see was the drop. It wouldn’t be life threatening, but it was going to hurt a lot. And it would be the perfect opportunity to ambush him if he was injured. Pulling back from the window, he looked at Evie and Chrissy.

“If I jump, I’m probably going to hurt myself.”

“If you don’t, we’re all dead,” Chrissy growled.

Calon thought for a moment as the orange glow of the flames was visible around the doorframe. If all three of them jumped, it was likely all three of them would be injured and he would have to use all his mana healing them all back up again. If he jumped and left Chrissy and Evie in the tavern, he would still be injured, and then he had to decide between healing himself and summoning the ladies back one by one. But there was a third option.

“Evie, can you summon your wings?”

“I barely know how to use my tail,” she shook her head. “I mean, I think I can make them come out, but I’ve no idea how to use them.”

Calon grit his teeth as he could feel the heat of the floor through his boots. Poor Chrissy was dancing from foot to foot to keep them cool.

“Chrissy, I need you to carry me.”

“I can’t,” she shook her head.

“You can,” Calon insisted. “You managed to glide yesterday. That’s all you need now. Me on your back, open your wings and just glide down to the ground.”

“But… what about Evie?”

Calon looked at his stepsister and saw that she understood the situation. “Once we’re down, I’ll try to summon her to me. If that doesn’t work, then… I suppose it’s up to her if she wants to try jumping.”

“Fuck—”

“CHRISSY!” Evie snapped.

Then the succubus ran into the griffon’s arms and Calon watched them kiss passionately for several moments.

“Please don’t make me do this?” Chrissy squeezed the succubus.

“All that matters right now is Calon,” Chrissy opened her mouth to argue, but Evie pressed a finger to the woman’s lips. “Trust me?”

“Yes.”

“Then get Calon out, please?”

Chrissy paced nervously for a moment before lowering her head. “Fine, but I fucking hate this, and I fucking hate you for making me do it.”

“I love you too,” Evie pecked Chrissy’s lips once more, before waving for Calon to approach.

“And fuck you too while I’m at it,” Chrissy growled, before turning and sticking her front half out the window. “Hurry, dickhead!”

“Go on,” Evie smiled nervously.

Calon kissed Evie quickly before meeting her eyes. “As soon as I’m on the ground, I’ll try to summon you to me, okay?”

“Please try?” Evie smiled nervously. “I know that… I know⁠—”

Calon kissed her. “I’ll see you soon, okay?”

“Okay.”

“Hurry the fuck up!”

Calon gave Evie another smile before heading over to Chrissy, who was standing with her front paws on the outside of the window. Her wings were sticking out and held wide while her rear legs were still inside the building. He quickly put on his belt but dropped the bag on the floor. There was no way it was going to fit. Calon found it awkward, but by lying flat on her back, he could crawl up her body. Once clear of the windowsill, he could sit himself up and lean into Chrissy’s shoulders.

“You touch my tits; I’m going to chew one of your fingers off.”

Calon swallowed nervously and adjusted his hands lower on her stomach, just in case.

“I fucking hate this so much,” she sighed.

And then she tipped forward. Calon felt like he was about to fall as her body rotated forward. But at the last moment, Chrissy sprung away from the building. It was terrifying for a moment as they moved into the open air. Her wings shifted and gravity seemed to fight with her for a long few moments. But as the sound of rushing wind filled Calon’s ears, he realised they were travelling away from the burning tavern, rather than towards the hard packed earth.

“You’re doing it!” Calon yelled. Then he looked ahead at the treeline and realised they were most likely going to crash. “Tilt your wings!”

“I’m trying!” Chrissy yelled back.

“Try harder!”

“What’s that supposed to mean?!”

“You’re the tough bitch! Why don’t you work it out?!”

Reaching back, Calon could feel the feathers of her great wings. With no other real option, he leaned on the upper edge of her right wing and felt Chrissy roll.

“CALON!”

“Just hold it there!” Calon shot back.

It wasn’t quite enough, though, and both he and Chrissy knew she was going to clip the trees with her wing unless they did something drastic.

“FLAP!”

“I can’t!”

“Don’t flap so hard!”

“Calon!”

“FUCKING FLAP BITCH!”

“I’m gonna kill you!”

Calon grit his teeth as the trees closed in, but he felt Chrissy’s muscles flex beneath his ass. It was a little shaky and uneven. She wobbled scarily in the air, but Calon felt it when she did it. One little beat of her wings and they were almost clear.

“Again!”

“I’ll try!”

She flapped again, turning them even further from the treeline.

“Now straighten up!” Calon ordered.

He felt another shift and Chrissy rolled back to a neutral position while they pointed north to follow the road out of town.

“I’m doing it!”

“You are!” Calon laughed.

“I’m going to take us down!”

Calon held on as Chrissy slightly angled towards the ground. He felt their speed increase, but she held it comfortably, gliding down the road for a couple hundred metres.

“Try to flap backwards!”

Chrissy nodded and did as Calon suggested. The first couple of flaps increased her altitude, but a couple more and she was slowing as well. The height she gained wasn’t enough to be dangerous though, and the two of them dropped to the ground from a safe enough height. Calon slipped off her back, careful not to hit her wings in the process, and wracked his brain.

“Summon!” He said but realised immediately nothing had happened. “Summon Evie!” Again, nothing. “Summon succubus!” He turned and looked back towards town, where the smoke was rising into the night sky. They were a way off and he did not know what he was doing, so he pulled up his stats.
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“Shit.”

“What?” Chrissy asked.

Calon frowned, “It’s not summon, it’s revive!”

“Calon!”

“I know! FUCK!” Calon shook his head, then turned to Chrissy. “You can fly.”

“Not well!”

“Well, enough to go get her!”

“I’m gonna kick your fucking ass if this doesn’t work!” Chrissy snapped.

Calon was going to retort, but it shocked him when the large Griffon slammed her lips into his. It was firm, uncomfortable, abrasive and as she pulled away from the kiss, he knew it was an enormous leap for her.

“Go get her Chrissy,” Calon nodded.

“Right,” she nodded.

Turning, she started running back towards town. Her wings opened wide, and she made a few experimental flaps. Those turned into quick hops before she stumbled and made a larger than normal flap. That was enough to send her into the air. Calon flinched, thinking he was about to see her crash, but she followed up with another flap. Instead, he cheered as she climbed into the night sky on her way back into town.

CRACK

Calon whirled around to identify the source of the sound. A pair of glowing red eyes watched him from the darkness beside the road. They were almost seven feet off the ground, but the figure was obscured in darkness. Calon retrieved his hammer as the eyes blinked, seemingly amused by his action.

“Behind you.”

Calon jumped at the voice but whirled around as an enormous figure charged in from the trees. Swinging the hammer around, the figure sidestepped and swung a large club right at his head. Calon dropped to the ground as the attacker let out a feminine grunt.

“Hold still, you little shit!” she snarled.

“And why would I do that?” Calon asked, rolling to his feet. He checked the trees for the red eyes and while he knew where they were, the space was now empty.

“Just let me kill you! I’ll make it quick!”

“Why?” Calon frowned. “What have you been ordered to do?”

“Capture if I can, kill you if I can’t. But trust me, you don’t want to be captured.”

“Is Goodman the informant?”

The orc paused, “I can’t say.”

“Did your summoner tell you not to speak about themselves, or not to speak specifically about Sheriff Goodman?”

“What does it matter, human?” The orc hissed. “Either I kill you now, or I listen to your screams later. Either way, you end up dead.”

“Answer the question, please?”

“You’re ballsy for a human,” the orc hissed. “But, for what it’s worth. Certain personalities may cross, and I cannot answer your question.”

“Goodman is the summoner?”

The orc grinned, “I didn’t say that, just like I was ordered.”

“FIREBALL!”

Calon leaped to the side as the orange ball of flames flew towards them. The orc had the same idea, leaping aside as the flames hit the dirt. They washed out, leaving a patch several metres long as a raging inferno. The orc scrambled to her feet, before leaping clean over the flames towards Calon. He held up his hammer, aiming to block the weapon, but the orc’s superior strength sent it careening off into the darkness.

“GET AWAY FROM HIM!”

Chrissy slammed into the orc as Evie tumbled to the ground. The orc let out a pained yelp as Chrissy pulsed with anger. Her feline features were hardened, and it transformed her face into a wicked looking beak. She opened her mouth and let out a terrible screech, causing the orc to freeze in place. With the orc unmoving, Chrissy reared up, grabbing the large woman in her paws.

That seemed to snap the orc back into action, but it was too late to stop herself being slammed into the ground. Pinned under the griffon, she was too late to prevent Chrissy’s beak clamping around her neck. The terrifying visage of what was Chrissy yanked back, tearing the hooked beak out, taking a lump of flesh with it. As the orc thrashed beneath her, Chrissy screeched into the night sky, while Calon and Evie watched on in awe.
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“Chrissy?”

The griffon let out a long huff before her beak retracted. She turned and regarded Calon for a few moments before looking down at her chest.

“Oh, what the fuck…”

“I dunno,” Evie giggled. “That’s kinda hot. You all bloody is kinda sexy.”

“Excuse me?” The trio froze and spun around at the sight of a dark shadow. In it were those same glowing red eyes. “Are you going to eat that?”

Calon looked down at the dead orc before swallowing nervously. “Chrissy, come back over here for a moment.”

The griffon awkwardly stepped away from the orc and the red eyes pulsed in the darkness.

“We don’t want any trouble with you. You’re welcome to the corpse,” Calon nodded quickly.

“Why thank you,” the voice replied. Its amusement was rather obvious.

From the darkness, a smoky black tendril extended. It drifted just above the ground until it wrapped around the orc’s ankle. Then it dragged the corpse down off the road and into the trees.

“Are we free to go?” Evie asked.

“Hmm?” The eyes blinked. “Of course. Thank you for the meal.”

“Out of curiosity,” Chrissy mumbled, “But what the absolute fuck are you?”

The eyes flashed brightly for a moment, before the voice chuckled darkly. “Why, that one’s easy. From your world, I suppose some would call me the bogeyman. Others would call me the personification of fear, but I… I simply refer to myself as a nightmare.” Calon blinked as the eyes narrowed and the nightmare let out a mirthless chuckle. “Go now, children. Your dreams are safe from me.”

“Thank you,” Calon nodded, then paused. “And thank you for the heads up.”

The nightmare paused, then the smoke parted, and an ethereal beauty stepped from the smoke. She stepped up onto the road, visible in the moonlight for the first time. She was completely nude but cloaked in smoke and shadow. Her eyes glowed red as she smiled down at Calon. It wasn’t the mirthless smile he imagined when she chuckled, nor was it a particularly friendly smile. But the smile one might have when they found something of particular interest, like a cool-looking bug.

“Go deal with the sheriff,” she whispered. “Then follow this road for an hour and turn right when you see the broken signpost. There will be a large tree and on one of the lower branches there will be an arrow carved to point the way. Follow the arrows marked in wood and stone until you find their camp. I will be waiting.”

She stepped back as the darkness enveloped her and her form swept back through the trees, taking the corpse of the orc with her as she went. Calon took a deep breath, before looking around at Evie and Chrissy, who were staring at the treeline.

“Is it just me, or is she kinda hot in a scary-but-will-fuck-you kinda way?” Evie asked.

Their answer was the distant chuckle in the dark, followed by the wet smack of flesh being torn from bone.

Calon shook his head and turned back towards town. “Let’s go then. The Sheriff will take time to revive the orc.”

“Shit, and when he does, she’ll be crippled, won’t she?”

Calon nodded slowly. “I think so. But he might have upgraded things and… who knows if he has another?”

As the trio headed for town, Calon checked his stats again. His exp had increased by fifty points, making him only one-hundred and fifty to level seven. He also had a perk. Calon mentioned this to Evie and Chrissy and they could only assume that being a summon made the orc more valuable. Kinda like how in video games, you got more experience from defeating a player-controlled enemy, rather than a random encounter.

Calon nodded, thinking that was most likely as they entered the outskirts of town. Sheriff Goodman was shouting at a group of men to move down the side of the tavern to put out some embers that had taken hold on the building beside it. As he turned to check his surroundings, he spotted the trio approaching and smiled nervously.

“Lucky escape you three. Any injuries?”

“None, not even after your summon attacked us.”

Sheriff Goodman blinked while a few of the men turned to look, hearing the accusation. “Now, why on this green earth would you go making an accusation like that?”

“The bandit attacks are calculated. They’re informed, well organised, have planned escape routes and seem to know when convoys are coming through town. That takes a level of planning that all but ensures whoever is in charge lives in town and there’s not too many of you.”

Sheriff Goodman nodded, “Makes sense, but I’ve been hunting these fiends for a season now. How’d you come to the conclusion it’s me?”

“We’ve had more progress in a single day than you’ve had in a season,” Evie grinned. “Either you’re incompetent, or you’re complicit. And after your little orc let slip that she couldn’t talk about you, the summoner and insinuated they shared a personality, we’ve a pretty good hunch that at the very least, you’re involved.”

“Sheriff?” one man called softly.

“Calm down now. We need to worry about the fire!”

Calon looked over the smouldering ruins of the tavern and shook his head. “Fire’s handled. Just a few hands to keep the embers from spreading. Why don’t you spend a few minutes convincing us you’re not involved at all?”

“Maybe the orc works alone?” The sheriff offered.

“An orc wouldn’t be working with humans,” Ben called softly. “That she orc is working for a summoner. The bandits that attacked me yesterday followed her orders but weren’t happy about it.”

“There could be any number of explanations,” Sheriff Goodman laughed. “How do we know you’re not the one we’re after?” He pointed at Calon.

“You vouched for me yourself yesterday,” Calon shrugged. “Besides, I’ve two summons and neither of them are orcs.”

“You could have three!”

“Never heard of a summoner with three,” one townsman commented.

Sheriff Goodman frowned at the man, and Calon put that information aside. It made sense. Any decent summoner probably wouldn’t get the experience to level up, and the bad ones probably attracted too much attention and get killed.

“Sheriff?” Evie called sweetly, getting the man’s attention. “Charm.”

Her voice had that silken edge that made Calon want to worship her. The people in the street gasped as well, but they were only on the fringe of the effects. Sheriff Goodman, on the other hand, was staring right at her and seemed to go slack where he stood.

“Sheriff?” Evie giggled softly

“Uh huh?”

“Sheriff, are you the one responsible for the bandit attacks?”

“Uh huh.”

“Do you have proof?” Evie smiled, keeping the man’s attention.

“Bedside table.”

Calon looked around at the shocked faces in the street, “You heard him, someone get some rope!”

Sheriff Goodman struggled to collect himself as the townsfolk got to work. He twitched and shook himself before blinking and whirling around, pulling his sword. The townsman who was approaching with the rope dropped it and stepped back quickly.

“Berserk!” Goodman growled.

Where Calon had seen the white glow of his healing powers, Sheriff Goodman’s eyes glowed emerald, green. His shirt tore as his torso expanded and his pants split down the seals as his muscles bulked up. He was now even taller than the orc had been and stared right at Calon with murderous intent.

“Everyone get away!” Calon roared.

The townsfolk scattered as Sheriff Goodman charged. He was faster too, but Calon doubted that included agility. As the man approached, Calon reached for his hammer, only to grasp at the empty space where it should have been. He remembered the orc knocking it into the darkness and swore at his own stupidity.

Diving to one side, he heard the whistle of Goodman’s blade passing by, only missing him by the narrowest margins.

“Run Calon!” Chrissy screeched.

He turned to see the griffon rear up on her hind legs to bat at the deranged sheriff. He seemed capable of holding her back, though, and even succeeded in shoving her back a step.

“FIREBALL!”

Calon grinned as the red ball of flames hit the sheriff in the back. He roared in pain as the liquid fire wrapped around his torso like it had the yowie. He spun around, freeing himself from Chrissy’s clutches as he tried to put out his flames. Evie rushed over to Calon, shoving him away from the gigantic figure thrashing around with his sword.

With Sheriff Goodman off balance and screaming, Chrissy leaped back into action. She pulled her spear free and thrust out a quick stab. The blade must have struck from the pained cry that escaped the sheriff, but it didn’t slow him down. Instead, he used it to pinpoint her direction and lashed out with his sword, slashing her across the arm.

“Fuck!” Chrissy yelped, dropping her weapon.

The sheriff let out a cry and lunged in her direction. But Chrissy was pissed. Leaping aside, she shoved him as he went past, sending the oversized man to the ground. As he tried to get up, Chrissy grabbed him by the ankle and yanked him off balance.

“Get him Evie!”

“Right,” the succubus nodded. “FIREBALL!”

Sheriff Goodman howled as the flames engulfed him. He tried to roll to extinguish them, but the liquid effect of Evie’s attack prevented him from extinguishing himself. As he thrashed, Calon noted he was shrinking, and he realised that whatever the berserk spell was, it had a time limit.

“Chrissy, get him out of the flames,” Calon ordered.

The griffon glared at Calon over her sharp beak but seemed to think better of the situation and nodded. As her beak retracted back into her jaw, she dragged the groaning and badly burned sheriff clear of the flames.

“Help,” he shuddered. “It’s so cold.”

“He’s burned as fuck,” Chrissy giggled.

“Please?” the sheriff begged.

Calon raised his hand, but Evie pushed it back down. “If you heal him, his nerves will wake up. He’ll go from cold to screaming in pain, so unless you wanna sit here and heal till he shuts the hell up, leave him for a moment.”

Calon nodded, then looked over at Ben, who was one of the few townsfolk still hanging around. “Ben, can you send someone over to check the sheriff’s bedside table?”

“Gods, please?” The sheriff whimpered as Ben moved into action.

“Are you the summoner?” Calon asked.

“Yes.”

“Are you responsible for the attacks on the town?”

“Yes,” he answered again, as his body shivered and twitched. “Thirsty.”

“I figured.” Calon looked around and spotted Sal. “Get some water for the sheriff. I don’t want him dying before I find proof he’s the one responsible.”

And for the first time since Calon had met the man, he didn’t scowl when he was addressed. Turning, he rushed in the direction of the town well, quickly returning with a bucket and a ladle he’d fetched from somewhere. Sal frowned at the smell of burned flesh and hair, yet, he still approached to give the sheriff water as we waited for Ben to return with what he found. And thankfully, that wasn’t long. He came back with a troubled expression and a leather-bound journal.

“Here,” Ben said, handing it to Calon.

Calon brought it to Evie as Chrissy looked over their shoulders while Calon opened the book. It was a ledger, filled with everything a bandit would need to plan the perfect score. It had everything. Who was growing what, when it was being moved, how many people were with it. Specific dates, times, even notes on ambush points. There were names listed, with marks next to some and lines through a few as well.

“These,” Calon tapped a name scratched out and showed Ben. “Do you know them?”

Ben frowned and nodded. “Yeah, there’s only been a couple of deaths. These…” He looked down at the sheriff and shook his head. “I can’t believe it.”

“I’ll stop,” Sheriff Goodman groaned. “I swear, I’ll make it right.”

“Goodman is the summoner!” Ben roared as people started sticking their heads out. “We have proof! It was all caused by him!”

“Please?” Goodman groaned as Sal took away the water.

“Job board said five bronze per head,” Calon mumbled. “Who do we collect from if the sheriff is gone?”

“There’s still money in the gaol,” Ben offered. “Paying you won’t be a problem. We just need to figure out who set the fire first.”

“It was him, or his orc. She ambushed us outside of town when we escaped the building. If I were you, I’d use whatever spare coin he has stocked up to rebuild Sal’s tavern.”

“Thank you.”

Calon looked up at the grizzled tavern owner and saw a measure of respect for the first time.

“What about him?” Chrissy pointed at Goodman, who was weeping softly.

“Give me the spear,” Calon growled.

Sheriff Goodman cried out as Calon kicked him onto the flat of his back. But he only let out a gurgling gasp of pain as Calon pushed the spear into his chest. The sheriff managed a pained grimace before falling limp. What he wasn’t expecting was for the sheriff’s body to crumble into dust, leaving a familiar looking black stone.

“What is that?” Evie asked.
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“Calon?” Evie prodded, seeing his odd expression

Calon ignored her, “Neko.”

“What?” Chrissy growled.
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“Suki Shio.”
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The glowing ball appeared as Calon had remembered it from twice before. Evie and Chrissy pressed into his sides as the ball flattened and expanded into the full doorway. Townsfolk stepped away from the scene, unsure of what was happening. And then Calon spotted movement. From the light stepped a minuscule, barely four-foot-tall figure, with pointed ears and a tail. She stepped through and staggered as her tail flicked around for balance. Her small digitigrade paws supported her weight as she wobbled. Calon admired her calico fur and her slender, petite, yet athletic frame as her eyes flicked from side to side as she read her screen. Nodding to herself, she blinked and looked over at Calon.

With a wobble, she stepped closer, reaching out and digging her claws lightly into his pants before climbing. The trio watched as the small catgirl climbed until she was nose to nose with Calon and she stared deeply into his eyes.

“Hello master,” she purred.

Before Calon could respond, her lips were on his. The vibrations of her purring were intense, and he grabbed onto her tightly. Her kiss was deep and long as she rubbed her crotch on Calon’s chest. He had no idea where this reaction had come from, but Chrissy’s voice was unmistakable.

“What. The. Fuck?”
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Name: Calon Wilson

Class: Summoner
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Soft Touch - Cast over time, slowly removes status effects - 1 mana per second

Summons: Evie-Rae Wilson - Succubus

Chrissy Smith - Griffon

Suki Shio - Neko

Current Quest: Attack the bandits to the North of Kuraby - 5 bronze per head. Any and all looted goods. (1 x 5 Bronze)

*50 exp for destruction of bandit camp.

Other Quest: Return stolen horses to the town of Kuraby - 10 Bronze per horse

Calon sighed once again as he waited in the darkness. Beside him, Evie looked on with a worried expression, while Suki and Chrissy checked the tree. Just as the… nightmare had stated. They walked for about an hour. The broken signpost didn’t look out of place. There were others nearby with similar signage and this one looked like it just hadn’t been removed. Just off the road to the right, they could make out a large, twisted tree. Unfortunately for Calon and Evie, their vision wasn’t good enough to help much, as Suki and Chrissy’s feline vision proved far superior.

“Did you know?” Evie asked.

“Know what?”

Evie sighed as she listened to the furry women pushing through the scrub. “Did you know she was going to throw herself at you the moment she got here?”

“No,” Calon answered. “No, I had no idea she was going to do that.”

“I thought she might freak out at least.” Evie nodded. “But there she is, halfway up a tree like she owns it.”

Calon snorted and shrugged his reply. He was saved from trying to speculate by a soft cry of delight.

“Got it, Master!”

With a soft sigh at the title, Calon nodded for Evie to follow. They weren’t far from the tree, just giving the two feline women their space to look. It was Suki who found the arrow. They carved it into a spot in the crook of a branch. There was a shadow cast over it, but when the wind blew, the branches swayed and for just an instant Calon spotted what she was talking about. A carved arrow pointing further into the trees.

“Good find⁠—”

“I’ll go find the next one,” Chrissy huffed and stormed off in the direction indicated.

Calon watched her go as Evie gripped his arm to stop him following. “She’ll come around,” Evie whispered.

“I hope so,” Calon watched the large griffon’s retreating form. “She kissed me, y’know?”

“I know,” Evie nodded. “She was plucking up the courage.”

“Should I have waited to bring Suki here?”

Evie looked over at the small neko, who was climbing down the trunk to join them.

“It’s okay,” she smiled toothily. “I don’t mind you talking about me. Master owns me now. He can do as he wishes.”

Calon rolled his eyes while Evie stifled a giggle. “I’m going to go catch up with Chrissy.”

“Alright,” Calon accepted a quick kiss before the succubus jogged off after the griffon. That left Calon with Suki, who stepped up and was rubbing her face on his side.

“Are we going, Master?”

Calon rolled his eyes yet again but nodded. “Yeah, and you don’t have to call me Master. You know that, right?”

“I figured,” Suki smiled, keeping up with Calon as he walked. “But it’s easier to remind myself that you own me, if I call you Master.”

“Does that bother you?”

“You owning me?”

Calon nodded, “Yeah.”

Suki giggled softly and nudged him with her shoulder. “Master, growing up, I was the prodigal child. Art, science, music, I was expected to be the best at everything my parents dumped in my lap. I know that one day, my other self that is back home will grow up, get a good job and escape to be my own person. But here, right now?” She grinned and shook her head. “You remember how we met?”

“You were reading a comic over my shoulder, and I offered to let you read it,” Calon frowned. “I remember you ran away.”

“I did,” Suki agreed. “My parents would have been disappointed in me if I didn’t get my study done and boys were a big no.”

“I guess I can understand that.”

“Then can you understand that I maybe sorta followed you around campus a few times when I wasn’t busy?”

“That’s…”

“And I maybe sorta used to fantasise about you catching me, throwing me up against a wall and doing horrible things to me.”

Calon stopped in his tracks and turned to the neko, now staring at her paws beside him.

“When I stepped through into this world and saw you standing there, I realised there were only two outcomes. Either this is one big hallucination, or it’s real.”

“Which would you prefer?”

Suki shrugged, “Doesn’t matter. My life is one of strict discipline, control and domination of every detail of my life. Here, now, I’m literally some cute little catgirl and I can smell your sperm leaking out of Evie’s pussy.”

Calon snorted and coughed at the same time. It took him a moment to clear his throat before he looked back at Suki, who was giving him a shy smile. “You can, huh?”

Suki nodded slowly. “Are you going to fuck me like you do her, Calon?”

“Do you want me to?”

Suki smiled and gave a small shrug. “It’s not up to me, master. I’m just a cute li’l kitty cat, all scawed and awone in the worwld.”

Calon clenched his eyes shut at the thought of shoving his cock down her throat. He took a few deep breaths before Suki snorted.

“Calon, look at me, please.”

Calon blinked and met the neko’s steady gaze.

“You’re not some jerk. You’re not cruel and you don’t use people. So, whether you want to treat me like a pet that sleeps at the foot of the bed, or like a toy, you’re going to fuck when the succubus isn’t around. I know you’re not about to hurt me.”

“It was Evie’s idea to bring you here,” Calon admitted suddenly.

“Well, I look forward to whatever plans she has for me then. Seriously, whatever you have planned is somewhere between a video game and a holiday for me. So let me preen and call you master. I have this strange compulsion to start licking myself and for whatever reason, I keep thinking it’s because I want to do it for you.”

“Got it!”

Calon looked up at the yell. It came from a short distance off into the dark. He shook his head and turned back to Suki, who smiled at him.

“Chastise me, fuck me, or rub my ears.”

Calon admired the curve of her lips as she smiled up at him. But he pushed the thought aside and reached for her head. She let out a cat-like purr as he gently scratched, and she pushed her head into the sensation. Calon couldn’t help the smile that broke across his face before he pulled away.

“Come on.”

“Or in,” she purred.

Calon blushed and started moving. Through a small scrub and a few bushes, he found an impatient-looking Evie and Chrissy. The griffon was practically glaring at him with rage as she pointed at the small arrow carved into a medium-sized boulder.

“Hurry up, fucker!” She snapped.

“Sorry—”

“Save it!”

The griffon turned in the direction the arrow was pointing and started moving. Evie let out a sigh and followed as Suki darted ahead of Calon to keep up. Calon shook his head and followed along. But he could swear he could feel eyes boring into the back of his head. And considering the nightmare roaming the forests, he wasn’t sure if he was imagining it.

After the boulder was another tree. This one had damage from a lightning strike that caused a branch to fall. That branch was the one with the arrow on it. Calon, with Chrissy’s and Evie’s help, lifted the branch and guessed its orientation while Suki worked out the heading for the next one. The whole time they found themselves further and further into the woods until finally Calon realised the sky was getting light again. Nodding, he met Evie’s expression and could see she’d come to the same realisation.

“Just a little further.”

Calon’s skin crawled as he felt a cool breath on the back of his neck. Suki seemed to freeze in place with only her eyes moving as she watched something move silently through the trees, while Chrissy let out a soft growl.

“Was that?”

“I think so,” Calon shuddered.

“Are we in danger?” Suki asked.

“Yes.” Everyone—including the nightmare—replied at once.

“That is creepy as fuck,” Calon shuddered.

The only answer was a soft, dark chuckle and the word, “Hurry.”

Shaking off the sensation of spiders crawling over his skin, Calon nodded at the next marker. “Let’s go.”

Stepping away from the damaged tree, they got moving again. With the nightmare floating around, the four remained vigilant as they monitored their surroundings. They didn’t want anything to get close enough to surprise them. Soon, though, they had a direction in mind. As the gentle breeze through the scrub changed direction, Calon grimaced alongside Evie. Poor Chrissy and Suki clutched their noses with a look of disgust.

“That smells like shit,” Calon mumbled. The three women glared at him until he nervously cleared his throat. “Follow the scent, then?”

Chrissy groaned in annoyance as they started off in the direction of the smell. It wasn’t all that long before the direction the scent was coming from became more obvious. If the cone was narrowing, that meant they were getting close, so the four of them slowed down to keep quiet.

It was a good thing too, as they approached the source of the smell. A latrine, dug between two large trees. A large, middle-aged man with no shirt stumbled across from a nearby… shack. That’s probably the best description for it. A wooden box with an angled roof. It looked like they had hammered it together from scrap timber, logs, mud, and tree bark. There were actually a few of them dotted about. As the man staggered over and dropped his pants, Calon saw him squat and looked away.

The encampment had a little over a dozen men, from what he could see. Most were asleep, huddled in groups under tarps strung between trees. On the far side was a roped-off area with a small herd of horses alongside a single wagon in good condition. It made sense that if there was a hierarchy, that some members would have private quarters.

“I never asked what we’re doing,” Suki whispered.

Calon cringed and gave her a small nod. Leaning down, he cupped one of her furry ears and explained the quest. Suki nodded along for a few moments before stepping back and rubbing her ear.

“Tickles,” she frowned, pawing at it.

“How are we going to do this?” Evie whispered.

“I could sneak around to the other side, create a disturbance?” Chrissy offered.

Calon shook his head. “No, we’re better off dealing with most of them asleep. Last thing we need is someone in charge organising a proper defence.”

Chrissy glared at him for a moment before nodding in agreement.

“Quiet then,” Suki nodded. “Want me to kill him?”

Calon looked from the neko to the man, who was in the process of wiping himself.

“Do you have a way to do it quickly?”

“Got a knife?”

“Here,” Evie pulled hers out.

Calon watched Suki take it and sighed. “Quiet, or we’re all going to be running blind out here.”

“You should stand back. It doesn’t matter what happens to us if you escape.”

Calon was about to open his mouth when Chrissy snarled softly. “Shut the fuck up, Calon, and do the smart thing. Fucking idiot male!”

Calon blinked at the furious tirade and chanced a look at the bandit who, thankfully, hadn’t noticed them yet. But as he looked at Evie and Suki, he realised they were in agreement.

“Fine,” he mumbled. “I’ll try to stay as safe as I can.”

“Thank you, Master,” Suki purred softly. “I’ll be right back.”

Calon blinked, but before he could speak, she was already moving. Silent as a wraith, she crept along through the underbrush towards the man. He was standing up as he lifted his pants to tie them in place. Which was the perfect opportunity for Suki to strike. Leaping suddenly, she slammed Evie’s knife into the back of his head. From what Calon could see, it was the soft point where the neck met the skull. His death was instantaneous, as he dropped to his knees. Suki leaped to one side as the man pitched back, landing in the latrine with a wet splatter.

Calon checked the sleeping men to see if anyone had noticed, as Suki quickly returned. Either it was too quiet over too long a distance, or these men were used to ignoring sounds. Considering they were bandits; the latter was probably the most likely.

“I can’t believe I did that,” Suki hissed softly.

“It was pretty badass,” Evie grinned.

Calon nodded and gave the neko an encouraging smile. “You did well. How did you know to stab him there?”

“Saw it in a movie once,” she shrugged.

Calon couldn’t disagree with that logic. It worked, after all. “Alright, I think we sneak in, take them quietly one by one.”

“We sneak in, you mean,” Evie frowned.

Calon looked at the three women in front of him and rolled his eyes. “C’mon, I’m not about⁠—”

“Don’t make me fucking hit you,” Chrissy growled.

Calon frowned at the sudden hostility she was giving him. Considering she had kissed him earlier; the animosity really threw him off.

“Fine,” he nodded. “I’ll… I’ll wait here I guess.”

“Good,” Chrissy snapped, and started moving off.

“Thank you,” Evie smiled, kissing him quickly.

Calon watched them leave before looking at Suki, who was smiling expectantly at him. With a smile, Calon reached out and rubbed her ears for a few moments. She purred and pawed at him like any house cat he’d ever seen. Then, just as sudden as the affection, she was gone. Calon barely heard their steps as they spread out to do whatever it was they were doing. And with them gone, it became quickly obvious there was a cool sensation on the back of his neck.

“Are you actually friendly?”

“Would it comfort you to know the truth?” The nightmare chuckled darkly.

Calon shook his head slowly, “Probably not. What’s your name?”

“Oh?” She sounded surprised at the question. “It’s been a long time since an off-worlder has been so forward with the likes of me.”

“Should I not be?” Calon nervously asked.

Silence filled the space beneath the shrubbery hid in. Ahead, he could see Chrissy strike with her spear, while Evie and Suki descended on their own targets.

“Hannah.”

Calon flinched, hearing that directly in his ear. Turning his head, nothing was there. But he could make out the smoky mist in the shadows of the trees. Swallowing nervously, Calon turned and saw those glowing eyes. They were directly behind him, shrouded in smoky darkness despite the brightening sky.

“Thank you for your help earlier, Hannah,” Calon nodded in her direction.

The smoke parted as the nude woman stepped forward. In the dull light before sunrise, Calon could see more of her than he could last night. She looked mostly human. But all of her features were twisted, sharpened or angled to give her an exotic, almost elven look. Calon stared at her. She was impossibly beautiful, despite the glowing red eyes that stared right back. The dark smoke that clung to her features blew away in an unfelt breeze, giving tantalising glimpses of the flesh beneath.

“Do you desire me, Calon?”

He took a deep breath and swallowed his nervousness. “I have the feeling you’d be insulted if I lied to you.”

“Extremely.” she smiled dangerously.

Calon nodded. “You’re probably the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in my life, and you scare the shit out of me.”

Hannah chuckled darkly, “You’re sweet.”

Calon wasn’t sure how to respond, but he heard a shout. Turning, he saw chaos erupt. One man had woken as Chrissy had gone to stab him and jerked aside. Instead of her spear puncturing his neck, silencing and pinning him, it carved into his shoulder and he let out a cry of pain. In an instant, all the surviving bandits sprung up from their spots on the ground. Most weren’t wearing much of anything. But that also meant most weren’t armed properly either. A few pulled knives from under their pillows, while others ran for their weapons.

Calon could see a small group trying to band together. It was three on three, with the men arming themselves while the ladies confronted them. One shack burst open and Calon watched as Evie sent a fireball at the man, who stormed out. She hit him in the centre of his chest and he went up with a scream. Calon ignored the soft giggles coming from the darkness behind him. Every ounce of his body wanted to run in and help, but he had to remind himself that this wasn’t a normal situation. Three human men were fighting three inhuman women. One was stronger and more capable than any human. One could throw fireballs and the other was deceptively sneaky.

But it pulled away his attention as the door to a shack off to one side opened slowly. It was closer to him than the ladies, and they had their backs to it. In the low light, he could see a man stick his head out and look at the commotion. Satisfied that the three ladies hadn’t spotted him, he pushed the door further open. Calon’s eyes went wide at the sight of the crossbow.

“Here.”

Calon flinched, feeling an ice-cold hand taking his arm. But they stuffed something into the palm of his hand and vanished. Looking down, Calon saw his lost hammer. It was covered in a fine layer of frost. But he’d worry about that later. For now, the man was getting into position to fire.

Rushing ahead, Calon tried to keep his movements as quiet as possible. He could see the fight wrapping up for the ladies. But that just meant they’d be easier targets for the shooter. Closing the gap, he watched the crossbow rise to eye level. He watched as the man closed one eye and his hand shifted as he squeezed the trigger.

“HEY!”

The man jerked, and the crossbow fired. The bolt whistled as it flew. But it wasn’t as loud as the wet thud of it, striking flesh, followed by a pained shriek. Calon saw red. The man spun around towards him, shocked at his sudden approach. Calon didn’t give him an instant to think about how he should have run. Instead, Calon swung his hammer. The man held up the crossbow to block and Calon’s weapon smashed it to pieces.

“Fuck!” the man shouted, falling back into the hut.

Calon followed as the man held up his hands. But Calon didn’t care. One of his women was out there, bleeding and shot. He could either fix that or revive her later. For now, he wanted to make sure this man hurt no one ever again. Raising the hammer overhead, the man lunged back, making a grab for something. Calon swung, slamming the hammer into the man’s hip. The metal thunked, while the bandit screamed out in pain as a wet crunch echoed in the confined space. Raising the hammer again, Calon ignored the terrified, “Wait!”

Bringing the weapon down again, the bandit screamed. Calon continued to beat the man with all his might, breaking ribs, cracking bones, and shattering joints. Until he finally left the bandit, broken and twisted on the ground. There was a long knife beside his downed opponent. One he was trying to retrieve when Calon started his assault. Dropping the hammer, Calon picked it up. It was long, single-edged, and unlike the simple knife he carried already. This was heavy, like it was used to hack and slash. The bandit’s eyes went wide as Calon grabbed him by the hair.

He ignored the spray of blood as he brought it across the man’s neck. He continued to ignore the agonal twitches as he sawed from side to side. Until finally, with a scream of rage, Calon stood, holding the decapitated head of the man in one hand, and the knife in the other. Turning around, he paused. Before him, on the edge of what looked like a bed, was Hannah. Her glowing red eyes were thin slits as her legs twitched. Her hand buried between her legs was the obvious cause as she muffled her cries with the other. Transfixed, he stared as she came down from her high and slumped back against the wall.

Calon looked from her to the headless corpse, and back. Then held out the head. “Want it?”

Hannah twitched and gently shook her head. “No, you need that.”

Calon nodded, then turned and stepped towards the door.

“Thank you for the offer, though.”

He shook his head at the softly spoken words as he stepped out. Evie stood in front of him. She was smiling, but it looked more like a grimace as she looked him over. Her eyes went wide at the head dangling from his grip.

“Is that?”

Calon dropped it and took her arm. The bolt had gone right through the muscle at the top. It looked clean, neat and had no signs of anything nasty despite the blood.

“Heal.”

Evie frowned at the fierce expression on Calon’s face and looked at the smashed remains of the crossbow on the ground. She had intended to chastise him for risking himself, but now, she only felt deep gratitude to him. That and arousal. She had to trample that down, but Calon, taking charge like this, was really turning her on.

“Heal,” Calon repeated, casting the spell again.

Suki watched Evie and Calon from the other side of the camp. The trio of women had broken in different directions after the fight. It had been swift, messy and yet oddly satisfying. She found humans weren’t quite as fast as she expected. Predicting their movements while simply outmanoeuvring them was easy. She snorted and turned to see Chrissy glaring at her from over by the horses. She thought about the griffon’s hostile attitude and shrugged. Suki was pretty sure this world was real. If so, that really was Chrissy, Evie’s girlfriend.

The griffon turned to move away as Suki approached, but she skipped ahead and planted herself in front of the angry griffon, who glared at her.

“You don’t like me very much.”

“Fuck off.”

Suki giggled and shook her head. “Seriously, what’s wrong?”

“You wouldn’t understand.” Chrissy sighed, trying to step around the smaller woman.

Suki moved to block the larger woman and smiled. “Try me.”

“I could smack you into next week, you know that?”

“Would it make you hate me less?”

Chrissy sighed, “I don’t hate you, alright?”

“Well, you don’t like me very much, so what’s up?”

Chrissy sighed, “Alright, I changed my mind. I do fucking hate you.”

“Why?”

“BECAUSE I COULD HAVE BEEN YOU!” Chrissy snarled as Suki took a step back, suddenly on the defensive.

“What do you mean?” Suki asked softly.

“I always had a thing for cats. Evie and I would… That’s not important. Long story short, I came here, and I’m stuck in a body like this. And just days later, you step out of a portal and kiss him. You’re so sweet and perfect it sickens me!”

Suki blinked and let Chrissy step past. But she turned and followed.

“So, you hate me, because you want to be me.”

Chrissy sighed. “That’s a gross oversimplification. I’ll get over it.”

“You should. That’s a pretty dumb reason to be mad at someone.”

“Oh, shut up!” Chrissy snapped. “Who are you to tell me how I should feel?”

“Because I’m almost your exact polar opposite, and I think you’re looking at this the wrong way.”

Chrissy blinked. “Fine, explain it to me.”

Suki grinned. “You’re a tough bitch. And I don’t mean that in a derogatory way. You’re a TOUGH. BITCH. Why the fuck do you wanna be small and cute when you can be powerful and menacing? You could literally do whatever you want, to whoever you want to. And it would force just about everyone around you to just watch. And if ever you came across something that could fuck with you, you can just fly away.”

“That… that doesn’t get me what I want.”

“Calon, you mean?”

“Sh—”

“I can smell it,” Suki interrupted. “I don’t know how good your nose is, but I can literally smell when you rub those furry thighs together while you look at him.”

“Fuck you,” Chrissy hissed softly and turned away.

“I’ll make a bet.”

Chrissy sighed, “What bet?”
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Calon frowned as his mana went dry. The wound on Evie’s arm was mostly healed, but he could still see it wasn’t right. She could move it without difficulty, but he could tell it wasn’t comfortable.

“Calon?”

Startled, he turned and saw Chrissy and Suki standing beside him. He hadn’t even heard them approach. Chrissy looked nervous, while Suki smiled like she’d found some cream. The small neko gave Chrissy a nudge, and the griffon rolled her eyes. Then, before his eyes, she grabbed the hem of her shirt and pulled it over her head. Calon stared in shock as her petite breasts came into view. They sat proudly on her chest, and her nipples were firm.

Chrissy stalked forward, pressing her hand over Calon’s mouth to stop him from talking. Calon was forced back under the griffon’s grip until she pressed him against the wall of the shack. Chrissy glared at him, before laying down on her feline stomach. With a bit of shuffling, she bent over and removed her hand from his mouth.

“Chrissy—”

“Shut it!” She snapped.

Calon closed his mouth and tried to keep breathing as she yanked the front of his pants down. His erection popped out, smacking Chrissy on the chin as it did so. She blinked, almost in a trance. Then opened her mouth and licked the tip. Calon flinched, making Chrissy look up at him. It was such a sweet, innocent look. So different from the harsh glares he was used to receiving. It contained nervousness, innocence and, above all, lust.

Opening her mouth, Calon watched her sharp teeth close over his cock. But they didn’t touch him. Instead, he felt the soft warmth of her lips and tongue. Then she started to purr. The vibrations started in the back of her throat and up towards her lips. She purred in waves as she licked and suckled on his cock for a few moments. Then she started moving her head. Calon was trapped, unable to look away from the sight of this terrifying woman gently blowing him.

“Chrissy,” Calon grunted.

She looked up at him. With those big, kitty cat eyes. Pushing herself down as far as she could, Calon gaped as his cock vanished entirely into her mouth. With a shudder, he trembled and fired the first rope of cum into the back of her throat. Caught by surprise, Chrissy pulled off, only to catch the second spurt across her chin. But she dived back on, suckling as Calon gasped in pleasure. The whole time, he stared down at her innocent expression as she stared right back.


Chapter Thirteen




Calon stood, feeling dirty now that he had calmed down. His initial reaction to decapitating a man was one of rage. Now, picking through the corpses, he just felt… wrong. But as he carried the last head towards the wagon, Calon put the thought from his mind. Fifteen heads, including the one with the crossbow. Calon felt a little vindicated from his original estimate. The only issue was, there were a lot of empty beds. Not enough to suggest there were hundreds of bandits hiding out in the woods. But another dozen wouldn’t be out of the question.

As Calon reached the wagon, he grimaced seeing Suki stacking the heads. She too had a grim expression, but did her best holding them in place. Evie was with her, shifting boxes of supplies around to wedge them in place. None of us had a clue how much a horse was going to cost, and the mission was to return as many as possible. According to the late sheriff though, legal salvage made everything else their property. And they had quite the collection.

It seemed like they actually traded most of the things they stole. All the vegetables and other crops were missing. They had kept a small amount in barrels that Chrissy was bringing over to be loaded. But the lack of wagons suggested the bandits were still shipping the goods. Which was probably how they skirted under the radar. Supply and demand, they just inserted themselves as middlemen so nobody with a demand became suspicious. And if only a few small towns had issues, nobody important would show up.

It was obvious they kept other things, though. The shacks were made of sections of cut up wagon. There was an abundance of farming implements. Not that they were used for farming. But hoes could help sculpt land to neaten a latrine, and rakes caught small stones to make sleeping rough a little easier. They had even used saws and mallets in the construction of makeshift furniture. Whatever they didn’t need and didn’t sell still made good firewood. And that was obvious by the collection of axe heads and other metal components from broken down equipment.

Calon offered the last head to Suki, who took it with a strained smile. And the moment it left his hands, he received a notification.

LEVEL UP 7!

You have (2) perks to spend!

Congratulations!

“Calon?”

He blinked and shook his head, clearing the screen before he smiled at Evie. “I just levelled up.”

Evie frowned, “Really? Did you get any other notifications?”

He shook his head. “No, which is weird.” Thinking about his character sheet, he checked the details.

Character Sheet

Name: Calon Wilson

Class: Summoner

Level: 7 (150/500)

Perks: 2

Mana: 15/15

Skills: Heal - Repairs targeted minor injury - 5 mana* **

*Repeated casting over major injury will stack effect.

**Chance to remove status effect

Revive - Fallen summon is returned with no mana and crippled status - 15 mana

Soft Touch - Cast over time, slowly removes status effects - 1 mana per second

Summons: Evie-Rae Wilson - Succubus

Chrissy Smith - Griffon

Suki Shio - Neko

Current Quest: Attack the bandits to the north of Kuraby* - 5 bronze per head. Any and all looted goods. (16 x 5 Bronze)

*50 exp for destruction of bandit camp.

Other Quest: Return stolen horses to the town of Kuraby* - 10 Bronze per horse

Calon frowned as he checked all the details. He did a quick bit of counting in his head and concluded that the bandits must have been worth 20exp each. He voiced his assumption, and Evie nodded along.

“Why now, though? You didn’t get any experience from the yowie, did you?”

“No,” Calon shook his head. “Maybe it was because of the tutorial phase?”

Evie shrugged. “It’s not like it was easier at the start. I got here while goblins had captured you.”

“That’s a good point,” Calon agreed. “Maybe if I was born here, the tutorial would have been growing up. Here it had to sort something out and make it work.”

“Maybe who, or whatever, it is that’s responsible for bringing you here to begin with, took the experience as payment?”

Calon blinked, then frowned. “You don’t…” He trailed off before shaking his head. “Y’know what? I don’t want to think about it. If there’s some deity out there scarier than Hannah, I don’t want to know about it.”

“Hannah?”

Calon looked back at the black smoke leaking out the open door of the shack he left her in. It had been silent for a while, but they had all heard the sounds of her eating while they gathered supplies.

“Did you fuck her?”

“What?” Calon whirled back to his stepsister. “NO!”

“Awww,” Evie pouted.

Calon rubbed his eyes and changed the subject. “So, we’ve cleared the area? It’s just the horses now, isn’t it?”

“This is the last of it,” Chrissy grunted, lifting a crate up onto the wagon. “There might be a couple things laying on the ground somewhere, but all the big stuff is here already.”

Calon checked the three crates left on the ground. Between them and the barrels, there probably wouldn’t be room for Chrissy. After glancing around, Kevin nodded in satisfaction.

“Good job. I’ll start on the horses.”

“Do you know what you’re doing?” Chrissy snarked.

Calon smiled, “Not really.”

As it turns out, it was pretty simple. The horses wore a bit. Calon could attach each bit to another via a rope. Each horse was pretty comfortable being touched. Calon brought out one, leading it by the rope and moved it into position at the wagon. He figured most of the horses were probably used to pull the wagons, so he wasn’t all that surprised when it cooperated. It was a lovely blue roan and seemed happy enough to do as he asked it. Calon tried not to admire it too much, knowing it was likely he wouldn’t get to keep the magnificent animal.

Despite not actually knowing for sure how to hitch a horse, Calon had seen how Burt had done so. And by following along, he managed it without too many troubles. He then went back for the rest of the horses. It was a little finicky getting them all moving, but by creating a long lead, he could tie one to the one in front and create a line. That line, he tied to the back of the wagon. The horses seemed nervous about being near Chrissy, so after rolling her eyes, she kept her distance.

“You think you can do this?” Evie asked.

“Just in case, how about you walk with Chrissy for a bit?” Calon smiled.

Evie bit her lip before agreeing. “Be safe.”

She hopped down from the wagon and jogged over to join Chrissy, leaving Suki behind. “Are you going too?”

“I trust you,” she shrugged.

Calon thought about ordering her off. But he put the thought aside. She liked to call him master, but he wasn’t about to order her around. So, if she wanted to stay, that meant she got to stay.

“Alright, just hold on.”

Suki grinned and made her way to the bench where the driver sat. Her wide grin told Calon everything he needed to know as he climbed up beside her. With a sigh, he took the reins and gave them a gentle flick. The horse jerked its head up for a moment and then took a step. Almost immediately, the leash for the rest of the horses pulled tight and drew them to a halt. There was a bit of a tug from both ends, before the horses at the rear started moving and the roan up front set the pace.

Calon grinned as he slowly led the awkward parade around the bandit camp. He stayed clear of the latrine. He didn’t want the wagon getting stuck, or heaven forbid one of the horses hurting themselves in it. So he kept turning, taking him past the shack where Hannah was hiding. Pulling gently on the reins, he brought it to a stop as he peered into the dark interior.

“You okay in there?!”

She answered his question with a dark chuckle before a pair of red eyes appeared. They lacked their glow from the evening before, but they were unmistakable.

“You’re far too forward with me, off-worlder. Some people may find that… strange.”

Calon thought for a moment and shrugged. “You’ve done right by me and I’m not one to turn away a friend.”

The eyes narrowed for a moment. “Friend?”

“You look like you could do with a friend,” Calon shrugged.

Hannah burst into laughter. Unlike the mirthless chuckle from earlier, this one had genuine delight behind it. And Calon smiled despite himself. When she calmed, he could see her eyes curled slightly, like she was smiling.

“Very well, my friend,” Hannah hissed. “I am not helpless in the light. I will be fine, and tonight I will feast.”

Calon smiled uncomfortably, thinking about all the headless corpses strewn about. But he wasn’t about to judge a literal monster for acting like one. “I’ll keep an ear out for strange noises in the night, then. Don’t be a stranger!”

The eyes watched him as he cracked the reins and moved off. She chewed absentmindedly on the femur of the man left inside as she tried to recall the last conversation she’d had with a willing companion.

“Friend indeed,” she chomped down hard, snapping the bone in her jaws.
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Calon grinned as the town came into view. It wasn’t all that hard to find his way back out to a road from the bandit camp. The directions that they had taken to find the camp to begin with were more direct if you were on foot. The road they used to get out, though, was in shambles. Clumps of grass, boulders and more. It was hard to tell if it was neglect, or something the bandits had put together to make it look like nobody used it. In any case, it was slow, uncomfortable and Suki had been clawing into his side since she slid off the seat on her furry ass. She hadn’t been hurt at all, but Calon had told her to grab onto something and she picked him.

The poor-quality road came to the back of a dilapidated farm. Someone had burned out the house, and it was obvious nobody lived there. From the farm, the road was much easier to navigate. Calon grinned as a call went out as Chrissy ran ahead. It was odd seeing her being ridden by Evie, but he wasn’t about to question it, either. They were closer to each other than they were to him. At least back in their own world. Here, things were a little more up in the air.

“Oh, thank the gods,” a woman cried as they came into the city limits.

Calon gave her a nod as he brought the wagon into town. There were a few wagons passing through on a wagon-train and they stared with worried expressions as he came to a stop.

“Don’t worry, at least for the short term. We have dealt with the bandits.”

Quest Complete!

Attack the bandits to the north of Kuraby - 5 Bronze per head. Any and all looted goods.

(16 x 5 Bronze)

Quest Complete!

Return stolen horses to the town of Kuraby - 10 Bronze per horse.

(28 x 10 Bronze)

Bonus Complete!

*50 exp for the destruction of bandit camp.

Calon blinked before quickly dismissing the screen. It blinded him for a moment, and it frustrated him that it would pop up like that. If they’d been going faster, or he was in the middle of a fight, that could have killed him or someone else. Despite the pain it could cause, there was little he could actually do about it. With a grin, Calon pulled on the reins and stopped in the middle of the street in front of the old sheriff’s office.

“So,” Calon called softly. “Who do I talk to about getting paid?”

There was a bit of murmuring from that before Evie shrugged and headed into the building. Calon watched with an amused grin as Chrissy came to stand beside him. Not a minute later, the front door opened, and a middle-aged woman came out with a clipboard.

“You brought these back?” She asked.

“As the job board requested.”

She nodded, then started counting the horses. With a satisfied smile, she waved at someone behind Calon. He turned to see who it was and grinned at Ben, who approached with a smile.

“Good to see you’re back,” Ben offered his hand to shake.

“We had a job to do.” Calon shook the man’s hand firmly.

“Job, he says,” Ben waved dismissively. “Denis is up and walking, thanks to you.”

“Ben,” the woman called with an air of authority. “Can you check the horses so I can make a note for payment?”

“There are heads in the wagon,” Evie mumbled.

The woman frowned before stepping closer. She looked over the contents, before flinching at the severed heads stuffed in the back.

“H-how many?”

“Sixteen, including the sheriff,” Chrissy growled, showing her teeth.

The woman shuddered, then shook her head, “I’m… not sure the sheriff⁠—”

“He was the ringleader, Marge,” Ben called out. “He set this whole thing up himself. You missed it after the fire.”

Calon spotted a sad glint in her eye, but she nodded. “Sixteen it is then.”

“What about the horses?” Evie asked. “What are they worth?”

“Well,” Ben scratched his head as he moved down the line. “These all have markings on them, so they have owners. All local farmers, I can get the word out.” He worked his way back up the line, double checking each one until he made it to the wagon. “There’s twenty-seven with marks, all in good health. A couple need to be shod, but that’s understandable. The issue is this one,” he patted the blue roan that was pulling the wagon.

“What’s wrong with him?” Calon asked.

“There’s no mark,” Ben frowned. “It’s not unheard of to not have a mark, but it’ll be hard to track down an owner without one. Might be from a travelling merchant that came through in the last year.”

“So what do we do about it, then?” Calon looked from Ben to Marge and back.

“Well,” Marge frowned. “If there’s no mark, it would be classed as looted goods.”

Calon tried not to let his excitement slip out.

“Would you want to sell him?” Ben asked.

“Ah,” Calon froze. “What’s a horse actually worth?”

“Good horse can be worth a few silver.” Ben rubbed his chin. “That one, he’s not been gelded, and yet seems pretty docile. Did he struggle with the wagon at all?”

“No,” Calon shook his head. “Pulled it the whole way here without a complaint.”

Ben nodded. “With a hoof trim and some shoes, I’d pay a silver for him.”

Calon nodded like he was thinking things over. Truth be told, he was just trying to work out what a silver was worth without letting slip that he did not know about the value of currency. Logic would suggest one-hundred bronze made a silver and there was probably something higher than that as well. But he didn’t know for sure, and he didn’t want to ask in case it made it obvious that he wasn’t from here.

“How much for the trim, shoes, and some feed to keep him going?”

“He’ll eat grass just fine,” Ben nodded. “But you’d be looking at five bronze for the work and feed.”

Calon wondered about the prices of goods in the town. Sal had charged only two bronze for the stay and meals. The fox beastkin who did their leatherwork only charged them one. But shoeing a horse and some feed was five. It made Calon think supplies were relatively cheap, as was beastkin labour. While humans valued their time more highly. It wasn’t a pleasant thought that there was discrimination. But he was hardly in a place to challenge the notion either.

“Alright,” Calon nodded. “Can we start with getting paid? Then I think we have some trading to do while the horse gets looked after.”

“Marge?”

Marge nodded. “Twenty-seven horses and sixteen bandits. Are we in agreement?”

“That sounds right,” Calon nodded.

Marge made a scribble, then held the clipboard to him. Calon looked at what she’d written beside a figure: Three silver and fifty bronze.

Smirking at the accuracy of his guess, Calon accepted the fountain pen she was using and put his signature beside her own. With a nod, she took both the items and went inside.

“Who put the horse in?” Ben asked.

“Ah, me?”

“It’s a little loose,” Ben commented. “Horses learn to hold their breath while you tighten the straps, so give them a moment to exhale before you do them up. Too much room and the harness can chafe them.”

“I haven’t hurt him, have I?”

“Nah,” Ben waved off Calon’s concern. “All day over rough terrain would be a different matter. But he’s fine.”

“Good,” Calon smiled.

The doors to the office behind him opened, and the woman stepped out with a pouch dangling from her fingers. She ensured the leather strap around the top was tight before handing it to Calon.

“Thank you for your service. I don’t like how it all turned out, but the bandits were going to ruin us all.”

“There still might be a few out there,” Calon admitted as he opened the bag and withdrew the five bronze for Ben. “There were a lot of empty beds in the camp. Maybe this number again hiding out there.”

“That… is not good news,” she frowned.

“At least they won’t be organised,” Evie offered. “Without getting instructions from Goodman, they won’t be able to target the farmers so accurately.”

Marge nodded. “That will have to do, then.”

Calon nodded and held out the five coins to Ben. He took them with a smile and led the horse off to get cleaned up. Marge, with her work done, turned on her heel and went back inside. And that left Calon with Evie, Suki and Chrissy, who gathered around.

“What now?”

“Is there a general store or something?” Calon asked.

“What about a tent?” Chrissy reminded everyone.

Calon thought for a moment, “Alright, I’ll go speak to the fox. You see if there’s a general store.”

“What should I do?” Suki asked.

“You can come with me, if you want?” Calon offered.

“Right,” Evie agreed.

After an exchange of kisses, they broke and went their separate ways. Calon couldn’t help but watch the sway of Evie’s ass as she went with Chrissy. The succubus turned and spotted him watching, so she put in a little extra sway for him.

“I thought it might be odd seeing you acting like that with your stepsister,” Suki commented.

“I still think it’s a little odd,” Calon admitted. “Even if she’s the hottest woman on the planet.”

Suki smiled, “Come on, Master. Let’s go talk to the leatherworker.”

Calon nodded in agreement and started heading towards the familiar shop. They had saved it from the fire that had claimed Sal’s tavern. But the building between had suffered some burns. The structure had been spared, though, which was probably a relief for whoever owned it. Stepping through the front doors, it was much as he remembered. The fox smiled as he recognised Calon and made a small bow.

“Welcome back, summoner. I trust you haven’t had problems with my work?” He asked in that familiar rough voice.

Calon smiled and shook his head. “No, I’m actually here for more business.”

Suki trailed off to look around as Calon ordered a new belt for Evie. Adding to the list of things, he also put in an order for some heavy-duty leather bags. They would be needed to hold clothing, the tent and anything they wanted to keep dry but still move around if necessary. The fox asked many questions about what size and whether they needed to remain dry while submerged, or just to keep the rain off. And it was as they started discussing the price, Calon felt a small tug on his arm.

“Master?”

Calon looked down and saw her nervously shuffling her pawed feet. Clasped in her hands, she held several pieces of dark leather that Calon didn’t know the purpose of.

“What’s that?”

“Something… that I want.”

Calon blinked, then looked up at the fox, who was giving her a curious look. But he straightened and got back to business.

“The bags as described with an adjustable belt for the young lady. Then the collar and leash for the neko…” Calon blinked in surprise. “Five bronze and I’ll have it done in two days. The bags will be a bit of work, as I have nothing I could modify to fit.”

“Tell me,” Calon asked, not daring to look down at Suki, who was now nuzzling her cheek on his hip. “Is five bronze enough to pay for parts and labour, or is that just what you’re expecting I’ll pay?”

“I make a small profit,” the fox mumbled. “It is not my place to demand extra payment. I am content.”

“Tell you what, I’ll pay you ten, and you come with me out to the wagon. I parked in front of the sheriff’s office. If there’s anything in there you could use, we’ll deduct it from the ten.”

Calon watched the confusion run through the fox’s expression. But he seemed hesitant to argue with Calon about it. With Suki following demurely behind, Calon led the fox out to the wagon and allowed him to sort through the loot. Unlike Marge, who seemed nervous about all the severed heads, the fox spat on them as soon as he saw them.

“Not a friend?”

“Bah,” the fox growled. “That one, on top. He set my counter on fire one time. I hadn’t realised he was in with this filth.”

Calon looked at the topmost head and frowned. It was the one they caught at the latrine. Putting the thoughts aside, the fox was holding up a set of mallets with rounded heads of various sizes.

“These would help me, but I’m not sure I can afford them.”

“What do you think they’re worth?”

The fox turned them over and showed Calon a small mark stamped on the handle. “These are worth at least twenty or thirty bronze.”

“Deal,” Calon smiled.

The fox frowned. “I cannot afford these.”

“I’ll pay the five bronze, as agreed. You keep the mallets, and you put a rush order on any work I send you.”

The fox blinked, then looked down at the mallets in his hands. “I… I accept.”

“Great,” Calon plucked out the five bronze. The fox dropped onto the ground, holding the hammers like a child, pressed into his chest, before taking the coins with a dumbfounded expression.

“You… you are sure?”

“Perfectly,” Calon grinned.

The fox smiled and gave him a deep bow. Calon felt a little uncomfortable, but he said nothing before the fox darted back to his shop.

“You just gave those away?” A voice asked.

Calon turned and saw Evie standing beside an older man. He held a clipboard and was frowning in the direction of the leatherworker’s shop.

“Is there a problem?”

“What did he offer in return for those mallets?”

“Don’t worry about it,” Calon frowned at the man.

Calon didn’t like the attitude he was using. And the man didn’t seem to like the fox. Evie looked nervous and as Chrissy appeared on the other side of the wagon with a hessian sack, she was loading with heads. She looked downright angry.

“What can I do for you?” Calon asked, getting his attention.

“Are you the owner of the wagon?”

“That’s me.”

“Excellent. Your companion said you had supplies, mostly for farming and such. I was hoping to take inventory and make you an offer.”

“Great,” Calon nodded. “Evie, can you give him a hand?” he asked, hoping she would get the implication to watch him.

She nodded and climbed up onto the driver’s bench as Chrissy huffed and started dragging off the heads. The man sniffed and shook his head before climbing up to join Evie.

“Master, can you hold this for me?”

Calon held out his hand and felt her place something within it. Looking down, he frowned at the leather strand. Following it down in a loop, it came up and was connected by a wire ring to a collar now secured firmly around Suki’s neck. She stood by nervously, but obviously pleased about wearing it.

“Suki?”

“Yes, Master?”

“Do you want to be my pet?”

Suki shivered and shook her head. “What I want doesn’t matter, Master.”

Calon sighed and looked at Evie, who was glaring at him with an expression that told him he may need to buy a second leash at some point. But she shook herself and nodded for him to go. So, with a shrug, Calon turned and started walking, feeling the slight tug of the lead in his hands. Suki trailed a couple of steps behind him, and Calon sighed.

“Suki?”

“Yes, Master?”

“Can you walk beside me, please?”

“Certainly, Master.”

Calon listened to the patter of her feet as she skipped up beside him.

“Is that better, Master?”

Calon growled softly in the back of his throat, before changing direction towards the treeline.


Chapter Fourteen




“What do you want?” Calon growled.

Suki shifted for a moment amongst the trees. “It does⁠—”

“Cut that out,” Calon snapped. “Right now, you’re Suki Shio and I’m Calon Wilson. I’m just some guy on campus, and you’re just some girl. What. Do. You. Want?”

Suki shifted nervously before tugging gently on her leash. Calon thought about releasing it, but he noticed it seemed more like a comfort thing than any discomfort.

“I…” Suki frowned. “I want you to own me.”

Calon sighed. “I think we’ve established that much. What else? Spell it out, so it’s absolutely clear to me.”

Suki blinked, then slowly nodded her head. “I want head pats.”

Calon froze, then grinned and reached out. His fingers drifted over her ears, and she pressed her head into his palm. Her fur was soft as he stroked her head, and he grinned at the small smile that broke over her features.

“Good,” Calon nodded, digging his fingers into the sensitive spots around her ears. “What else?”

Suki took a moment to think before she whispered, “I want to be your pet.”

“Explain that to me more. What exactly do you want?”

“Feed me, pet me, when I’m good, call me a ‘good kitty’ and let me sleep on the bed,” she trailed off as Calon removed his hand.

“And if you’re a bad kitty?”

Suki trembled softly. “Bad kitties need to be punished.”

Calon narrowed his eyes slightly as Suki refused to look at him. “What kind of punishments?”

“You could tie me up, make me sleep on the floor.” She shifted slightly, “You could spank me, or call me awful names, or… hurt me.”

“Hurt you?” Calon frowned, before catching the quick glance she made at his crotch. “Suki, I’m… I’m not sure what you’re implying, but I’m not crossing the boundaries of consent…”

“I know, Master,” Suki shivered. “That’s why I want this so bad. I wanna be your kitty. I want you to pet me. I want you to call me your good kitty. I want your praise. And when I’m feeling naughty… Have you thought about how small I am?”

Calon froze, “I… Ah.”

“It’s going to hurt so much when you force that thing inside me,” Suki continued.

“Suki, look, I⁠—”

“Calon!?” Evie’s voice rang out.

Calon froze, still unsure of what he was about to say. Suki just smiled at him with wide-open eyes. She looked so innocent as her tail swished from side to side.

“We’re not finished talking about this,” Calon growled.

“Yes, Master,” Suki smiled cutely.

Shaking his head, he gave her leash a tug and started heading back towards town. Evie was a few metres down the road from where they emerged. She had seen them both go in, and her expression looked worried as they both appeared.

“There you are!” she shouted, jogging over. “I was worried. Someone said you walked off into the trees and hadn’t come back out. But…”

“But?”

Evie shifted uncomfortably. “I’m… a succubus.”

“What? Do you pick up when I’m horny or something?” Calon grinned, before seeing her expression. “You know when I’m horny, don’t you?”

Evie nodded slowly. “Yeah.”

“What about,” Calon nodded towards Suki whose facial fur was standing on end.

“I can when we’re this close, so now I’m more confused than concerned.”

“Right,” Calon sighed, not having a clue how to talk about this whole situation. “What did you need me for?”

“Oh!” Evie shook herself. “Right, the trader wanted to haggle. He’s done with his writeup.”

“Oh cool, let’s go then.”

The trio headed to the wagon, where the man was waiting with a professional smile. But it was Chrissy’s stern expression from the other side of the wagon that set him on edge.

“Ah, Calon, wasn’t it?” the man smiled. “I have taken an inventory, and I was hoping to discuss the price.”

Calon nodded and gave the man a polite smile. He still didn’t like him much. From Chrissy’s attitude, he had probably said or done something he wouldn’t agree with if he found out. But for the sake of a bag of coins, he was willing to put up with him just this once.

“Right, so what are the totals?” Calon asked before spotting Chrissy patting her right breast.

“The farming implements are in decent enough condition, picks, axes, shovels and whatnot. There’re also woodworking tools. Not as high a quality as those hammers you bargained away. But there are several good quality saws that would fetch a high price.”

He rattled off a dozen other things he’d found, including the food items that Calon was thinking of holding onto.

“All up, taking into consideration my fee for counting inventory, my own profit margin and the method of your acquisition. I can offer you one silver.”

Calon spotted Chrissy aggressively patting her breast again and frowned for a moment. Before looking back at the man. His rather crisp shirt had a pocket sewn into his breast. And one of them had a conspicuous bulge.

“Three,” Calon countered.

The man chuckled. “I’m sorry. I thought you were a reasonable man. By the time I’ve sold all this, I’m only going to make two silvers. So, I’m offering you this silver upfront while I take the risk on goods whose value may drop in the coming weeks.”

Calon nodded as Chrissy looked like she was about to scream. “That’s a fair reasoning, I suppose.”

“So—”

“But I was asking for three to compensate for whatever it was you stole and are hiding in your breast pocket.”

The man blinked, then sighed softly. “With all due respect⁠—”

“You’ll return what you stole from me, or pay me three silvers,” Calon shrugged.

“I don’t⁠—”

“You were spotted. Chrissy, right behind you.”

The man looked back and sighed. “Sir, I thought you were smarter than to take advice from an animal.”

Calon’s eye twitched as Chrissy looked ready to commit a murder. Evie’s fists were curled like she was contemplating burning the man. Even Suki let out a quiet growl of anger.

“Empty your pocket,” Calon ordered.

“Now see here!”

“Now!” Calon growled, lifting his hammer from his belt.

The man eyed Calon cautiously. “There’s no need for violence,” he murmured. “Just… a family heirloom.”

He reached into his breast pocket and withdrew a red gemstone. Calon saw it and nodded. “And you just happen to keep family heirlooms in your breast pocket while you take inventory?”

“I could hardly leave it in the store⁠—”

“There were gems in your safe behind the counter!” Evie snapped.

“Brandt?” Ben called.

The old man turned his head and saw the farmhand approaching. He clenched his teeth. “I can’t afford three silvers.”

“What’s that gem worth?” Calon asked, as Brandt grimaced and held it up.

“At least three alone,” Ben frowned. “I thought better of you, Brandt. Have you been cheating the rest of us as well?”

“No!” Brandt shook his head. “No, I… I’ve always had honest dealings with the townsfolk. I swear it.”

“Says the man caught red-handed holding a stolen gemstone,” Chrissy growled, finally speaking up.

Brandt frowned and looked like he was about to retort angrily, when he shook his head and let out a sigh.

“What is the punishment for thieves in this town?”

“Sheriff Goodman would usually decide a punishment that fit the severity. We usually had a child stealing an apple, work in the store they stole from, doing chores and such. An adult might face a fine.”

“And a shopkeeper stealing a gemstone?”

Ben shook his head. “I… I don’t really know. But it’s severe enough to take it to the magistrate in Brisbane if you wish to have him formally charged.”

Calon spotted Brandt’s flinch when Ben said that. This was a situation the man knew was probably going to go very badly for him. Kuraby was a small town, but lots of trade came through. Enough that if he came into hardship for any reason, another trader would probably arrive and take over. And with a reputation as a thief, he would be helpless to stop it from happening.

“I’m willing to come to a deal.” Calon crossed his arms.

Brandt sighed. “Let me hear it then.”

“One silver, you take all the goods except the food. I keep the gem, then we take a little trip over to your store and pick up a few things to help outfit us for our travels. You do that, and the magistrate never hears from me about this, and I don’t tell anyone else about it either.”

“I suppose, in that I have no choice then,” Brandt shook his head, then held out the gem.

Calon reached out and Brandt dropped it into his palm. It was a decent sized gem. Slightly egg shaped, it was uncut, and he could comfortably close his fingers around it. He just wished he knew its actual worth. With a shrug, Calon tucked it into his coin pouch for later and smiled at the man.

“Lead on.”

With Evie, Suki, and Chrissy at his side, Calon followed behind the dejected store owner. Ben followed along, like he wanted to keep an eye on things.

“Oh, before I forget, your horse will be done in a couple of hours.”

“Thanks Ben,” Calon nodded at the man.

“Do you need me to hitch him back up when he’s done?”

“Ah,” Calon frowned. “Maybe wait for me, so I can get a proper lesson on it. Burt was going to show me and we got distracted after a goblin attack.”

“Goblins?” Ben sounded horrified.

“Goodman didn’t tell anyone?”

Ben shook his head. “No, nobody’s heard anything about goblins!”

“They attacked us. Three riding wolves while we came into town,” Calon told him.

“That… isn’t good,” Ben frowned while Brandt grumbled something that sounded like, “all gone to shit.”

“Can you put a job on the board?”

“Ah…” Ben frowned as they approached the shop. “Technically, anyone can put a job up. But if you put it up, you’re responsible for paying. So, the sheriff usually did something like that and…”

“Yeah,” Calon frowned. “That woman, Marge, can she?”

“Maybe?” Ben shrugged. “I’m sorry, I mostly just work on farms. I don’t know how things are supposed to run.”

“Fair enough. I think we’ll go talk to her after this then,” Calon nodded.

“Right, I’ll… I’ll go check your horse then.”

As Ben wandered off, Brandt opened the shop door and let the four of them inside. The shop was rather large and sure enough, there was a decent sized safe behind the counter. It was impossible to miss by anyone who stumbled in.

“So, let’s get this over with.” Brandt gestured to the room. “What are you after? I may be able to quicken this along.”

Calon decided not to point out it was his actions that led to this deal. So instead, he thought about what they needed. “A tent, large enough to fit all of us comfortably. Some food that will last on the road, something to cover the wagon and some clothing for each of us.”

“Is that it?” Brandt sighed, noting everything Calon said in a ledger by the front counter.

“One more thing,” Evie smiled. “If ever you come across something called a summoner stone. You hold on to it for us.”

Calon gaped at his stepsister when Brandt cleared his throat and narrowed his eyes. “Those are worth almost as much as the gemstone.”

“We’ll pay for it then,” Evie continued. “But I stand by what I said. You see one of those, you put it aside for us.”

Brandt sighed softly and nodded. “Fine, fine. I’ll supply everything you’ve asked and keep an eye out for the damn stone.”

“Thank you,” Evie smiled.

“There’s some clothing in the back corner,” he gestured before stepping around the counter towards the back room. “Please be reasonable, though.”

Calon watched the man leave before looking over at the clothing. There was a decent selection of items. Multiple sizes, and almost none of it was designed for looks. It was all rugged travel type clothing.

“Winter things,” Evie smiled, pulling out a thick, fur-lined jacket. “We should get a change of clothes each and something warm for the winter.”

“Look for boots and see if they have child sizes,” Calon thought out loud.

They piled things up as they found them. Calon and Evie pulled out an entire set of clothes each, while Chrissy found a few shirts. Then they added winter clothing to the mix with jackets, boots, and some gloves. Chrissy, despite her initial distaste, accepted a horse blanket for her lower half for when the weather was cold. But it was Suki that gave him the most trouble.

“What about this?” Calon asked, holding up a child’s shirt.

“No,” Suki frowned.

“We’ve gone through the whole row,” Calon sighed. “You need to pick something.”

“No, I don’t,” Suki shook her head. “I’m your pet. I don’t wear clothes.”

Calon opened his mouth to argue, but Evie cut him off. “We’ll get you something warm for winter, though.”

“What?” Calon frowned.

Evie shrugged. “She’s completely covered in fur, Calon. Stuffing her in a shirt and she’ll be boiling.”

“Her kind usually just wears a grass skirt, if anything at all,” Brandt said, cutting their conversation short.

Calon turned and regarded the man. He seemed to be doing some mathematics in his head at the pile of clothing they’d selected.

“I could wear a skirt,” Suki mumbled softly.

Calon glared for a moment before going back through to where he saw an old skirt. It was made for a child and was obviously second hand. But it would do. Adding it to the pile, Brandt smiled thinly.

“I have your items in the back. I’ll hold on to them here until you bring the wagon around.”

Calon nodded. “That’s fair. And out of curiosity, how much would all this have cost?”

Brandt grimaced, “The clothing, maybe fifty bronze. At least that again for the tent and the cover for the wagon. Call it a silver all up.”

“Cheaper than a trip to the magistrate’s, though, right?” Chrissy asked.

Brandt pursed his lips. “As you say. Travel expenses alone to get there would cost this much and they would likely not acquit me. After paying the fines the magistrate would place upon me, I would likely return to a competitor stealing my business.”

“So why’d you do it?” Calon asked.

“It seemed like easy money,” Brandt admitted. “The town has been struggling. Fewer merchants have been passing through and money was getting tight. That gem would have been a way out, come the worst.”

Calon nodded. He understood Brandt’s situation, even if he didn’t approve of his methods. The man was looking out for himself, and Calon couldn’t condemn him for that. With a nod, Calon sighed.

“Fifty bronze.”

“Excuse me?”

“That’s half a silver, isn’t it?”

Brandt narrowed his eyes. “Yes.”

Calon nodded. “You’re an asshole Brandt. But you were just trying to survive. So, the deal still stays as it is. But I only want fifty bronze for it, not the silver.”

Brandt had just paid him and stared until the four of them had left his shop. They strolled back to the wagon to wait for Ben.

“Why’d you give him an out?” Chrissy asked. “That asshole wouldn’t even let me inside his shop the first time.”

“He’s a money hungry prick and a racist, yeah,” Calon nodded. “And now he owes us.”

“So what?” Evie frowned.

“So, now we have a trustworthy merchant.”

“Pfft-trustworthy.”

“For profit,” Calon nodded. “He’ll do anything for a paycheck. So any loot we find, we bring it to him. He buys from us, he sells it to the merchants who come through town. Now the bandits are gone. That’ll be more frequent.”

“What about the goblins?” Suki asked.

Calon nodded. “We’ll have to take care of them soon. I think whatever bandits weren’t home are going to be the bigger problem short term, so we deal with that first.”

“This doesn’t explain why you did him a favour, though,” Evie frowned.

“Merchants travel. If all our loot goes to the one place, there’s a reason to stop and gossip. Sheriff Goodman was an asshole, but he was probably honest about how they don’t get adventurers down south very often. So, we set up shop, maybe even here in town, and build a reputation. Whatever loot we get we sell to Brandt, and he’ll probably start feeding us information. Anything out there bad enough to upset a merchant will hurt profits, and Brandt will probably tell us. Especially if he knows we’ll sell anything we find back to him.”

“Can I still hate him?” Chrissy asked.

Calon grinned. “Of course. I never said we’d be friends with the guy. He’s going to use us for goods, we’ll use him for information. A man like that is interested in greed. We line his pockets. He’ll be honest about it. Win-win.”

“I’m with Calon,” Suki held her hand up.

“Of course you are.” Chrissy rolled her eyes.

“I agree too,” Evie nodded.

“I fucking hate all of you,” Chrissy growled and turned away from them.

Calon watched her leave, when he felt Suki’s leash tug. Looking down, she was prying it from his hand when Evie nudged him from the side.

“What?” Calon asked, looking at them both.

“Go talk to her,” Evie hissed softly.

Calon looked down at Suki as she stepped away and gave him a smile. Rolling his eyes, he jogged to catch up with Chrissy’s retreating form.

She must have heard him because she slowed for a moment before continuing on her way as he caught up. Calon positioned himself beside her as she quickly made her way around to the treeline.

“Chri—”

“Shut up,” she hissed softly.

Calon closed his mouth and continued to follow as she moved into the trees. Her large form was surprisingly adept at moving quickly and rather silently through the forest. Calon could only keep up because he moved directly behind her. She pushed in for a while before an opening allowed her to pause and turn around. It was a small clearing between a clump of trees.

“What did he actually say to you?” Calon asked.

Chrissy rolled her eyes. “It wasn’t what he said. It was how he looked at me. Like I was… lesser.”

“Chri—”

“For fuck’s sake, Calon, can you not interrupt me?”

“Sorry,” Calon mumbled.

Chrissy sighed. “What the fuck is wrong with me?”

“Nothing,” Calon answered immediately.

She let out a groan and covered her face with her hands. “See, that’s what I’m talking about!”

Calon blinked and watched her pace for a few moments as he waited to see if she’d speak again. “Look, I’m real confused right now. So please, tell me what I can do to make it right?”

Chrissy froze, then turned to Calon. “Pants.”

“Pants?”

She rolled her eyes. “Take them off. Now.” Calon blinked, then watched as she unbuttoned her shirt. “NOW!”

Calon ignored his rising erection and pushed down his pants. His cock sprung free, and Chrissy eyed it for a moment.

“Would you believe I’ve never seen a real one before?”

Calon gulped as her shirt dropped off. It was all she had been wearing since they left Ches’s store. Nothing else they found could fit her unique structure, and Calon couldn’t help but take a peek at her breasts.

“Ummm, yes?”

Chrissy blinked. “Are you asking me, or answering me?”

“Yes, I can believe you’ve never seen a real one before. Evie told me you were together, so… I assumed.”

“Sit down Calon.”

He sat, and Chrissy moved closer. She squatted down on her feline front legs and stared at him. Her torso was about the same length as his. Ignoring her feline lower half, she was proportional to any human above the hips.

“Chrissy?”

“Calon, I’m going to fuck you. And if you try any machismo bullshit, I’m going to bite you, and then fuck you anyway. Got it?”

“Got it.”

Her lips crashed into his as he finished those words. Chrissy held her sharp teeth in check as she kissed him. Calon moaned into her mouth as her tongue danced over his teeth. She pressed forward, knocking Calon onto his back. Her hand took him by the cock and Calon felt the tip pressing into something wet and warm.

“Ready?” Chrissy asked.

Calon wondered if her question was more directed at herself than for him. But he nodded anyway. “Ready.”

Lowering herself, Calon watched the small flutters of her eyes as he slipped inside her. She let out a long gasp and Calon pulled her back into a kiss. Chrissy, being unable to lie on him like a human could, had to improvise. Standing on her rear legs, she balanced on her front paws and rocked back and forth. The sensation for Calon was almost like a slow twerk. Her pussy moved back and forth almost as much as it moved up and down. And it was doing wonders for Chrissy.

Each rock forward of her hips caused Calon’s cock to push into her depths. But as she rocked back, his cock would drag down the front wall of her pussy, grinding her g-spot. She trembled in pleasure as Calon watched her move. She was like a work of art. Her defined muscles shifted beneath her fur. He reached up and touched them, admiring the way she felt as she rode him.

“Fuck, Calon, is it always like this?”

“I don’t know,” Calon grinned. “I’ve never fucked a griffon before.”

“Not.” She shook her head and frowned. “Don’t be an asshole. I meant, is it always like this to fuck a guy?”

“Ah,” Calon frowned. “I… I don’t know how to answer that.”

Chrissy frowned and shook her head. “Shut up and let me fuck you, then.”

Calon closed his mouth, rather than argue the point that she was the one who started talking. But he quickly opened it again to gasp as she began to violently thrust herself up and down on his cock. Taking her hips in his hands, Chrissy let him steer as she impaled herself over and over again.

“I…” Chrissy twitched. “Calon, I…”

“Let it out,” Calon whispered. “Cum for me.”

Chrissy nodded her head and slammed her hips down as quickly as she could. Calon felt her pussy clench as she started to cum. But she lost her balance as her legs jerked and she pulled off, tumbling to the ground beside him.

“Oh fuck,” Chrissy whined as her legs kicked reflexively as she came. “Sorry!”

Calon, with his dick throbbing, looked at the way she held herself. Her pussy was still contracting from her orgasm, and he didn’t like the angle she was on. But… shifting around to her rear, Chrissy had a second pussy. This one was covered in drool. It was stuck in her fur, and Calon wasted no time. Getting to his knees behind her, he lined up his cock and pushed in.

“Calon!” Chrissy whined.

Chrissy rolled flat on her back. With her torso sticking out straight, she seemed extremely tall. And Calon realised she still had a human figure. Despite her feline attributes, her feline body still had the shoulders, hips and chest of a humanoid. Only her legs and paws really matched a cat. The only reason he hadn’t noticed before was his lack of closeness and her fur. She didn’t even have nipples like cats did, just the pair of breasts on her upper torso.

“Warn me next time!” Chrissy snapped, getting his attention.

He was about to apologise when he saw her reach down between her front legs. He stared at the two fingers that disappeared inside herself and started thrusting.

“Slow down, please?”

“Sorry,” Calon did as she asked. “Are you still sensitive?”

“You think?” Chrissy snarked. “I was a virgin there until a moment ago.”

Calon froze, “Oh.”

“Yeah, oh,” Chrissy snapped. “You’re lucky though. This feels fantastic and you deserve to finish.”

Calon took her thighs in his hands and rocked his hips. He made slow, but deep thrusts. Enjoying the sensation of her second pussy. Chrissy continued putting on a show, fingering herself in front of him. Her rear pussy seemed to clench each time her fingers went in and Calon was closing in on his own orgasm. He thought about wanting to kiss her for a moment and froze. If she was entirely human, where her front pussy was, it was at enough height for his mouth to reach.

Leaning over her, Calon ground his cock deep inside. Chrissy seemed to not be paying attention right until he pulled her hands out of herself.

“What the-FUCK!”

Calon slid his tongue into her. Calon groaned as her lower pussy throbbed over his cock. Chrissy grabbed him by the hair and ground his face into her crotch as he licked her enthusiastically. Laying on her back, she could twitch and writhe all she wanted without fear of falling over. And Calon was more than comfortable laying on her furred lower half. Shifting his mouth, he located her clit and closed his lips over it.

“Oh, shit!” Chrissy growled.

Burying himself inside her, Calon felt his cock pulse as he started to cum. Chrissy must have realised as she rocked her lower half up into him. But her movements became more erratic as Calon suckled on her clit. Treating it like a sensitive nipple, Chrissy yowled as she came from both ends at once, her mind going blank as she twitched on the ground. Finally spent, Calon slumped down and laid over Chrissy’s lower body. He could feel the rumbling in her chest as she purred her content, and he smiled.

“Calon?”

“Yeah, Chrissy?”

“Can we do this again sometime?”

It wasn’t the question; it was the tone in her voice that caught his attention. This wasn’t just about sex. She was worried that he’d think less of her. That maybe he hadn’t enjoyed it as much as she hoped. Calon just nuzzled his face into her fur for a moment, careful not to get her pussy juices all over him.

“As often as you want,” he murmured. “You were amazing.”

“Good.”


Epilogue




“It’s not so bad,” Evie smiled.

Chrissy shot her a glare before walking towards the ruined building. After packing their newest purchases into the wagon, they’d unpacked everything for Brandt and tried to figure out where exactly they should go. Without Sal’s tavern, they couldn’t stay in town, so they needed to find a spot to camp. Which led to the only place they could think of, nearby, that would be deserted.

“Well, let’s take a look inside, see how bad it is.” Calon nodded at the burned-out husk of a farmhouse.

“You can’t be serious!” Chrissy snapped.

Calon sighed, but didn’t respond as he climbed down from the wagon. The small thump behind him was followed by the small leash being stuffed into his hand. Calon glanced down at Suki, who gave him a sweet smile. Calon shook his head and adjusted the leash in his grip before setting off. Chrissy glared at him until he got close. Unperturbed by the griffon’s harsh expression, he cupped her chin and pressed a quick kiss to her lips as he passed. He ignored the sudden intake of air and the shocked sputter that escaped as he continued on.

“This really is bad, Master.”

Calon nodded as he stepped through what was the front door. The door had actually survived, despite being scorched. It had collapsed onto the floor and had a light covering of dirt that supported a few sprouting weeds.

“I don’t think anyone has lived this place in for months,” Calon glanced around. “I get the feeling the bandits probably didn’t set the fire. But it may have been a convenient excuse.”

“It might explain why they stopped using the forest path,” Evie called, stepping in behind them.

“How’s Chrissy?” Calon asked, not seeing the largest member of their group.

Evie sighed softly. “She’s mad, so she’s taking a walk.”

“Good, I doubt there’s anything out here she couldn’t handle,” Calon nodded. “This, on the other hand…”

Evie nodded as she stepped up beside him. They exchanged a look before heading in opposite directions. Calon gave Suki’s leash a small tug and moved to the far end, while Evie stepped into a partially collapsed room. Calon admired what looked like an old kitchen. It reminded him of a setup from a historical village he visited while at school. No modern plumbing, but it still had a sink and a stove. Though the metal plate for the stove was missing and the chimney was fairly rusted. This part of the house was the most badly burned and looked like it was the source of the fire originally, which made sense. The cupboards were visible, but they were mostly charcoal, and the floor squelched underfoot like a firm sponge.

Turning, Calon spotted a staircase that looked mostly solid, so he headed in that direction. Most of the upper floor was collapsed, but that didn’t mean there was nothing to find. As he reached the stairs, he spotted Evie coming out of the room on the far side, but she waved him off as she moved into the next. So Calon left her to do it as he tested the stairs. The fire blackened them, but they felt solid underfoot as he pressed his boot down.

With a satisfied grin, Calon climbed up the stairs, testing each one as he went. The roof in this section of the house was still intact, but there were signs of water damage on the walls. Heading up to the second floor, a burst of movement surprised Calon. A trio of birds shot out and raced into the sky, leaving a nest behind that contained a few eggs. They built it on a section of floor that jutted out over the hole. From this position, Calon could see that most of the second floor was likely a loft, but it still had an intact room on the far side.

Noting that for later, Calon turned and felt a small tug on the leash. “Suki?”

“I think I can get over there,” she pointed.

Calon frowned, “How?”

“Boost me up,” she pointed to a section of the collapsed wall. “I can climb up there, and get on the roof, then I can just jump across.”

Calon looked at the shape of the roof and the hole in the middle. He didn’t like it, but she wasn’t all that wrong, either. For a human, it would be a bit of a jump, but she wasn’t human anymore. And she’d already been climbing up and down trees quite successfully.

“Fine,” Calon sighed, “let me take that leash off.”

“Just the leash,” Suki gripped her collar.

Calon nodded and undid the metal clip to release the leash. “There, you ready?”

“Let’s go!”

Calon grinned and scooped the small woman into his arms. She gently turned and hauled herself up to perch on his shoulder. Calon moved to the wall and held steady while she gripped the edge and lifted herself up. It was odd watching her. She was humanoid, but flexible enough to move like an actual cat if she wanted to. Watching that furry tail flick around as she balanced before hopping up was adorable. Seeing the pouting labia between her legs as she squatted in position.

Calon sighed and closed his eyes for a moment. It was more important to watch her and keep her safe than ogle her. And the soft giggle he heard told him she knew what she was doing. Looking up again, Calon watched her climb up the broken sections of wall and onto the main roof support. The beam stuck out over the collapsed section and had broken in the middle from the flames when they were at their highest.

That was Suki’s target as she climbed up. It may have been possible to climb up from the other side, but they were here now. Evie stepped out of the room below and frowned, seeing the neko getting into position.

“If you fall, I’m going to do terrible things to you!”

Suki giggled, “Yes, Mistress!”

Evie snorted and rolled her eyes as Suki sprung forward. The gap was a couple of metres wide, and she made it without a problem. Landing on her forelimbs, she sprung forward and let her feet catch. Her tail waved for balance before she stood up with a triumphant grin.

“See!”

“Congrats,” Calon called with a clap of his hands. “Go check the room and come back already.”

“Yes, Master!”

Calon rolled his eyes as Evie giggled. The neko moved along the beam before getting to the section of floor still intact outside the room. Turning, she crouched down and slipped off the beam, holding onto it with her paws. Propping herself off the wall, she looked between her legs before dropping. Calon’s heart froze for a moment, but she landed in a squat and shot him a toothy grin. Calon smiled but shook his head as she stood and wandered into the room at the far end.

“Oh!”

Calon frowned as the neko darted back out of the room, clearly shocked by something. And with the distraction of whatever it was, she mis-stepped and tripped on a loose edge of the floor.

“EEEEK!”

“Suki!”

Calon shouted, as the neko tumbled head over heels. He was helpless to do anything as he watched her fall. Only for Evie’s wings to snap out as she flapped hard. Closing the distance quickly, she caught Suki on her chest and collapsed to the floor in a heap, sending up a plume of dust.

“What was that?” Chrissy shouted from outside.

Calon rushed down the stairs and across the floor towards them both. And he was relieved to see Evie sitting up, with Suki perched on her lap. But before he could arrive, Chrissy burst in, holding her spear ready as she whirled around, looking for a fight.

“Whoa!” Evie shouted. “Chrissy, we’re fine!”

“What happened?!”

“I fell,” Suki squeaked. “I fell and got scared. Evie caught me.”

The enraged griffon turned and looked around the room. Calon saw the beak and knew she’d activated her ability. Stepping closer, her eyes snapped to his and for the briefest moment, Calon felt like he was about to void himself. But she closed her eyes and turned away.

“Sorry.”

Calon sighed as he watched her beak retract, and he rushed over and grabbed her in a hug.

“Don’t you ever apologise for being you.”

Chrissy harrumphed but put an arm around him. A moment later, she shifted and Calon let go. Chrissy was still glaring, but she was in full control of herself again.

“See!” Suki snapped. Chrissy frowned at the small neko as she got up from Evie’s lap. “That was badass! Why the hell would you want to be anything like me?”

Chrissy frowned, then sighed and nodded softly. “I suppose one of us has to be the tough one, while the other gets to be a furry fuck-toy.”

“Not yet, I’m not,” Suki giggled.

“Not till I’m done with you, either,” Evie growled.

Suki shuddered, but she had a smile. “May I make a request, Mistress?”

“What kind of request?”

“I just… I want Master to be my first… Y’know.”

Evie’s haughty expression softened for a moment as she wrapped her arms and wings around the neko. “I’m just going to torment you a bit. Nothing permanent, I promise.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Why do you call her mistress, and not me?” Chrissy frowned, then she shook her head. “Actually never mind. I don’t want to know.”

She turned to leave, but Calon grabbed her by the wrist before she made it out. Turning, Calon smiled at her, making the terrifying griffon shuffle nervously.

“Thank you, Chrissy. I know we’ll always be safe, thanks to you.”

Chrissy blinked slowly before leaning down to kiss him. Calon smiled at the sensation of her lips. It was gentle, chaste, and lasted only a few moments. But it was on her terms, and that meant it was real. She blinked slowly, before turning and stepping out into the yard.

“I’m going to look around and see if anything is nearby. Maybe one of you should set up the tent. I don’t think we’ll be sleeping inside.”

“That's fair,” Calon agreed and turned to Evie and Suki. “We’ll need a fire and some food, too.”

“I can get some firewood,” Evie offered.

“I’m a decent cook,” Suki smiled. “I’m sure I can wrangle something up from our supplies.”

“Settled then,” Calon smiled. “Chrissy, keep an eye out for game. There might be something out here we can hunt for meat.”

“On it,” the griffon nodded and trotted out towards the treeline.

“And you, little miss,” Evie growled, catching Calon’s attention. “You are going to cook us a wonderful meal and then I’m going to give you what you deserve for scaring all of us with your little stunt! What was up there anyway?”

Suki’s facial fur stood on end, and she looked at the floor. “It… ummm… Stuff.”

“Stuff?”

Suki nodded. “There was a bench.”

“A bench?” Calon frowned.

“With shackles.”

Calon frowned. “You mean like a dungeon?”

Suki shook her head, then nodded and let out a little sigh. “It was wrapped in leather and blankets, and there was other stuff too. A big cross, lots of rope, some paddles.”

Calon’s eyes went wide as Evie started laughing.

“Typical. This is the place we end up with,” Calon sighed.

“We totally have to live here!” Evie shot back.

Calon shook his head. “We don’t even know who owns this land.”

“Then claim it!” Evie grinned. “The bandits were using it, and the quest said you could keep the loot.”

“Is it really that simple, though?” Calon frowned. “Am I going to get a little window that asks if I want to claim this land?”

Claim this land?

Y/N

“For fuck’s sake,” Calon sighed.

“Did it just⁠—”

“Yeah,” Calon nodded. “Yeah, it did.” He ignored the frantic giggling from the succubus and the neko as he read the notice and nodded. “Yes.”

Congratulations!

You have claimed the Turnside Farm!

Would you like to rename it? *

Y/N

*You can only rename your land once for free. Future changes will require perks.

You have (2) perks to spend!

“What should we name it?” Calon asked.

“Do you have to name it right now?” Suki asked.

“It might be nice to talk about it over dinner,” Evie offered.

“Sounds like a plan,” Calon nodded, dismissing the screen. “Let’s get tonight sorted, then.”

With the agreement of the two ladies, Calon led the way out to the wagon. The tent was rather large and heavy, so Evie helped hold one end while Calon climbed down to help lower it to the grass. Then, with a kiss on the lips and a head scritch for Suki, he sent them off for firewood while Calon got busy.

The tent wasn’t like modern ones where you stuck the poles together and slotted it into sheaths until it popped up. This was a pavilion style tent with a central wooden post and multiple layers. The post was the hardest part. Calon had to hammer it into the ground until it could stand upright on its own. It had a pointed top that fit into a leather ring sewn into a round section of thick canvas. That made up the roof section and had a dozen small lines that had to be pulled back and pegged down.

Then went in the horizontal braces. There were another dozen, one to match each line. It fit into a groove on the central post and a sewn pocket on the canvas roof. When Calon was finished, it looked similar to an old wooden umbrella, just much larger. The next part was the walls. It was a long strip of canvas that was hung from the top, using loops and wooden dowels. The dowel was attached to the wall piece, and by pushing it through the loops sewn into the edge of the roof, it would hang securely.

By the time Calon had the wall in place, Suki was tending to a cookfire, while Evie was off collecting more wood. She brought it back in bundles, placing it inside the ruined house where it would stay mostly dry. With a smile, Calon turned back to the wagon to grab the last piece of the tent. It was just a heavy tarp that would act as a floor. The thick grass made a good cushion, but unless they wanted to sleep on the grass itself, this was necessary. It didn’t attach to anything though, relying on stiff, curled edges to keep water out in case it rained. It was shaped like a circle, with a single cut from the outer edge to the centre, which made it easy to push around the central post.

“That looks good,” Evie called.

Calon turned and grinned as she handed him a bundle of blankets. She went back to the wagon as Calon set them inside. By the time he got back to the entrance, she had a second bundle, so Calon just accepted and continued until they had all their belongings inside.

As the sun got lower in the sky, the smell of stewed meat filled the air. Suki was humming softly as she added a few herbs to whatever it was she was cooking. She had borrowed a knife earlier to cut some potatoes and some other things. Calon wasn’t expecting a masterpiece, but his stomach rumbled as she stirred the pot that bubbled over the coals.

“Oh, thank fuck for that,” Chrissy sighed as she strolled into the campsite.

“Welcome back.” Evie got up and gave her a kiss.

Calon smiled, seeing the softness of the large woman. She was brash, abrasive and rude on the outside. But he and Evie knew better. Once alone, where she was safe and comfortable, she could be soft. And the murderous glare she shot his direction just added to his amusement. They both knew what he was thinking.

“Don’t.”

“I wasn’t going to say anything.” Calon shook his head.

“I don’t care, just don’t.”

“Fine,” Calon smiled. “Can I have a kiss, though?”

Chrissy’s eyes narrowed, but she stepped closer and lightly pecked his lips before whispering, “Fuck you.”

Calon snorted and stepped away, despite her grin. With her point made, Chrissy moved over to the fire and laid down on her side.

“How’d it go?” Evie asked, sitting beside her.

“There’s a fence that goes all the way around. It’s fallen down in a few spots, but it’s a smaller job than the house.”

“That’s a relief,” Calon nodded. “I claimed the land, and it’s handy to know where the boundary is.”

Chrissy nodded, seeming to just accept Calon’s claim. “There’s also a small dam. We’ll probably have to boil the water we pull from it, but it smells fresh enough.”

“Sounds like we hit the jackpot,” Calon smiled.

“Maybe,” Chrissy frowned. “There’re more than a few animal tracks that I didn’t recognise. Some were boots, others… I don’t know.”

“Animals are to be expected,” Evie smiled. “This is still basically the bush. As long as nothing comes close, it should be fine.”

“Agreed,” Calon nodded. “And Chrissy, I don’t think some random animal is going to want anything to do with you. And I doubt a bandit is dumb enough to want anything, either.”

Chrissy smirked and shook her head as Suki ladled the stew into some bowls. Calon collected his bowl and sat beside Evie, before patting the ground for Suki to sit beside him. Only, she didn’t bring a bowl.

“Where’s yours?” Calon asked.

Suki smiled. “I’m your pet. I didn’t know if I deserved a bowl.”

Calon rolled his eyes and gave her a nudge. But he put the thought aside for another time. The stew was rich and hearty. She’d perfectly cooked the vegetables and everything had a wonderful earthy flavour. The meat, from the stock of salted pork, was tender and, oh, so very good. It went down well and Calon ended up eating a second helping, alongside Chrissy, whose larger frame afforded her a larger appetite. When all was said and done, Calon heard the horse knicker and kicked himself for not remembering to look after him.

“I’ll be back. I gotta take care of the horse,” Calon put his bowl aside.

Getting up, he hurried over to the wagon, where the large animal gave him a reproachful glare. With a murmured apology, Calon set about unstrapping the beautiful blue roan. The big horse shook himself and Calon grinned, seeing his mane flicking about.

“You need a name,” Calon nodded to himself as he took the lead.

Turning, he walked with the horse to a thick patch of grass by a tree. Calon looped the lead over a branch and made his way back to the wagon for a longer piece of rope. He noted along the way, that all three of the ladies were missing. But Calon put that from his mind as he did what he needed to. The horse had given him no trouble, so despite being shown by Ben how to fix a hobble, Calon put the thought aside. Instead, he just made a long leash and tied it from the lead to a thick branch, giving the horse some room to move. After collecting a bucket with a sturdy base and filling it with water, Calon went back to the fire.

Seeing the bowls on the ground from their meal, Calon figured it was his turn for dishes. He thought they were probably off relieving themselves or something. Picking up the bowls, Calon took them back to the wagon and, with some fresh water and soap, he scrubbed them clean. Only, in the few minutes it took for him to do so, he still hadn’t seen or heard from the ladies. And while Evie and Chrissy may have moved off, Suki would have attached herself to him.

With a frown, Calon went over to the tent and stuck his head inside. The blankets and pillows had been set out neatly, but even in the growing darkness, he could tell they weren’t inside. Straightening, Calon took a deep breath to call out, when he heard a faint tapping sound coming from the ruined house. With a frown, Calon headed in that direction. As he approached, the tapping got louder, and louder until he figured out it was more like the sound of something slapping against skin. And he could also make out voices.

Smack!

“Nineteen, I’m sorry Mistress.”

Smack!

“Twenty, I’m sorry Mistress.”

Calon stuck his head into the house and froze. Chrissy held Suki from behind, under her knees. The neko was held aloft with her legs in almost a complete split while pinned with her arms behind her back against the larger woman’s chest. Evie was holding the end of her tail, swinging it around in a small loop with one hand. With the other, she was circling the neko’s clit with her thumb.

“Now, pet, what have you learned?”

“That I shouldn’t be so reckless.”

Evie raised her tail and removed her hand, before bringing it down with a sharp SMACK right over Suki’s glistening pussy. The neko shuddered and strained in the griffon’s arms, before mewling softly.

“Twenty-one, I’m sorry Mistress.”

“Better,” Evie chuckled. “Now that was part of the lesson. What else?”

Suki frowned and seemed to really think about her answer. Calon was completely gobsmacked by what he saw and stood by, watching with a dumb smile.

“I’m sorry, Mistress. I don’t know.”

Evie giggled. “The lesson was that I’m a succubus. And I know what makes you squirm.”

Sliding to her knees, Suki let out a squeak as Evie lapped at the smaller woman’s pussy. Calon watched the neko’s toes curl as she struggled in Chrissy’s grip. She rolled her head around before chancing a glance in Calon’s direction. Her eyes pinned him as she tried to get a grip on reality, when a single word escaped her lips.

“Master!”

Chrissy’s head snapped up towards him, while Evie turned her head. Though she still allowed her inhumanly long tongue to trace Suki’s labia.

“Keep holding her, Chrissy,” Evie ordered. “Calon, come here.”

Blinking, Calon continued staring at Suki as she panted in Chrissy’s arms. He saw the way she was staring at him and moved towards her. Evie smiled from her position on the floor and, as Calon came within range, she started untying the front of his pants.

He blinked as he felt the cool air on his cock and looked down as Evie engulfed it in her mouth. Bobbing a few times, Calon frowned when the full depth of the situation set in. Evie smiled as she popped free.

“Come on, time to fuck your toy.”

Calon looked up at Suki, who was staring at him with a look only matched by the way she struggled to escape Chrissy’s grip. Chrissy held perfectly still as Calon approached and Evie steered his cock towards her entrance. The feeling of her furry pussy on the head of his cock seemed to knock Calon back into full consciousness.

“Give her to me,” Calon ordered softly.

Suki mewled as Calon wrapped her in his arms and took her from Chrissy’s grip. Feeling behind, he found her wrists had been bound together with her own leash. She was completely helpless, and she was smiling so very widely.

“Please, Master?” She mewled softly. “I want it, please?”

Calon felt a small tug on the neko and noticed Evie trying to pull her down as he pressed his cock up into her virgin hole. Calon saw the look in neko’s eye and relaxed his grip slightly. The head of his cock felt like it was being crushed as it slipped inside her. But her expression twisted from shock, to pain, to deep satisfaction. Calon, concerned at the first two, came to an immediate halt.

“No, Master,” Suki whimpered. “You need to push it all in.”

“It’s hurting you,” Calon protested.

Suki just smiled and nodded. “It’s okay.”

“Suki…”

“Please?” she begged. “Just one thrust. Push me down on your cock. Make me stretch to fit you.”

Calon blinked and looked into her eyes. She was so earnest, but he couldn’t help wondering if this was what she wanted. Or what she thought he wanted.

“She wants it,” Evie mumbled.

Calon looked her in the eye, and Evie looked right back. She, of all people, could read this situation without a doubt.

“Distract her with that tongue of yours.”

Evie frowned, but Calon took Suki by the tail and lifted.

“Oh, that’s nasty,” Evie giggled.

But it was Suki’s eyes that suddenly widened that told Calon she had gotten the idea. Before Suki could say anything, Calon kissed the neko, hard. They trapped her with the head of Calon’s cock buried just inside her entrance, while Evie lapped at her ass.

“M-master,” Suki whimpered.

“It’s okay,” Calon smiled, rocking his hips slightly.

Suki gasped and trembled in his arms. Her legs, pinned to each side, stretched and retracted as she kicked uselessly in the air. Her mouth opened and her tongue hung out. Suki’s pussy pulsed, and it surprised Calon when her body forced his cock almost completely out of itself. But that was what he was waiting for. As her muscles relaxed between convulsions, Calon pulled her down. Her body was like a vice as it crushed him inside herself. Her eyes went wide as she opened her mouth to scream. But Calon muffled it with a kiss, pushing his tongue into her mouth. Instead, he felt her next orgasmic contraction as it pulsed down the length of his cock, pushing him halfway back out again.

Calon rode that wave for as long as he could. Each contraction of her pussy muscles would force his cock part way out of her body. And the moment they relaxed, he pushed her down, hard. She had tears rolling down her cheeks, but he knew she was enjoying the experience as she held onto him with her toe claws. All of this led up to Calon’s eventual end. Gripping her by the shoulders, Calon pulled down with all his might.

Forcing himself to the base inside her, he could tell there was literally no more room inside her. But that didn’t stop the pulse of cum as he fired into the back of her pussy. Instantly, she started cumming all over again. Even with Calon still kissing her, she screamed, but Calon was ready. As her pussy pulsed and tried to force him out, he crushed her to him and refused to budge. The muscular contraction instead milked his length as the beautiful neko writhed helplessly in his grip.

Each squirt of his cum forced out the last, and Evie shifted to lick Suki’s pussy to collect Calon’s sperm. But she didn’t swallow it. She knew what Suki wanted and collected it all in her mouth, right until he finally stopped pulsing inside her. Calon shuddered as Suki finally went limp in his arms. He saw the smile on her face and knew she was okay, especially as she was staring right at him as she did.

“Clean us up,” Calon ordered, before gently extracting his cock from the neko.

There was no hesitation before he felt Evie’s mouth close over him. She sucked gently for a few moments as she licked every inch of him. Then she pulled away and Suki squirmed in Calon’s arms as she received a similar treatment. She stood a few moments later and leaned over. Suki, without thinking, accepted the kiss before letting out a sudden purr of contentment.

Calon realised what they must be doing and shifted slightly to give them better access to their kiss. Which was the wrong move, as he stepped on a slightly different section of floor. Between the fire and the rain over the months, this section was particularly weak. And with almost no effort, his foot collapsed the board beneath and Calon fell over with a shout.

“You okay?” Evie laughed, holding onto Suki from when Calon released her.

Calon sighed and nodded. “Yeah, I’m good. Stupid floor needs replacing.”

“You’re telling me,” Chrissy sighed, offering her hand.

Calon took it and she tried to help him up. But the angle the wood was at had trapped his leg and dug in when he tried. Calling it to a stop, he looked at how to get free.

“I’m… kinda stuck,” he admitted.

“You suck. You know that, right?” Chrissy sighed.

Calon smiled at her as Evie unwrapped Suki from her bindings. The griffon bent over and pushed the wood down, away from Calon’s leg. But it was still catching on his boot, so with a grumble she got her paws into it. Gripping the soft wood, she heaved upward, tearing a sizeable chunk out of the floor.

“Thanks Chrissy.” Calon grinned and lifted his foot out, only to freeze in place.

Shifting to get onto his knees, Calon reached into the hole where a small open top wooden box had been hidden beneath. He reached into the box and lifted the small black stone.

“Oh shit,” Evie gasped. “Is that what I think it is?”

Calon stared at it for a moment until the pop-up appeared.

Class item available, would you like to activate?
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Chapter One




“Don’t,” Calon warned her.

Evie trembled as the pink of her eyes pulsed threateningly. “It’s hard.”

“I know,” Calon grinned as he ground his crotch against her clit.

They had only been at it a few minutes. Evie had her legs spread as she leaned back against a large tree. She held the front of her skirt up around her hips. Calon was between her legs, thrusting up into her drooling pussy. Calon had lucked out several times now. The first of which was by accidentally selecting the summoner class when he came to this world. The second, was just moments after the first, when he summoned his step-sister Evie as his first minion. Third, was when Evie fell naked atop him in a lake guarded by goblins, she not only wasn’t mad. But she was extremely receptive to the idea of sleeping together.

“Please?”

Calon shook his head. “You can’t control yourself.”

“But-”

“I’ve told you,” Calon kissed her gently. “If you want to practise that, we need to be at home. The last thing I need is a frantically horny succubus begging for my dick while people are trying to kill us.”

The last words were said in a soft hush as Evie whimpered against him. He actually regretted her denial. When Evie’s mana depleted, it happened automatically. She would switch to a more primal state of mind where she was desperate for her master’s sperm in order to replenish herself. By sheer luck, Calon had been in a position to dominate her during one of those episodes. So now, rather than the borderline psychotic, urge to mate, violently if necessary. She turned into a sex kitten, desperate to have her body used in any way Calon saw fit.

“Calon please?”

“No Evie,” Calon growled as he thrust up into her.

Truth be told, part of him wanted to tell her to just let go. If she went full Succubus on him, he could take her as hard as he wanted, in any way he wanted. Not that she denied him anything he could think of to begin with. But the memory of those beautiful, pink, glowing eyes as she literally begged him to ruin her, was one hell of a turn on.

“You almost finished there champ?”

Calon flinched.

“Fuck,” Evie cringed.

Calon turned his head and saw the three men standing back with bows raised. A fourth, the speaker, stood a little ahead of the other three. He had a hand axe hanging from a belt loop at his side.

“See, me ‘n the boys here. We was thinking that if you let us take her off your hands for a few hours. We might just let you ‘n her live.”

“You fucking arseholes!” Evie snapped. The four men blinked in shock as Calon withdrew his aching cock. “I was so close!”

“Evie-”

“No! I wanted to cum! That… You!” She snarled. “Fuck, I feel like I’ve been blue clammed!”

The four men shuffled in confusion as Calon tried to rein in his irate succubus. Most of their confusion lay in the fact, Evie currently didn’t look like a Succubus. She looked like the morose daughter in a family, famous for their love of all things black. That is if said character, wore a simple dress, borrowed from the wife of a nearby farmer for this exact mission.

“FIREBALL!”

The speaker’s eyes went wide, before the ball of liquid fire washed over his body. His screams rang out as the ball washed over him, spraying two of the three men behind him.

“It’s the summoner!” the remaining bowman shouted as he lifted his weapon to shoot.

The other two men were far more bothered by their burning clothing. Unlike their leader who was a walking inferno, the other two were yanking off their clothes to escape the heat. So neither of them spotted Chrissy or Suki. Suki, being the four foot tall, calico, Neko, who dropped from the branches above. She landed on one of the burning men with a feline snarl. He yelped, before crying out as she drove a small knife into the side of his neck. She leaped for the second man, who was picking up his bow, after throwing his smoldering shirt to the ground.

Her sudden appearance was enough for the unharmed archer to switch targets. He drew back and Calon’s eyes went wide as he underestimated the man’s ability. Having a class was still a novel concept to him. But people born in this world were used to the game-like mechanics. This man was likely some kind of archer class, which meant he would have some kind of bonus that would help his skill with the bow. Thankfully, what would likely have been a lethal shot at close range, turned into a pained scream, as Chrissy slammed into him from behind.

She had remained up high, circling the area as she watched the goings on below. Through the thick trees, she wasn’t an effective scout. But it was hard to miss the burning man, no matter how dense the foliage. Unfortunately for Suki, Chrissy was a moment too late. The Neko yowled as she spun from the impact of the arrow. It slammed into her chest, sending her to the ground with a scream.

Calon broke away from Evie as he ran towards her. Suki was mewling in pain, half curled in the leaves that covered the ground. When Calon reached her, he could see red foam in her nostrils. A clear sign it hit her lung.

“Oh shit, Suki,” Calon crooned as he laid her flat.

“Hurts,” Suki whimpered.

“Chrissy!” Calon shouted.

“Coming!” she called, before the sound of a breaking bone cut through the air, followed by a man’s scream.

The Griffon rushed over, before gasping as she saw the state Suki was in. Evie was a moment behind as they crowded around the dying Neko.

“Suki, tell me what you want me to do, please?”

“Hurt,” Suki whimpered. “Make. It. Stop?”

Calon frowned as he quickly weighed his options.
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Other Quest:

None

He could kill her. It would be quick. Take out his hammer, bash her across the skull. She was small, it wouldn’t be hard and it would be extremely quick. Then he could revive her and heal her. But he also knew that once revived, she would have a crippled status ailment. If that just meant she couldn’t move, then fine. But there was no guarantee she wouldn’t just wake up in as much pain as she was currently.

“Evie, take her legs. I have her arms.”

“Master?” Suki whimpered as Calon lifted her wrists over her head.

The action must have been painful as she cried out when Calon did so. But he didn’t have time to argue. He looked at Chrissy and saw the worried stare. “Pull it out.”

“Aren’t you supposed to leave stab wounds-”

“NOW CHRISSY!” Calon snapped.

She flinched, before Suki started to struggle weakly. With a snarl of her own, Chrissy took the shaft and yanked it free. Suki’s eyes went wide as she silently screamed. Calon slapped his hand onto the bleeding wound and snarled a single word.

“HEAL!”

Suki shuddered and closed her eyes as she felt Calon’s power pulse through her. The horrible wet and wheezing sound slowed as the light from his ability ended.

“Heal,” Calon growled again.

Suki looked up at her master. The pain was fading into the background. She could feel her flesh knit and her breathing came easier than before. She watched the strain on his features as he drained his mana. The concern, and worry eased the pain more than his healing skill. As the light faded, she took a deep breath, and Calon repeated a final time.

“Heal.”
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Calon sighed as the town came into view. The four heads he carried were rather heavy. You hear ‘heavy as a bowling ball’ but you never expect that to be a thing you’d ever experience. And now, having four of them trussed over your shoulder as you walk back to town. Calon found himself thankful when he set the bag down beside the front door to the sheriff’s office.

Looking back, he could see Suki staring at him from atop Chrissy. The Griffon, despite her abrasive personality, had quietly accepted the role of mount for the injured Neko. The wound was closed, and no longer bled. But it would take more than that to fully heal the damage. The arrowhead had done a lot of damage on its way out.

“Come on,” Evie patted his arm. “Get this done, then we can go home.”

“It’ll be nice to see the progress,” Calon nodded.

Leaving the bag where it was, Calon pushed the door open and stepped into the building. Marge was inside, with Ben sitting across from her. The two of them looked shocked to see him, but that wasn’t unexpected. He was dirty, bloody and suffering mana exhaustion. The walk back had taken a little over an hour, and the moment he had the mana, he had cast heal again on Suki. She tried to talk him out of it, but Calon wouldn’t hear it.

“Four heads,” Calon sighed.

Quest Complete!

Stop the bandit attacks South of Kuraby - 5 bronze per head. Any and all looted goods.

(4 x 5 Bronze).

“Great,” Marge smiled thinly.

Calon knew she didn’t like dealing with the heads. However, she was a practical woman. Like him, she viewed it as a necessary evil. Calon didn’t much like cutting them off, but they both understood that it needed to happen. These men were part of a racketeering enterprise. Under Sheriff Goodman, the bandits raided and stole. He’d been the mastermind behind it. The only good thing the Sheriff had done was ensure nothing more than a few cracked skulls occurred. Since Goodman’s death, that all changed.

The attacks got worse. Without Goodman to keep the bandits in check, lawlessness grew. The area around the town became more violent, there was more murder. Women were… far worse treated. In the end, Ben made his way out to the farm Calon had claimed and asked him personally to check the job board. It was estimated that there were anywhere up to another dozen bandits roaming about the forest. Calon had hoped that most would have decided to move on. But when the attacks ramped up, he felt it was necessary to finish the job he started. Which just meant that there may be more bandits out there.

“I’ve got it Marge. Get the money, I’ll just confirm it,” Ben told the woman.

Calon saw the relief wash over her immediately. Before he spotted their shared smile. If this were any other day, he’d have commented on it. But for now, he just wanted to get paid and go home. A quick check of his experience points showed there was no bonus experience for completing the mission. Just pay. He was sitting at 280exp since killing that fourth bandit. He may have been a little harsher when the man couldn’t answer their questions, but he’d hurt Suki and he was a deadman walking anyway. Calon needed just 220exp to hit level eight and get a third perk point. Which… Well, it was something he needed to discuss with the ladies, and soon. First though, they needed to get home.

Ben’s cursory check was literally just to peek into the bag. He had no real desire to examine the work Calon and his team had completed. It was soon after, with Ben’s assessment, that the group of four made their way over to their wagon. The blue roan Calon had claimed from the bandit camp was waiting as expected outside the partially rebuilt tavern. Goodman had much to pay for, and Calon was thankful that Marge along with the rest of the townsfolk agreed when Calon suggested they rebuild on Sal’s behalf.

Speaking of Sal, the grouchy tavern owner gave a curt nod to Calon as he helped Evie up onto the wagon, before returning for Suki. The nod was a far cry better than the cold indifference he paid the young man just days ago. He wouldn’t even look at Evie or the others unless he was forced.

Calon shook his head slowly as he turned his attention to Suki, who was sliding down Chrissy’s furry ass.

“Hey,” Calon grunted as he caught her under the rump.

“Calon,” Suki groaned.

“No, I told you to take it easy.”

“You’re treating me like I’m still injured,” the Neko complained.

“You might be!” Calon hissed. “That arrow was in your lung!”

Suki pouted, but stopped complaining as Calon held her in a princess carry. Chrissy rolled her eyes, but remained silent. It was practically part of her job description to be aloof and uncaring. But Calon and the others knew better, that she was far more emotional than most. The woman was a terror when she got mad and literally had an ability called ‘Rage.’

Evie reached down, much to Suki’s embarrassment, and the two of them lifted her up onto the wagon. Calon climbed up and took the reins as Evie settled down with Suki in her lap like a kitten.

Calon smiled at them both, before giving the reins a light flick. The roan set off and Calon steered it down a familiar road. It hadn’t been all that long since the confrontation with Goodman and the destruction of the bandit camp. The town wasn’t particularly welcoming for them when they arrived. But now, the few people they saw out on the road stepped out of their way with a series of smiles and words of thanks. And that included Brandt, who was sweeping dirt out the front door of his shop.

He was the one responsible for their recent mission parameters. A trader that passed through had come under attack. That trader, after reporting to the sheriff, had spilled some extra details to Brandt. When Calon accepted the quest, the dodgy merchant shared that information and exactly where the attack took place. Which just happened to be a rather delightful spot to fuck Evie against a tree. Perfect targets for even the most cautious bandits to take advantage of.

Unfortunately for Brandt and the town, the only survivor of the initial attack, had no useful information. They had split from the main group and only carried what they had on them. Which amounted to some dirty bedrolls, their clothing and their weapons on hand. All of which, other than the bedrolls, Calon had decided to keep. At the very least, the axe would be useful for wood, and the bows could be used to hunt or defend the wagon from a distance. So there was no loot to deliver to the man as they passed by, and he didn’t look like he had any more details to share, either.

As Calon drove the wagon out of town, he followed the worn tracks that showed the workmen had been down earlier in the day. It was the final thankyou from the town, and an excellent incentive to stick around. With the goblins in the South, the town of Kuraby was an isolated community. Made more so, when word got out about the death of the sheriff and his scheme. So a group of volunteers had offered to fix up the farmhouse for them to live on.

This late in the day though, it did not surprise Calon when he spotted them ahead, heading back towards town. Resources were stretched a little thin between building Calon’s home and the tavern. But Sal’s tavern was the quicker of the two to work on. Made of cut lumber, the materials took time to be delivered, but installation was rather quick and simple. Calon’s home, on the other hand, was a log house. Which took more effort to cut, trim and otherwise prepare the logs. But thankfully, required no specialised equipment.

And as the two groups passed by, Calon gave them a friendly greeting and thanks. The men in charge of the group noticed almost immediately that Calon wasn’t in the best mood, and left it at that as they moved on. Soon enough though, the farm came into view and Calon felt himself relax. Not that he actually could. With their mission, they had taken down their tent and other equipment. There was no saying how long the mission would have taken and Calon had brought it along to be prepared. It was only sheer luck that the ambush worked as quickly as it did.

“They’re getting it done pretty quickly,” Evie noted.

Calon smiled and agreed. Most of the structure had burned down, leaving sections of wall and a partial roof. They had torn most of it down, but in particular, part of the walls were in good enough condition to be reused for some parts. What they were looking at though, was a rectangular stack of logs. It had taken the first few days to pull down the ruined remains. But with the team of men, it was coming together rather quickly. Calon could see, even from here, the stack of logs already cut and shaped ready to go into position the following day.

Calon brought the wagon to a stop beside the patch of grass they had chosen for their original camp. With a sigh of content, Calon slipped to the ground and held his hands out for Suki, who pouted once more as they handled her delicately.

“I’m not broken,” she complained.

“Light duties. You can cook us dinner,” Calon told her.

Suki rolled her eyes. She was the best cook out of all of them and routinely sorted their meals.

“First though,” Calon set her on her feet, before placing his palm on her chest. “Heal.”

Suki whimpered as the warm light pushed into her flesh once more. It made her body tremble, like a deep massage and she couldn’t help but feel adored by his attention to her health. Even if she disagreed with him doing so.

With the latest heal dispensed, Calon sent Suki off to set up for dinner while Evie handed the equipment down to Chrissy, who shuttled it into position. Calon set about putting the horse in the paddock. It was one of the first things they set up. Using twine with various reeds tied into place at regular intervals, they set up an area to keep the horse. Unless something spooked them, the large animals were remarkably happy to be fenced in with what was essentially a ribbon.

Be that as it may. It meant getting the horse to stay put for the night was a simple endeavour. Leaving Calon to return to his loves. They hadn’t had a whole lot of practice with it yet. But They still worked well putting the tent up. Chrissy’s added height made her perfect for hammering the centre post. Evie set about putting the canvas into position, while Calon helped set up the kitchen area for Suki who was cutting vegetables and salted pork from their stock to go into a quick soup.

And soon enough, the camp was set, and the night was filled with the scent of slowly cooking meat and vegetables. Calon watched Suki as she served up three bowls. He frowned as she delivered one each to Chrissy and Evie, before returning with a single bowl towards Calon.

“Where’s yours?”

“Master…”

Calon frowned at the tone she used. “Suki, are you okay?”

She nodded slowly, before crawling into his lap. He held her close as she snuggled in and Calon felt a certain possessiveness come over him. He didn’t need to ask again what was wrong. Despite his ability to revive them. He had never actually had to do so. They had only ever collected a few cuts and bruises before. Suki having a lethal injury inflicted was well outside their realm of comfort. It was one thing from Calon’s perspective to feel hopeless as he desperately tried to heal her. Another entirely for Suki as she laid in agony on the ground, while she bled out into her own lungs.

So with Suki close, Calon scooped up a mouthful of soup. And after blowing it to cool, he offered it to the Neko in his lap. She took it without complaint and lapped gently at the spoon. It tickled a funny part inside Calon’s chest that she had so well embraced her cat-like heritage. Chrissy had done almost all she could to remain as human as possible. Calon held it against neither of them. They were their own people as far as he was concerned.

And Suki had made it obvious on more than one occasion that she wished to be treated as a pet. Or specifically in her case, a pet he got to fuck when he felt like it. One spoon after another, Calon fed himself, and his Neko, while she slowly began to relax and purr. That was emphasised when Calon got her to hold the bowl, so he could gently stroke her head. Her adorable ears flicked from side to side as she pushed into his hand like any old house cat would.

“Calon?”

Calon flinched as if caught and looked at Evie, who was standing beside Chrissy. “Yeah, sorry?”

“It’s nothing,” Evie smiled. “Chrissy and I were just going to go for a walk.”

Calon heard the way she intoned the word ‘walk’ and nodded slowly. “Right. I’ll just do some dishes then.”

“I have the dishes,” Suki complained.

Calon ignored her as he gently lifted her to her feet as he stood. “You can help then.”

“Yes, master,” Suki mumbled.

Evie and Chrissy drifted off into the paddock, in the direction of the lake. Which made sense. Calon would have liked to bathe as well. But first, he needed to make sure Suki was comfortable.

Sniff

Speaking of. Calon set his bowl down and turned to face her as she trembled. “Hey, now,” Calon soothed her.

Suki shook her head. “I’m okay.”

“You’re not,” Calon disagreed. “I can’t imagine how scary today was.”

Suki trembled and nodded slowly. “Mhm.”

Calon stroked her ears once more, before turning back to the pot of water warming over the coals. It, along with a handful of sand and some soap was the best way to scrub the dishes without access to modern equipment.

“Master? Calon?” Calon froze, before meeting Suki’s eyes. It wasn’t often she used his name, which meant this was serious. “I… I need to…”

“Anything,” Calon promised her.

Suki nodded. “Fuck me.”

Calon frowned, “Excuse me?”

“Don’t let me think,” She shook her head. “Just pin me down and fuck me. However you want. Just use me.”

Calon looked at her for a moment, before nodding. He got up and took her hand. He would come back for the dishes later. Right now, he had a Neko to soothe. She walked softly beside him as Calon brought her towards the tent.

“This will have to be quick,” Calon smiled, before seating her down by the door.

Calon retrieved a washcloth from inside the tent with their bags, along with a waterskin. Suki eyed him for a moment, before he wet the rag and used it to wipe down her fur. Her expression quickly turned to one of pleasure and she even mewled softly as he washed between her legs. She was so distracted, she didn’t respond at all as he turned her around, until he had already began winding the leather cord of her leash around her wrists.

“Master?” Suki trembled.

Calon ignored her and picked her up. He carried her into their tent and set her down gently on her back with her arms pinned behind her. She watched as Calon stripped off his clothing, before pulling free the grass skirt she wore.

“No speaking unless you want me to stop,” Calon ordered softly.

Suki whimpered and nodded, so Calon got started. Taking her hips in hand, he hauled her crotch up, balancing her on her shoulders. Then he pushed his tongue into her tight, greedy hole.

“Oh fuck,” Suki whimpered.

“What was that?” Calon glared.

“Mew,” Suki whimpered pathetically.

Calon grinned and went back to his feast. With his arms around her waist, he pried her labia open with his fingers and lapped at her entrance, before switching to her clit. Suki trembled and flexed in her bonds, kicking softly in the air as she slowly went mad with pleasure.

He watched the way she spasmed and mewled, before pulling away. Suki, feeling her building orgasm, suddenly fall away, let out a pained yowl. Calon laughed as he set her ass back on the bedding. With cock in hand, he pressed it to her entrance and slowly started to push. Being built to take a feline cock, Suki was extremely tight, and Calon took his time stretching her. He knew she would prefer him to force her to accept him, but Calon had a different idea for now.

With a smile, he leaned down over her as she whimpered softly. “I know Suki,” Calon crooned as he rocked his hips. “You want me to shove this thing into you,” he smiled as she nodded rapidly. “But right now, I just want to watch you squirm, while I make love to you.”

Suki was torn, the dichotomy of gentle lovemaking and being bound with her hands behind her back was a stark contrast her mind was struggling with. The love she felt for her master doubled as he kissed her. And she desperately rocked her hips to encourage him to take her. But try as she might, Calon held her gently and rocked his hips at the pace he had before. Despite herself, she couldn’t help the waves of pleasure that exploded within. Her head craned back as she silently screamed.

Calon watched Suki trembling as she came around him. He neither sped up, nor stopped. He simply kept thrusting slowly and gently into her.

“That’s a good kitty,” Calon crooned. “Cum like the cock addicted slut you are.”

This time, she screamed.


Chapter Two




It had been a quiet few days since the last quest. Calon, Evie, Chrissy and Suki had settled into the farm life. Without having to pay for accommodation, they had set their funds aside to help set up the farm properly. While the men of Kuraby rebuilt their home, Evie was cleaning their bedding, and Suki helped the builders run ropes over tall frames. Which left Calon, with the help of Chrissy, to scour their new land.

It wasn’t so much that they were looking at anything in particular. More that, Calon wanted to see what was on the land that may be of use, spot trouble, and otherwise spend time with the borderline aggressive Griffon.

“We’re about twice the distance as the lake is,” Chrissy droned.

Calon nodded, as he glanced back. The land wasn’t quite flat. With the natural bumps and rises, he couldn’t see the lake. Nor could he see Evie as she scrubbed their bedding. It was still rather early. They had only enough time to finish breakfast and dress for the day, before the builders arrived. And now, as the sun rose over the treetops, Calon was admiring the land he had laid claim to.

“Shit.”

Calon frowned as he turned and saw Chrissy as she examined the ground. “What’s wrong?”

“These were the tracks I found the other day,” she pointed as Calon walked over to join her. “And these,” she adjusted her finger, “are fresh.”

Calon frowned as he looked at the tracks. They looked vaguely human. But… they weren’t. Whoever left these tracks didn’t wear shoes, had only four toes, and each toe had some kind of claw.

“Beastkin,” Calon frowned.

“Wonder if he’s an escaped slave or something,” Chrissy sighed.

“I don’t think they’re slaves,” Calon frowned.

Chrissy shook her head. “The way the leather worker low balls himself on price, tells me they’re little better off.”

Calon frowned and nodded. “Remind me I need to go see him when we hit town next.”

“Why?”

Calon shrugged. “I gotta think of something to buy. I figure as our reputation grows, and I promote his wears, we could use him exclusively as our leather worker. Maybe people will shop with him as well.”

“What, like some kind of reverse Robin Hood bullshit?”

Calon snorted and shrugged, “I dunno. He just seemed like a good dude.”

“You just hope he has a daughter,” Chrissy snorted. Calon didn’t respond immediately, and she turned her head to stare at him. “You’re such a dick.”

“You love my dick,” Calon joked.

Chrissy’s lips twitched for a moment, before she turned away. “Come on. I still need to show you the rest of the land.”

Calon nodded and hurried after the Griffon. She walked slowly, or at least, slowly for a quadruped. Calon had his work cut out for him to keep up, but she further slowed after a few minutes and let out a sigh.

“You always used to stare at me, back at home,” she mumbled.

“Sorry,” Calon shook his head. “Evie was right, I had a serious crush. But I hoped I wasn’t so obvious about it.”

“You don’t stare at me so much now though,” she noted.

Calon nodded, “I guess–”

“Was I right? Am I not all that attractive?” Calon stopped and Chrissy moved on for a few steps before turning to face him. “It’s okay,” she shrugged. “I get it. I’m not very human looking. But Evie still loves me, and–”

“Shut the fuck up,” Calon shook his head. “I thought we got over this?”

Chrissy glared, “We fucked! So what? That doesn’t mean–”

“Would you fucking stop it!” Calon snapped. He stormed up to her and grabbed her arm. Despite the Griffon towering over him, she let him pull her down to eye level in front of him. “Was this a mistake?”

“That’s what I’m trying to talk about,” She glared.

Calon shook his head. “Not that. You’re the tough one. The strong one. The one who feels like she needs to be in charge. If that’s not working for you, I’m happy to take over.”

“What do you mean?”

“Remember the day you sucked my dick? You came to ME. You put ME on the spot. Then when we had sex, that was YOUR idea. I’ve been holding back because I thought you wanted to make the first move.”

Chrissy blinked slowly, “Oh.”

“Oh,” Calon snorted.

He then squawked as Chrissy took him to the ground. She kissed him hard and Calon clung on as her tongue invaded his mouth. She wriggled for a few moments, before she pulled away from the kiss. Calon had just a brief moment to wonder what was about to happen, before her top flew off into the grass. The now, bare chested, Griffon crushed her petite breasts into Calon’s chest as she kissed him once more.

Her furred body was delicious and warm. Calon couldn’t help but think between her and Suki, he and Evie would be eternally warm in the coming winter. This part of the world wouldn’t see snow and the chances of frost were almost zero. But it didn’t mean it wouldn’t get cold enough to wear a few layers.

“Get your fucking pants off,” Chrissy growled.

Calon grinned as she crouched her top half over his crotch. With one hand, she lifted the front of the skirt she wore. It was more of a loincloth, cut into a better shape for her comfort. Calon paused, just long enough to make a mental note to ask for more options from the old fox. Maybe a leather defensive skirt like the Romans wore over Chrissy’s crotch. While in town it would cover her modesty, and hopefully be more comfortable when moving about. But when he noticed her glare, he untied the front of his pants before she ripped them from his body.

“Better,” she growled as she took his cock in her hands.

Like the rest of her, Chrissy’s fingers were slightly fluffy and very warm. In the cool air of the early morning, Calon groaned as she massaged his length. Firm squeezes, turned to gentle strokes. She angled him back towards herself and Calon frowned.

“You, don’t want any foreplay?”

Chrissy shook her head, before smiling. “No offence, because I actually loved what you did for me, and would love to have you do it again. But your sister gives way better head.”

“Ouch,” Calon frowned, even as his cock slowly speared into her. “And that’s step-sister.”

Chrissy shrugged as she wiggled her hips to slide down his cock. “Is what I call her, going to stop you from fucking her?”

“No?”

“Then shut up and give me a treat to feed our Succubus later,” she growled.

Calon slumped back in the grass as Chrissy rode him. Her quadrupedal body was a strange sensation. It was like she had two torsos of a petite but muscular woman. The first, was her main body. A lightly furred feminine body, with a tail extending out the back, and four feline limbs, rather than human limbs, attached to her shoulders and hips. Near the top, where her shoulder blades would go, sprouted a pair of large, birdlike wings that folded neatly onto her back where they were out of the way. When Calon ran his fingers over her, she felt like a woman in a fur suit. She even had a human-like pussy and ass between her rear legs.

What made her even more unique, was that where a head would normally stick out from between the shoulders of her main body. Was simply another pair of hips. They rotated upwards on a ninety-degree angle, transferred to a second torso. One with a human-like pair of arms and breasts. And like her lower torso, this one ALSO had a pussy. A pussy, she was using to milk his orgasm, as she rocked back and forth driving herself up and down on Calon’s cock.

“Tell me I’m pretty,” she groaned.

Calon blinked and cupped her chin as she leaned over him. “You’re beautiful,” he told her. “You’re still the woman I had a crush on back home. And I’m so glad I brought you here. And not just because Evie wanted me to. You’re part of our family and I care for you.”

Chrissy slowed as he talked. Before she let out a sniff. “Fucker,” she growled as she bounced her hips. “I didn’t need the sappy shit.”

Calon grinned as she rode him even harder. Her nipples stuck out from her fur, like a pair of pink dots, visible through the tan fur of her body. She drove herself down on him, whimpering as her body began to betray her.

“Chrissy, stop,” Calon pressed a hand to her chest. Chrissy froze, suddenly looking terrified, but Calon took her face in his hand once more and brought her into a kiss. “Get up, please?”

She didn’t respond as she slowly stood, letting Calon’s cock slip out of her. She winced slightly from its loss, but looked scared he was about to tell her bad news. Instead, Calon stood before her and pulled her into a kiss. She moaned as Calon took his cock and steered it into her front pussy once more. As he sank into her, she gasped into his mouth and wrapped a paw around the back of his leg.

From this position, Calon could hold her close, while she was in a more relaxed posture, and drive himself into her. Chrissy clung to him, as he pulled her into a kiss once more. He held her close, as he felt her pussy spasm over his cock. But Calon didn’t change his pace. He was rapidly approaching his end, even as Chrissy hissed and moaned into his mouth. Her claws dug into his shoulders and Calon throbbed inside her.

Driving his hips into hers, he felt his seed pump into her, as she trembled and came around him. There was no better feeling than to orgasm inside an already orgasming pussy. The maddening throbbing of her tunnel massaged his length, practically sucking his seed out of him. Until finally, both their legs collapsed, sending them crashing back to the ground, where Calon clung to the Griffon, who huffed and puffed. And he pretended like he didn’t notice the small sobs that broke through as she held him for dear life.
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“Evie and Suki are going to love this,” Calon grinned.

Chrissy gave him a small smile. She had been quiet since their shared time that morning. But she had also been rather affectionate as well. At least, far more than she had before. Though Calon didn’t know how she behaved around Evie. They had hardly been together at the same time to see how they interacted.

Calon had a brace of carrots clutched in his hand from a patch they had located as they travelled over his land. While the farm was in complete disrepair, the previous owners made wild gardens and planted them around the property. Most of which had gone to weed, but that didn’t make them less edible. The carrots for example, were going to be lovely along with the potatoes Calon had dug up earlier. Those vegetables, he carried over to Chrissy, who held still while he dropped them into the saddlebags she wore.

“Are these comfortable?” Calon asked as he gave the bags a prod.

“They’re not bad,” Chrissy shrugged. “I could use some more padding around my ass though.”

Calon tried not to stare. Despite the legs, tail and fur, it was most definitely a human shaped ass. One that he had been yelled at once before for touching. Though… that might not be the case from now on.

“We’ll see if the fox can take a look,” Calon nodded.

“I just seriously can’t believe nobody bothered to ask his name,” Chrissy sighed.

Calon nodded, feeling embarrassed. He felt a bit bad for that, and he promised himself he would fix that as soon as he returned to town next. But that was a later problem. For now, the day was getting on and they needed to get back to the camp. It was likely the builders had already returned to town for the night, which meant that Suki would be looking to start cooking their evening meal.

Calon and Chrissy, after their tryst, had explored the land in detail. While before, Chrissy had explored the perimeter, this time they checked the interior as well. Calon had paid attention to the sections of fence that needed repairs. It wasn’t the wooden posts and steel wire used by farmers in the modern era. But solid wooden posts and crossbeams. As such, many had rotted away, or been destroyed by termites. The rot just meant replacement. But Calon hoped that a certain night-time visitor may be able to help with the termites.

So, with their bounty of fresh vegetables to last a few days, the two of them returned. Other than the one set of fresh tracks, there was little else to say anyone or anything was nearby. Not that, that was any kind of guarantee.

The two walked side by side, with Chrissy giving Calon more than one look. Until Calon, with a sigh, took her hand. “What?”

“Nothing,” she smiled as she hung onto his and continued walking.

And just when Calon thought maybe she had turned a new leaf, the tent came into view. Suki was busy with a flint and a knife, trying to light a fire, while Evie was cutting some dried meat to go into the stew. The moment they came into view, Chrissy dropped Calon’s hand and took another step to the side. When Calon looked her way, she returned his look with a small glare.

“Whatever,” Calon snorted.

“I need to keep up appearances,” Chrissy hissed.

“How are you going to keep those up with Evie?”

“Obviously not with her,” Chrissy rolled her eyes.

Calon shook his head, making his amusement clear. Despite them settling their differences, there was definitely a strange rivalry between the two feline women in their group. Suki tried not to let anything get to her. But Calon had noticed she was a little extra on the petting and grooming when they relaxed together and Chrissy was with them. She was always one step from purring and batting his hands for a pat. But with the Griffon nearby, she had crawled into his lap and buried her face into the crook of his arm on more than one occasion.

Something that Chrissy had scoffed at. Usually before slipping away with Evie for a period of time. And while Calon had thought a few times about following them. Evie would usually return with a satisfied smile, that did nothing to prevent her demanding to have Calon fuck her already well prepared pussy.

“Here Evie,” Chrissy pulled the saddle bags open and withdrew the vegetables.

“Oh, awesome!” Evie smiled, before standing to kiss her lover.

Calon had no qualms about them continuing their relationship. They both kept him in the loop in their own way. Evie may love Chrissy, but she didn’t turn into the pink eye’d sex addict without Calon being involved. And Chrissy, well… After today, Calon was sure she was hiding her feelings from herself, let alone from the rest of them. It was only Suki, who yowled softly from the fire, and directed all her affection towards him.

“Look at you,” Calon chuckled as he headed her way.

“I did it! See!”

Calon watched as she fed small sticks into the flames. It wasn’t something that was a particularly big deal. They both knew she was capable of lighting a fire. But she would always preen in front of him, wanting affection and praise whenever she made even the smallest accomplishment. And by golly, Calon couldn’t see any reason not to praise her.

“Such a good girl,” Calon crooned as he rubbed her ears.

Suki purred frantically as she moved to rub against him. It made Calon laugh. It was such a strange dynamic. She had made it clear that all she wanted was to be praised and punished accordingly. The sex was optional as far as she was concerned. But Calon had no desire to leave her wanting. He loved that she could go from the affectionate lap animal, to a mewling fuck doll in a matter of moments. He still struggled with the more dominant behaviours she enjoyed. Her upbringing was one of strict adherence to specific rules. Punishment was something she was used to. But praise was like a drug. Even if that praise was to tell her how good she was for being his personal sperm depository.

“We found some vegetables today,” Calon told her as she preened under his attention. “Some nice carrots and some potatoes. There’s also a patch of pumpkin, but they’re dying back for the winter.”

“Mmmm,” Suki murmured. “What about leafy greens, lettuce, spinach and stuff?”

“Not sure,” Calon shook his head. “There’s lots of grass and weeds out there. I only saw those because I recognised the carrot plant and those potato bushes were in rows.”

“We should see if anyone can help with the land,” Evie said as she carried over a large pot filled with the contents of the evening’s stew.

“Look into it after winter,” Calon nodded. “There’s not going to be any time before then.”

“That’s fair,” Evie nodded. “Maybe Burt can help us?”

“Who’s Burt?” Suki asked.

“A friend,” Chrissy chimed in.

“He found Calon and I when we first came here,” Evie explained.

As the meal continued, they caught Suki up with the origins of how they all got here. Suki knew about the fire and Calon’s death. She also knew that Evie and Chrissy had officially started dating after they went public with their relationship after the funeral. Evie was pleased to know, even via the alternate reality grape vine, that her mother approved of Chrissy as a partner.

They spoke about the goblins, Calon being captured. How he accidentally became a summoner and brought Evie to the world. Suki tended to the stew, offering comments and asking few questions until they finally came all the way around to how she came to be brought into the world.

“So, this is all basically a massive fuck up then?” Suki giggled.

“Pretty much,” Chrissy ribbed Calon.

Calon shrugged and smiled around at all three of them. “Honestly, I’ve never been happier. This might be an accident, but I wouldn’t have changed a thing.”

The three ladies, Chrissy included froze for a moment. Calon had told Evie that he loved her. But he hadn’t made outright declarations of affection for the others, other than the small discussion he had already had with Chrissy. But him stating his affection for them out loud, in front of the whole group, set more than a few wet eyes into motion.

Bonus!

You have mastered your summons!*

*Any old summoner can command respect. It takes a true master to earn the devotion of his summons.

You have (5) perks to spend!

Calon blinked at the notification. The others must have realised something was up, because they stayed silent, noticing his blank stare. Calon licked his lips as he thought about that number.

“I just got a notification, giving me three more perk points,” Calon told them. “I think I got one from each of you.”

“That’s five now, isn’t it?” Evie asked.

“Yeah,” Calon nodded.

“Are you going to spend these ones?” Chrissy asked. “Or just hold on to them like the summoning stone?”

Calon frowned, “I… I don’t know who to summon. Not to mention… would they be a good fit? What if I brought someone here that hated you all?”

“You didn’t think much on that with Suki,” Chrissy pointed out.

“I was pretty certain she’d be cool with it,” Evie admitted.

“Honestly,” Suki giggled. “If I wake up tomorrow, and this is all a dream. The first thing I’m going to do, is find Calon, and suck his soul out through his dick, before going right back into this.”

“But you’d be human. What about your parents?”

“I love my parents,” Suki nodded. “But I’m not about to marry them. And I already know that you’d treat me how I want to be treated.”

“But he’s dead,” Chrissy pointed out.

Suki froze, before sighing.

“Thanks Chrissy,” Evie sighed.

Calon saw Chrissy wince. She hadn’t meant the question to be cruel. But that didn’t make it any less painful for Suki to think about. The Neko crawled into his lap and Calon stroked her ears.

“You okay?” He asked softly.

Suki nodded, “I’m okay, just…”

“Just?”

“Chrissy’s right,” She shrugged. “There’s a version of me out there, where I don’t get to be with you.”

“You’re a beautiful woman,” Evie stroked her back. “I’m sure some knight in shining armour would come along and sweep you off your feet.”

“That or my parents will force me to marry a boy they approve of,” she shrugged. “Sorry, I don’t mean to bring the mood down.”

“Sorry I brought it up,” Chrissy offered.

The Neko gave the Griffon a polite nod, before sighing. “Calon?”

“Mmm?”

“Can you feed me from your bowl tonight?”

“Sure,” Calon chuckled.

The Neko slipped free of his lap and checked the stew. It was mostly done, but she added a little more salt before she was entirely satisfied. She served up a bowl for Chrissy first, showing no hard feelings for their minor issue. Then a bowl for Evie, and finally a large helping for Calon, who took it with a smile before she crawled into his lap once more. Calon took the first mouthful, moaning in delight as the flavour exploded over his tongue.

“If this is what you can accomplish with dried meat, I can’t wait to get something fresh.”

“I can make all sorts of things,” Suki purred as Calon fed her the next mouthful.

Calon nodded along, before thinking about his perks. He tried once again, to access Evie and found he couldn’t see her skills at all. The same went for Suki. But when he thought about Chrissy, the results happened automatically.

Upgrade Rage?

Boost physical stats of Griffon during rage. Higher chance for cries to cause temporary fear status.

1 perk

Y/N

“Chrissy, I can upgrade your rage ability for a perk. Says it’ll boost your physical stats and buff your cries that cause fear.”

Chrissy frowned. “Is that it?”

“That’s all that came up,” Calon nodded.

“What about modifications?” Evie asked.

Calon blinked slowly, “I didn’t think of that.”

“Calon, if you fuck with me, I’ll kill you. I don’t give a fuck about the consequences,” Chrissy growled.

Calon held his hand up and placed the other on his heart. “I accidentally gave Evie a skill, and she told me off already. I swear, I’ll never make any changes to you without your permission.”

“You can change me, master,” Suki purred. “Whatever you want to do to me. You have my permission.”

Calon rolled his eyes. “I’ll still talk to you first,” he grumped.

Suki frowned, but under Calon’s glare, she relented and rubbed herself against him. She liked the idea of being owned. But the idea of him caring for her, was even better.

When Calon saw the look in her eyes, he turned his attention back to Chrissy. “Alright, modifications?” He paused to see if there would be a pop-up. “Griffon modifications?” Still nothing. “Seriously, you’ll accept some random input because I said ‘yeah’ at the wrong moment, but you won’t modify Chrissy?”

Modify Chrissy?

Modifications allow for specific changes to summons. Changing of species is not possible.

You have (2) options Royal Griffon: Royal Griffons stand apart from their common counterparts. Their golden fur makes them easy to identify. Royal Griffons are faster, more agile with greater flight capacity. *

*Further skills may unlock if you choose this option.

Feral Griffon: Feral Griffons stand apart from their common counterparts. Their black fur makes them easy to identify. Feral Griffons are stronger with longer limbs. This makes them poor fliers, but otherwise terrifying on the battlefield.**

**Further skills may unlock if you choose this option.

3 perks

Royal/Feral

“Chrissy, at the risk of accepting something by accident. Would you prefer to remain as you are, be golden and fly better, or be black and physically imposing.”

“Those sound like shit options,” Chrissy frowned.

“How expensive is it?” Evie asked.

“Three perks,” Calon answered. “It also says you might get extra skills if you make a choice.”

“That’ll leave us with two perks left,” Suki nodded. “It almost sounds like this was planned.”

Calon thought of the sarcastic way the windows popped up at random, and couldn’t help but wonder if that was the case. “Either way, I need a decision, or to cancel it. The golden one rhymes with ‘boil’ and would wear a crown. The black one is what you’d call a stray animal that attacks people.”

Evie gasped, “Royal?”

Calon stared for a moment. “I don’t know if nodding will… accept.”

He blinked in relief as the window didn’t respond to his words. That meant it truly lacked all context. It wasn’t asking him to accept. It was asking him to make a choice. Which made it easier to understand and plan in the future.

Chrissy chewed her lip for a moment. “Y’know, it can’t make this any worse. Make me a Royal.”

“Royal,” Calon said.

Accepted!

Modifying Griffon Chrissy Smith!

The trio blinked as Chrissy suddenly burst into light. She yelped in shock, but otherwise didn’t respond. The golden glow covered her. Calon could hear her gasps and Suki leapt from his arms as he rushed to grab her. She felt his hands and gripped his arms, holding him still, as her wings burst out of her back. They were large before. But they appeared monstrous now as they beat gently, sending a plume of dirt over the fire.

And as the glow faded, they all got a look at Chrissy as the fire crackled under the fresh layer of debris. She was still the Chrissy they all recognised. But now, her upper torso lacked the fur she had before. Pale, human-like skin covered her all the way to her human face. The sclera of her eyes now shone gold, to match the long, plumage that ran out of her golden hair, and down her back.

“Her wings are white,” Suki nodded.

Calon took note as Chrissy extended them once more.

Bonus!

Modify a summon!*

*Successfully modify a summon into a greater form.

You have (3) perks to spend!

New Skill Unlocked!

Mana:

Pool of mana allows casters to perform magic

1 perk

Y/N

Aura:

Push your aura into the area. Lesser beings will flee your might.

1 perk

Y/N


Chapter Three




Calon smiled as the storefront came into view. With the construction going on at home, the farm in shambles and no skills to help with either, Calon had taken a trip into town. As always, with him was Suki, curled up on the seat beside him. She rarely let him go anywhere without her. At first, Calon had thought that was a personality thing. That she didn’t like being away from him. But after breaching the subject with Evie one evening, he discovered it was intentional.

Despite her small stature. She was rather ferocious. Her ability to go from curled up on the seat, to a man’s neck in the blink of an eye was part of her charm. Doing so, while looking utterly adorable just made her even more dangerous. And sure, bringing Chrissy along for the ride could work too. But that was a more obvious provocation. Besides, with her new physique, Chrissy had opted to hang back with Evie so she could work on her flying. The initial results were promising, as Calon watched her swoop overhead as he steered the wagon out the front gate.

But here, in the middle of town, Calon pulled the wagon to a stop. The blue roan that hauled them all this way was happy enough to stand. But Calon tied him up to be safe. He quite liked the horse and didn’t want to risk some random passer-by taking off with him. The locals, for the most part, could be trusted. But there were the occasional visitors and travellers.

With the horse secured, Calon took Suki’s leash and led her through the front door of the foxes shop. Inside, he was speaking to a man who looked rather out of place.

“I need it done now, fox,” the man grunted.

“I’m sorry,” the fox shook his head. “I don’t have that quality of leather here.”

Calon could see a sword laid out on the front counter. The way he held himself told Calon the guy was probably someone he didn’t want to mess with. Perhaps this was another adventurer passing through?

“What good are you that you can’t fix a scabbard?” The man shook his head.

“I assure you, I CAN fix it,” the old fox corrected him. “My problem is materials. I have the skill and the tools.”

“You getting this?” The man turned and glanced back at Calon. “He thinks…” the man frowned, staring at the summons beside Calon. “Summoner?”

“I’m fine,” Calon nodded politely. “Finish your business first.”

“My business is done,” the man shrugged. “This waste of fur can’t help me. So what are you doing here? I heard most of you lot went north to deal with the rebels?”

“I wouldn’t know,” Calon shrugged. “I live local since I took care of a bandit problem.”

The man frowned, “Bandit problem?”

“They’re not a problem anymore,” Calon shrugged.

“How do we know you aren’t responsible for the bandits? You summoners were always a bit shifty. It wouldn’t be the first time.”

“And it wasn’t,” Calon nodded. “The guy in charge was a summoner.”

“It’s true,” the old fox commented, earning himself a glare from the swordsman.

“... Fair enough,” he nodded slowly. “I’ll get out of your hair then.”

Calon watched as he picked up his sword and a scabbard that looked like it had been used to block another sword. Perhaps the man had used it to deflect a blow before drawing it. In either case, it was rent open at the halfway point, and again closer to the hilt.

Calon and Suki stepped aside as the big man shoved his way out of the store, leaving them alone with the old fox. He at least appeared happy to see them.

“Welcome,” the fox smiled.

“I’m sorry, I should have asked this before. What should I call you?”

The fox blinked and smiled even wider, “My friends call me Ufal.”

Calon grinned, “Thank you Ufal. You can call me Calon, this is Suki.” He gave the Neko’s ears a rub.

The fox smiled and made a small bow. “What can I do for you today, Calon?”

Calon gave a short explanation about what he was thinking. That led to a confused set of instructions. In the end, Calon brought Ufal over to the blue roan and described exactly what he needed. The trickiest part was explaining what he wanted for Chrissy's chest. Hardened layers of leather that would act as a form of breastplate mixed with a Roman defensive skirt that would be comfortable for Chrissy to use. On top of that, Calon asked what could be done for the padding on the saddlebags that Chrissy wore. As Ufal was the one who made them, he was happy to come up with a solution. But it was either bring them back and he could make the fit better, or to saddle her like a horse with the inclusion of a blanket for padding.

With business settled, Calon paid the old fox and stepped out of the shop, only to almost literally bump into the adventurer from earlier.

“There’s nothing on the job board,” he frowned.

Calon nodded, “Yeah, the only real thing on there when I arrived was the bandits, and I already took care of those.”

He sniffed, “I’ll be in touch if I need some help out this way then.”

Calon watched him stagger off toward Sal’s tavern. The old barkeep didn’t have the facilities he did. But with a tent and some rough furniture, he was still doing business. Unlike the farmhouse, the surviving wood from his tavern was still mostly usable. Water hadn’t rotted out beams and nothing had moved in that needed to be moved out again.

“Master?”

Calon glanced down at Suki, “What’s up?”

“I don’t think we can trust him.”

Calon smiled as he looked at the disappearing form of the adventurer as he stepped into Sal’s tent. “I got that impression. Hopefully, he moves on without too much trouble.”

“What if the sheriff wasn’t acting alone?”

Calon frowned. That was certainly a what if… He was effectively moving goods, while hiding it from the outside world. Brisbane would only know of the banditry in the south by second and third-hand accounts. On top of that, someone still moved on and sold the supplies with the caravans. But in none of the bandit camps, were there any signs that profits were coming back in any reasonable quantity. The sheriff could have been a current era Robin Hood if he wanted to be. Hell, some trumped-up charges and a rotation of bandits and he could have confiscated all the coin he needed to build this small town into something much bigger.

Instead, he was moving product off, and only had the single summon with him. Though… That didn’t mean he only had the one summon. Perhaps he had another, one stationed elsewhere. Calon shook his head. It was too much to think about for the time being. It was also completely out of his depth. Chances were there was a chest in the woods filled with coin, waiting for the good sheriff to dig it up and leave town in the night.

“Calon?”

Calon jumped as he came back to the present. He glanced over and saw Brandt standing in the doorway of his shop.

“Brandt,” Calon nodded as he brought Suki towards him.

The man was a sleazeball. All he thought about were his profits. The man had slipped a gemstone into his shirt pocket while inspecting a wagon full of loot they had taken from the bandits. Rather than have him dragged to Brisbane to face trial, Calon gave him an out. With the businessman now indebted to him, Calon had a reliable source of information that trickled in from passing traders. That information led him to the bandits they dealt with earlier. And by the looks of things, he had something fresh.

The shopkeeper held the door for Calon and Suki as they entered and the man stepped back, and gave them a cautious eye. “Nothing to sell from that last lot?”

“Not really,” Calon admitted. “They just had a few basic survival gear that we figured would be better to hold on to.”

Brandt looked at him for a moment before nodding. “Fair. I can’t assume any time something comes up, it’ll be profitable.”

“And when it is, you get your cut,” Calon assured the man. “Now, was there anything important?”

“Yes, actually,” he sighed. “A trader came in late last night. I was going to speak with Ben later, but I saw you first. Goblins attacked him last night.”

Calon grimaced and nodded. “Yeah, I’ve been thinking about them.”

“You knew?”

“You didn’t?”

Brandt frowned. “How would I know?”

“I told Goodman and Burt.”

Brandt sighed and shook his head. “Burt hasn’t come into town since you got back. So unless he told one of his workers, it’s likely it didn’t spread. Goodman… well we all know what happened there.”

“Would have been a convenient excuse. When things got worse, they’d have to start killing. Having goblins in the area would have provided a target to send any adventurers.”

Brandt sighed. “You’re smarter than you look.”

“Thanks?”

Brandt waved him off. “In any case. Goblins, they attacked a trader. He was stopping for the night when they pounced. If they’d waited for him to set up camp first, it’s likely he wouldn’t have made it.”

“Is he still in town?”

“How should I know?” Brandt shook his head.

Calon turned for the door without a comment. It was half because he expected little else from the disgruntled trader. And he didn’t think he could hide his grin when Suki hissed at him. The man was a coward. Brusque, rude, dishonourable, and a coward. But it made no sense to argue with a man like that. Instead, Calon made his way out into the morning light. The sound of a passing horse caught his attention. But it was just one of the farmers hauling stock into town. They gave a curt nod in Calon’s direction. It was well known what he had done for the town, not that everyone appreciated having a summoner nearby.

But Calon wasn’t interested in winning them all. He just needed to win enough that the naysayers didn’t do anything stupid. And that, he had achieved quite easily since outing the corrupt sheriff that held the town hostage. After checking the horse, Calon made his way through town. The obvious spot to check, was Sal’s tent. Despite no longer having rooms to stay, it was still the local watering hole, and Calon figured that was as good a place as any to start.

And if the arrow pelted wagon parked in front of Sal’s burned out tavern wasn’t what they were looking for, Calon would eat his shirt. He brought Suki along and they checked the wagon first. Small arrows covered it. Several had been broken off, but most remained. There were several around the front and sides, and a lot more on the rear.

“They were waiting in ambush,” Suki frowned as she examined the wagon.

It wasn’t the open top wagon like Calon had. This was a fully enclosed wagon, designed to hold more delicate materials. It was also likely the only reason the driver managed to escape. Either side of where he would have been sitting, was a wall, with only the very front left open to access the reins. But with their examinations, it was obvious he took some injuries, as did the horse.

Calon approached the large beast as it shuffled nervously. It had a bandage around a leg, and another at the base of its neck. There were dozens of minor scratches.

“Is it just me, or did they not think to shoot the horse?”

“No, they shot her plenty,” A rough voice called. Calon turned as Suki shifted to press into his side. He was a skinny man, with a weathered complexion. He had a bandage around his chest and another on his hand. “Was a cool night, so I had a thick blanket on her. The couple hits she took got through the seams. Who are you?”

“Someone looking to help,” Calon smiled. “I took care of a bandit problem recently. I was thinking of helping with the goblins too. Just wanted to see the damage and get an idea of what I was looking at.”

The man relaxed slightly. “Yeah… They were waiting when we pulled in. If I stopped and got off, I likely wouldn’t be here. One of them shot as soon as I started pulling up.” He reached up and tapped a broken arrow shaft embedded in the wood beside where his head would have been. “First one must have made a mistake, the rest of them screamed and then arrows came from everywhere. I flicked the reins and got out of there as quickly as possible.”

“Any wolves?”

“Aye, three or four. I couldn’t see all that well in the dark. They tried snapping at the horse, but she kicked one of them and they backed off as I got closer to town.”

“Sounds like they haven’t ventured this far north then,” Calon nodded. He thought of the attack with Burt. They struck the road while they passed. But attacking a moving target would be harder than laying an ambush for someone coming to a stop. That meant they were escalating.

“Sounds like you had a run in with them already?” The man frowned.

“I did,” Calon nodded. “A while ago, they took me by surprise and I got lucky on my escape.”

He nodded slowly. “Aye… I know that feeling.”

“So, where abouts did this happen?”

The man spoke, talking about the area they ambushed him. Calon frowned as he described the spot and quickly realised it was the place he, Chrissy and Evie all stayed that last night with Burt. The place where Chrissy had scared off something in the dark that was watching them. Was it possible that after killing the goblins, they followed the wagon back to the rest area? Was this all their fault for not dealing with it sooner?

Calon sighed and shook his head. “Great.”

With his questions answered, Calon made his way to the sheriff’s office. Marge was writing something when they stepped inside and she gave them a polite smile as they entered.

“Welcome back, what can I help with?”

“The goblins in the south,” Calon started. “Can you write up a job for that?”

“I can,” she frowned. “But I’m not sure I can afford to pay you for it.”

Calon frowned. He wasn’t opposed to doing a favour. But the goodwill of the town would only extend so far. He had labourers to build his home, but he expected to pay someone to work his fields. That, food and the other supplies they would need. Feeding the horse was easy enough, but what about hoof trimming and shoes? What if they need to repair the wagon?

“Maybe we should take a trip down to Beenleigh then,” Calon frowned. “See if they have anything.”

“Seriously, Beenleigh?” Suki asked.

Marge stared at the Neko for a moment. She rarely spoke in public. Marge must have believed she was a literal pet or something.

“Yeah,” Calon chuckled. “Blew my mind as well.”

“Wow,” Suki shook her head, before noticing Marge’s surprised stare. “Meow,” she purred and started rubbing herself on Calon’s leg.

Calon barely suppressed his grin as she reverted back to her Neko tendencies. “Thanks Marge.”

She nodded slowly as Calon brought Suki back outside. Knowing Ufal, the leather would be done by morning, and it wasn’t likely they would be ready to leave straight away. So he brought Suki back to the wagon and helped her up onto the seat.

After untying the reins, he set himself down beside her. Calon gave them a light tap and made his way around to head back out to the farm. He took his time, knowing that it was the middle of the day. It wasn’t overly hot, but Calon still didn’t want to push the horse unnecessarily. Suki did her usual cat thing and curled up with her head and front paws on his lap. The small snores that escaped her as she slept made Calon’s heart swell. And when he lightly began to scratch her ears, she purred like mad as she snuggled even closer to him.

They remained like that for the rest of the trip home. Calon kept an eye on the road as they moved. The bandits they had taken down were proof more were out there. He kept it up until well after the gate came into view. He could see Chrissy flying around in the distance, while a handful of men hauled logs into position. Calon was impressed seeing the speed they were working. He had seen somewhere that a single man could build a log cabin in about eight months. This was a bit bigger than some old cabin. But with the team, the walls were already mostly in place and there was already the scaffolding for the roof to go on.

Calon waved at the men as they noticed his arrival. But he didn’t head over. Instead, Calon pulled up by the tent and gently woke Suki. She stretched for a moment, before wincing as her wound pulled. Which caught Calon’s attention.

“This sucks,” she complained softly.

“I can do some more healing later tonight if you like?”

“Mhm,” Suki nodded. “It would be really nice to be back to full strength again.” Calon was going to respond, but he stopped as Suki continued. “Then you could break me on that dick of yours.”

“Is that seriously all you think about?” Calon snorted.

“What?” She giggled. “I literally exist to serve you. If I’m not earning head-pats or killing your enemies, the least I could do is warm your cock.”

Calon frowned. “You know I don’t think about you like that, right?”

“And I told you that I DO think about myself like that. You rub my ears and it makes me so happy. All I want to do is earn your affection in any way I possibly can. Is it so hard to understand that maybe I like being your pet. And maybe I ALSO like it when you fuck me?”

“Still,” Calon frowned. “Don’t ever let me hurt you.” Calon saw the look in her eye as she opened her mouth to respond. “I don’t mean like that. I mean like seriously harm you. Sex is a mix of pain and pleasure for you, I get that. But don’t let me do something that causes enough harm that I need to heal you, okay?”

“If I ask really nice, will you please fuck me right now?”

Calon saw the look in her eye and knew she was serious. But he also knew that her injury wasn’t back to one-hundred percent. So he shook his head. “No, not until you can move without being in pain.”

“But–”

“That’s final,” Calon growled.

“Fuck,” Suki pouted.

“And no masturbating. If you’re going to brat, then I won’t let you satisfy yourself either.”

The men working on the house looked over as they heard the Neko’s scream. But when they saw the pouting Neko getting head-pats, they went back to work with a few chuckles.

Calon, with a still grumpy, but purring Suki, went on to meet up with Chrissy and Evie. Chrissy was still doing loops in the air, and had passed over them as they approached. Evie was waiting by the lake, with a small makeshift line set up to dry the washing she had completed while they were away.

“Welcome back!” Evie shouted as the pair approached.

“It’s good to be back,” Calon grinned. “How’s she doing?”

“Really well,” Evie beamed in pride. “She lands every now and then. I stopped her to take a water break a few times, and then off she goes once more.”

Calon watched as Chrissy performed a series of dives. It looked like she was practising her ability to spear something from the air. Though she wasn’t armed while doing it. Her wings were massive as she swooped around, giving Calon a good look at what was between her legs. He decided immediately that he made the right call visiting Ufal. And it was only a short time later, that Chrissy circled back and came in for a landing. She seemed far more sure of herself as she beat her wings to slow her decent, before dropping to the grass with a soft thud.

“Calon!” She grinned. “I think I’m getting the hang of this!”

“It looks like it,” Calon agreed. “What were you doing out there at the end?”

“I…” Chrissy blushed slightly, which Calon could see now she had human skin once more. “I imagined diving on those bandits and stabbing them as I went over.”

Calon grinned. “I like it. But if you’re going to try it, I think we should get you more spears.”

“Why?”

“Think about it,” Calon frowned. “If you don’t let go of the spear, you’re diving at the ground and suddenly weigh twice as much.”

“Oh…”

Calon gave her a smile. “The other alternative, is you dive onto them. Full on, crash into them, stab them and take off again.”

“Or you could practise with a bow,” Evie suggested.

“That’d be so cool,” Suki giggled while making bow and arrow shooting motions.

“Fuck, does she have to be so fucking adorable all the fucking time?” Chrissy sighed.

“Sorry,” Suki stopped.

“No.. I… Fuck that’s not what I meant. Calon, I told you I wasn’t good with this kind of thing.”

Calon nodded slowly, “Like, literally the same thing we discussed yesterday?”

“You want to fuck Suki?” Evie gasped.

The four of them froze as they turned their attention to Chrissy, who was blushing furiously. “I fucking hate you all, you know that?”

“I’m not against the idea,” Suki mumbled softly. “But master won’t let me have any fun until I’m healed.”

“I didn’t say that,” Calon frowned. “I said I would not fuck you the way YOU like it until you were healed.”

“You still said I couldn’t touch myself,” Suki pouted cutely.

“Seriously, Calon?” Evie frowned.

Calon rolled his eyes as he stared up into the sky. “She was bratting, so I told her she wasn’t allowed, sue me.”

“Bratting, huh?” Evie glared at the Neko.

As Suki shuffled nervously, Evie pounced. She was on the Neko in a flash. Calon thought about stopping her. At least until he realised Suki wasn’t really struggling, and Evie was being rather gentle in the thick grass.

“Chrissy, I have her legs if you want some,” Evie grunted as she pinned the Neko down. “If she’s going to brat, I’m going to help her cum until she can’t walk straight.”

“Oh, please?” Suki begged.

“What’s that?” Chrissy asked.

Her question was enough to break the lust that had taken over the group for a moment. Calon moved around as Suki lightly struggled, but it was Evie that gasped as she lifted Suki’s grass skirt. “Is that a butt plug?”

Sure enough, as Calon stepped around, he could see it. A small polished disk attached to something buried inside the Neko’s ass.

“Suki?”

“Yes, it’s a butt plug,” she pouted.

“Why are you wearing a butt plug?” Evie asked.

“He fucks your ass, he should get to fuck mine as well,” Suki pouted.

“Fucking cat,” Chrissy laughed.

“Hey, ah. Calon, we’ve had a minor injury, could you take a look?”

Calon spun and spotted one of the men who was working on the house. He was huffing like he had ran the whole way.

“Yeah, coming.”
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Calon was having an outstanding dream. The silky glide of a pussy, moving up and down over his cock. The mewls of a woman in pleasure. It felt so real, but he couldn’t quite put a face to the feeling. He concentrated, and Chrissy sprung to mind. But this wasn’t Chrissy’s body. At least, it wasn’t her body now. The next image that popped into his head was Evie, but despite the glorious sensation sliding over his cock, the sounds coming from his lover’s mouth, didn’t match. Which left Suki. Suki, the Neko who wanted to try anal. He imagined that would take some effort. Lubrication of some kind at the very least. But… This wasn’t Suki either.

The form currently riding him, was lithe, flexible and… Not at all the small Neko. More like… Clarissa Walker, the head of the cheerleader squad back home.

Confirmed!

Summoning Slime Clarissa Walker!

The sudden burst of light made whoever was riding Calon’s cock shriek. He opened his eyes as a dark mist fled from the tent. The three sleeping women around him sat up in surprise as an oval portal snapped into place. A figure began to emerge and Calon watched in horror as… It fell out and landed on top of Suki, enveloping her entirely in a rapidly colour-changing blob.

The blob pulsed randomly as a voice screamed, “What the fuck!”

“Calon!” Evie shouted.

“Get it out!” The blob shrieked.

Calon pushed his hands into the blob as Suki struggled for air. As he did so, it solidified around his fingers, before a pillar of blob shot out and slammed into his chest, knocking him back.

“What are you doing to me!?” the blob shrieked. “What is happening? What is AHHHHHHHHH!?”

Chrissy’s head twisted into that of a golden feathered eagle as she let out an ear-splitting shriek. It had the intended effect as the blob froze in place. Calon dived into the now inert mass of flashing colours and took Suki by the shoulders. Pulling her free felt like pulling your foot out of thick mud, and the moment she could breathe, Suki started coughing.

“Calon?” Evie stared at the blob. “Calon who the fuck did you just summon?”

“Character sheet.”

Character Sheet

Name:

Clarissa Walker

Owner:

Calon Wilson

Race:

Slime

Level:

Mana:

0/0

Skills:

Shift - Can form basic humanoid or object shapes* *Higher levels can create more defined shapes

Modifications:

None

“It’s… ah…”

“Well?” Chrissy growled.

“Clarissa Walker.”

Evie sighed. “The cheerleader captain?”

“Ah,” Calon nodded. “Yeah.”

“Great,” Suki yowled. “Next time, can you warn me before trying to drown me? I’m into a bit of breathe play, but that was a bit much.”

The blob shuddered, and they turned their attention back to what was before them. “This is a dream, isn’t it? Like, I’m about to wake up. I’ll be at home, with my jammies on. I’ll have Mr. Bubbles, and my cat?”

As the blob dissolved into a quiet fit of sobs, Calon stared at the inhabitants of the tent, and wondered what he had just done.


Chapter Four




“So–”

“Shut the fuck up. Just… Just shut up.”

Calon nodded as Suki growled cutely from her spot beside him on the driver’s bench. Clarissa wasn’t taking this well. And after loading their equipment into the wagon, and convincing her to get in as well, the ride into town had been far from pleasant.

“What is this place?”

“I thought you wanted him to shut up?” Evie grunted from her spot across from the Slime.

“Well, fuck me! I’m sorry! One moment I’m in bed with Mr. Bubbles and my cat, the next I’m falling on some fucking cat slut in some fucking tent, in some fucking place–”

THUMP!

The horse knickered as the puff of dust from Chrissy’s sudden landing startled it.

“And then there’s that shit!” Clarissa wailed. “What the fuck is going ON?!”

Calon sighed as Chrissy let out a low, feline growl. “Kuraby.”

“Kuraby?” Clarissa turned. Or at least she appeared to. Her body was rather fluid, and she had taken the shape of a mostly formless blob. So the part of her that was the mouthpiece shifted a little more in his direction. “You mean, like…”

“The one and the same,” Calon nodded. “After this, we’re going to Beenleigh.”

“Seriously?”

Calon snorted at the dumbfounded tone of her voice. “Yes. And before you go back to telling everyone to shut up. Again, I am so very sorry I dragged you into this.”

“I… yeah. Just, the cat slut–”

“If you call her a slut one more time, I’m going to find out how many pieces I can tear you into!” Chrissy snarled. Clarissa’s blob-like form squashed down like she was hiding. Chrissy let out a huff and shook her head. “I get it y’know. He brought me here, like this. It took some getting used to.”

“You at least have a body,” Clarissa pointed out. “I’m just… a blob.”

“Slime,” Calon offered. “And your primary skill is shift. It should allow you to take different shapes. If we level you up, that will improve.”

“Wait, seriously?” Clarissa grunted. “I can just… make myself into a new shape?”

“You tell us?” Evie shook her head. “Does it look like any of us is partially fluid?”

“You’re kinda a bitch, you know that?”

Evie snorted, “You’re one to talk.”

“I was brought here against my will!”

“Ladies!” Calon snapped as the town came into view. “Clarissa. This is how it is from now on.”

“What about my cat?” Clarissa warbled.

“Is Evie and Chrissy still walking around where you are?”

“I mean… yeah? I think. You two aren’t really part of my crowd, y’know.”

“Well, we’ve been here a while now,” Evie pointed out. “The version of me that is here, is separate from the version of me walking around in the world I came from.”

“This still sounds so much like some fucking fantasy game.”

“It’s funny you say that,” Calon chuckled. “Because I can see pop-ups that give me quests and other things. They… take things a little too literally.”

“In what way?”

“In a, ‘I was having a sexy dream about a slime-girl,’ imagining it was you. And a class item I happened to be near, activated, bringing you to this world without my conscious effort.”

“Fucking, really?” Suki growled.

“Don’t you start,” Calon stroked her ears.

“Why were you imagining me?” Clarissa demanded. “Between the weird shit you’ve got going on with Evie, Chrissy and your little pet there, where did I come into it?”

Calon sighed as he remembered the evening. “I don’t think I was having sex with any of them. I think I was having sex with… Hannah.”

“Holy shit, really?” Evie gaped.

Calon nodded. “When I woke up, she vanished and there was fog, just like hers.”

“Who’s Hannah?” Clarissa asked. “I thought this was everyone?”

“It is,” Calon nodded. “Hannah is a… friend.”

“Calon, I know I’m not the smartest girl around. But even I can pick up that you’re hiding something from me.”

“She’s a Nightmare,” Evie informed her. “Like, literally. I’m a Succubus, Suki’s a Neko, Chrissy’s a Griffon, and Hannah is a Nightmare.”

“So… Why was she fucking Calon?”

“What I would give for that answer,” Calon sighed.

The conversation wound down as Calon pulled up in front of Ufal’s shop. “Clarissa, you wait here and practise changing shape or something. Evie, keep an eye on her. Chrissy, you come with me.”

“Who made you boss?” Clarissa argued.

“The system that allowed me to bring you here,” Calon shot back as he climbed down from the driver’s seat.

Suki followed behind him, but to Calon’s surprise, rather than follow into the store with him and Chrissy, she climbed up the wall to sit on the roof. She really was dedicated to protecting them all and Calon made a mental note to put a little extra healing into her as a reward. He smiled to himself and stepped through the doorway, holding it open for Chrissy who followed on behind.

“Calon! Good morning!” Ufal beamed as they stepped inside.

“Morning, Ufal. Have you got what I asked for.”

“I do,” He smiled, and then froze as he realised what it is he had made. “I… you will have to check if it fits.”

“What’s going on?” Chrissy asked.

“Ufal, can you give us a moment?”

“Yes, yes… I… Call when you need me.”

“Thank you,” Calon smiled at the flustered fox.

“Calon?” Chrissy prodded.

“This… might be uncomfortable, but… I got this for you.”

Chrissy looked over the layered leather straps and frowned, “Wait, is this? Did you get this for me?”

“Ah… yeah,” Calon smiled. “I hoped you’d be more comfortable if… If we could protect… you… better.”

With only a small blush, Chrissy lifted her top and pulled away the extra scrap of fabric she had tied around her waist. It did nothing to protect her modesty as she flew, but that was about to change. Calon hoisted the leather piece into place and Chrissy held it steady while Calon did up the straps to cover her chest first and then her lower half. Once satisfied, he tightened it so it wouldn’t move.

“How’s that feel?”

“I mean, it’s not silk,” Chrissy grinned. “But… And I mean this. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” Calon smiled.

“I’m also going to suck your dick later, maybe ride you for a bit.”

Calon blinked and let out a small laugh. “Sounds fun. Do we need to get you another for your back half?”

Chrissy opened her mouth, then frowned and closed it again. “No. I think I’m furry enough back there nobody can really see it. And my tail stays down most of the time.”

“Fair enough. I’m glad you like it.”

“I do,” Chrissy smiled.

“Ufal!”

There was the sound of thumping as the man put whatever he was carrying down, before he scampered back into the room. He glanced at Chrissy and smiled. “It… is comfortable?”

“Yes, Ufal,” Chrissy nodded. “Thank you.”

“You are welcome,” he grinned.

“While we’re here,” Calon gestured to Chrissy’s saddlebags. “What can you suggest for these?”

“Ah,” Ufal came around the bench. “Let me take some measurements.”

Ten minutes later, Chrissy and Calon stepped out into the sunlight once more. Ufal had taken the measurements he needed, before suggesting he remake them entirely. The setup she was wearing was made for a literal horse. Chrissy’s hips were far narrower than the bags were designed for. And while it would be quicker and easier to modify her existing ones, Ufal had talked them into creating a whole new set.

And from Calon’s appreciation for the bags mounted to the sides of the wagon that he had commissioned weeks ago, Calon wasn’t about to knock the man’s idea. They were well made and Calon was proud to have them on display.

To compensate for the time being, the man actually had a horse blanket he cut to the correct size for Chrissy to wear. She was shifting around, feeling the way it moved.

“Well, it’s still uncomfortable, but it’s not rubbing like it was.”

“That’s an improvement at least,” Calon nodded. “What do you use them for, anyway?”

“They’re good for a few things,” Chrissy shrugged. “I carry food and water since I eat so much. But I was also thinking I could carry rocks or maybe even some arrows.”

“That’s a good point,” Calon nodded as the two stepped outside. The blob that was Clarissa was now shaped more vertically than before, while Evie encouraged her with a smile. “C’mon. Let’s go see Brandt.”

“What do you want with him?” Chrissy asked as she followed along behind them.

Brandt wasn’t so surprised to see them when they entered. But he was definitely wary as Chrissy followed behind. A quick explanation later, and he and Chrissy were looking over a selection of bows.

“None of these are your classic war bows. But against unarmoured targets and a height advantage, you shouldn’t have too much of a problem anyway,” Brant motioned to the weapons.

Calon nodded as Chrissy took one down. She pulled it back, frowning as she did so. It looked like she was struggling a bit, and Calon had to wonder if she had the musculature to pull a war bow. Whatever poundage the weapon was, Brandt did not know, and neither did anyone else. They were here more for hunting than any other reason.

As Chrissy checked a few more and found them if anything, worse for her to draw, Calon felt about ready to give up. At least, until he spotted a stock poking out of the rack at the far end. Calon moved over and took hold of it.

“Is this for sale?” Calon asked.

Brandt stared in shock for a moment. “Apologies, Calon. I forgot I still had that.”

Calon looked at the man and saw open honesty, before turning the crossbow over in his hands. It was solid in construction, just a bit dusty from sitting around. The cord looked in good condition and Calon grinned as he handed it to Chrissy.

“It’s a latchet.”

“A latchet?” Chrissy frowned as she looked over it.

“That lever at the top,“ Calon pointed. “You pull that down to draw the string, put the bolt on top and squeeze the trigger to fire.”

“That…” Chrissy paused, before doing just that. She pulled the lever. It was a little awkward, but she managed it. “It’s tight. But… I mean, it’ll just stay like this, won’t it?”

“Indeed, it will,” Brandt smiled. “I also have some bolts to go with it.”

“Wonderful, how much?”

Brandt smiled. Money was the only way to get through to the man. And he was always happiest when he was receiving it, rather than giving it away.

A few minutes later, Calon was climbing onto the wagon once more. Suki had joined them as they made their way back and Chrissy was practicing loading and unloading the crossbow.

“Just don’t fire that thing in the town,” Calon warned.

“I’m not a fucking idiot,” Chrissy huffed, but she had a small smile to let him know she wasn’t actually upset.

Calon grinned and turned to look at Clarissa and Evie. Evie looked much the same, just… a little slimy in places. But Clarissa was… humanoid.

“Wow,” Calon smiled. “Look at you.”

“It’s hard,” she shuddered. “But I’m practicing. You said that levelling up will help?”

“Ah…” Calon nodded slowly. “Yes, did… did Evie tell you what we need to do for that?”

“Just, kill things right? I’m a Slime, I could just, y’know. Find something and shove it inside me. It’ll drown, won’t it?”

“Yeah, I didn’t get that far,” Evie admitted.

“What?” Clarissa shook her slimy, head-like appendage from side to side. “We don’t kill things?”

“We do,” Calon nodded. “But it’s me that gets the experience, not… not you.”

“Then… How do I level up?”

Calon sighed and explained the requirements. Clarissa was silent through the entire explanation, before letting her form slip back into that of a formless blob.

“Fuck all of you. I fucking hate you.”

Calon nodded and clicked the reins lightly to get moving. That was just about what he expected from her. Never in a million years would Calon have intentionally brought her here. Hell, he had been putting it off, purely because they didn’t know who would handle this kind of life. It was one thing being thrust back in time to live as some fantasy race. Another thing entirely, to be informed that to level up, they’d need to have sex with him. And not levelling up would potentially risk their very lives. It was a pretty fucked up situation, one that Calon was fully aware of now. And one he deeply regretted for the woman now fuming in the back of the wagon.

Right now though, was not the time to be thinking about such things. The goblin territory they were looking for was less than a day’s ride away. Burt’s farm might even be in danger now, Calon thought. And he decided at the very least, Burt needed a heads up. So that was the first stop as they trundled along.

Burt’s farm wasn’t too far outside of town. On foot it took far longer than with a horse and wagon. When it came into view, Calon smiled, seeing the various people moving about in the fields. It looked like Burt himself was sitting down by the house. When Calon steered the wagon through the front gate, the old man climbed to his feet as he came to meet them. If he hadn’t recognised them before, it would have been obvious when Chrissy swooped down and landed between them.

Calon chuckled as the Griffon rushed over and hugged the man. It must have shocked him as well. He stood back and gestured at her while Chrissy swooned at the attention.

“Awww,” Suki shifted around on the seat. “That’s kinda cute.”

“Don’t say that where she can hear you,” Evie moved to the front to whisper. “She never had much confidence in herself back home. She’ll be soaking up that praise.”

“It’s not like a praise kink, is it?” Calon asked, thinking of Suki.

“Nah,” Evie shook her head. “She just didn’t get a lot of positive attention growing up. She’ll like it if you say nice things. But she’s not going to drip on the floor for calling her a good girl.”

“Hey!” Suki giggled. “I AM a good girl!”

“The best,” Calon grinned as he rubbed her ears. “The absolute, cutest little toy I’ve ever had the pleasure of choking with my dick.”

Suki frowned. “That’s just mean. I offered to let you choke me with it this morning and you wouldn’t.”

“You three are fucked,” Clarissa grunted from the back of the wagon. “Who’s the old dude?”

“That’s Burt,” Calon shook his head. “He rescued Evie and I when we first got here and escaped the goblins.”

“Great, so he’s also partially responsible for me being stuck here with this shit.”

Calon sighed and chose to ignore her as he pulled the reins to stop the horse. “Morning, Burt!”

“Morning yourself, lad,” the old man grinned. “Who’s this fine creature?”

“This is Suki,” Calon introduced her.

“Neko,” Burt nodded. “Cute little thing.”

“I like him, master.”

“Master?” Burt gave Calon a raised eyebrow.

Calon shrugged. “It’s what she wants to call me.”

“Oh Master,” Evie smiled. “You’re being modest.”

Burt and Calon shared an uncomfortable look before he snorted. “And you’re as mischievous as ever, little miss.”

“It’s good to see you again,” Evie smiled.

“And if she’s feeling a little more social, I’d like to introduce you to Clarissa,” Calon nodded at the slime in the back.

“Hey,” she droned, lifting a transparent tentacle to flick in a lazy wave.

“Hey,” Burt frowned. “Slime?”

“Yup.”

“Another accident?”

“Yup,” Calon rubbed the spot between his eyes.

Burt nodded. “Right, well. I heard about Goodman. That was a shame. But, I can’t see you coming here for any reason to do with that.”

“No, you remember those goblins?”

“How could I forget,” he grunted.

Calon nodded. “They attacked a trader last night. At the rest stop we camped at.”

“Shit,” Burt frowned. “Calon, I sent one of my boys out.”

Quest!

Rescue Tony from the goblins!*

*This quest is timed. Rewards will be determined by level of success

Calon swore, “Chrissy, I need you to fly ahead and see if you can find them!”

“On it!” Chrissy took off down the driveway before leaping into the sky.

“I’ll get there as fast as I can,” Calon promised the old man.

They didn’t wait for a response as Calon snapped the reins and hauled the wagon around. Unlike the steady trot of earlier, Calon sped up a little. They needed to get there as soon as possible. Calon knew they couldn’t have the horse bolt down the road at top speed. That was a recipe for killing the horse or destroying the wagon. But they were still in a rush.

Trundling along at this speed was extremely uncomfortable. The road wasn’t built very smooth, or at least it was worn in places from the wind, rain and use. It rattled and jostled them continuously. Suki even shifted into the back of the wagon so she wouldn’t fall off the seat. Though she did stay near the front, clinging to Calon like glue.

It was impossible for Calon to tell what they were approaching. If they were lucky, no goblins would be out today. If they were unlucky, any that missed Tony, would likely hear them coming well before he realised they were there. Calon thought for a moment about the possibility of adding suspension to the wagon. Perhaps even brakes. With those two additions, and maybe a second horse, they could increase the safe speed they could travel. But that was food for thought at a different time.

It wasn’t long before Chrissy landed on the road and ran beside the wagon. She was breathing heavily, but wasn’t exhausted as she loped beside them.

“Can this thing go any faster?” She yelled. “The goblins already have Tony!”

“Fuck!” Calon swore. He knew what that meant. “How far off?”

“The wagon is coming up. But I’ll have to be on foot to follow their scent. It’s easy to smell them from up above, but I can’t work out what direction they’re coming from very easily. The air currents change directions as you go up.”

Calon nodded and continued on. He’d have told Chrissy to get on, but that would exhaust the horse more than they already were. If the day were hotter, Calon would already be concerned. But for now it was enough to spot the pair of wolves with goblin riders, strolling down the road with gore stained mouths.

The creatures saw Calon coming, and the goblins barked some orders. The wolves leaped into motion, tearing towards them. Calon wondered what he should do, before Chrissy beat her wings. She didn’t do more than get herself airborne, before raising her crossbow. As she sailed ahead, she picked the first wolf and fired the shot. Calon was impressed that she took it like that. Running must have jostled her too much, and with them coming straight on, she didn’t need to compensate for much.

The bolt slammed into the wolf, making it yip painfully. It went down in a heap, sending the goblin tumbling across the ground. The second wolf leaped over the first as Evie screamed, “FIREBALL!”

The ball of flames shot out and Calon watched as it fell short of the wolf. Her original spell, that would have been a simple miss. But with it upgraded, there was a liquid portion to the flames and rather than wash over the dirt. It burst, spraying liquid fire out in a wave that covered the enemy.

“AAAIIIIIII!” The goblin screamed as it tumbled free of the wolf.

The wolf was no better, howling in agony as its fur burned away. The creature bolted into the trees, desperately trying to escape the flames, while the goblin mimicked a panicked muppet running in circles.

Chrissy swooped in, lowering her crossbow as she plucked her spear from its holster. Rather than stab the creature, she used it like a staff and batted it aside. With the way clear, Calon continued past the corpses as Chrissy paused only long enough to ensure the fallen goblin was indeed dead.

“Holy fucking shit, you guys!” Clarissa yelled.

Calon couldn’t help the grin that crossed his face at her obvious excitement. It wasn’t the time to address it though. And they continued on until they spotted Tony’s wagon up ahead. The horse hauling it had collapsed on its side, where another pair of wolves and goblins were eating it.

“Evie, see if you can get them all!”

“FIREBALL!”

As the liquid fire raced towards them, the wolves lifted their heads and snarled. The first turned and sprinted straight at them. The second was on the other side of the horse and leaped over it. Straight into the path of the fireball. The spell burst, washing liquid flames over the two goblins below, setting all three alight.

Chrissy rushed ahead, levelling her spear like a lance as she charged the wolf. The creature seemed to think she was too much of a threat and turned away, rushing into the trees. She didn’t give up the chase either as she turned to follow the creature. Calon continued on as he watched Chrissy vanish into the Australian bush. He didn’t like the idea of her rushing off into the trees. But he didn’t like the idea of the wolf getting back to its friends and bringing back some help. He wasn’t sure how intelligent they were. But simply having a single wolf return and no others, would set off even the dumbest of creatures.

As the wagon came to a stop beside Tony’s, Suki leaped over as Evie had a look herself. It was obvious that it had been ransacked. Most of the remains were torn open, damaged and half eaten. Like the goblins had swarmed over it, eating what they could and taking only what they could carry. Which also meant Tony. There was no sign of him, but there were a few flecks of blood. So he likely put up a fight.

“Should we wait for Chrissy?” Evie asked as Calon climbed down to check the area.

Calon frowned, as he spotted a break in the trees. It looked like they all rushed through the one spot. Which meant that was likely the way back to wherever they came from.

“She can track pretty well,” Calon decided. “Tony could be dead by the time she gets back. We need to see if we can help him now.”

“Okay,” Evie nodded.

“What should I do?” Clarissa asked.

Calon frowned and shook his head. “What can you do? Can you keep up if we need to run?”

“I… I think so?”

Calon bit his lip, before shaking his head. “Stay here. You’ll be in trouble if you get left behind.”

“You’re kidding?”

“Stay,” Calon growled at the Slime. “Chrissy will probably come back this way. You can tell her where we went.”

“Oh fuck you,” Clarissa pouted.

Calon shook his head and jumped off the wagon. With Suki running ahead, and Evie shoving past him, giving him the stink eye, they continued on at a jog. Calon wanted to argue, but it made sense if Evie went first. Any traps would likely hit her first. If she died, Calon could summon her once more. If he died, they all did.

The trail was easy to follow. There were occasional specs of blood. That told Calon that Tony was moving. There was no sign that he was being dragged, and the blood wasn’t large pools. Likely he was injured and probably in pain, but still okay for the most part.

They continued on, pushing through the scrub. The trail was easy enough to follow. The wolves spread out a bit. But the goblins all moved in a single line, clearing a path as they went.

“Hold up!” Suki hissed.

The three of them paused and listened. Up ahead, they could all hear the cackling of the goblins, followed by a pained shriek.

Calon frowned, before urging them onwards. As they approached, they could make out figures through the trees. It wasn’t the large camp Calon had been brought to when he first arrived. This looked more like a forward camp of some kind. Tony let out a shriek as a team of goblins hoisted him from the ground, tied to a spit. He had burns down one side of him, from where they had dropped him into the edge of a rather large fire just moments ago.

“Please! NO!” He shrieked as they set the spit into a wooden frame over the fire. “AHHHH!”

Chrissy burst out of the tree line, scattering the goblins. Calon watched as she leaped over the fire, knocking Tony free where he cried out in pain as he tumbled to the ground.

“GO!” Calon shouted, pulling his hammer free.

Suki rushed in, climbing a tree before springing out to tackle a goblin raising a bow. That caught the attention of a goblin, who started screaming for the others to turn around. With Chrissy wading through the middle of the camp, and Suki carving through the outliers, the rest of the goblins clumped together, while the wolves rushed to take Chrissy.

The clumps made it easy for Evie to hurl fireballs, scattering the tiny monsters, while Calon rushed over to Tony, who was trying to kick free. As he went, a few goblins broke free and Calon, with the help of his hammer, clobbered them before they got close enough to harm him. If not for the surprise attack, it could have gone very differently. But within a minute, the only ones standing were Calon and his group. Tony was groaning on the ground as he clutched his burns, and Calon turned to him first.

“Heal.”


Chapter Five




Quest complete!

You rescued Tony!

100exp and (1) perk awarded!*

*There may be additional awards at Burt’s farm

You have (4) perks to spend!

“Ithink that means the worst is done,” Calon took a deep breath.

The wagon continued to trundle along with Evie at the reins. Tony’s skin was still an angry and blotchy red from where his clothing burned against his skin. He gasped softly, still in pain. Calon thought about his skills and shook his head.

“I think I need to use Healing Hands,” Calon frowned. “But I’m out of mana.”

“What makes you think that?” Clarissa asked.

Calon looked at the slime-girl for a moment. He wasn’t going to call her attitude into question. Making fun of someone for acting reasonably wasn’t a good idea.

“My Heal skill targets a specific injury. I can set a bone, close a cut, clear a bruise. But Tony’s covered in burns. They’re whole and solid, and maybe I can cast Heal just on his skin and heal him. But it’s likely to be in patches.”

“Healers at home,” Tony grunted.

Calon frowned, “Evie? I have four perks.”

The Succubus glanced over her shoulder. “What else can you do with them?”

“Other than upgrading one of you, you mean?”

At Evie’s nod, Calon sighed and thought about upgrading his own skills. In a flash, a series of pop-ups appeared before him.

Buff:

Doubles power of summon’s next attack.

Activate: 1 perk

Mana 2

Larger pool of mana allows casters to perform more magic. Increase by 100%

2 perks

Y/N

Heal 2

Repairs targeted injury.* **

*Repeated casting over major injury will stack effect

**Chance to remove status effect

2 perks

Y/N

Soft Touch 2

Cast over time, moderately removes status effects.

2 perks

Y/N

Revive 2

Fallen summon is returned with no mana.

2 perks

“It doesn’t list anything new,” Calon grunted. “Buff is one perk, the rest is just upgrades to my skills already for two. But they will be significant upgrades. Revive two for example, removes the crippled status.”

“That can be good and bad,” Evie nodded. “Can you imagine reviving me in the middle of a fight with no mana?”

Calon frowned and nodded. That was a good point. While he had enjoyed his trysts with her Succubus side. It would be fraught with danger to do so at the wrong time.

“The other option is still to spend them on you four,” Calon sighed.

“Excuse me?” Clarissa snorted.

“Three then,” Calon held up his hands. “I’m not about to push anything on anyone, for any reason.”

“Fucking right,” the Slime grunted.

“What are the bonuses for your other two skills?” Suki asked.

“Heal Two, the description removes the word minor. I’m guessing that means if Heal right now is the equivalent of a few days of healing, then Heal Two would be a few weeks?”

“It only takes a few weeks for a bone to set. A few more to harden properly enough to hold weight,” Evie nodded. “At least depending on the bone and how bad the break is.”

“That would certainly help,” Calon nodded.

“You still need mana though,” Chrissy grunted as she walked beside the wagon.

Calon nodded, “I think, at the least. I need more mana.”

“Get Heal Two as well,” Evie suggested. “Then use Soft Touch on Tony and we’ll worry about the rest later.”

Calon bit the inside of his lip. But when nobody else offered a suggestion, he nodded.

Accepted!

You have doubled mana pool!

New total: 16/30

Accepted! You have upgraded Heal!

New level: 2

Calon looked down at Tony as the man laid as still as he could with his eyes clenched shut. “Healing Hands.”
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It wasn’t long before they could see Burt’s farm. People were still in the fields doing their work. But each of them stood in a hurry as Calon’s wagon appeared.

“Let’s get this over with,” Tony sighed.

Calon was impressed. His clothes were destroyed, and his skin still had a pinkish tinge to it. But he was, for all intents and purposes, fully healed. The man insisted on stopping Calon once the pain was manageable. To Calon’s surprise, there was an additional bonus he received with his doubled mana capacity.

“Character Sheet.”

Character Sheet

Name:

Calon Wilson

Class:

Summoner

Level:

7 (445/500)

Perks:

Mana:

12/30

Skills:

Heal - Repairs targeted injury - 5 mana* **

*Repeated casting over major injury will stack effect.

**Chance to remove status effect

Revive - Fallen summon is returned with no mana and crippled status - 15 mana

Soft Touch - Cast over time, slowly removes status effects - 1 mana per second

Summons:

Evie-Rae Wilson - Succubus

Chrissy Smith - Griffon*

*Royal

Suki Shio - Neko

Clarissa Walker - Slime

Current Quest:

None

Other Quest:

None

“That checks out,” Calon nodded.

“Wow, lucky. Who’d have thought?”

Calon shrugged. His mana recovery was linked to a set time, not to a set number. Before, it was about five mana an hour with one point recovered every twelve minutes. That would make three hours to completely recover his mana. If his initial estimate was accurate, that meant he was now recovering two mana every twelve minutes. Which still meant three hours from empty to full. But full was now twice the capacity.

“I’m also pretty close to levelling up again,” Calon mumbled as he closed the window. “Four-forty-five out of five-hundred.”

“Then only two more levels until you can summon someone new,” Evie smiled.

“Seriously?” Clarissa grunted. “You were going to bring me here anyway, weren’t you?”

“No,” Calon shook his head. “I hadn’t made any plans on anyone joining us. This whole thing was just a bunch of mistakes.”

“He’s telling the truth,” Chrissy nodded. “You saw the dumb look on his face when he’s reading his pop-ups.”

“That’s not nice,” Suki growled cutely.

“I have never pretended to be nice,” Chrissy shrugged. “But that’s not going to stop me sucking his dick before he fucks Evie.”

“You’re all fucked,” Clarissa grunted.

Calon would have said something, but when he turned, Tony was doing a wonderful impression of a statue, so he dropped it. “Here Evie, I can get us through the gate.”

“Thanks,” she smiled and moved over so Calon could take a spot on the driver’s bench.

Reins in hand, he brought the wagon through the gate and spotted Burt waiting by the house. The workers were coming in, looking worried and Calon felt a certain sense of accomplishment about returning Tony with minor injuries.

“Tony!”

Tony looked up and smiled. “Hey Burt!”

“You okay?”

“I am now,” Tony nodded as Calon brought the wagon to a comfortable stop.

Burt came around, frowning at his worker as he took in the sight of his clothing. “What on Tech Duinn happened to you?”

Calon exchanged a pointed look with Evie as she held back the reaction to the name of this place. But they would discuss it later as Tony began to speak. There wasn’t much to tell. He hauled the wagon like he always had. And then a goblin landed on his shoulders. They knocked him aside. He struggled to escape, but they overpowered him with numbers and held him in place with the wolves while they tied him up.

The rest was self explanatory for Calon and the others. They stumbled across the site and saw the aftermath. Then followed the tracks and watched him being placed over the fire. At that, a younger woman from the fields burst into tears and rushed into Tony’s arms. He awkwardly held her as she clung to him.

And from Burt’s shocked expression, that wasn’t something he knew about either. But the man took it in his stride.

“So, you rescued Tony from the fire itself.”

“That was Chrissy,” Calon nudged the Griffon. “She knocked him off and provided the distraction we needed to kill the rest of them.”

“And none escaped?”

Calon paused. “None escaped that we know of. None of us are trained trackers.”

“It smelled so bad. I couldn’t tell if they were coming or going,” Chrissy frowned. “If they weren’t in the camp, they might have run.”

Burt nodded. “Hopefully you got them all then. Last thing you want is one of those little green bastards getting back to the others and setting up a surprise for you.”

“They’ll find out eventually, won’t they?” Calon frowned.

“Eventually, yeah,” Burt nodded. “But you think they know how to keep time? It’ll be weeks before one of them stumbles across wherever you left them and realises they didn’t just walk off and create a new tribe somewhere.”

“Well, that’s good at least,” Chrissy nodded.

“The question is then,” Calon looked around. “Do we head off now, or wait until morning?”

“I think we go now,” Evie frowned. “Where they attacked Tony was pretty close to that camp. So they’re probably the ones responsible for the attack.”

“Great,” Calon snorted. “Just shorted myself a quest bonus then.”

“Did you get proof?” Burt asked. The trio froze and shook their heads. Burt chuckled. “All you need is an ear. Take them into Beenleigh and check if there’s a quest you can take. Don’t tell anyone you have the ears until you accept the quest.”

Calon looked at his companions. Evie had a small grimace that told him she wasn’t looking forward to it, but accepted it. Chrissy looked pissed which… well that wasn’t unusual. Suki had a pout, but that was also pretty standard by now. The only one without a visual response was Clarissa and… that wasn’t all that surprising either.

“Sounds good,” Calon mumbled.

Truth be told he wasn’t looking forward to that either. Goblins were nasty, stinky things and the idea of touching more than one to stab or club it, just felt nasty. It was bad enough cleaning the gunk off his hammer at the end.

“There’s someth’n else too,” Burt added. “Wait right here.”

As Burt walked towards the house, Tony gave his thanks to Calon and his group. He then gave directions to the rest of the workers to get back to what they were doing. Before turning to Calon.

“If you ever need anything, let me know.”

“We’ll do that,” Evie smiled.

“You should find new pants,” Chrissy grunted. Tony blushed slightly and nodded, before heading for the barn. “We really going to do this?”

“I mean…” Calon shrugged. “It’s not going to take long. Just a bit gross.”

“That sheriff is going to be pissed if we just show up, accept and complete a quest a minute later.”

“Yup,” Calon grinned.

“Oh…” Chrissy nodded. “Yeah, okay. I didn’t think of that.”

Calon snorted as Evie giggled. Suki frowned as she looked between them. She had heard of the sheriff. But it was hard to put into words how much of an absolute dick the man was.

“This is all fucked up,” Clarissa whined.

Before Calon could finish rolling his eyes, the front door opened once more. Burt came out holding a small bag. He looked conflicted about it as he approached and Calon frowned as Burt pressed it into his hands.

“I told you that I had my trouble over the years,” he nodded at the bag. “That was the reason.”

“And you… want me to have it?” Calon asked.

Burt frowned for a moment and nodded. “Aye. It used to be my father’s. He was an adventurer for a time as a boy. Learned some magic, then lost a leg and couldn’t travel no more. So he picked up a hammer and beat metal for a few years. That’s where he was when he met my ma.”

Calon frowned and opened the bag, before tipping out a gemstone into the palm of his hand. It didn’t look like any gemstone Calon had ever seen before. This was… odd. It resembled metal in how it had been folded and beaten into shape, but clear and crystalline in composition. Throughout it, were tiny flecks of light that made it look like stars.

“What is it?”

“My father always hoped that either I would take up as an adventurer, or I’d meet a young lass, have a family, and his grandkids would. So when he retired, he made that.” Burt sighed. “It’s not a huge amount, but it’s all the excess perks or whatever it’s called, that he could spare. Said it would give whoever he gave it to a push.”

Calon examined the stone.

Stone Of Essence! Essence: 17 Perks*

Stone Of Essence is a master crafted item that contains a permanent, one time only buff to the Essence inscribed.

Would you like to activate?

Y/N

“I’ve no idea what’s in it,” Burt frowned. “My father always told me, that if I couldn’t see it myself, then I needed to be careful with who I asked to check it. He said that they’d likely take it from me. And… well I don’t have a son to give it to. There were rumours that it existed. And more than a few tried to entice me into giving it up. Which is why I took my father’s lessons and made sure I was safe. But I’ve outlived anyone who might have known about it. And you’ve proven time and time again that you’re the reliable sort.”

“Burt,” Calon shook his head.

“Calon, whatever it is, I don’t want it,” the old man glared. “I couldn’t use it, and I spent years fighting to protect it because it was my daddies. If I die, it goes to someone else and what? Either they can use it, or they try to sell it and my father’s efforts go into the wind, maybe into the back pocket of some evil bastard. So I’m giving it to you.”

Calon blinked slowly and nodded. “For what it’s worth, he was right,” Calon told him. “Chances are anyone who held this and knew what it was, would have taken it.”

Burt nodded before giving a gruff snort. “Right well… I hope it works for you.”

“It says it will,” Calon nodded. “But… I think it’ll destroy it if I do.”

Burt’s lip quivered, and he nodded. “I figured as much. So take it with you when you go. Please.”

Calon nodded and offered the old man his hand to shake. With that settled, Burt watched as the trio climbed back up onto the wagon with Clarissa. The old man looked sad as they left, and Calon promised to repay the favour somehow.
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Hours later, Calon grunted as he hauled the bucket out of the well. The sun was low, and the light was almost gone. The camp was as they remembered it, just with a few goblin arrows laying about the place. Chrissy was on patrol, but she wasn’t overly concerned. According to her, the scent of the goblins was old enough not to bother her. Which was a far cry from the scent of the goblins left over at their camp they visited to collect ears.

Despite Calon’s human senses, even he felt disgusted by the smell coming from the small bag tied in the back of their wagon. That’s why it was parked well away from the tent where Suki and Evie were setting up.

Calon would have been helping, but he was the one to cut all the ears off the goblins, so the ladies excused him from the hard work while he bathed. Rather than risk contamination in the well, Calon brought over a spare bucket and tipped the water into that before stripping down.

“Y’know, you’re better looking without a shirt than I thought you’d be.”

Calon frowned, “Is that supposed to be a compliment?”

“I mean?”

Calon chose to ignore the Slime. While he did feel bad for bringing her here. He wasn’t responsible for her attitude, nor did he have any desire to put up with it.

“Well, this was a great chat,” Clarissa added after a few moments.

“What did you honestly expect me to say?” Calon turned and spotted her green form in the grass.

“I don’t know,” Clarissa grumped. “Usually I just walk up to a guy and tell him he’s cute. Then he says something nice back.”

“And telling me that you didn’t think I was attractive until I took my shirt off, is a compliment?”

“Yes?”

Calon sighed. “What do you want Clarissa?”

“To go home,” she replied softly.

“If there’s a way to send you back, I’d have done it by now.”

“And what’s that supposed to mean?”

Calon whirled as she spun from one mood to the other in a heartbeat. “Look. I already told you I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to drag you into this shit. But you’re here now and you have two options. You can either be part of our group, or you can leave. So cut the bullshit, or fuck off!”

With a huff, Calon picked up a washrag he’d brought with him and dunked it into the bucket. Pulling it out wet, he wrung it out slightly and started with cleaning his face. Working his way down, Calon spotted the Slime almost… rolling. It was hard to tell. But it looked like she was rolling forward as she returned to the fire.

“Well, that went well.”

Calon froze at the sudden chill in the air. “Hello Hannah.”

“Calon,” She purred as he turned to face her. She was a dark silhouette in the shadow of the trees. A feminine form wreathed in darkness, and glowing red eyes. “Who’s your new friend?”

“Not sure she’s really a friend,” Calon grunted as he continued to clean himself.

Hannah chuckled darkly. “Do you need help with her?”

“No,” Calon answered quickly. “No… not that I don’t think you could handle yourself. But… let me try to be nice first.”

“Nice,” Hannah smiled. Calon wouldn’t have believed it if he hadn’t seen it, but her mouth split and her entire head widened as the monstrous grin filled the black void for a moment. Somehow though, he got the impression she was actually amused and hadn’t intended to be utterly terrifying. “I suppose I cannot fault kindness. After all, you have shown me some.”

Calon thought back on the dream he was having when he summoned Clarissa and nodded. “Hannah, about the other night–”

“I thought I should let you know, I found a little goblin with an interesting story to tell.” Calon gulped. “He’s having an interesting dream right now. Would you like his ear?”

“Ah…” Calon thought for a moment. “Sure.”

What he wasn’t expecting, was for a wet tearing sound, followed by a muffled screech to fill the air. The world distorted for a flash, and she stood before him. He could see her, fully nude, with erect nipples. Her pubis was completely bare, and she had a wide toothy grin. Her form looked like it was made of solidified smoke as she pressed her lips to the side of his cheek.

Calon shuddered at the contact. Not because he didn’t enjoy it, but because despite believing she meant no harm. She was still the singular, most terrifying thing he had ever seen. And as quickly as she arrived, she was gone. Vanishing into the early evening with a chuckle, as a set of goblin-pitched squeals followed after.

“Calon?”

Calon jumped and turned as Evie picked up the ear. “Evie, hey!”

“Visitor?”

“Ah, yeah,” Calon nodded. “She caught a goblin we missed and brought me the ear.”

“I’ll put it with the others then,” Evie nodded. “Hurry up and get clean. Suki said it’ll be ready soon.”

“I’ve got him,” Chrissy called as she stepped out of the forest. “That woman is terrifying.”

Calon wanted to mumble ‘no shit’ but held it back instead.

“You have him, huh?” Evie smirked.

Calon expected a snarky remark, but instead, Chrissy shifted. “I told him… I’d suck his dick.”

“Oh,” Evie smiled. “Then… do you?”

“Can… can I do it alone this time? Next time… Next time I think I’d like you both.”

Evie bit her lip and nodded. “Sounds like fun. Maybe I’ll go torment Suki for a little while then.”

Calon watched Evie leave, before turning back to Chrissy, who plucked the rag from his hands. “Pants.”

Calon nodded and slipped out of his clothing. Chrissy smiled as she crouched onto her stomach and wet the rag. She worked him slowly. Wiping his skin, working slowly towards his crotch. Calon held still, enjoying the odd sensation of being washed by someone else. When her rag covered hand brushed against his cock, Calon winced at the cool contact.

“Sensitive?”

“Cold,” Calon answered.

He gasped as she dipped the rag once more and immediately brought it to his crotch. It was freezing on his cock. But he held still as she wiped him over to make sure he was clean. When she pulled her hand away, Calon groaned at the cool breeze making things worse, before gasping as the warmth of Chrissy’s mouth closed over him.

She bobbed twice, before pulling away. “I kinda wanted to do this for a while. But Suki’s going to be upset if we’re late for dinner. So… cum in my mouth?”

Calon opened his mouth to respond, only to close it again as she pushed herself back onto his erection. Calon stared down at her, while she rocked back and forth, lapping at his cock with her rough textured tongue. When she pulled away, she took the base of his cock with her hand and gave it a long stroke, before pushing forward once more. Calon grunted softly as a firm vibration worked its way up her throat as she purred.

“I might not be your pet,” Chrissy smiled as she stroked him firmly with her hand. “But this kitty wants her cream.”

Calon gently gripped her ears and pushed his hips forward. Chrissy opened her mouth and Calon grunted at the sensation of her tongue as he slowly thrust into the back of her throat. Her hands gripped his ass, and Calon waited for her to pull away. But instead, she sealed her lips and began to purr. So Calon continued. He was gentle, but firm. He didn’t want to harm her, but he wanted to finish.

She stared up at him with a smirk and Calon grit his teeth as he increased his pace. Chrissy let him do as he pleased until Calon shuddered. With a grunt, he started to cum. And all at once, Chrissy jammed him to the back of her throat. She opened her mouth wide, lapping at the underside of his balls, while swallowing on the head of his cock.

Calon could feel her teeth on his crotch, and it only heightened the experience. He came directly down Chrissy’s throat, while she purred and swallowed each spurt. It quickly became too much, and Calon tried to pull away. But Chrissy was expecting that, and let his cock slip out of her throat, where she held it in her mouth. With this, Calon could endure as she purred softly while sucking gently on the tip as he finished.

“That wasn’t too bad for my first face-fuck,” Chrissy smiled as she pulled away. “But I still think I prefer you putting that somewhere else.”

“Right,” Calon grunted as he took a few deep breaths.

“Put some pants on,” Chrissy grinned as she climbed to her feet. “Then come to dinner.”

Calon nodded and spent a few precious moments trying to work out where his legs were. When they started to respond properly, Calon dressed and made his way over to the fire, where Evie, Suki and Clarissa were all waiting.

“Took your time,” Evie grinned.

“What upgrade did you give her?” Clarissa asked.

Calon shook his head. “None, I–”

“None?” Clarissa squeaked. “The fuck? Isn’t that the whole point?”

“Clarissa,” Evie sighed. “Sex doesn’t have to be transactional.”

“What do you mean?”

“Master fucks me so good,” Suki purred. “He calls me his good kitty and rubs my ears and I just melt.”

“You’re just a sl-”

“Clarissa,” Chrissy warned.

“You’re… fuck… You’re telling me, you all just fuck him cos you like it?”

“Yeah,” the three ladies all nodded in agreement.

“Wait,” Evie frowned as she looked at the Slime. “Have you never had sex, because it was fun?”

“What’s so fun about it?” Clarissa grunted. “He sticks his dick in you. Rubs it around for three minutes, busts a nut and goes to sleep.”

“Is that seriously all you’ve ever known?” Chrissy asked.

“I mean… Yeah?”

Calon stared at the slime girl and felt a little bad. “Well… not to use this awkward moment to segue into a new conversation. But that’s totally what I’m doing.”

“Oh, you going to tell us what Burt gave you?” Evie smiled.

Calon nodded. “It’s called a Stone Of Essence. And if I use it. It’ll give me seventeen perks.”

“Seventeen?” Evie hissed. “Holy shit, that’s…”

“Not a lot, depending on what we do with it,” Calon warned them. “I could dump it all in a single skill for one of you and you’d have a great skill that might be handy in a situation or two. Or I could share it with all of you and give you all a small boost to something.”

“Can you upgrade my shift ability?”

Calon froze and turned his attention to the Slime. Her usual blob was slowly shifting around. It took her a few seconds and was clearly a struggle for her until finally she had that vague humanoid shape from earlier. And almost as an afterthought, a pair of breast-like protrusions expanded from her chest.

“Fuck this is hard to do,” Clarissa grunted.


Chapter Six




“Fucking, seriously?”

Calon ignored the comment as he watched Evie whimpering as she started to cum.

“If you don’t want to be here, go sit outside,” Chrissy growled softly.

“What do you think, Evie?” Calon asked.

“I want your dick,” Evie whimpered. “Please, master? Your Succubus can’t stand it anymore!”

“Not gonna lie, this is shady as fuck,” Clarissa complained.

“You were part of the same conversation we were,” Suki disagreed. “Evie knew exactly what would happen when she used the rest of her mana like that.”

“It’s still weird as fuck.”

Calon nodded and shot the Slime a grin. “Yeah, it is. And she remembers everything she does afterwards. Isn’t that right?” Calon gave the pink eyed Succubus a smile. “What’s your favourite part about being my personal slut?”

“Master loves me,” she replied immediately. “He fucks me so good and I cum so hard. And then when I go back to normal, he treats me with respect.”

Calon wasn’t expecting such a quick response. Possessed Evie was usually in full bimbo mode. Desperate to be fucked in any way he saw fit. So having her answer a question so clearly threw him for a loop.

“Tell master your secret,” Chrissy suggested.

Evie blushed, but kept her eyes locked on Calon. “I’ve been practising my possession skill. I edge myself all day when you aren’t looking, even when my mana is full. It feels so good, I wish there was a way to drain my mana so I can stay like this.”

“You want to stay like this forever?” Calon asked, as his concern rose. It was one thing to enjoy herself, but that sounded almost like an addiction.

“Not forever,” Evie shook her head, as she continued masturbating. “Only when we have time. I could stay like this, your cock warmer, your bed toy. Permanently ready for your cock.”

Calon watched her screw up her face as she approached her orgasm. He gave Suki a nod, and the Neko got into position.

“Hands and knees, slut,” he ordered.

Evie didn’t need telling twice. Without opening her eyes, she spun around and dropped to her hands and knees. Calon watched as Suki wriggled into position and moved in behind them both. She was on her back, facing up and shuffled forward until she was perched with her mouth below Evie’s drooling pussy. Despite Chrissy’s prior blowjob, Calon was hard as iron as he watched Evie’s ass quiver as he felt the Neko’s breath.

“Seriously, just… Right here?”

“Yup,” Chrissy grunted as she crawled on her belly around to Evie’s front.

Calon didn’t spare the Slime a second thought. He’d said his piece, now he was about to get a piece. Evie’s tail whipped slowly from side to side as she panted softly. With one hand, Calon gripped the base of her tail and pulled her back slightly towards him. With his other hand, he took control of the tip. When in her original possessed form, that tail had a dangerous barb that could extend at will. But since her modified possession came about, it was quite sensitive for her.

“Here Suki,” Calon pushed it down towards her.

The Neko opened her mouth and took the tail between her lips. She purred as she suckled on it and Evie shuddered in delight.

“Such a good kitty,” Calon praised her. “When I’m done with this cock drunk Succubus, you can have some cream.”

Suki beamed in delight as she continued suckling on Evie’s tail. Evie meanwhile, was muffled by Chrissy, who had engaged in a fierce kiss. The two held one another close, even as Chrissy alternated firmly twisting and pulling on Evie’s nipples.

“I suppose, the only question is–”

“How fucked this all is?” Clarissa interrupted.

Calon shot her a glare, but turned his attention back to what he was doing. And the choice was obvious. Pulling Evie’s tail free of Suki’s lips, he shifted his hand from the base of her tail, to her ass. There was a slight tremor that ran through Evie’s body as she realised what was about to happen. But the low moan as Calon pushed Evie’s tail into her ass, made him smile. Holding it firmly, he pulled it halfway out, before thrusting it into her once more. Calon quickly built a rhythm fucking her ass, before forcing it deep and holding it there.

With Evie moaning into Chrissy’s mouth, Calon used her still anchored tail, to steer her pelvis lower. And he was right on target as he watched Suki’s rough tongue lap between Evie’s labia, before she aimed for the clit. Evie’s body jerked as she let out a muffled squeal. Chrissy did her best to hold Evie steady and Calon just hoped he wasn’t pushing things too far.

Cock in hand, Calon leaned into position, and speared into Evie’s already throbbing pussy. The firm throbbing, turned into vicious milking as the Succubus immediately hit her orgasm. Calon enjoyed the sensation of Evie’s body milking him desperately, while he took control of her tail once more and gently thrust it further into her ass.

“It’s not always like this,” Calon grunted as he thrust his hips firmly against Evie’s ass. “I give my loves what they need and want. And tonight, Evie wanted to be used and abused. Isn’t that right?”

Calon gripped Evie’s arms and pulled them back, using his weight to leverage her upwards. Chrissy pulled away from the kiss as Evie rolled her head back.

“Harder master! Please?!”

Her hands gripped his wrists in return and Calon found his balance properly, before increasing the force of his thrusts. Evie’s slender form jerked with each smack of his hips into her ass. His cock speared right into her, while Suki purred with the Succubus’s clit trapped between her lips.

Chrissy, despite being the one viciously manhandling Evie’s breasts, was also murmuring sweet nothings into Evie’s ear. And Evie, as the Succubus she was, lapped up the attention and revelled in it. Her body hummed and her core shook. She could sense Calon’s orgasm bubbling up and she felt the mother of all orgasm’s approaching.

Calon gripped Evie’s hips and gave a few last thrusts. Before a sudden force yanked Evie off his throbbing cock. She tumbled forward with a wailing cry and crashed into the wall of the tent. The side buckled as the main pole in the centre collapsed. Calon cried out as something cool and slick engulfed his cock. And with it all too late, he fired jets of seed into the mass, he realised was Clarissa.

Calon thrust his hands into the mass of slime and tried to pull her off. But her body remained liquid except for the part wrapped around his cock . Between her stubborn refusal to move and the collapsed tent, Calon found himself trapped and unable to move.

But that was the least of his worries. There was a slow hiss. It wasn’t noticeable at first. But it happened again, this time louder and Calon heard Chrissy’s voice.

“Evie, you okay?”

“Move!” Evie hissed in a slightly unfamiliar tone.

Calon froze as the Slime shifted off his body and Clarissa giggled. “Now you can upgrade my Shift skill!”

“You need to back the fuck up,” Calon growled. The tent shifted as something came towards him.

“What? C’mon, just–”

“SHUT THE FUCK UP!” Calon roared.

But it was too late as Evie crawled through the collapsed tent atop him. Her eyes were wide and furious as they glowed that same red from McReedy’s farm. She switched her attention to the Slime, who still had visible traces of Calon’s sperm floating within her.

“Thief!” Evie hissed.

“Hey!” Calon snapped, “Right here. You don’t need her.”

Chrissy lifted the edge of the tent and Calon could see the worry in her expression as Suki stared in shock. Her paws over her mouth. Evie completely ignored them as she glanced between the now trembling Slime and Calon. But when her eyes locked on his limp member, she hissed angrily.

“Evie, I need you to–OUCH!”

Evie yanked the barb of her tail out of his side. Calon grimaced as heat poured through his body, but held up his hand as Chrissy moved in to stop her. Calon’s heart raced and Evie crawled over him. Without finding any pleasure in the fact, his cock rose to the occasion, as Evie took it in hand.

“It’s okay,” Calon smiled reassuringly. “We’ll talk about this tomorrow. I love you.”
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Evie trembled softly as Calon steered the wagon. It had taken some time for her to calm down. And when she did, all hell broke loose. There had been screaming, crying, accusations and threats aplenty. Calon had to intervene when Evie outright demanded for Clarissa to leave and never come back. Even now, she was just a puddle in the back of the wagon, not speaking to anyone.

It was rather obvious that she regretted what she had done. But none, other than Calon, had any empathy for her. Evie felt horrible for Calon’s injury. But he, thankfully, had healed himself once she had regained control of her emotions and pulled out of her possession. Suki was pressed into Evie’s side, giving the Succubus additional comfort. The only one not in the wagon was Chrissy, who walked beside it, with her hand on her lover’s lap.

“I’m sorry,” Evie whispered.

Calon shook his head. “You’ve nothing to apologise for. What’s done is done and we’re all fully recovered.”

“I didn’t like it.”

Calon glanced away from the road and looked at Evie as she wiped away a tear. “It’s fine.”

“It’s not,” she disagreed. “I… I don’t like how that feels, I… I want it to be the other way.”

“Then we’ll fix it,” Chrissy patted her lap. “We’ll tie you up all good and proper so you can’t move. You can use up all your mana, and Calon can fuck you into oblivion while you’re helpless to stop him.”

Despite her turmoil, Evie couldn’t help but smirk. “That sounds kinda hot.”

“If you like, we can do it again once you’re back to being my sex kitten.”

Evie sighed and nodded before snuggling closer. “I love you. You know that, right?”

“Of course I do,” Calon pressed a kiss to her cheek before turning his attention back to the road. “We all love you too.”

Chrissy and Suki both murmured their agreement and Evie smiled softly. Calon broke off the conversation though, as Beenleigh was coming into view. The town hadn’t changed at all. Not that he was expecting it to. But he figured that with the goblins roaming about, there’d at least be a lookout or two keeping an eye on things.

To his surprise, they actually made it into town without a whole lot of fuss. A few people gasped and made comments about Chrissy. But she chose not to respond, sticking by the wagon the whole time. Ignoring the people, Calon brought the wagon straight past the rather large building that looked like the sheriff’s office. He pulled to a stop, before giving Evie a quick hug. Then, with Chrissy staying by the wagon and Clarissa remaining silent in the rear, Calon dismounted. He led Evie and Suki over to the job board and they immediately locked eyes on the largest poster.

Quest!

Goblins are attacking traders North of Beenleigh. Find their camp and destroy it.*

1 bronze per ear.

Any and all looted goods.

*100exp for destruction of goblin camp

“YOU!”

“Yeah?” Calon turned.

Accepted!

Goblins are attacking traders…

“Yeah, yeah, whatever,” Calon cleared the pop-up before it could fill out.

“What did you say to me?”

Calon sighed as he silently thanked that he was going to accept, regardless. “Hi sheriff, what can I do for you?”

He turned around and frowned at the sight before him. It wasn’t just the sheriff. There were several people in attendance. They were all armed, some just with rope, others with farming implements. And more than a few had surrounded the wagon.

“Wanna explain what’s going on?”

“You and your freaks are under arrest,” the sheriff snarled.

“For what?”

“You’re behind the goblins!”

Calon snorted, “And what makes you think that?”

“I knew it was too good,” he growled. “Friends with the nag, then Goodman gets killed and everyone just accepts it. Then word comes down there’s a summoner running around with an orc!”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Evie let out an explosive sigh. “Goodman was the summoner with the orc!”

“And I’m supposed to believe that?” The sheriff snapped.

“Sheriff, do you honestly think I have enough summons to mimic a goblin camp?”

“You have these Two,” he gestured at Suki and Chrissy with a stubby finger.

“And you think that after these two,” Calon wasn’t interested in correcting the man. “That I would have then gone out and summoned a bunch of random goblins?”

A murmur went up around the crowd, but the sheriff waved them quiet. “Be that as it may. Until I know you’re not the culprit. I’m taking you in.”

Calon looked around at the crowd and saw no support coming from them. Though, from the few beastkin, he saw pity.

“Just so you’re all aware,” Calon raised his hands in surrender. “I just accepted the quest to kill the goblins. If people die while this idiot keeps me locked up, that’s on the sheriff.”

“Shut it,” he snapped. “Hands behind your back.”

Calon weighed his options. He could fight. Likely when Evie started hurling fireballs, they’d run. But then what? They’d be fugitives. No, the only way to handle this would be to hand themselves over and wait for shit to hit the fan in a way that proves he wasn’t the one responsible.

“Chrissy, Suki. I want you to surrender peacefully. Don’t give them any reason to treat you harshly.”

“Wouldn’t matter anyway,” the sheriff grunted. “They act up, I’ll gut them. I know how you summoners work. It’s you we gotta kill to make it permanent for them.”

Calon fumed at the man’s words. And he could sense that Suki and Chrissy were as well. But the absolute last thing he wanted was to watch one of them die. So he hung his head. “No need for violence, sheriff.”

“Weak,” he snorted. “Tie them up!”

They cuffed Calon and Evie with old iron manacles. Chrissy and Suki were bound tight with ropes. Suki around the middle with her legs together. Chrissy almost from head to foot. She was left spitting with rage as they layered on the ropes to compensate for her strength. But that wasn’t the worst part. Calon was allowed to carry Suki into the sheriff’s office, while a team of men dragged Chrissy. The stairs didn’t matter and Calon could see the pained winces that flashed across her face as her delicate wings dragged up the sharp edges into the building.

“Separate cells. Put the monsters in the box.”

“Where?” Calon growled.

“None of your damn business!” the sheriff snapped, as he grabbed Suki and literally threw her to the floor. Calon, without thinking charged the sheriff, who swiftly backhanded him to the floor. “And that’s assault on a lawman.”

Calon didn’t get a chance to stand, before someone kicked his legs out from under him once more. Several pairs of hands took hold of his shirt and started dragging. Evie was shoved rather violently forward as well, and they bundled the two of them into separate cells, side by side.

“I’ll be contacting the magistrate,” the sheriff gloated as the men dropped Calon on the floor. “It’ll be up to them if they wanna send someone down, or have you dragged up.”

“Fuck you,” Calon snorted.

“No,” the sheriff shook his head. “Fuck you. You come into my town. You make me out for a fool. You waltz back in like you own the place. You have no idea what I’ve done to drag this town up from the cesspit it once was.”

“Save us the lecture,” Evie spat.

“You’re just an arsehole with a badge and a chip on his shoulder,” Calon snorted. “You took one look at us and decided we didn’t belong.”

“You don’t,” the sheriff growled, before waving for his men to leave. “If I remember, I’ll have someone bring you food later.”

Evie answered with a raised finger, and the sheriff stormed out the front door. His men went with him, with the exception of one, who took a chair on the far side of the room.

“Well shit,” Evie grunted as she wriggled in her manacles. “What do we do now?”

“Goblins gotta eat, when they do. Sheriff won’t have a choice but to admit I’m not to blame.”

“I hope-”

“Shut the fuck up!”

Calon flinched as a metal pan crashed against the bars. He turned his attention to the man on the far side of the room who was glaring their way. He looked back at Evie, who rolled her eyes and made a jerking motion on her forehead. Calon barely contained his laughter, and the two sat down to wait out whatever was going to happen.
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Calon opened his eyes. He was laying against the bars separating his and Evie’s cell. His stomach rumbled since the sheriff had ultimately forgotten about sending them anything to eat. Nor had the guard watching them. The prick had entertained himself by getting food from their wagon, now impounded out the back of the office and eaten their rations. Before him, breathing softly in her sleep, was Evie, pressed as close as she could get.

But something was strange. Calon could almost feel like he was being watched. Slowly, and quietly, he rolled away from the bars, before shifting his legs under him. That was all he needed to push himself upright and look into the dark interior of the office. The guard was sleeping in his chair against the far wall. Someone had replaced him in the early evening, but the sheriff had yet to return. And that’s where he saw it.

Clarissa, was… moving the keys? It was hard to tell exactly what she was trying to accomplish. But she wasn’t doing much. Her form as a blob was standing more upright as she pushed her form over the keys hanging from the guard’s belt. And while they shifted slightly as she moved, she couldn’t quite get a grip on them.

“Shit!”

The guard startled as she swore. He looked around, and Calon slumped to the floor of his cell. The guard snorted and climbed out of his chair. With a grunt and a groan, he slowly made his way towards what Calon could assume was the back door. The first guard went that way after a few beers, so Calon knew what was happening. He, on the other hand, was left with a small bucket in the corner of the otherwise empty cell.

“Calon!” Clarissa hissed loudly.

Calon blinked as he spotted the Slime shifting across the floor.

“Over here.”

She changed direction and came towards him. It was interesting watching how she moved, especially as her body passed through the bars without slowing or showing any signs of it bothering her.

“I can’t get the keys, you have to upgrade me.”

Calon thought about her skills and nothing happened, so he shook his head. “I can’t.”

“What do you mean you can’t? You came in me, right? Isn’t that all you need?”

“Bitch,” Evie snorted softly.

“Fuck you, I’m trying to help!”

Calon grimaced at the volume, and they must have gotten the same impression as well. The three sat by quietly for a few moments, before deciding they were fine.

“I can only upgrade you within a set time after… After,” Calon whispered. “So no. I can’t upgrade you.”

“What if you fuck her through the bars and jizz in me again?”

Calon blinked and let out a sigh. “Even if I can get mine and Evie’s pants off. That would only set her off again. If that happened, they might hurt her.”

“Well, you can’t stay here,” Clarissa snarked. “That asshole sheriff has a pair of beastkin digging graves on the edge of town.”

“What?” Calon frowned.

“The fuck is wrong with that guy?” Evie hissed.

“Fuck, have you seen Chrissy or Suki?” Calon asked.

“They’re not in here?” Clarissa asked.

Calon wanted to yell. He wanted to scream, to curse and fight. But, instead he slumped to the floor and sighed.

“It’ll be okay,” Evie smiled. “Really. I doubt the sheriff has done any worse to them than he’s done to us.”

“Exactly,” Clarissa agreed. “So the sooner we get out. The sooner you can get them out too and we can all leave this fucking place.”

“Right,” Evie agreed. “So you need to make him cum.”

“Excuse me?” Calon frowned.

“Can you think of any other way to get her upgraded?” Evie retorted.

The guard interrupted their argument by kicking the door open once more. His dark chuckle made it obvious he was loud on purpose as he stomped into the room. He didn’t even look towards the cell as he made his way back over to the chair he was sleeping in.

Calon glared at Evie, but flinched as he felt Clarissa sliding up the sides of his pant legs. “Clarissa,” Calon whispered.

“Shut up!”

Calon glared at the guard who had picked up another metal bowl. Instead, Calon remained tight-lipped as Clarissa shifted further up his leg. It was cold, slimy and uncomfortable, but she was rather determined. Calon’s breath hitched as her liquid body poured into his pants and surrounded his cock. The movements around it were awkward and uninspiring. But they pulled, prodded and massaged lightly until Calon began to respond.

Evie shifted around, and Calon watched as she got on her knees. Positioning herself with her face to the floor and her ass pushed towards him, he watched as her tail extended from her pants. The dextrous appendage shifted around, before folding back on itself. It made a rather obvious bulge on her pants as it slipped between her legs and Calon felt himself harden further as he realised what she was doing.

Meanwhile, Clarissa was getting more agitated in his pants. Her body writhed and tugged on his cock, but she had almost no technique. In a way, it was a bit of an ego boost to be with someone who appeared to be essentially a virgin. But it was more awkward than anything.

“How are you lasting so long?” she hissed softly. “I’ve never been with a guy this long before.”

Calon rolled his eyes, “You want me to finish quicker?”

“Obviously.”

Calon heard the guard move and held perfectly still as he came towards them. Evie slumped silently to the floor, resting her tail to hide what she was doing. But the Slime had no such worries. There was no way to tell she was there unless you noticed that Calon’s pants were slightly strained.

“Shut it,” the guard snarled as he checked inside the cells. “Last warning or I start cracking heads.”

Calon nodded slowly, while Evie pretended to be sleeping. Then the man moved off and Calon slipped onto his side. Curling around himself, he must have looked ridiculous as he whispered into his crotch.

“Think of your pussy. It’s a wet, long tunnel that strokes up and down on my cock. Do that if you want me to finish quicker.”

“Like this?”

Calon blinked as the random tugging turned into a sucking pull down his length.

“Calon?”

“Hmm?” Calon blinked. “Yeah, like that.”

“This is kinda hot, y’know?” Calon blinked as she continued the sucking feeling. “You’re so fucking hard, it’s crazy.”

Calon rolled onto his back and stared at the ceiling as Clarissa continued her… suck job. It was all contained within the confines of his pants and he took slow, deep breaths to calm himself. It was like being deep throated, but that throat continued on forever. That delicious sensation of penetrating a soaked and ready pussy, that went on forever.

Calon bit his lip and held his breath as he jerked and started to cum. Unfortunately, the moment he did so, Clarissa stopped and just let him finish as he was. Calon let out a frustrated grunt and rolled his eyes, even as Clarissa let out a giggle.

“I did it!”

CRASH!

“LAST FUCKING WARNING! YOU SHUT YOUR MOUTHS!”

Calon clenched his eyes and thought about Clarissa’s shift ability.

Upgrade Shift?

Can form humanoid or object shapes* *Higher levels can create more defined shapes

1 perk

Y/N

“Yes,” Calon whispered.

Of all things he wasn’t expecting. It wasn’t for the pressure around his cock to increase tenfold. That was only relieved as his pants literally burst as a human shaped slime-girl suddenly appeared in his lap. She sat up and held up her transparent hand. She was completely nude and was detailed enough for small bumps on her breasts to show where her nipples would be.

“Oh shit! This is awesome!”

“What in the hells?” Calon looked at the guard, who froze, seeing Clarissa. “Oh, fuck.”

“Huh?” Clarissa turned and saw the man. “Hey, don’t look you fucking perv!”

The man spun and raced for the door as Clarissa threw out a hand. Calon watched in shock as her arm extended out like a kids stretch toy, and splattered around the guard’s head. The man jerked to a stop as Clarissa gasped.

“Sorry!” she squealed, yanking her hand back.

Only rather than release the man. He flew backwards, pulled along with the slimy appendage, before crashing headfirst into the cage bars, where he was finally released.

“Ummm.”

“Don’t worry about that!” Evie sat up. “Get the fucking keys!”


Chapter Seven




“Be nice to me.”

Calon blinked in shock. “What?”

Clarissa huffed as she put her hands on her hips. “You wanna get out of this cage, I want you to be nice to me!”

“Oh, my god you’re such a brat!” Evie hissed.

“I was brought here against my will and–”

“You’ve been a total bitch ever since!” Evie snapped. “Calon already apologised for that. But there’s nothing anyone can do about it! Instead, you sit there with a stick up your arse complaining about literally everything around you. And now, you’re holding us hostage? Why the fuck would we want to be nice to you? What have you done to deserve friends?”

As Evie yelled, the slime-girl slowly drooped. Her form became that of a puddle on the floor of Calon’s cell, where she sobbed quietly. Calon looked at Evie, who was rubbing her eyes, but looking somewhat mollified. It needed to be said, just… Perhaps not at this moment.

“Clarissa?” Calon approached.

“No,” she sobbed quietly. “She’s right, I AM a bitch.”

“And you’re right. It’s not like you had a choice to come here. And I know just how fucked this all is,” Calon conceded.

“I just want Mr. Bubbles and my cat,” she sobbed brokenly.

Calon watched as Evie’s heart began to soften. And he did the only thing he could. Scooping his hands into her viscous body, he tried to scoop her up into his arms. It took a moment for her to catch on, but the slime-girl began to take shape as she accepted the hug for what it was. She was cool, slightly sticky but surprisingly solid. She didn’t have bones, but her skin felt almost like a taut rubber ball.

“Well,” Calon patted her back. “Right now, there’s a scared pair of kitties somewhere outside. And I’m sure they would love to let you pat them if you helped us all get out.”

“They hate me,” Clarissa shook her head. “Chrissy would rip my arm off, and I called Suki a slut so many times…”

“And I’m sure a heartfelt apology would fix both those issues,” Evie smiled from her cell.

“I… Okay,” Clarissa sniffed as she wiped her face, despite no tears. “Evie. I’m sorry I’m a bitch and ruined your thing the other day.”

“It’s okay,” Evie’s smile dropped a little. “We’re going to fix it.”

“And Calon,” Clarissa rubbed her elbow nervously. “I’m sorry I pretty much raped you… Twice.”

To be fair, Calon was more concerned about Evie than he was about his own feelings. But he felt a spark of recognition for her words and gave her a smile. “It’s okay. And again, I’m sorry for dragging you into this mess. Just know that the you back home, is giving Mr. Bubbles and your cat all the attention they deserve.”

“Mr. Sooky Pants.”

Calon blinked, “The cat?”

“Mhm,” she nodded. “I call him Sooky. Because he meows at me when I go somewhere without him.”

Calon nodded and gave her another hug. That seemed to have done the trick though, and Clarissa pulled away. She straightened herself as much as a formless blob, turned woman, was capable. Then she ruined the illusion by stepping through herself to face the unconscious prison guard. And that wasn’t a play on words. Her face inverted sideways and pushed through the back of her head, followed by the rest of her body until she was facing the direction she wanted to go.

Calon watched as she stepped through the bars and bent over the man where he had his keys. And this time, as she gripped them, it was easy to pull them free.

“Here, they’re still kinda weird to hold,” she admitted, while handing them to Calon.

“Thanks,” Calon took the keys and moved to the door.

It was a little awkward trying to fit the key into a lock he couldn’t see. But between him and Clarissa gently nudging his hand, he worked his way through the keys.

“Third time’s the charm,” Evie joked as Calon’s cell door opened.

It was even quicker getting Evie’s cell open, before the three of them faced the unconscious guard.

“Tie him up and put him in a cell?” Evie suggested.

Calon nodded. “Belt around his ankles, shirt around his wrists. If we pull off one of his socks, we can stuff it in his mouth and use the other to bind it in place.

“That’s fucking nasty,” Clarissa giggled.

And Calon had to agree as the stench of his unwashed feet filled the room. The trio worked quickly, binding him up while he lay limply on the floor. When they were satisfied, Clarissa, to both Evie and Calon’s surprise, easily dragged him into the cell.

“He’s not heavy?”

“Not really,” Clarissa shook her head, making the parts of her that resembled hair, flick from side to side like a wet towel. “Holding onto him was harder than actually pulling him.”

“Your entire body runs like a big hydraulic pressure system,” Calon nodded.

“A what now?”

“Fluid mechanics,” Calon offered, before seeing her blank stare. “Okay, so there're rules to physics, or how the world around us works. Gas, like the air we breathe can be compressed. That’s how scuba tanks work. They squeeze more air into a smaller space so a diver can carry it underwater.”

“Uh huh,” Clarissa nodded.

“Liquids and solid matter can’t be compressed. If there’s air in it, you can still squeeze the air out. But once that gas is gone, it becomes incompressible. Your body works the same way.”

“So what happens if I compress part of myself, and then let go?”

Calon thought about how she shot her arm across the room and grinned. “Likely how you knocked the guard out.”

“Oh,” Clarissa nodded slowly. “Wait, that was real easy. The way you said it sounded way harder.”

Calon sighed and shook his head. “It probably doesn’t matter. But yeah.”

“What if I do that, but like? Compress my fist again. Could I hit something really hard?”

Calon blinked and glanced at Evie, who had a thoughtful expression. “Y’know. How about after we get out. We go for a walk somewhere and you can test that out–”

Summon: Suki Shio Has died

“SUKI!”

Calon spun and rushed for the back door. It wasn’t locked and Calon crashed through it into the freezing dark swirls of a Nightmare.

“Ple-he-he-hease!” A masculine voice sobbed hysterically.

Calon could see where the worst of the smoke came from. A large clump by a small barn in a closed in courtyard. The man’s sobbing took on a high-pitched whine as a series of snarls, followed the wet snapping of bones.

“Calon?!” Evie shouted as she rushed out and took his arm.

“Suki’s dead!” Calon rushed towards the Nightmare, who turned her attention to Calon.

A creature beyond rational thought was huddled over a man. The man was wide eyed and frantically waving frozen stumps in the face of the bodiless demon with glowing eyes and dagger-like teeth.

“I’m sorry,” Hannah hissed.

“Help!” the man cried pitifully. “Help me, please?!”

“She and Chrissy are still inside.”

Calon paid her no mind as he rushed to the barn door. It was slightly ajar, and he could hear Chrissy screaming Suki’s name. With a shout, Calon ripped the door open and burst inside. The interior was a single room, likely for horses. But it had been cleared out. Just inside the door was the wagon with Calon’s roan horse tied up beside it. And against the back wall were shackles hanging in place. In one set of those shackles, was Chrissy, straining in place as she tried to get to a dark furred lump beside her.

“Calon!” Chrissy screamed. “Calon quick!”

Calon rushed over and dropped to the ground beside Suki. Despite the notification, he checked her pulse and found nothing. When he took his hand away, he saw blood and felt his rage begin to bubble.

“What happened?”

“Some guy came in,” Chrissy sobbed. “He… he was going to rape her, and she bit him.”

Calon looked down at Suki’s corpse and grit his teeth. Springing to his feet, Calon rushed back to the wagon and climbed up.

“Calon?”

“Where is it?” Calon huffed.

“Where’s what?”

Calon was about to answer, when he spotted the bag he was looking for. Ripping it open, he shoved his hand into the bottom until he felt the stone. Pulling it free, he gave it a squeeze.

Stone of Essence (17 perks), would you like to activate?

Y/N

“Yes!”

Confirmed!

You have (20) perks to spend!

“Unlock Buff.”

Accepted!

Buff

Doubles power of summon’s next attack - 5 mana

Skill unlocked!

Beserk!

Double strength, mass and size at the cost of intelligence!

1 perk

Skill Unlocked!

Drain!

Killing replenishes mana instantly!

“Unlock Berserk and Drain.”

Accepted!

Berserk

Double strength, mass and size at the cost of intelligence - 15 mana*

*Additional 15 mana for every minute of skill usage

Accepted!

Drain

Killing replenishes mana instantly*

*This is a passive skill and is active at all times.

“Upgrade Revive.”

Upgrade Revive?

Fallen summon is returned with no mana

2 perk

Y/N

“Yes.”

Accepted!

You have upgraded Revive.

New level: 2

Calon ignored Chrissy, Evie and Clarissa as he boosted his mana and healing skills to match revive. But he left Drain and Berserk alone for the time being.

“Character Sheet.”

Character Sheet!

Name:

Calon Wilson

Class:

Summoner

Level:

7 (445/500)

Perks:

Mana:

60/60

Skills:

Heal 2- Repairs targeted injury - 5 mana* **

*Repeated casting over major injury will stack effect.

**Chance to remove status effect

Revive 2 - Fallen summon is returned with no mana. - 15 mana

Soft Touch 2 - Cast over time, moderately removes status effects - 1 mana per second

Berserk - Double strength, mass and size at the cost of intelligence - 15 mana*

*Additional 15 mana for every minute of skill usage

Drain - Killing replenishes mana instantly*

*This is a passive skill and is active at all times.

Summons:

Evie-Rae Wilson - Succubus

Chrissy Smith - Griffon*

*Royal

Suki Shio - Neko

Clarissa Walker - Slime

Current Quest:

Goblins are attacking traders North of Beenleigh. Find their camp and destroy it.* - 1 bronze per ear. Any and all looted goods. (10 x 1 bronze)

*100exp for destruction of goblin camp

Other Quest:

None

Calon grimaced and nodded to himself. “Ten perks left. Revive Suki Shio.”

Confirmed!

Reviving: Suki Shio!

Calon turned in place as the familiar opening portal appeared in the air. A small shadow figure came into view, and Calon sprung forward as Suki leaped into his arms.

“MASTER!”

“Suki!” Calon caught her and held on tight.

“Master, I… I–”

“Shhhh,” Calon soothed her. “I have you back now.”

“It… It hurt, Master.”

Calon squeezed her tightly, before several figures stepped into view. The first was Chrissy who was still sobbing quietly. Evie stood behind her, keys clutched in her hands as she too cried. But it was Clarissa that surprised them both as she pooled into the wagon.

“I’m sorry!” Clarissa sobbed.

Suki had a moment to ‘mreow!’ before Clarissa enveloped her in herself. The slime-girl clung to Calon, while covering most of Suki.

“Clarissa, what?”

“It’s okay,” Clarissa gently rubbed the Neko’s ears. “It’s okay. You’re safe. Mommy’s here now. I’ll give you all the scritches you could ever want.”

Suki’s dazed expression turned to Calon who gave her a small kiss. “We had a talk. But none of that is important right now. We need to get out of here. So Clarissa, if you could let me go?”

The Slime didn’t respond verbally, but her form shifted to release Calon who slipped down onto the ground.

“Calon?”

Calon pulled Chrissy into a firm hug and caught her with a firm kiss. Her claws dug into his back as she kissed him hard. Before a polite cough pulled their distraction.

“While this is a lovely display. And Suki, I am so very sorry I didn’t find you sooner–”

“It’s okay,” Suki mumbled around Clarissa’s form as she petted the Neko incessantly.

“It’s not,” the Nightmare’s eyes flashed dangerously. The entire room chilled by several degrees and Calon shuffled, before Hannah gave herself a shake. “The Sheriff is gathering a lynch mob. I suggest it is time to leave.”

“Fuck,” Calon swore. “What the fuck is with that guy?”

“I bet it’s that church,” Evie sighed.

“Wait, church?” Chrissy asked.

Calon left Evie to the explanations as he went over to fetch the horse. The docile creature was unbothered by the commotion. Between Chrissy, Hannah and Suki, very little fazed the animal and for that Calon was extremely grateful. After a stroke of his nose, Calon brought him around to the front of the wagon. It had thankfully been reversed in, likely by the horse itself.

“Hannah, what happened to the guy?”

“Hmm?” Hannah smiled. “Well, let’s just say, without eyes, tongue, nose, limbs or genitals, when the ice melts, he’ll bleed out.”

Calon nodded, before glancing back at Suki’s corpse lying by the wall. He didn’t know if it was better, or worse that there was still a corpse there. But it set in his mind, that he honestly couldn’t give a fuck about the living hell, her murderer was going through.

“Just leave me,” Suki sighed as she pried herself free of Clarissa’s grip. “You’ll only have to bury me later. Best now to just leave me for someone else to deal with.”

“I will refrain,” Hannah sighed as she directed a smokey limb to open the second barn door. “I… don’t think I would enjoy making a meal out of a friend.”

Suki tilted her head. “I dunno. That might be kinda hot, in a way.”

Calon couldn’t help the snort that escaped his lips as a series of laughs broke out. This entire adventure had gone from bad, to downright terrible. And it felt nice to laugh. But that didn’t change the fact, Suki’s dead body was literally lying in a pool of blood, broken and bruised from the vicious beating she received.

“Alright, everyone get on,” Calon ordered as he stepped back from the horse.

Evie, Suki and Clarissa, got themselves comfortable, while Calon led the horse out by the reins. In the distance, Calon could hear jeering and shouting. It didn’t sound good, whatever was going on, and Hannah vanished into her smokey form as she approached a gate to one side.

“They are hunting the beastkin,” she hissed.

Calon grit his teeth and shook his head. “They probably think if they kill them all, they could blame us, then get rewarded for it.”

“Possible,” Hannah agreed. “You will need to move quickly or you will be surrounded.”

“Great,” Calon sighed as he pulled the horse up in front of the gate. “Who’s got the keys?”

Evie tossed them over to Calon who caught them in one hand. The gate had a large lock on it, and he moved over to examine it.

“Hurry, they’re coming this way,” Hannah hissed.

Calon grunted as he checked the shape of the lock with the keys he had. It was a slightly different design to most and Calon had to check them all individually to be sure which would fit.

“What’s the hold up?” Chrissy asked as she came over to inspect what he was doing.

“Trying to find the key,” Calon grunted.

“Maybe it’s inside?” Suki offered.

“Go check, please?” Calon called over his shoulder.

“Let me,” Chrissy huffed and snatched the keys off him. Calon wanted to snap, but he held back as Chrissy sifted through the keys entirely, before tossing them aside. “It’s none of them.”

“You’re sure?”

“Mhm,” Chrissy nodded. “This is a bigger lock. The key will be a big chunky thing. None of the others will fit, even if they’re the right shape.”

“Fuck,” Calon looked around.

“Calon, someone’s heading for the sheriff’s office!”

Calon rushed over to the back door and spotted Suki rummaging through a set of drawers. “Suki! We have to leave, get out here!”

“What about the key?”

That was a good point. Calon thought for a moment and nodded to himself. “Get on the wagon, now!”

“Yes, Master.”

Suki scampered past and Calon rushed back over to the horse. Taking the reins he was using, Calon pulled them back over to the driver’s seat and gestured at Evie.

“You’re driving.”

“What?”

Calon thrust them in her direction without a word. And despite her confusion, Evie crawled into the seat.

“Calon, what are you–”

“Beserk!”

The feeling was… Intense. All at once, Calon’s form shifted, and he felt his bones and muscles stretching all at once. It would have been painful, if not for the massive hit of adrenalin that pulsed through his core. He felt like he was going to burst and lashed out at the gate in front of him. The wood thumped, and Calon howled in anger, before stepping back. He could hear shouting in the distance and charged for the gate. This time, the impact was enough to bust the latch, if not the lock itself.

With a heavy thump and a cloud of dust, Calon hit the ground and grunted in pain.

“Get up!” Evie shouted.

Calon rolled onto his back. “What?”

But he had rolled enough that there was room for the wagon to pass by. And Evie didn’t waste a moment as she cracked the reins.

“Get them!” Calon turned and spotted that arsehole sheriff. “They’re escaping!”

Calon snarled and hauled himself to his feet, as a smokey blanket puffed out in front of him.

“Calon, honey. You need to follow the wagon.”

“But?”

“Turn around.”

Calon gave her a dumb, look before doing just that. Evie was twisted around in the driver’s seat as Chrissy, Suki and Clarissa waved. Chrissy understanding something the others didn’t, shouted to them, before slipping her hands to the side of her leather shirt and pulling to expose her breasts. Evie, catching on quick did the same, while Suki cupped her petite chest. Clarissa was the last, and she ballooned her breasts out to impossible sizes.

“That’s it. Go get the pretty titties!”

“Ah…” Calon frowned. “Yeah, okay.”

Hannah watched the lumbering brute charge off towards his friends. She just needed to break off any pursuit for the time being. Turning to face the mob, she flared herself out, blocking the fleeing wagon from view.

“FOOLS!” Hannah screamed. “FEAR ME!”

Smoke the colour of ink lashed out towards the townsfolk. They scattered, while the sheriff organised a defence. She felt it when a rock passed through her form. Truth be told, physical damage was still possible. Just vastly reduced. And as old as she was, she had plenty of strength to go around.

“You!” Hannah giggled madly as she turned to face the one getting her attention. Only to freeze as one of the priests rushed towards her.
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“Calon, turn back!”

“What?” Calon frowned and slowed to look behind him.

“No! Fuck!” Chrissy grabbed his wrist and hauled him onward. “Cancel the fucking skill dickhead!”

Calon blinked, before letting out a laugh as he jogged along with Chrissy beside the wagon. Now he thought about it, things didn’t feel great. Physically, he felt powerful, strong and capable as anything. But his thoughts were sluggish, and as he focussed on his skills, he even stuck his tongue out to the side. But he managed to hold his thoughts properly and close the skill. All at once, his body twisted and Calon fell flat on his face as his legs suddenly shrunk back to normal while his upper torso shrank a little in proportion.

“Ouch! Fuck!” Calon grunted as his arms pulled back in.

“Let’s go!” Chrissy snapped as she pulled him onto her back.

Calon wrapped his arms around her torso, ignoring the softness of her breasts as he hung on. Chrissy burst forward to catch up to the wagon that was slowly heading North out of town. That meant they were heading right into goblin territory.

“Wait, where’s Hannah?”

“She’s back in town.”

Calon twisted around and looked back the way they came. All he could see was darkness. He couldn’t even make out the burning torches of the townsfolk. The only thing that made sense, was Hannah making a big enough scene to let them escape.

“This whole thing is fucked!” Clarissa shouted from the wagon as they caught up. “Did you see those poor furry people?”

Calon’s face dropped as he took in the sight of Clarissa’s pout. “See any survivors?”

“Plenty got away. I’m pretty sure I saw Ches race off with a cart full of stuff.”

Calon reached for the edge of the wagon as Chrissy brought him up alongside. And with a well-timed jump, Calon threw his leg over and caught on the wagon instead.

“Oh, thank fuck for that. You’re heavy!”

“Thanks Chrissy,” Calon called as he climbed up into the wagon. “Do you think-”

A white flash burst into the night sky, illuminating the town. A smokey figure twisted in the light and Calon heard a terrible scream.

“HANNAH!”

“Oh, shit!” Evie yelled as the wagon lurched.

Calon spun back to Evie as she pulled the reins and got them back on the road once more. With a thought for Hannah, Calon rushed to the front of the wagon and took the reins from Evie’s hands. She hugged him firmly as he drove them down the centre of the road. Calon knew they needed to get as much distance between them and Beenleigh as possible. It was still likely that the sheriff could follow with horses of their own. It would be dangerous, but if they pushed through the night, it wouldn’t be impossible for them to catch up.

All Calon could do was keep moving. The coolness of the air would keep the horse moving for a time yet. They hadn’t pushed him all that hard to get into town to begin with. And he had rested all day. That just left the goblins to deal with.

“What do we do now?” Clarissa asked.

Calon grimaced and shook his head.

“That, scary chick. She’s dead isn’t she?”

“Clarissa,” Evie hissed.

Calon turned to look at Evie, when he heard a soft voice. “Sorry. I just… I’m scared.”

“It’s okay to be scared,” Calon nodded to himself. Truth be told, Calon was terrified.

Suki had died, and he had brought her back. Now it was likely that Hannah was dead too. He didn't like to think about it too hard. Not with what he caught her doing. But part of him had thought that she could be part of their group. Evie liked her, and had even alluded to thinking she was sexy. And now she was likely gone.

“Here’s what I’m thinking,” Calon nodded. “We keep going. Push as far as the horse will take us. If the sheriff leaves us alone and we get past the goblins, we head to Burt and tell him what happened.”

“Then what?” Clarissa asked.

“Then,” Calon sighed. “Then we go back, kill some goblins and wait for the magistrate to send their people down.”

“What would that accomplish?”

“Sheriff is going to have a hard time explaining all the dead beastkin. Especially when we roll in and tell whoever’s in charge that the sheriff was the one who killed them.”

“You think the magistrate will believe us?” Evie asked.

Calon shrugged. “It’s that, or we play as bandits for the rest of our lives.”

“Might not be so bad,” Chrissy added. “There’s that rebellion thing up North, remember?”

Calon nodded, “Yeah. that’s an option. But it still means travelling. And I don’t know how hard it would be to get there.”

“Well that sucks,” Suki sighed as she crawled up onto the driver’s seat beside Calon.

He took one look at the Neko and remembered the battered corpse on the floor beside Chrissy. She mewled as he hooked one arm around her waist and pulled her onto his lap.

“Master?”

“Just…” Calon shook his head as her scent filled his nose. “Just stay there. Please?”

“C-can I pet the kitty?”

Calon turned and saw Clarissa with a hopeful smile. He nodded, and the slime-girl settled in and got comfortable. Or at least, what was likely comfortable, despite the fact she was leaning on the edge of the wagon and over the front in order to gently stroke Suki’s ears.

Calon held the reins with one hand, while the other he kept around Suki’s waist, holding her close. Suki accepted the affection with all the dignity of a cuddle slut, as she purred frantically and nuzzled any part of Calon she could reach. And as Evie leaned against his shoulder, Calon took a deep breath.

“We’ll be okay,” he nodded. “We’ll pay the sheriff back. Prove our innocence and make ourselves heroes in the process.”

Chrissy heard his words, and her lips thinned into a line. She lacked his optimism, but appreciated the sentiment. She just wished she could be on the wagon too. Despite her growing affection for her new form, she still regretted the changes. Especially now she finally had people she felt comfortable being around.

“Hey Chrissy,” Calon called as he drove along. “When we stop, you’re sleeping in the middle, so we can all cuddle up against you.”

Chrissy blinked slowly and hid a smile. For the bone-headed, idiot, step-brother of the woman she loved. He certainly had a way to a Royal Griffon’s heart.


Chapter Eight




It was the clopping of hooves that had Calon spring out of bed. Wearing only a pair of underwear, he scrambled for his hammer that he left by the door. The frantic action had Evie and Chrissy stirring, while Suki was already at his side. Clarissa, the newest member of the group was the slowest, still just a puddle with a space in the middle large enough for Suki to have slept in.

With a growl, Calon remembered his new abilities as he tore the front of the tent open, and froze as Ches let out a choked laugh.

“Oh, lad am I glad to see you,” she grinned, before breaking down into broken sobs.

Calon looked her over. She was dirty, dishevelled and the cart she was hauling had a few arrows sticking out of it. Familiar looking arrows, that left Calon glancing around for their owners.

“Ches,” Calon approached quickly. “Where are they?”

“Oh?” She trembled before looking over herself.

That’s when Calon saw that a few of those arrows were in her side. The blood was fresh, but sticky. Which told him the majority of the damage was already done.

“Shit,” Evie swore as she saw the state of the centaur.

“Language, young lady,” Ches said in a tone that made it obvious it was a reflex.

Calon moved over to her side and patted the old Centaur’s flank. “This is going to hurt.”

“What are you going to do?” Ches glanced back.

“Heal you,” Calon thinned his lips. “But I need to take the arrows out first.”

Ches let out a pained sigh, before nodding her head. By now, the rest of them had come out. Chrissy, being the tallest, pulled the Centaur into a hug, that was more of a brace. While Evie came around to help Calon. Suki remained behind with Clarissa, watching the action unfold.

“Evie, you get that one, I have this one,” Calon pointed to the two arrows. She had numerous cuts and grazes from other attacks. As well as a nasty-looking bite on her leg. But the arrows were first. “Ready Ches?”

“Ready,” the older woman nodded.

“On three,” Calon called, before glancing at Evie and holding up a single finger. When she nodded, Calon gulped and took a deep breath in. “One!”

They both yanked the arrows out at the same time. Ches shrieked and despite Chrissy’s best efforts, she skittered sideways away from them. But Calon could also see the fresh blood now pouring from the wounds and rushed to help her.

“Heal!” Calon focussed on the first wound. He watched as the flesh closed up around the hole, and a layer of skin formed over the top. He then repeated the spell on the second wound. “Before I do the bite, I’m going to make sure there’s no other conditions going on,” Calon told her.

“Is it going to hurt like before,” Ches winced.

“It shouldn’t,” Calon smiled apologetically.

Chrissy got back into position, and Calon rubbed his hands together. “Healing hands.”

He ran them over her body. He wasn’t really aware of what the skill was doing. But Ches flinched a few times, and let out a gasp as something in her spine popped audibly. The real concern was her leg. As Calon moved down, he felt her skin grow warmer for a moment, before a glob of green puss was ejected from the wound, making everyone flinch.

“Oh, lad,” Ches grunted. “I don’t know what you did. But I feel a decade younger.”

Calon grinned. “Glad I could help. Let me get this leg, and then I’ll cast a few general Heals to close up the scratches.”

A few minutes later, Calon checked his character sheet and saw he had thirty-two mana left. Upgrading Soft Touch and Heal proved to be extremely beneficial. How it would behave with further upgrades, Calon wasn’t sure. But he was looking forward to finding out. When he finally stepped away, Ches was almost prancing in place, before a sudden shift in her expression made her stop.

“You… were in Beenleigh, weren’t you?”

“We were,” Chrissy nodded, before giving the large woman another hug.

“We’re heading to see Burt,” Calon added. “Figured he’s the best one to tell about the sheriff.”

“That…” Ches stamped her hooves. “If I get my hands on him…”

“Do you know what started it?” Evie asked.

“No,” Ches shook her head. “Was a quiet day until you showed up. When the sheriff locked you up, a few of us started asking questions. That made him mad. I went back to the shop after that and by chance, decided to check my emergency supplies.”

Calon looked at the cart she was hauling and nodded in agreement. “What then?”

“Not much more than you already know,” Ches sighed. “I heard it start. A few shouts, some screaming and then the torches came out. I strapped on the cart and raced out of town. Someone came after me, so I broke into the trees to lose them. I passed a few beastkin, then had my run in with some goblins. Now I’m here.”

“We should keep moving then,” Calon frowned. “If the goblins were out last night, we missed them by chance.”

“Aye,” Ches nodded. “I worry not all of us that got away from town are safe.”

“All the more reason to hurry,” Chrissy stepped back.

Calon swore and nodded his head. They broke up, and together, made short work of dismantling the tent. Of all places they had stopped for the night. It was in a rest area like they had originally planned to avoid. The trees were too dense to risk taking an off-road trip in the dark. And nobody was feeling particularly well rested to push through until they reached the farm.

But with Ches at their side, Calon thought it for the best. And the old centaur looked relieved as they climbed aboard the wagon to accompany her. The chatter was quiet as they travelled. Evie and Chrissy introduced Suki and Clarissa to the older woman. And with her hurts taken care of, she took an immediate dim view to the bubbly slime-girl’s constant use of profanity. Ches was still fuming after Clarissa had a rather explosive comment regarding her breasts, and the movement of the wagon, when they rounded a bend.

“Oh…”

Calon pulled on the reins to slow as they approached the scene. It was obvious that something terrible had happened. There was blood everywhere. Fur, signs of a struggle and goblin arrow shafts littered about. Calon kept his eyes on the trees as the horse nickered with nervous energy. He was ready to run at a moment’s notice and Calon felt torn.

“Should we do something?”

“I’m not sure,” Ches answered as she bent to pluck up a patch of fur. “This isn’t from a wolf.”

Calon nodded as Chrissy stepped off the road in the direction of some drag marks.

“There’s footprints,” she called softly. “Not all of them goblins. One of them had shoes.”

Calon frowned and glanced back at Ches, while Suki leaped onto the ground to look for herself.

“I… I don’t.”

“Calon!” Suki called.

He turned back, and saw Suki hold up a child’s doll. It had a splatter of blood on the side. But it looked like a fluffy koala.

“Fuck,” Calon swore. And it must have been the right time for it, because Ches nodded slowly as she met his gaze. “I can’t just leave it.”

“You’re a good man, Calon.”

“I don’t know about that,” Calon shook his head. “But I’m not a piece of shit like the sheriff.”

“My mana is full,” Evie offered.

Calon wanted to agree. But he was concerned. Full or not, if she ran out in the middle of the goblin camp. That could be a death sentence for them all. But she wasn’t the only empowered one. Calon had some skills he could use as well.

“Alright,” Calon nodded. “We need to check this out. I… I can’t leave a kid.”

“What about the wagon?” Clarissa asked. Calon glanced at Ches, and nodded. “Ches can take the horse back to Burt.”

“Aye,” Ches nodded.

“What? We’re walking back from here?”

“It’s not that far,” Chrissy rolled her eyes.

“And we might be bringing back survivors,” Calon added.

“Wouldn’t it make sense to keep the wagon then?” Clarissa pushed.

“Only if it’s safe to leave it to begin with,” Evie shook her head. “We’d end up having to walk, anyway. That horse isn’t enough to haul Chrissy if the rest of us are in the wagon too.”

“Well, fuck me.”

“Language!”

That at least got a chuckle out of the group. With that though, Calon had to agree. There was little they could do to improve things further. With a nod, Calon dropped out of the driver’s seat. And tied the reins onto the back of Ches’s cart. She gave him a careful nod and Calon offered her a smile.

“Tell Burt what happened, and where we are. But don’t come back.”

“You do right by us. There’ll be a lot of witnesses at your trial.”

“You think there’ll be a trial?”

“Most definitely,” Ches nodded. “Once the magistrate hears about a rogue summoner. They’ll come down hard.”

Calon grimaced, thinking of the bigot adventurer he ran into at Ufal’s shop. The last thing he wanted was for the likes of him to come knocking. The asshole was almost as bad as the sheriff.

“Right,” Calon shook his head. “Grab your stuff, then let’s go.”

It only took a moment for them to collect what they needed. Suki took some time to take the collar from her corpse . But otherwise she remained firmly in the buff. Though her fur was long enough to provide ample coverings. Evie, retrieved her dagger and strapped it to her hip, as did Calon, to augment his hammer. The last was Chrissy, who fit the leather strap over her shoulder to hold her spear.

“Those look like Burt’s,” Ches watched.

“He gifted them to us,” Calon palmed the head of his weapon as it swung from his belt. “They do the job.”

“They would. Did he ever tell you what his father was?”

“He did,” Calon nodded. “He told us all about it.”

Whether Ches knew about the Essence, she mentioned nothing further. And after Suki tossed down a couple spare water skins, Ches began her long walk back to Burt.

“Should I have taken my saddlebags?” Chrissy asked.

“No,” Calon shook his head. “We need to move quickly and quietly. That’s why Suki’s in the nude.”

“That and I kinda like it,” Suki twirled.

Calon shook his head and led the way into the tree-line. It was quickly obvious that there were several beings. One was dragged, leaving a clear indicator as their ankles left deep grooves in the dirt. Another wore shoes, and close to their side, was a smaller set of prints with four toes.

Calon watched as Suki compared her prints, but she quickly dismissed them again. “Some kind of canine,” she commented.

Calon had to agree, and together they pushed on. At first they moved slowly, before Calon pointed out the large fire the goblins had lit at the other camps. Goblins also weren’t the quietest bunch. Staying slow and quiet, might risk more lives in the long run. They had explored the idea of riding Chrissy. But Clarissa’s additional weight put Chrissy over her level of comfort. The slime-girl sounded slightly offended by it, until Calon pointed out that they wouldn’t have put three adults on a regular horse, let alone a Griffon.

Rather, the five of them rushed on as quickly as they could. Suki darted off ahead, scouting and scenting the trail. While Chrissy remained behind, watching for threats as they came up. At some point, the person being dragged must have woken up. The easily seen drag marks broke up as they attempted to stager along. At least until Suki pointed out a fresh pool of blood. And the drag marks continued.

“Whoever it was likely struggled,” Evie frowned.

“Hit em over the head, they stop fighting,” Clarissa sighed. “I’m guessing these goblins aren’t the kind to like shiny shit, are they?”

Calon gave her a look as he tried to wonder where her knowledge of references came from. Then he shook his head. “No. Goblins here are the dirty, ugly kind. They also have a weird thing with sex.”

“They’re also super flammable,” Evie smiled darkly.

“Alright psycho,” Clarissa pointed to continue moving.

They pushed on, getting deeper into the forest. As they travelled, Calon couldn’t help but notice a slight change.

“Hey, Evie?”

“Yeah?”

“Remember our first night?”

Evie glanced around, before slowing. “Oh, shit.”

“Yeah,” Calon frowned.

“What’s wrong?” Clarissa asked.

Calon realised Chrissy and Suki had slowed as well. “The day I came here. They captured me. Long story short, I accidentally summoned Evie, and we got away. That first night, we slept in a nest I made, out of the leaves of these conifer trees.”

“Oh shit,” Chrissy frowned. “You don’t think?”

“It might be,” Calon frowned. “We were around Beenleigh when Burt found us. And I do not know how long or what direction we ran when we escaped.”

“So this might be the big camp?”

Calon shuddered as he remembered the cage. Not that the cage itself was overly awful. But what the goblins were doing around the cage.

“Yeah,” he shuddered. “C’mon. We should hurry, things were… not nice. Especially if there’s kids involved.”

He pushed them on and Suki resumed her lead. Though now, she climbed up into the trees themselves, only for Chrissy to make an impatient sound.

“What’s wrong?”

“I could fly!”

Calon wanted to slap himself at the words. “Suki! Climb a tree, see if there’s anything nearby you can see that could help Chrissy take off!”

“Got it!”

She spun and went vertical. Her small form, pumped by adrenalin raced up the side of a nearby tree. When she reached the top. The tree beside her own was taller. Calon’s heart stopped for a moment as the Neko leaped, but unlike the incident in the farmhouse, she had no issues as she scrambled up the second. Calon watched as she climbed out of view, only to pop back down a moment later.

“It looks like there’s a creek bed or something. There’s a gap in the trees.”

“What would that be, the Logan River or something?” Calon asked.

“Probably,” Evie nodded. “Either way, there should be mangroves that’ll cut the trees back.”

“We didn’t cross a river either,” Calon continued. “Which means we’re probably closer than we think.”

“Well, that sounds fucking wonderful,” Chrissy grunted as Suki began leading the way once more.

They diverted to their right. In what Calon could only assume, was slightly further North than their current path. Only this time, it only took a few minutes before they could smell the salt in the air.

“Must be an incoming tide,” Calon nodded.

“Hope it’s not too high,” Evie continued. “Chrissy needs the space.”

“See how we go,” Chrissy nodded. “If we get some height, maybe I can leap out over the water.”

“Which might work,” Calon frowned.

“Or you could get eaten by a fucking bull shark or some shit,” Clarissa droned from the rear.

That killed the discussion for the rest of them. Clarissa was warming up, but she was still blunt and rather abrasive. Luckily for them all, they found the river rather quickly. It was at a bend, and Calon could see a stretch of bank they could use. Chrissy spotted it too and gave them all a look.

“Stay here. I’ll go up, take a look and come back. Then we’ll go from there.”

Calon glanced at the other ladies and nodded in agreement. “Let’s go then.”

They moved down onto the bank and Calon insisted on checking it first. The mud in the river could be thick and sticky. So he walked over it first, finding it was hard packed and crusted over with rocks and oysters. Those wouldn’t be great if you tripped and fell. But it made for ground sturdy at the very least.

Chrissy did the same, walking along to make sure there was nothing that would tear her feet open. And while she wasn’t entirely convinced. She wanted to help more than concern over her paws. So after walking back towards the bush, she opened her wings.

“Good luck!” Evie waved.

Chrissy grinned and charged ahead. Her wings beat as she picked up speed. But she didn’t lift off. She continued charging along the beach, heading towards the water, flapping hard to build speed. Until Calon realised, she was going to hit the water. He went to pull his shirt off, thinking he would have to dive in after her. When Chrissy’s paws gently padded along the surface of the water.

She skipped along, dragging her claws as she beat her wings, before surging up into the sky.

“Holy fucking shit, I thought she was going to crash,” Clarissa gaped.

Calon wanted to agree, but chose to say nothing as Chrissy surged into the air.

“MEAAAAT!”

Three goblins poured out of the trees ahead of them. All pointing up at Chrissy. Calon slapped a hand over Clarissa’s mouth as he pulled her back into the trees. Suki and Evie didn’t need to be told twice, as they pushed back to join him.

The goblins screamed and ranted, one raised a bow and fired as Chrissy turned back. Calon wasn’t sure if she saw where they were hiding, but she didn’t stick around either. Chrissy’s wingbeats whooshed overhead, before she turned once more. Leading the small party of goblins away.

“Get wolves!”

Calon watched one of the larger goblins shove a smaller to the ground. The smaller goblin squeaked in pain. But that just drove the third to swing a small foot into the smallest one’s rump, knocking it over once more.

“We need to take them down,” Calon hissed as he released Clarissa once more. “Then follow the little one.”

“Got it,” Suki nodded as she slunk off.

“I’ll help,” Evie nodded as she moved off as well. “You take Clarissa and follow the little one.”

“Don’t take risks,” Calon growled.

“I should be telling you that,” Evie hissed, before pressing a kiss to his lips. “Be safe.”

“You too.”

She darted off after Suki, while the two goblins screamed obscenities at the sky. The smaller goblin must have been hurt from the treatment as it staggered off into the bush once more.

“Next time you wanna hold my mouth shut like that,” Clarissa hissed. “You better be willing to finish the job.”

Calon blinked, but didn’t have time to process as she started moving on without him. He swore under his breath and hurried to catch up. The screaming goblins were so loud, they didn’t bother being quiet. They just kept out of sight as they followed after the little one. They ran with a limp, as if they twisted their ankle in the fall. And it kept them slow enough and quiet enough Calon had to worry about getting too close. Especially when one of the goblins it left behind screeched as if it was in pain. The small goblin paused and turned, making Calon shove Clarissa behind a bush to see what it did next.
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Calon grinned at the notification and closed it. But with the silence of the forest taking over, the goblin growled softly and started to move again. Calon paid more attention now, following the remaining goblin with ease. Clarissa opted to form a blob once more, rolling along the ground to save the wet slaps of each footstep. Calon wondered if she could benefit from wearing clothes. Just putting her feet into a pair of shoes might make it easier or at least quieter to move about.

For now though, there was little anyone could do as they followed the small goblin. It headed in a rather straight line, and Calon could already smell the smoke from their fires. The sound of beating wings overhead had the goblin diving for cover. Calon spotted Chrissy as she flew overhead, and from the looks of things, she knew at least roughly where they were.

The goblin stayed down for a minute, before he spotted movement. Suki stumbled about a little ahead. It looked as if she were dazed. The goblin coiled up for a moment, before coming to the same realisation. It climbed to its feet, catching Suki’s attention. Calon wanted to rush over, but Clarissa grabbed his arm.

She pointed to a log nearby, where Evie was watching. The goblin would have to pass by on its way to Suki. And it did just that. As it staggered forward, Suki held up her paws, and the goblin giggled madly. Right as Evie leaped over the log, taking it to the ground with the knife planted firmly in its back. It hissed in agony, before she twisted the blade and pulled it free, stabbing one more time in the back of its neck.

It tried once again to scream, but the only sounds it could make was a loud gasping croak. And Evie left it to bleed as Suki appeared at her side, completely fine and unbothered by the situation.

“Come on,” Calon took Clarissa’s hand.

They rushed over, and Evie shot them a grin when she spotted them. “We went around and caught up. Suki led the way.”

“Yup, I can smell the camp from here, so we didn’t need him anymore.”

“Great,” Calon nodded. “Let’s go then. Chrissy’s probably got them spooked already.”

“That’ll keep them occupied at least,” Evie nodded.

They started their march once more. Calon could smell the fires better now. It was sharp, like burning pine, but there was little smoke. Which likely meant they’d been here long enough to dry the wood out properly. And that meant, it was, without a doubt the main camp.

And if Calon had any doubts of that, as they broke through a line of trees. They died at the sight of a familiar-looking lake.

“Oh shit,” Evie frowned.

“Is that it?” Suki asked.

“That’s it,” Calon nodded. “This is where I picked my class and summoned Evie.”

“We should check the lake before we leave,” Evie nodded.

“Agreed,” Calon nodded.

At the very least, there would be some loot. There was the knife he dropped after all. And there might be more to uncover with the time to look around, especially since it looked like the goblins threw the discards from those they captured into the lake. For now, they picked up the inhuman screams of the goblins ahead in the camp and moved on to check things out. Calon knew the gap between the camp and the lake wasn’t far. So they stayed quiet and low to avoid detection.

Not that they likely needed to. The bulk of the goblins were on the far side of the camp where Chrissy was doing lazy loops to keep them distracted.

“Oh shit,” Evie pointed.

Calon looked over and saw a man. He had fur and looked the same colour as a dingo. He was twitching, beside his severed leg that looked like it was being prepped to go on a wooden spit, not a moment before they arrived. Opposite the fire, was a familiar-looking cage, with a woman and child of the same species.

“Fuck, I need to help him. Suki, go with Evie and see if you can get the cage open. Get them somewhere safe, then we’ll work out what to do.”

Before they could argue, Calon slipped into the camp. The goblins were tossing rocks, spears and jostling for a handful of bows, directed at the flying Griffon. If not for their frantic movements, they likely would have gotten a clean shot. But with each bump, any arrow they fired went wide. Calon grinned at their simple-mindedness as he crept closer to the butcher’s table. Only to freeze at the sight of a wolf laying beside it.

The wolf froze just the same as Calon did. They eyed each other for a moment, before Calon went for his weapons. Only the knife came free in time, but he still had the hammer out most of the way when the beast tackled him to the ground. Its jaws clamped over the handle, giving Calon a chance to slam the blade into its neck. The wolf jerked and tried to pull away, but Calon held on. As it twisted, the blade sliced clean out the front of its throat.

Calon was showered in blood as the wolf staggered away in a blind panic. It made to run, only to trip over its feet and fall in a heap.

“Fuck,” Calon spat.

Getting up, he saw the man was lying still and breathing slowly. But he could also see Evie had got the cage open. The mother shot Calon a terrified expression as the little girl reached out towards them. But Evie led them off while Calon turned to the man who was looking worse with every moment.

“Don’t give up yet,” Calon raised his hand. “Heal!”


Chapter Nine




Calon smiled as the blood halted immediately. Flesh pooled over the stump, before skin formed over the top. Calon had hoped that the leg may regrow. Or perhaps if there were time he could have tried to reattach the leg. But for now, this would have to do. The goblins were still screeching and jostling as they watched Chrissy fly around. The wolf had fallen still and Calon was satisfied it was no longer a threat.

Over by the cage, the mother was holding the child’s mouth to keep them quiet. Evie, Suki and Clarissa were working together to carve out the bars of the cage. From what Calon could remember, they were wood and some kind of cord. Probably dried gut. Teeth, claws and just a fair amount of strength would free anyone. So long as the goblins were distracted long enough.

“Elody.”

Calon turned and noticed the furry man shifting on the table. “Shhh,” he covered the man’s face.

The man, feeling something on his muzzle, bit down hard, making Calon flinch. As a low growl escaped his mouth, Calon pulled free his dagger and pressed it into the man’s throat, until he froze. The man opened his eyes, and they locked on Calon’s before he opened his jaw.

“S-sorry.”

“It’s fine,” Calon grunted as he watched the multiple puncture wounds bleed freely.

“My wife and daughter?”

“We’re getting them,” Calon pulled the knife away.

The man nodded, before glancing down at himself. At the sight of his leg missing, he let out a soft grunt, before shaking his head.
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Calon blinked away the notification after accepting. He looked down at the man. “Toru?”

“Yes?”

Calon nodded, before looking over at Evie and the others. The quest must have come from the mother’s prompting. Which made sense. The mother was literally shoving her daughter through the gap they’d created so far. Likely begging for them to help.

“Where’s my family?”

“We’re getting them,” Calon assured him again.

“Get them out,” he begged. “Please. I’m half a man without a leg. Get them out?”
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Calon accepted this too. Only to flinch at the sound of a terrible scream.

“MEEEAAAAT!!!!”

Without thinking, Calon grabbed Toru and dragged him off the table. Letting him flail and yell would only cause more problems. Here, he could drag him into cover and keep him out of sight. Likely the goblins wouldn’t notice he was gone. At least not straight away. The problem was the sound of a little girl screaming. Calon leaned around as Clarissa enveloped the child, holding her inside her slime-formed chest cavity, as she ran for the lake.

Suki yowled as an arrow nicked her ear, making her dive out of view, while Evie stood tall beside the now screaming mother. She looked like a demonic goddess as she threw her arms out.

“FIREBALL!”

The ball of liquid flames howled over the goblin camp. Before it made it halfway, Evie had thrown a second. The goblins, as stupid as they were. Weren’t dumb enough to stand and watch. They burst in all directions as the two fireballs flew towards them. The first narrowly missed a goblin, crashing into the ground, sending out a wave of liquid fire. The second, clipped a goblin’s staff, bursting it mid-flight.

Those flames washed over a small huddle that had taken cover behind the one with the staff. They screamed in unison. Horrible, pained screams and rushed in all directions. But there were dozens more racing around the camp. They moved like a swarm, running in clusters as they circled the camp. Evie was screaming over and over again, sending out balls of flame in every direction. Every direction except for where Calon was hiding with Toru. And by luck or design, that was the direction the goblins were closing in.

Suki pulled her knives free. The ferocious Neko wasn’t about to back down. Calon’s heart caught in his throat as he tried to work out what to do next. The goblins were going to close in, Evie was burning through mana. Suki, as dangerous as she was, couldn’t stand against a wave.

Chrissy landed amongst the first cluster. The goblins she didn’t crush on impact screamed in terror. In the frantic pace of their swarm, they had all forgotten their first target. Chrissy’s arrival had taken them completely by surprise. She lashed out with her front paws, batting goblins away. It looked like a cat playing with yarn. Only the goblins tumbled head over heels, missing limbs, or torn open, bleeding and howling in pain.

But there was a final surge that they all missed. One that went after Clarissa and the child. They pushed each other around, avoiding as much danger as they could and rushed towards the lake. Calon grimaced and looked down at Toru, who glared right back.

“Go.”

Calon nodded and drew his hammer.
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Clarissa struggled as she ran. Elody screamed constantly for her parents. But Clarissa knew she couldn’t stop. The goblins were already here. In ones and two’s, she already had to fight them. A wolf lunged out from behind a tree. But Clarissa had been concentrating and was ready. She had pressurised part of her forearm and her fist. And all she had to do was point and relax part of that process. As the wolf opened its mouth, her fist slammed into its head. The jaw shattered under the impact as Elody squealed in terror.

Whether or not the wolf lived, Clarissa didn’t care. She just knew that when it fell in a heap, it didn’t get up again. And she knew that, because her body didn’t react the same way as a human’s did. Any part of her could be anything. Eye’s in the back of her head were a poor substitute for being able to see from literally every angle all at once. She watched as part of the swarm burst over the ridge, heading straight for her.

“Mommy!” Elody cried.

But there was no time to waste. Clarissa had one job, and one job only. Get the girl and run. She didn’t know a lot. Not even where she was going. All she knew, was that she couldn’t stop. She sucked air through her membrane. It was an odd sensation, but it felt normal now. Running helped blow fresh air over her. A soothing sensation that helped her to stay clearheaded.

She could see movement coming from her right and a pair of wolves burst into view. Behind them were two more. That was three too many to deal with in one shot. Turning to her left, the wolves closed in. Without thinking, Clarissa lashed out her arm, catching a nearby tree. As her arms stretched, she pulled hard, hurling herself and her bundled protectee around and launching back to the right again. The sudden change in direction and speed confused the wolves, making them slow as they readjusted.

“We have to save mommy!” Elody struggled once more.

That was the worst part. Every time she did, Clarissa’s body was forced to move. Her hips shifted, making her legs step in weird spots. It meant that Clarissa had to keep her body soft enough to compensate for trips and falls when she stepped wrong. Which also bled the speed she could run.

Her vision flashed as a lucky arrow punched through her face. Clarissa barely felt it, but for just a brief moment, she could see the arrow internally and externally as it passed through where her eye socket would have been. But where there was one, there was more. And while an arrow did almost nothing to her, it could still harm the child hiding inside, or the girl’s exposed head.

Clarissa twisted away once more, rushing further into the trees. The more obstacles she could get between herself and the goblins the better. She split her concentration between looking ahead and behind. Another arrow flashed through the air, but it was off course and Clarissa ignored it as she ran.

Only for a pair of wolves to appear in front of her.

Snatching out her hand once more, Clarissa caught another tree and performed her slingshot manoeuvre once more. Only to find herself facing another wolf. Compressing her forearm, she aimed it at the creature and fired. Only for the wolf to leap to one side, and leap again for her middle.

Clarissa pooled into liquid for a moment, collapsing into the ground as Elody surfed atop her. Before surging back up under the wolf, knocking it high into the air and out of sight. The trick worked well. Except for momentarily slowing her down. Which was all the two original wolves needed to clamp their teeth down on her leg. That, for the first time, caused Clarissa pain. Stabs, slashes, cuts and falls did nothing to a slime-girl. But the feeling of a portion of mass being torn from her hip as her leg vanished into the creature’s mouth. That hurt.

Re-forming a puddle, Clarissa caught the girl as she collapsed to the ground. Before shooting back up into a slightly smaller version of herself with two legs once more. But slightly smaller, meant slightly slower and she could see the three wolves closing much faster than they had before.

So it came as a complete shock, when the bushes beside her exploded and a wolf yelped, as a hammer slammed down on its spine.
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“FUCKING WOLVES!”

Calon threw out a kick, that barely struck the second wolf as it darted away. Calon was seeing red. Clarissa, HIS Clarissa had screamed in pain and set him off. The berserk flowed through his body, reducing him down to instinct. And that instinct was to protect what was his at all costs. The wolf that narrowly avoided his boot, lunged, catching Calon in the crook of his arm. As its teeth bit into his flesh, Calon closed his arm, jerking violently as a bone shattering pop left the wolf hanging limply in place.

An arrow slammed into his side, snatching his attention back to the present. A goblin atop another wolf was holding a bow as it directed more goblins forward. Calon roared with anger and rushed towards it, trampling a wolf that froze in shock at the sudden move. Clarissa watched on in awe as Calon ploughed through the streaming goblins. They were bunched together as a swarm and didn’t have the dexterity to break apart cleanly. So when Calon stormed through the middle of them, they tried to fight through.

Calon swept the first row aside with a brutal swing of his hammer. The second were lucky to miss the hammer. But fell to his boots as Calon continued onwards despite the green wave in his way. Calon paid them little mind, even as they took small chunks out of him on his way past. A stab here, a cut there. All superficial considering his enhanced bulk.

Calon was completely enraged. Charging through, he saw only the little green bastards that wanted to hurt what was his. And he tore them apart. His hammer flashed with each swing. Their limbs shattered, and their bodies tumbled. Ahead he could see the little fucker on the wolf, pulling back the bow. Calon didn’t flinch as the arrow shot across the gap between them. But when it struck him in the shoulder, Calon wound back and hurled the hammer with all his might.

The goblin’s eyes went wide, right before the head impacted the goblin’s torso. The wolf jerked back at the sudden loss of weight. Calon heaved a sigh of frustration, before noticing the other goblins. One threw itself onto his leg, burying it’s tiny stone dagger into his thigh. Another leaped onto his front and clawed his chest. Calon grabbed the first and threw it aside as the rest of the goblins surged into action. Even the wolf closed in, wanting a piece.

Calon was trapped, tearing the goblins off one by one. But when one vanished with a pained scream and a wet thud. Two more leaped into the fray. He could feel a pair of them climbing his back and Calon threw himself to the ground. Rolling, he tried to crush them or knock them free. But that just brought his face down low enough the wolf decided to get in on the action. It leaped onto him, reaching for Calon’s throat. He stuffed a hand into the creature’s mouth and it bit down, shaking its head from side to side.

“FIREBALL!”

Calon felt the flames wash over him. His skin seared where they touched. But the effect it had on the goblins was far worse. Their bodies, pressed close, went up like a bonfire. The wolf, trapped in the middle howled as its fur ignited. Calon threw the creature aside and rolled clear of the flames, even as the goblins raced, burning, in all directions.

The cacophony left him dazed and confused. Which was no surprise for the berserk ridden giant running at half-intelligence. So, like the goblins running around he was left reeling in confusion too. At least until Evie rushed to his side.

“CHANGE BACK!”

“Evie,” Calon smiled.

“Calon you stupid fucking moron! Change back!”

Calon blinked, then looked at his hands. Those hands that were large enough to cup Evie’s entire head and…

Calon cancelled the power and felt his body retract. All at once, he regretted it. Whenever he was under the power of berserk, he couldn’t feel a thing. Now though, now he was left gasping as the dozens of shallow wounds added up to a whole lot of bleeding. Bites, scratches, stabs and hell, even the two arrows in him, all added up to Calon vomiting to one side. Everything hurt and when he tried to pat himself down, one of his hands wasn’t working properly.

“Oh shit, ohshitohshitohshit!” Evie hunched over him. “Calon, Calon listen to me.:”

Calon groaned and rolled back to see Evie’s tear-stained face. She had blood on her hands, and it took him a moment to realise it wasn’t hers.

“Evie.”

“You need to heal,” she shook her head. “Heal yourself. Please?”

Calon grunted and slapped a hand to his chest. He didn’t concentrate on anything in general. He just uttered the single word, “Heal.”

The pulse of warmth that flowed through his body made him gasp in shock. His hurts pushed away and his thoughts gained some traction. Suddenly, he could think clearly enough that what he could feel was extremely worrisome. Calon groaned as Evie shifted him. His arm moved, grinding the arrows in him. Both his ribs and his shoulder ached horribly from them.

“Heal.”

Not enough mana

Calon blinked at the message. And closed his eyes. “Fuck.”

“What’s wrong?” Evie cupped his face. “Calon–”

“Mana,” Calon opened his eyes again. “I’m out of mana.”

“What do we do now then?” Clarissa asked.

Calon twisted his head and looked at the slime-girl. She was holding Elody by the hand. The young girl looked terrified, but comforted by Clarissa’s presence.

“Take her and find her parents. Go to Burt’s.”

“What?” Clarissa laughed. “And just leave you?”

“Yes,” Calon nodded.

“He’s right,” Evie squeezed his hand. “Go find Chrissy and Suki.”

“Seriously?”

“Yes!” Evie snapped. “Fuck…”

Clarissa frowned, before looking down at Elody, who let out a loud whimper. She had locked eyes with her mother, Arna. She stood beside Chrissy, who was being assisted by Suki to hold Toru upright as he rode her like a horse. They were none the worse for wear, though Suki had a cut on her forearm. Calon was relieved to see them all safe.

“Elody!” Arna yelped.

Elody pulled free of Clarissa and rushed up the slope towards her mother. As her mother ran down to meet her. The two connected in the middle with Arna almost taking them both to the ground, before she twirled the girl around with joy.

“It’s not safe yet,” Calon told the slime-girl. “You need to take them and go.”

“Fuck, then you need to come too!” Clarissa whined.

Calon shook his head. “Can’t. Chrissy would need to carry me.”

“We can… we can drag you. Or… Fuck, make a stretcher and carry you?”

“How long will that take?” Evie asked. “We don’t have tools, or fabric, ropes. It’s all in the wagon heading to Burt’s farm.”

“BURT!” Clarissa smiled. “He could help!” Calon and Evie stared at her for a moment, before she frowned. “Oh, fuck you guys.”

“There she goes,” Evie giggled softly, before turning back to Calon. “Got another one in you yet?”
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“Three,” Calon sighed. “Need five for the next heal.”

Evie nodded and turned to Clarissa, “Go. One more heal and I can move him.”

“You guys fucking suck,” Clarissa huffed as she stormed over to Chrissy who was gently bringing Toru down to the mother and daughter. They turned together to greet him.

Clarissa stormed over, and from their body language, none of them were happy with what she said. Chrissy gave a glare that in a different world likely would have killed Calon. While Suki sprung towards them on all fours. She darted over and skidded to a halt.

“I’m staying.”

“Suki–”

“I’m fucking staying!” She snarled so ferociously she hissed at the end and her hackles stood up.

Calon blinked, before looking back at Chrissy. Clarissa was busy holding Toru upright while Arna held her daughter’s hand. He glanced at Evie and saw the soft smile she was barely holding back.

“Alright,” Calon sighed. “Go tell the others goodbye.”

She burst into motion, tearing back over to Chrissy, who let out a growl loud enough that Elody shifted behind her mother to hide.

“If anything happens!” She snarled. “I’ll never forgive, EITHER of you!”

Calon nodded slowly, as Evie blew her a kiss. But she didn’t approach. She was the tough one. And right now they had an audience. Instead, Chrissy, with Clarissa supporting Toru, led Arna and Elody off into the woods. If it were anyone else, Calon would be worried. But the Griffon had literally been flying around for a while acting as scout and distraction. If anyone knew where to go, it was her.

It was a long and painful fifteen minutes before Calon was able to cast heal on himself once more. This time was worse though. The first heal stabilised his wounds. But the second had to be cast after the arrows were taken out first. Suki wrapped herself around Calon’s neck and face. She hugged him as tightly as she could, while Evie got into position. She placed a boot on his side, before grabbing the first arrow. And gave no countdown before viciously yanking it free.

Calon was reeling from the first, when she grabbed the second. He only just refrained from pulling a lump of Suki’s fur out. She bit his nose to distract him and bring his attention back into focus. He had a spell to cast. When the second heal flushed the pain from his body, Calon finally climbed to his feet.

“Easy now,” Evie held his hand.

“Take it slow, master.”

Calon nodded. His muscles didn’t want to work. The skin had knit, but the damage was still there. Not that anything was particularly wrong. Just numerous contusions, torn ligaments and regeneration of organs, that his ability to heal was stretched thin.

“Come on,” Evie coaxed him as she took his weight. “We need to get you somewhere a little more comfortable.”

Between the three of them, Calon hobbled away from the lake, and further into the trees. There was always the chance some goblins had escaped. Or were still around. Hell, if some had gone out to hunt, there may be a few with some wolves in tow making their way back. And while that wasn’t the worst thing that could happen. Taken by surprise could lead to more injuries. They pushed further into the trees. It was enough to keep an ear out on what was happening in the goblin camp, without remaining so close a goblin would stumble onto them if they went on a quick walk. And only then, when Evie was satisfied it was safe to do so, did Calon finally lay down to rest.

It would be hours until somebody returned. So Calon did his best to lie still and keep calm. He checked his character sheet often, but when he noticed it hadn’t changed in a while, he realised that there was no use to doing so. And rather than worry about it, he closed his eyes.

As Calon slept, Evie and Suki took turns watching over him, and checking out the camp. They stayed close to the edge. Which was a good thing, as Suki discovered a survivor creeping back into the camp on her first rotation and quietly took it down.

When she returned, Evie left, which brought Suki’s attention to her master. Her master, who looked like he was enjoying whatever he was dreaming about.
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Calon’s thoughts flicked from image to image. Sensations built around him. First it was Evie, and the way she deliciously sucked his cock. Then her face was replaced with Chrissy. Firm, fierce Chrissy, who blushed, even as she purred down his length. Those sensations vanished, to be replaced by the twisting, firm, pulling that was Clarissa, jerking him awkwardly in the cell. It was nice, but… Calon grew quickly frustrated.

“Like this,” Calon grunted.

He reached out and took hold of her. Her warmth sank through his fingers as he closed his hand to make sure he had a firm grip. Her slime form would shift too easily if he wasn’t careful.

“Long strokes,” he grunted as he guided her down with one hand.

“MROOOOOW!”

Calon flinched and opened his eyes. His dream shattered into a million pieces as he stared at Suki’s pained expression. She must have climbed atop him as he slept and he had just rudely yanked her down onto his cock.

“Fuck!” Calon released her shoulder. “Heal!”

Suki gasped as the power flowed through her. Her body trembled, shamefully stimulating Calon’s cock. Her claw’s extended, sinking into the sides of Calon’s hips. And she started pulling herself down.

“Suki?”

“Good!” She squeaked.

“What?”

“Healed!” She gasped as she pulled herself lower.

“Suki!”

Calon looked over as Evie burst out of the tree-line. She skidded to a halt, seeing Suki atop Calon and glared. “He’s supposed to be resting!”

“Look.”

Calon turned back to Suki, as Evie frowned. The Neko leaned back slightly and opened her legs.

“Healed me,” she trembled as she sank her ass lower onto Calon’s cock. “Healed me to fit him.”

“Dammit Suki,” Evie slapped her forehead.

“Suki, this is hurting you,” Calon tried.

Suki shook her head. “No, healed.”

“Calon ignore the slut for a moment and heal yourself again!”

Calon flinched at Evie’s tone, but did as she asked. He managed two more pulses of heal into his own body. Each making him feel more and more like himself. Until he felt strong enough to sit up and admire the Neko who was making small noises.

“Suki?”

“It’s not enough,” she whimpered.

“What’s wrong?” Evie asked.

Suki shook her head. “It’s not enough. I thought it would be.”

Calon grunted as she rocked. His cock was buried to the hilt. Suki’s ass was like a perfect cock sleeve, designed only half a size too small.

“Calon, turn her around,” Evie sighed. Without a response, he did just that. Evie moved over and kneeled down in front of them. “Wow, you’re really in there, huh?”

“It’s not enough.”

“No,” Evie shook her head. “Some girls cum from anal, others still need something extra.” She glanced up at Calon. “Do you mind giving your furry fleshlight what she wants?”

Calon grinned and laid back down on the ground. From that position, he could hold Suki’s hips and gently thrust up into her ass. The Neko mewled softly, clearly enjoying the sensation. But it was Evie’s that set her off.

Leaning over them both, she ran a series of kisses up the inside of Suki’s thighs. Suki’s labia were already spread, purely from the size of Calon’s cock, thrusting up into her ass. So it was easy for Evie to lean in and gently lick the Neko’s clit.

“Ah!” Suki squeaked. “Master!”

“You are just so sensitive,” Evie giggled.

“MASTER!”

Calon groaned as he felt what Evie was doing to her. Not only was she lapping gently at Suki’s clit. But he could feel a pair of Evie’s fingers, sliding up into Suki’s pussy. She was delirious with pleasure. Calon’s cock in her ass brought her to the edge of an orgasm. Evie’s fingers worked to drive her over. But Evie’s lips closed over her clit, only to draw back, suckling firmly. If not for Calon covering her mouth, she would have brought every goblin in South East Queensland, running to their exact location with her screams.

And she loved every moment of it.


Chapter Ten




Quest Complete!

Destroy the goblin camp

100 exp awarded

“So go over your skills again,” Evie frowned.

“Heal, revive and soft touch are at level two,” Calon confirmed as he looked over the stats. “Buff, Berserk and Drain are level one.”

“Drain, what does that do exactly?”

“Exact words are, Killing replenishes mana instantly. This is a passive skill and is active at all times.”

Evie frowned, “So how did you run out of mana if your Berserk skill only uses fifteen?”

Calon looked over the stats again. “Oh… It uses fifteen mana every minute of use.”

Evie grimaced, “Seriously? That’s so dumb.”

“Well, I mean… It’s not like I go crazy like a certain Succubus when I run out of mana.”

“No,” she grumped. “And you need to fix that. I’m low and I feel it like an itch.” She sighed. “The problem is trying to get you to turn back into yourself. I don’t know how much intelligence you have on a regular day, but you running at half intelligence is like yelling at a big sexy doorknob.”

“Ouch…”

“No, ouch is what you did to those goblins and wolves. Berserk is a serious skill. Especially combined with Drain. But if you run out of targets you stand there like the big dumb idiot, you are and that’s bad.”

“Good thing I had you and the others nearby then,” Calon laughed.

“It’s not funny!” Evie snapped. “YOU NEARLY DIED BECAUSE YOU BURNED UP ALL YOUR MANA STARING AT CORPSES AND COULDN’T HEAL YOURSELF!”

Calon shrank back as tears rolled down her cheeks. “Evie… I–”

“Can you understand, even for a moment what it means to be here, right now?”

Calon frowned. “What do you mean?”

“I mean… I’m sure that the real me is out there somewhere with Chrissy. I’m sure I’m happy. But in that world, you’re dead, Calon. Dead. There’s only one place where you’re alive. One place where I can hug you. One place where I can tease you, make fun of you and dream of the future with you. And in that place, I have Chrissy too. And for fuck’s sake she loves you as much as I do. So don’t you DARE pretend like what we have here isn’t the greatest fucking thing that ever happened.”

“You don’t think it’s weird to be boning your stepbrother?” Calon frowned.

“I’m a fucking Succubus Calon… We’re not even the same species anymore.”

“Tell me about it,” Suki chimed in.

They turned and looked at the Neko as she strolled over to join them.

“Sorry–”

“Don’t apologise,” Evie exclaimed.

Suki shook her head. “She’s right, Master. You think a woman like Chrissy goes through life with as many friends as she has right now?”

Calon frowned. Come to think of it, he’d never seen her hanging with anyone else. She was a bit of a loner. Was that because of her personality, or did the two share an origin? Not that it mattered. Even without the sex, she was a valued member of their group now.

“I’ve already told you about me,” Suki continued. “I’m sure I’ll be fine wherever it is that I end up in the old world. But I’m happy here. Truly happy.”

“What about Clarissa?” Calon asked.

“That girl has fucking issues,” Evie sighed.

Calon gave her a look, but noticed Suki nodding. “Her biggest complaint coming here was her cat and her teddy. She didn’t even care about her boyfriend or whatever. And when you did fuck her, she had barely more experience than a virgin.”

“That–”

“Having some guy lay on top of you for a few minutes isn’t sex,” Evie rolled her eyes. “I mean, it might have been for him. But for her, it was an exercise that kept a guy around. She’d likely have popped out three kids before she finished college and raised them in whatever home he would have provided her with while he cheated on her with her best friend.”

“Harsh,” Calon chuckled.

“Maybe. But the fact remains. Do you think she’d rather be a broodmare back home, or running around here with us?”

“I mean–”

“She rescued Elody,” Suki pointed out. “She sucked that little girl into herself and ran. They really wanted her, she wasn't even thinking about it. If she was the selfish bitch she made herself out to be, she’d have dumped the kid and left.”

“So what?” Calon snorted. “Bringing you all here is letting you get a second chance at life?”

“Now he’s getting it,” Evie snorted. “Welcome to the dark side, Calon. We have cookies.”

“Coochies more like,” Suki giggled, earning a pat on the head from the Succubus.

Calon sighed and nodded slowly. “Right, so… careful with how often I use berserk then?’

“That’s right,” Evie nodded.

“You’ve already proven you can bring us back if something happens,” Suki agreed.

Calon didn’t see it like that though. He shot a glare at the Neko and growled. “Get over here. Now!”

She scurried over to him and Calon dragged her into his lap. She purred happily as Calon held her close. He still thought about seeing her crumpled form in the barn. That horrible ache that something had happened to her. And while she still seemed the same, happy little kitty she was before. Calon knew that deep down, she wasn’t the same as she was. Not in the sense that he hadn’t brought her back. But in the sense that nobody walks away from trauma so casually.

With Calon clutching his prize, Evie made a loop of the camp once more. They kept scouting it over and over again. No more goblins had shown up. Unless there was another camp out there, Calon thought it wasn’t likely they would do so. But with the completion message, Calon felt confident they could let down their guard. At least a little bit.

So, with the notification, and Calon’s health back up to full capacity, it was about time for them to explore the area. Calon couldn’t forget that he found a summoning stone in the lake. It would be handy for Clarissa to come back. She was likely the only one who could explore the lake. Slimes were fine in water from memory and that likely proved true here.

“I love you.”

Calon smiled and gave Suki a small squeeze, before loosening his grip so she could stand on her own two feet… paws… whatever.

“I love you too,” Calon smiled. “You, Chrissy and Evie.”

“Not Clarissa?”

“I think under all her bullshit, she’ll be easy to love,” Calon shrugged. “Right now, there’s too many issues wrapped up in her head.”

Suki giggled. “Don’t leave a girl hanging.”

Calon shrugged and stood up. His position on the ground wasn’t great. But it had plenty of cover and kept the sun off him. Suki led the way, being more familiar with the terrain. Calon hadn’t moved around much since he was injured. And even while mostly recovered, the ladies had pushed him to rest. But they hadn’t gone all that far before popping out of the tree-line.

Up ahead was the lake. And Evie was currently walking along its bank towards them. The Succubus beamed a smile and Calon couldn’t resist shooting one back. Had this not been a goblin camp, it would have been a lovely spot. The lake was beautiful. It even looked clean, despite the smell of the goblin camp just over the ridge.

“Finally,” Evie smiled. “I was wondering when you’d decide to get up.”

“Last I heard, the two of you were forcing me to–
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“Sorry,” Calon blinked. “I think Chrissy and Clarissa just got to Burt’s farm.”

“Great timing,” Evie nodded. “Let’s take a look at everything then. See what we can carry out of this place.”

The three of them nodded and headed for the camp. Calon beelined for the cages. He knew about the knife he found in the dirt beneath it. There was likely more to find if he looked hard enough. Strolling over, he could see Suki digging through the kitchen area. That was another place likely to yield results. If they were butchering people. Anything they hid on themselves was likely to be dumped over there.

Evie though. She had the unfortunate job of checking in their tents or… whatever you wanted to call a pile of sticks with animal and… probably human skins thrown over the top. It was dirty, disgusting work, but it needed to be done. The little bastards liked trinkets, so it made sense to check what they brought home.

Calon pushed those thoughts from his mind. This wasn’t a nice place. And it would be best to burn whatever was left at the end. Give nature a chance to heal this scar. With a shake of his head, Calon drew his hammer. It was still dirty and scuffed from the killing he had done. But it was whole and solid. It was nice to know the weapon would survive even his berserk form. Not that he needed it now.

It was somewhat cathartic as Calon smashed the cages to pieces. He started with the one he was kept in. Bit by bit he broke it down before dragging the pieces off to one side where he recalled they had been rutting. If there was something buried in the grass, Calon didn’t want it. Piece by piece, the cages came apart, until Calon was left with uneven dirt. He thought about walking over it, but decided against it. There was who knows what in the loose dirt. Instead, he looked over the pieces of broken cage until he found one that vaguely resembled a rake.

It was just a shattered piece of a corner where one of the vertical pieces was still whole. Several branching bits came off the top and Calon nodded. Bringing it over to the patch, he raked it over the earth, scraping away the top layer. Immediately he was rewarded by the glint of metal and he got to work.

Coins, jewellery even a few gemstones. Calon bundled them up and slipped them into his coin pouch. When he realised he was holding wedding rings, a part of him felt sad. But if they were here. It wasn’t likely there was someone waiting to get it back. So Calon pushed those thoughts aside and continued raking. Pushing below the top layer, he made the effort to dig a bit. And was immediately rewarded with another knife. It wasn’t the basic one that he had found on his first time to this place. But it was sheathed in black leather.

When Calon pried it out of the ground, the sheath disintegrated, showing a gleaming red blade,
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“Oh.”

Calon could swear he felt a certain level of malevolence on the blade. It wasn’t like how Hannah made his hair stand on end. She was dangerous, but he didn’t think necessarily evil. She was a predator, no different to a lion. This… this was contained, unbiased malice. It felt like it wanted to be used, but at the same time Calon found himself completely repulsed by it. Like it wanted to harm him, rather than have him harm others.

He dropped it on the ground and looked for something to pick it up with. And the only thing he could think of was a loincloth from a goblin that had been clobbered to death. It was only slightly bloody, but the poorly tanned leather was still rank to smell. Calon used it to carefully pick up the knife and wrapped it tightly.

“What’s that?”

Calon glanced up at Evie, who was holding a handful of gems and a sword too large for the average person to hold in one hand.

“Class item,” Calon frowned. “Something nasty called a sacrificial dagger.”

“Sounds nasty,” Evie agreed. “I’m finding good stuff. Where should we put it?”

“Table works!”

Calon glanced over at Suki. She did indeed have a pile of things on the table where Toru had been partially butchered. It… Well it wasn’t so much of a deal breaker. Toru’s leg had been tossed aside so nobody had to look at it. And now it was just a blood stained table. So Calon shrugged and carried over the bundle while Evie dragged the sword.

“You need help with that?”

“Nah, I got it,” she shrugged. “Think it’s a claymore or something.”

“Kinda worrisome that someone lost a claymore out here,” Calon admitted as he dropped the bundle on the table.

Suki’s stash so far was a few knives, some coins and gems like the rest of them had found. It was interesting seeing how much wealth they had found. When Evie arrived, Calon took the sword and lifted it onto the table himself. No fancy pop-ups came from it, so it was just a sword. And when he drew the blade, it was dirty, but there was no rust he could tell.

“Probably traders,” Calon frowned. “Someone big enough to swing this around would have killed a lot of them before he went down.”

“Maybe they did,” Evie frowned. “This camp looks big enough that they’ve been here a while. Likely years.”

“That’s a possibility,” Calon frowned. “Not that it matters much anymore.”

“There were still a lot of traders though,” Suki pointed out at the pile of coins. “People aren’t exactly well off around here. There’s not just coins there, but gems. And I can’t think of anyone else carrying much wealth.”

“I mean, they were hunting beastkin for the most part, they’d have slipped under the radar for a while. If they mostly left the traders alone as well, they could have operated for a while like this. Or maybe they’re even partially responsible for the rebellion up north?”

“Too much speculation,” Suki waved Evie off. “You could be right. But that changes nothing.”

“Unless the goblins were sent here on someone’s orders.”

That made Calon pause. He glanced around and his eyes lingered on where the cages were. There was a child in there a day earlier. The idea that the goblins could have been under orders pissed him off.

“We’ll look into it,” he grunted. “Lets just… find as much loot as we can.”

“We’ll have to carry it out,” Evie pointed out.

“Travois will make it easier,” Calon offered as he made his way back to the cages.

He dug for a while longer, finding a few more coins and a necklace. Evie continued to pull loot out of the tents. More knives, another sword, gems, coins and jewellery. The goblins had no use for currency, and spending it in human towns wasn’t something they’d have been welcome doing. So they held onto it like decorations. Considering their weird little sex ritual, Calon tried not to think about it too much. He didn’t need those memories cropping up every time he paid for something. So instead, he started sorting through the loot as it came up.

Most of the gems they found were small. Likely parts of jewellery that had broken. But there were a few larger ones that Calon hoped would fetch a decent price whenever they got somewhere they could actually sell them. In the next pile, Calon sorted the coins. To his surprise, bronze appeared to be the lowest value. Not that copper products didn’t exist. There was plenty of copper jewellery they had found.

Calon stacked up the piles and couldn’t help but whistle at the quantity of coinage they had produced. With most people dealing in bronze, it was surprising to see gold at all. But having a stack of a dozen was a surprise. Silver was almost twice that, and the rest were bronze coins that Calon didn’t bother counting. He decided most of it was going to go to Evie. She was better with that kind of thing than he was. And he wasn’t about to pretend otherwise.

The knives he lined up depending on how they looked. If it was a kitchen implement it went into a pile. But if it was sheathed, curved, jewel encrusted or so on, Calon made a point to set them out until he had a fair amount of options.

The claymore, along with what Calon could only assume was a broadsword, he left on the table together. There was no classifying those kinds of weapons. Nor could anyone he knew benefit from having them. To Calon’s surprise, came a series of smaller weapons too. The goblin bows were just bent sticks with feathers and shit (literally shit) stuck to them. But there were a few hunting bows they’d sourced from somewhere as well. With them were arrows in neat bundles. Most of them, like the bows, were handmade and kinda crap. But there were some professional ones in the bunch and Calon made sure to dig those out.

They would be useless for Chrissy’s crossbow. But a few ranged weapons stored on the wagon would help out in cases like when they escaped Beenleigh. And pretty soon, less interesting things appeared. A shovel, a pair of picks that had the handles gnawed down for small hands. Bundles, upon bundles of rope. Some of it in very good condition like they’d found it recently.

Calon was going through the various thicknesses, when Evie plucked a rather thin set from the pile. He gave her only a cursory glance as she carried it off towards the lake and went back to what he was doing. Calon just figured she’d found something and was bundling it up. So it surprised him when Suki began to pur and bat his elbow with her head.

“What?” Calon laughed.

“There’s a surprise for you.”

“Oh?” Calon laughed and stood.

Suki, rather than lead him on, climbed up his side, settling herself in his arms. “That way,” she gestured.

It wasn’t quite towards the lake, but it was over the ridge. Calon followed the directions and made his way over. Suki clung to him, keeping his arms busy, but not overly burdened at the same time. Calon spotted some water that had come from the lake and a series of footprints leading off. He grinned, thinking about whatever was planned. If Evie had bathed, that meant it was going to be good.

But that made him pause. “I should wash.”

Suki opened her mouth, then closed it again. “Actually, yeah…”

Calon nodded and placed her on the ground, before stripping off. Suki gave him a look, before darting off into the trees. Calon waded out into the water. Scooping the sand off the bottom, he used the coarse material to get into all the cracks. He felt grimy after being out in the woods. It wasn’t pleasant to not have access to clean water all the time. And the little they did, they needed for drinking.

“Master!”

Calon spun and saw Suki bolting out of the tree-line. Calon rushed for the bank to collect his weapon, only to freeze as Evie charged out of the trees. Her eyes were glowing red, and her tail flicked around viciously. The moment she spotted Calon, their eyes met, and he realised what she had done.

But there was a point in his favour. Around her shoulders and waist, was a rope. And both her arms were behind her back. She snarled viciously and charged straight for him. Calon felt like he was being charged by a bull. She didn’t slow for a moment as she closed in and Calon did the only thing he could and spun out of the way. Evie, in her headlong rush, crashed into the water and fell on her face.

For a moment Calon was relieved. But then he remembered her arms were bound. He rushed after her as she thrashed in the water. Calon had to wonder if her symptoms were similar to how he lost intelligence points when using Berserk. Evie thrashed in the lake, even as Calon took hold of her shoulders. When he pulled her out, Evie twisted and lunged, shoving him down into the water. Her body thrashed atop his and he felt a sharp stab in his side from her tail.

He took hold of the vicious appendage and pulled it free. And then he had an idea. Pulling hard, Evie fell to one side, letting Calon climb to his feet. Evie was trying as well in the shallow water. But he didn’t give her a chance. Pulling her tail, he dragged her to one side, preventing her from being able to get up. And like reeling in a lassoed animal, Calon brought her in. Dragging her ass first towards himself, Calon pressed his foot to the back of her knee and pulled her up into a kneeling position.

Of all things, she twisted her head around and attempted to bite him. Calon pulled back, loosening his grip on her tail for a moment. It whipped dangerously, and Calon reversed his momentum and shoved her forward into the water once more. That let him pin her tail again, and once under control, Calon shoved his elbow around her neck and pulled her from the water again.

“Ahhhh!”

“Evie! I don’t know if you’re going to remember this. But please forgive me!”

Slipping his hand down her tail slightly, Calon got a good grip, and reached around her front. Evie was pinned on her knees, with his arm around her neck. And with her legs spread for balance, Calon swung the end of her tail around, letting the tip smack hard against her crotch.

“AH!” She gasped.

Calon struck her again, before she started struggling. The harder she fought, the tighter Calon gripped her until she fell still.

“Evie?” Her only reply was an angry hiss. “Alright. The only way you’re going to get my dick, is if you beg me for it.”

“Fuck you!”

Calon responded with another swat to her crotch. He felt the way her hips buckled, and he pulled hard on her neck, forcing her crotch back out again.

“I know this isn’t you,” Calon started as he gently tapped her tail against her breasts. “I know you like the other way.”

“Gaaaah!”

Calon shook his head and gently rubbed her clit with the end of her tail. Near her own erogenous zone, she pulled the barb away, and Calon smiled.

“Doesn’t that feel nice?”

“Gonna. Fuck. YOU!”

Calon frowned and slapped her crotch twice more, making her jerk both times.

“I’ll fuck you,” Calon promised. “Just show me those pretty pink eyes.”

She hissed again, before her wings burst from her shoulders. Beating them hard, the two of them fell back into the lake. Evie twisted and Calon lost control of her tail. The barb came back out as she threw herself onto him. Calon grabbed her, and without her arms for stability, he shoved his hips up. That thrust his cock against her soaked pussy, which made her pause. But it also gave him leverage and tipped her over.

Pinning her down, her head was partially underwater. Her mouth and nose were high and clear. But Evie was forced to keep her eyes closed, though he could see that familiar red glow. She kicked hard and Calon shifted his legs to lean on her thighs, forcing them open as they sank into the soft mud.

“Submit,” Calon crooned softly.

Her tail must have been stuck in the mud, because she trembled in rage as Calon gently rubbed her clit. Her body thrummed with the sensation, but she snarled and snapped her teeth together. Calon, perched as he was, and Evie bound and stuck, couldn’t get him off.

“I won’t reward this behaviour,” Calon lightly kissed her cheek. “All you need to do, is turn into my little submissive Succubus, and I’ll even let you choose which hole I stick your tail, while I fuck the other one.”

“Really?”

Calon blinked at the response. Her eyes were still glowing, and while there was a lot of red. It wasn’t all consuming. It was a lighter shade, and Calon hoped that this was the right call.

“No. Your tail is stuck in the mud. So I’m just going to pick and choose how I’m going to fuck you and you’ll just cum your brains out and beg for more.”

“Nooo,” Evie crooned. “No, please? I want both at the same time! I’ll be good!”

“You will?” Calon smiled as the pink light finally took over.
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“Oh wow,” Calon grinned. “I can make this permanent.”

“Permanent?” Evie whined as she thrust her hips up into Calon’s hand.

“Mhm,” he pulled it away and fed her a taste of herself. “One perk, and you’ll do this every time you run out of mana.”

“Do it!” Evie squealed! “Please?!”

“Accepted.”

Accepted.

Possession

When mana runs out, a Succubus becomes possessed with lust and will become overly submissive towards the closest willing adult in the area.**

**Summoned Succubi will default to their summoner regardless of physical vicinity

Evie gasped, and Calon felt a warm jet of fluid soak his balls as she came violently. Releasing her neck, Calon pulled Evie from the water and froze at the sight of Tony and two other men staring with their mouths open. Suki stood beside them, looking like she was trying not to burst into laughter.

“Please master,” Evie begged loudly. “I’m begging! Please! I need your dick! Please?!”

“Ah,” Calon frowned. “Evie?”

“I want it so bad!”

“Hey Suki?”

“Yeah, Master?”

Calon looked down at the desperate expression on Evie’s face. “How much spare rope have we got up there?”


Chapter Eleven




“She’s moving a lot,” Tony frowned. “She’s okay, isn’t she?”

“She’s fine,” Calon smiled from his spot in the back of the wagon.

One of the guys who came with Tony made a lewd comment when he carried Evie’s bound form to the wagon. It surprised Calon when her eyes turned that vicious shade of red as she snarled and tried to gore him with a tail. Which led to her fully bound and gagged position laying in Calon’s lap. Even now, he gently stroked her tail, which was the cause of her erratic movements. The sensitive tip made her squirm and Calon couldn’t help but use it to entertain himself, despite the utter look of betrayal plastered across her face.

“We should be back soon anyway,” Chrissy huffed as she walked along beside the wagon.

“Not long now,” Tony agreed.

Calon had half a mind to continue on. Beenleigh would still be in an uproar. But it was unlikely that anyone would have been summoned yet. The adventurer from Kuraby didn’t look like he was staying long. And Calon hadn’t seen any sign of more.

It had taken a few hours of hauling to get as far as they had. A portion of that was how long it took to load the wagon. Tony did the smart thing when he came back with Chrissy by bringing their wagon back. Ches had delivered it without a problem, and now they didn’t need to unload and load again. Though it did feel a little strange not to be driving the wagon himself. He had suggested it at first. But Evie’s loud complaints were enough to quash the idea.

Instead, Calon curled up in the back of the wagon with Evie and Suki. Chrissy walked alongside Tony and his friends. After helping load up their loot, they all drove or rode along with them.

“What happened to Clarissa, anyway?” Calon asked.

“She stayed behind,” Chrissy frowned. “Elody started to freak out when she tried to get in the wagon, so she stayed behind.”

“Looks like you were right,” Suki giggled and gave Calon a nudge.

“Which part?” Calon asked.

“Three kids before college,” Suki grinned. “If she thinks about kids half as much as she thinks of her cat, she’ll make a wonderful mother.”

“Yeah,” Calon sighed. “I just…”

They tapered off as they came to the same realisation. It wasn’t as if their situation didn’t involve a lot of sex. It had been months. None of the ladies had shown any signs of pregnancy. Nor even a menstrual cycle.

“Don’t worry about it,” Suki shook her head. “We could always adopt.”

Calon nodded, “Would that be enough though?”

“What do you think owning a cat is?” Suki laughed.

Calon glanced from her, to Chrissy and back, before raising an eyebrow. “Wanna explain it to me?”

That set Suki off into another fit of giggles. And even Chrissy looked like she was holding back a smirk. They rode in silence for a time while Calon drifted off in thought. He continued lightly stroking Evie’s tail, while she squirmed and whimpered in his lap. He rested his hand on her head, lightly brushing his fingers through her hair. If anything, that made things worse and when the wind shifted, Calon could swear he could smell her arousal.

“We’ll stay the night on Burt’s farm,” Calon told the group. “He should be fine with that, right Tony?”

“Should be,” Tony nodded. “Paddock out the back used to be for horses, now it’s mostly empty. Should be a good place to set up a camp.”

Calon nodded, before glancing down at Evie. “How does that sound? Get the tent set up, have a nice meal.”

“Mmmm,” Evie whimpered pathetically through her gag.

Calon felt only slightly bad, despite the threat of tears in Evie’s eyes. But just to be safe, he smiled. “Healing hands.”

Evie’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as he stroked his hands down her side. Whatever stress she was under from being bound and denied like this, washed away. At least the physical properties of it. He could tell immediately, she was even more aroused than she was. But now, the small hurts, cramps and chafing from being bound were gone, leaving her to feel renewed and energised.

And when Calon spotted her gnawing at the gag in her mouth, he let out a small sigh. Calon plucked it free and watched as she opened her mouth to say something. Rather than let her loudly beg and deface herself in front of an audience that wasn’t their core group. Calon stuffed his thumb into her mouth, taking her by surprise.

“Be a good girl and practice on that until we’re somewhere quiet, okay?”

His pink eyed Succubus nodded slowly and lavished his thumb with attention. He held her head still, so she used her tongue and lips to suck and explore his digit to the fullest capacity. And truth be told, Calon felt himself harden in his pants at the idea of what was coming when they stopped. So rather than continue to prod the desperate Succubus for his own entertainment, Calon slumped back in the wagon to rest.

They really weren’t all that far off from the farm. They had made it most of the way before they broke off to deal with the goblins. The reason it had taken so long to drop off the family was because they were moving a child and a father who was missing a leg. The return trip, in comparison, was much faster. So just when Calon was thinking his thumb was going to be going wrinkly, he opened his eyes to the sight of Burt’s farm.

“Now,” Calon sighed as he looked down at Evie, who hadn’t stopped sucking this entire time. “I need you to stay quiet. There’s a child here, and she doesn’t need to see any of this, okay?”

“Mmmm,” Evie whimpered softly as she grazed his thumb with her teeth.

“And… If you’re a good girl. I promise to cum as deep into your little ass as I possibly can. Okay?”

Evie’s eyes pulsed with lust, and Calon nodded. She wasn’t really capable of words, but he knew she understood him. And to prove the point, she opened her mouth, letting his thumb slip free. The pink eyed Succubus lightly kissed the pad of his thumb, before closing her eyes and breathing deeply.

Calon smiled and admired her beauty for a moment. He still couldn’t wrap his head around how he got here. Not to mention the sheer luck it took for him to be reunited with his best friend. Then there was Chrissy, Suki and now Clarissa to worry about. His life was full of strife. But it was also filled with beautiful moments that filled him with joy and wonder.

“Master?”

Calon glanced over at Suki and smiled. “Just thinking about how lucky I am.”

Suki froze, before letting out a soft pur. She crawled over Evie and settled against his side, pressing close. Calon turned to Chrissy, who was giving him side eye and gestured for her to come closer with a flick of his wrist. Chrissy leaned in, careful around the wheels, and Calon pressed a kiss to her lips.

“Stop it,” she frowned and pulled away.

“No,” Calon smiled. “You make me happy. I just want to make sure I do the same.”

“Fucker,” she turned her head.

Calon knew she struggled with affection. And he made a mental note to speak with her privately later. For now, he let her bound over the fence ahead of the wagon before Tony turned down the driveway to follow. Ahead by the house, resting on the perch were several figures. Three Calon recognised the family they had rescued. With them was obviously Clarissa, Burt and Ches.

Burt waved in greeting, which Calon and Tony returned. Even the two helpers that came along waved and Calon smiled, knowing that Burt was well liked. In no time at all, the wagon came to a stop out the front and Calon could see Clarissa. She looked like she wanted to come over and say hi, but Elody gripped her hand and wasn’t as keen to leave the porch. Rather than make the situation worse, Calon held up a finger to ‘wait.’

“Well lad, you certainly have a way of getting yourself into messes,” Burt called as he walked over.

“Can’t argue that,” Calon smiled as he lifted Evie off his lap.

Burt spotted her and frowned, “Isn’t that?”

“Yeah,” Calon answered quickly. “She… I need somewhere a little private. Sooner is probably better,” Calon grinned.

Burt shook his head, while Suki giggled.

“Where do you plan on staying this evening?”

“Tony said you had an empty field?”

Burt nodded, “That I do. If you drive straight through the yard, it’s out back and… maybe head a ways out yonder.”

“Will do,” Calon nodded as he shifted to the driver’s seat as Tony and the others dismounted. “Clarissa, if you want to wait here. I’ll be back when we have things settled down.”

“This sounds like code for far… far…” She glanced down at Elody, who was giving her a strange look. “Yeah, I’ll be here.”

Calon nodded and looked at Suki who was sitting on Evie’s shoulder, while the Succubus stared at him with pink eyes. Her mouth was open, and she was leaving a visible puddle of saliva on the floor of the wagon.

“Yeah,” Calon sighed. “This went on for too long. I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

Chrissy was already off in the field when Calon brought the wagon around. The road in was easy enough to follow. There was a gate, and it had already been opened. Likely it was just left open without the animals it would normally contain. Calon drove right in and kept going for as long as he thought practical. He aimed for a spot near the middle of the field. There was a well he could see. An old-timey one with a little roof and a bucket.

Rather than pull straight up, Calon swung right, then left again, parking the wagon horizontally to the farmhouse. He hoped that would help block any sounds that were about to come from this direction.

“Alright, here’s what I’m thinking,” Calon nodded as he looked around. It was only he, Evie and Suki as Chrissy did a loop of the area. “Get the tent out, set up the centre pole and the floor. The grass is nice and tall, so I’ll relieve Evie a little before we put the walls up and get comfortable for the night. Sound good?”

Suki nodded and shifted things around without a second thought. Evie answered, by rolling her tongue out of her mouth, as her eyes pulsed with her heartbeat. Calon hoped that he would have her back to normal in a few minutes. It was pretty hot having Evie act like this. But if it had any kind of permanence, he’d never forgive himself.

Suki stepped back from the tent with the straps untied, and Calon moved up to grab it. It only took him a moment to pull it down onto the grass. Suki went about unravelling the components, while Calon took a shovel and started to dig. The hole needed to be big enough to fit the centre support pole. And in the soft farmland, that was a rather effortless task. By the time he had finished, Suki was already bringing the floor over. Evie had pushed herself upright to watch with a dazed expression as Calon dragged it into place.

And then it was up to Calon to get Evie down from the wagon. She whimpered and bit her lip as she shifted to the edge. Calon came closer and reached up to brace her arms. She leaned forward and Calon lowered her onto his shoulders like he’d seen firefighters do. With the height of the wagon, it was easy to step away and walk the few steps over to the flooring.

Squatting, Calon placed her feet on the floor, before she rolled and slumped herself to the ground.

“Please, Master?” Evie begged as tears formed in her eyes. “Please?”

It would have been erotic, if he didn’t feel so bad about it. The tone in her voice was so far beyond begging it was almost painful to hear. Calon didn’t bother untying her, he just took her pants and worked them down her hips and legs, leaving her tied up. With her arms behind her back and her knees and ankles bound together, she couldn’t do more than wiggle.

But it was the sticky mess between her legs that made Calon grunt. Her pants hadn’t shown it. But Evie was wet all down her thighs. The smattering of girl juices had run the entire trip and her pussy looked swollen with how red and puffy it was.

“You don’t need any foreplay do you?” Calon asked as he kneeled down behind her.

Wasting no time, Calon fished his cock from the front of his pants and pressed it into Evie’s pussy. If anything, she was a little too wet. And due to the position, his cock slipped from her entrance. Instead rubbing up her clit, making Evie cry out like she was in pain.

“Shit,” Calon frowned, “Are you okay?”

“No!” Evie whimpered. “I wanna cum so bad!”

Calon sighed and pushed his cock back to her entry, and pushed in. Her body went into overdrive. He had felt the way her pussy could squeeze and massage at will. But this was on a whole new level. Her pussy throbbed, and a vicious suction pulled him in until his balls slapped against her leg. He spotted her mouth open as she went to scream, and Calon slapped his palm over it to silence her.

Every muscle in her body tensed at once. Her core muscles made her jerk, as her pussy locked down on his cock. Her wrists went purple from how hard she pulled on the ropes, as her legs trembled. Calon held still, even as a wash of hot fluid sprayed out, soaking his pants as she orgasmed violently in place.

“Suki, get the ropes.”

The Neko, who had since been staring with wide eyes, jumped into action. She drew one of her knives and started sawing at Evie’s bonds, starting at her ankles.

“There now,” Calon crooned as he leaned over the succubus. “Feel a little better?”

Evie shook her head with a sharp jerk, and Calon frowned. He pulled his hand from her mouth and she whimpered just one word.

“More?”

Calon felt her legs shift and saw that Suki had freed her knees. Rather than wait, Calon sat up to give Evie enough room to point her legs up and open them. Which she couldn’t quite manage without Calon’s help. He tucked her legs down each side, while still impaling her. The mad throbbing from her pussy hadn’t stopped, even as she shuddered in pleasure.

Laying over her, Calon pulled her close and kissed her. He could feel how tense her entire body was from what seemed like some long, constant orgasm. Her pussy pulsed and massaged, even as Evie whimpered and moaned. So Calon did the only thing he could do while his cock was trapped in place.

Rocking his hips, Calon drove his pubic bone into Evie’s clit. Her muscular twitches turned into heavy rocking motions as she couldn’t escape the sensation he drove into her. Evie would have been screaming again, if not for Calon’s series of kisses preventing her from taking a deep enough breath to do so. Her whole world shattered and her mind went to pieces. All she could sense was the cock buried inside her, alongside the throbbing pleasure of her clit as he thrust himself against her.

Suki watched them both as she rubbed her clit to match Calon’s pace. She loved her master more than life itself, and she had proven that once already. She would do literally anything for him. And it worried her to see the pained wince on his face when he tried to pull his cock out of Evie’s pussy. It throbbed around him, and she knew it must feel fantastic for him. She wished she could do the same thing as Evie, but she loved the feeling of being so submissive and small as he treated her how he wanted.

Overcome with her own lust, Suki crawled forward and stared at the exact spot Calon’s cock vanished into the Succubus. Then she opened her mouth and leaned in to add her own lust to the mix.

Calon shuddered as he felt the firm, feline tongue lap up the underside of his cock. Only the barest amount wasn’t sucked up into Evie’s pussy, and he was struggling. On one side of things, he wanted to cum so badly. On the other, he was having trouble thrusting. Her pussy had sucked him in so hard, it hurt to pull away. So the sensation of a tongue lapping over his balls, made Calon sigh with relief.

“I’m going to cum,” Calon whispered. “Deep inside you.”

“Good,” Evie whimpered. “Fill me up. Make a mess of me.”

“You’re already a mess,” Calon grunted as Suki redoubled her efforts. “So desperate for my cock, your pussy sucked it up inside itself and won’t let me go.”

“That’s right,” Evie whimpered. “A perfect little hole for my master. It’s all I am, all I want. Master’s personal Succubus.”

Calon grunted as her words sank into his head. All at once, he felt his seed flood her insides. His cock throbbed inside her and Evie opened her mouth to scream. Calon didn’t have it in him to kiss her, so he slapped his hand into place as Evie jerked violently beneath him. Her legs snapped open, before closing hard around his hips, while her arms were still trapped beneath her.

But to Calon’s relief, her pussy finally relaxed, letting him thrust gently into her. “There now,” Calon smiled. “How’s that?”

“More.”

Calon frowned, before opening his eyes to look at her. She trembled still. And her eyes were glowing pink.

“Evie?”

“More, master? Please?”

“Isn’t she supposed to turn back?” Suki asked as she came around to see their faces.

“Is she feeling better?” Chrissy asked, catching everyone’s attention.

Calon shook his head. “She hasn’t gone back to normal.”

“What did you do last time?”

“We just fucked,” Calon frowned.

“Did she cum?”

Calon rolled his eyes at the tone of her voice and nodded. “Yeah, almost the exact moment I got inside her.”

“What now?”

“I’m not–”
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*Accepting permanent modification without completing the required actions has caused an error.

Satisfy the Succubus!

Failing to sexually satisfy Succubus: Evie-Rae Wilson will result in modified possession becoming the default state. There is no cure for this error. Revive will not remove this error. Healing hands will only temporarily relieve symptoms.
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“Fuck.”

Accept-

Calon swiped the window even before it could fill out completely. He turned to Chrissy and Suki and grit his teeth. “I made her modified possession permanent, so she doesn’t do the other one. But… because I tied her up, it’s created an error and it wants to make her like this permanently.”

“Fuck, Calon!” Chrissy snarled. “How do we fix it?”

“It gave me a quest, to fully satisfy her.”

Chrissy paused, “Seriously?”

“Yeah,” Calon nodded.

“Are we gonna gang bang the shit out of her?” Suki asked.

“I just…” Calon sighed. “Fuck, she can be mad later. I can’t let her stay like this.”

“She won’t be mad,” Chrissy shook her head. “She was talking about a gang bang for your birthday. And as jealous as that furry little slut is, I kinda wanna know what she tastes like.”

“Awww,” Suki giggled. “I’d love to!”

Chrissy rolled her eyes. “Not saying it’s going to happen right now, but… Evie?”

“I want it,” she begged.

Calon sighed. It wasn’t how he wanted something like this to go down. But if she was already planning a gang bang, then it wouldn’t be too far off the mark to do this.

“Alright, who’s doing what?”

“Fuck me?” Evie whimpered. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!”

Calon looked at Chrissy, then at Suki and nodded. “Suki, you can have her tail. Think of it like my dick crossed with your own clit.”

“I’ll practise my deepthroat!” Suki cheered.

Calon blinked slowly, before shaking his head. “Chrissy, you ride her face and rub her clit.”

“Why am I getting in on this action?”

“Because she loves you, and it’s about satisfying her, not necessarily just fucking her,” Calon answered.

Chrissy frowned, before nodding. “And what are you going to do?”

“I made her a promise that I intend to keep.”

Chrissy nodded, but she didn’t seem sure of what Calon was talking about. Calon didn’t care. Pulling his cock out of Evie, he ignored her complaining whimpers as he shifted back slightly. The Succubus moaned softly, and Calon turned his head to see Suki purring as she bobbed her head over Evie’s tail. The Neko was lying on her back, with the tail running down her chest and between her legs. It let the Neko rock her hips and rub herself on the length, while she sucked on the tip.

“Oh shit,” Chrissy mumbled.

Calon turned forward and saw Chrissy’s conflicted expression. He glanced down and saw the pink of Evie’s tongue slip out between her chin and Chrissy’s fuzzy mons. The Griffon had mounted her, facing Calon and was squeezing Evie’s breasts as the Succubus lapped at her clit.

Calon shook himself back to reality and took hold of his cock. Pressing it to Evie’s ass, she let out a long whine, before Calon started to push in. He took it slow, not wanting to hurt her, and she responded by bouncing her ass up and down trying to get more of him.

“Fuck, she wants it so bad,” Chrissy growled.

“She said she had a second clit in there,” Calon nodded as he pushed slowly inside.

“Lucky slut,” Chrissy giggled, and reached between Evie’s legs to slowly rub her external clitoris.

Evie spasmed and bucked her hips, before Chrissy whimpered loudly. Calon could see the way Evie’s lips were sealed tight over Chrissy’s clit, and the Griffon quickly lost cohesion with what she was doing.

“Don’t you have two clits as well?” Calon asked.

“Ah,” Chrissy trembled, before leaning a hand on Calon’s chest for balance. “Yeah.”

“Well maybe one time, Evie and I can play with both of them,” Calon grinned.

“Oh shit,” Chrissy trembled. “Calon… I…”

Calon didn’t know what she was going to say. Before she grabbed him and pulled him into a kiss. The force of her pull, drove Calon to the balls inside Evie’s ass, and he could vaguely hear the Succubus squealing as she bounced her hips on his cock. Chrissy moaned with high-pitched noises as she kept her mouth firmly pressed to Calon’s.

And with his lust rising once more, and his full length inside Evie’s ass, Calon began to thrust. It became a race. Evie wrapped her arms around Chrissy’s hips. Chrissy slumped forward to lean on Calon’s shoulder, turning her head occasionally to kiss him. While Suki alternated sucking, licking and eventually fucking Evie’s tail as she put on a show for Calon every time he looked at her. Evie’s ass was slick and perfect, providing no resistance as Calon took her as hard as he could. And despite her screams, it was clear that it wasn’t enough.

“Chrissy,” Calon grunted. “She needs more.”

“There’s no room,” Chrissy whimpered. “I need to move back, but she’s holding me.”

Calon thought about the quest and part of him was sure that it would fail the moment they stopped, even to rest. He couldn’t let Evie stay like this forever. She was snarky, intelligent and the best of them both. And while he would always care for her, it would be a loss to have that part of her missing.

“Wow, you guys are really going at it, huh?” Calon spun and glared at Clarissa who was standing beside the wagon watching. “Elody is in the house having a nap. And I thought I’d come out, but if you’re all busy.”

“We need you,” Calon choked.

“What?” Clarissa frowned.

“We broke something. I have a quest.”

“To gang bang the Succubus?”

Calon grit his teeth at her attitude. “It says we need to satisfy her, or she’ll be stuck like this permanently.”

Clarissa chewed her lip for a moment. “That’s kinda fucked.”

“Clarissa!” Chrissy growled.

Calon pulled her against his shoulder and gave the slime-girl a level glare. “I wouldn’t normally ask this, but…”

“You fucking suck balls,” she shook her head. “You owe me so fucking bad.”

“Help us, and you can name it.”

Clarissa moved over and got on her knees. “What do I do?”

Calon thought for a moment and pictured the perfect addition. “You remember how you sucked my dick?”

“Yeah,” Clarissa smirked.

“That, on a much smaller level, on her clit.”

“And nipples,” Chrissy groaned.

“You guys are so fucking weird,” Clarissa grunted. Then to Calon’s surprise, she leaned her head down towards Evie’s crotch. “Seriously, in her ass?”

“Yes?” Calon tilted his head.

“Just… I figured that was more a porn thing, than something people actually do.”

“Less talking more sucking,” Chrissy growled and pushed the slime-girl’s head down.

Or… She pushed her hands through Clarissa’s head. She didn’t actually move down any further until she decided to. But she acquiesced and lowered her mouth to Evie’s crotch. Calon leaned back slightly to give her more room, and he could vaguely see Evie’s clit through the back of Clarissa’s head. So he spotted the exact moment she sucked.

Evie squealed, making Chrissy’s eyes roll slightly. Calon felt her ass clench, before he redoubled his efforts. He thrust firmly into her ass, drawing his entire length out to the tip, before driving it back into her. Suki was lying on her side, leg up on Calon’s elbow as she held the tail like a dildo. Thrusting it into herself, Suki’s eyes were rolled as she fought not to let herself cum on the throbbing appendage.

Chrissy was drooling slightly as Evie continued to suck on her clit and she was staring at Calon with a mix of lust and embarrassment. Clarissa shifted one hand up, and her fingers lengthened, before finding Evie’s breasts. Before Calon’s eyes, they shifted and became wider, like suction cups. Clarissa pushed them down, and they engulfed the tips of Evie’s breasts, before pulling firmly upwards. Evie’s flesh looked like bands were being pulled from base to tip and Calon lost his will.

Pumping his seed into Evie’s ass, she jerked violently as she came around him. Despite the copious amounts of fluid she gushed, Clarissa didn’t pause for even a moment in her efforts, while Suki cried out in bliss. Chrissy’s hand caught Calon’s head, and she pulled him once again into a firm kiss while they all throbbed in and around Evie all at once.

Quest Complete!

You have satisfied the Succubus: Evie-Rae Wilson* **

*Stats returned to normal with submissive modification

**Succubus: Evie-Rae Wilson has learned to tap into her possession ability. She can now possess herself at will.


Chapter Twelve




“No.”

“Please, master?”

Calon sighed and shook his head. “Evie, please?”

The Succubus blinked, and when she opened her eyes again, the glowing pink was gone. Evie smiled and laid her head down on Calon’s chest.

“Fine.”

“Sorry,” Calon sighed and pulled her closer. “I just… It’s really hot when you do that. But it was almost permanent. I just…”

“If it helps, I felt fucking amazing,” Evie giggled.

Calon smiled and kissed the top of her head. “Still though. I’d rather have you as you. Then you as some sex crazed demon.”

“What, you don’t like when I’m your ever willing cum slut?”

“No,” Calon laughed. “I love my ever willing cum slut. I just love the cuddles and the talks even more.”

“You two are so fucking weird,” Clarissa sighed.

“And you ruined it,” Chrissy grumped.

“That was mean,” Suki grumbled from behind Calon.

“What?” Clarissa gaped. “I didn’t mean it in a bad way!”

“How could you mean that in a good way?” Chrissy demanded.

Clarissa suddenly pulled back into her blob form. Calon could tell she was feeling nervous. But she bobbed softly and reformed her head to sit on top. “I just… I’ve never seen this kind of thing. Mom and dad sleep in separate beds. When dad found out she was screwing the guy who mows our lawn, he started bringing home call girls. Just watching how cute you all are with each other is fucking weird.”

He watched her for a moment as her words sank into the rest of them. Calon shifted slightly and Evie had the idea, moving away. Calon patted the mattress between them both and smiled.

“Come here.”

“What?”

Evie rolled her eyes. “Come here, Clarissa.”

“Why?”

“Because I have the feeling you’ve never really had this before.”

Clarissa glared at Calon and opened her mouth to cuss him out. But it was Suki that began to purr. The Neko rubbed herself on the slime-girl, purring like crazy. Calon saw the moment her expression shifted from confusion, to a deep sadness.

“I’m okay,” she mumbled.

Calon nodded as he watched the slimy tendril reach out and stroke Suki around the ears. The Neko did her part and preened at the attention. Calon couldn’t help but wonder if perhaps their personalities were prodded along slightly by their form. Evie, the sensual, delectable, confident woman, was fun and flirty.

Chrissy, the cold, temperamental and domineering, made a wonderful Griffon. Suki, the adoring pet Neko. And Clarissa, the eclectic, bizarre personality of mulled confusion. She made an odd Slime. And Calon couldn’t see them as anything other than what they were. The idea of Suki being some terrifying Griffon was laughable. Likewise, the idea of Evie as a Slime wouldn’t have worked either. The only one that even slightly matched, would be Chrissy as a Nightmare… and…

“What’s up?” Evie asked as Calon’s mood dropped.

“Just thinking about Hannah.”

“That’s not your fault,” Evie reminded him.

Calon nodded. “I know, it’s… I mean she was a friend. And she’s the first to die, that… I can’t bring back, y’know?”

“Have you tried?” Chrissy asked.

Calon frowned, then cleared his throat. “Revive Hannah!”

The tent fell silent for a moment. But Calon sighed when he failed to feel any rush of mana. He couldn’t bring her back, no matter what he tried.

“Alright, we better get up,” Calon declared.

He didn’t mean for all of them though. The others recognised his words too, and when he, Chrissy and Evie filed out of their tent a few minutes later. Clarissa and Suki were still inside together. It was early, but not by farming standards. There were already workers out in the fields. Calon could make out Ches standing on the porch. She had what looked like a horse blanket. Judging by the clever designs and the patches neatly sewn, it reminded him of the way his grandmother made her quilts. He smiled and thought it matched her perfectly.

While Evie sat down to get a fire going, Calon made his way to the wagon. He returned a moment later with some rations to heat and together they got breakfast ready. While they did so, Chrissy did her usual. And despite them being on Burt’s land, she continued and scouted the area. Not that it took her particularly long. Such a large area meant she was able to fly while doing it and scanned the area in the time it took to get breakfast together.

When she finally returned, Suki and Clarissa had come out of the tent and were going about pulling it down. Then they all sat together and ate. That must have been enough for Elody and Arna to make their way over. The young girl was ecstatic to see Clarissa and pulled the slime-girl into a hug, while Arna gave Calon a warm smile.

“I cannot thank you all enough.”

Calon shook his head. “How’s Toru?”

“He…” Arna sighed. “He will live, thanks to you. But…”

“Don’t worry about it,” Calon smiled. “But I’d like to see him.”

Arna looked over at her daughter who was being taught a game of patty cake by the Slime. Suki was doing the same with Evie, while Chrissy stared at them all like they’d grown second heads. Which left Calon the opportunity to give Arna a smile.

“Come on then,” she nodded.

Calon followed the woman back to the house. Burt must have been inside. Which was apparent from the gruff voices Calon could hear. And by the language used, Calon wasn’t at all surprised at Ches’s frown as she watched the workers from the porch.

“Morning Ches.”

“Morning lad,” she grumbled.

Calon left her to it and stepped inside. There, he saw Burt sitting beside Toru who had a twisted expression on his face as he met Calon’s eye.

“I…” Toru closed his mouth and shook his head. “I don’t know what to say.”

“You are alive,” Arna walked over and took his hand. “We can work out what comes next.”

“You can stay here as long as you need,” Burt added. “Won’t let a young’un go without a roof if I have anything to do with it.”

“You are very kind,” Arna smiled at the old man.

Calon looked at them all and realised the full extent of the problem. Toru was alive. That should have been a good thing. But reality was crueller. Without a leg, he couldn’t work, or at least he couldn’t work without significant difficulty. And that made him a drain on his family, rather than a provider.

“Toru,” Calon called softly, getting the attention of the entire room. “I… can’t make any promises, but, may I try something?”

“I don’t see why not,” he frowned.

Calon nodded and walked over. He looked at the stump. How the edges were still a bit raw. He had pushed some healing into the wound already. But that had only closed it. Calon didn’t know if this would work. But the skill did say targeted injury. So…

“Heal.”

Arna and Burt watched as the white glow came from Calon’s hand. Toru stared in shock, before grimacing. “Hurts.”

Calon nodded as the spell faded. “Should I stop?”

“It’s longer.” Calon looked at Arna and she bent over her husband’s wound. She prodded it, making him wince. Then she nodded. “It’s longer, like the bone is growing.”

“That’s what I hoped,” Calon nodded. “I don’t know if it’ll do everything, but…”

Toru took a deep breath. “A deformed leg isn’t much different to not having a leg.”

“I’ll get some whiskey,” Burt mumbled.

Calon was about to tell him not to— his heal had a secondary effect and might burn the alcohol out of him. But by not using physical touch with Healing Hands, and if it was targeted, then hopefully the healing effects remained localised. Calon could only hope the skill bonus didn’t kick in.

“I might…” Calon sighed. “I might need a knife.”

“Whiskey,” Toru nodded.

Calon tried once more to use his healing spell. Only this time, he targeted the muscle and skin around the stump. Calon watched as it began to grow to fit the extended bone beneath. Then he targeted the interconnected tissue and nerves. Throughout, Toru drank like a fish. He went from howling, which brought Ches and Chrissy running, to sobbing. That had Clarissa and Suki taking Elody for a walk around the farm.

Until finally, Calon had to sit down and wait for his mana to replenish. He felt the mana drain and like a muscle he hadn’t used in a while, it ached. It was different when slowly whittling it down, than it was to push it all through in one go. But… Toru had a knee. Not that he was particularly happy about it.

Calon’s ‘chance to remove status effect’ had cured the man’s drunkenness twice. And he was still moaning from the pain even as Burt went to see what else he could find. But Arna, after getting over her shock, was beside herself.

“This isn’t possible.”

Calon chuckled and sat up once more. “It is. It’ll just take some time.”

“You’re regrowing a man’s leg.”

Calon nodded. Truth be told, he was pretty amazed that his ability went so far. Because if it could do this, what else could it do? Could he smooth some wrinkles? Fix an old heart? Unclog arteries? There was huge potential here. Potential that he could use to help others more effectively than just clearing out some goblins and chasing down bandits under a sheriff’s thumb. What if he could regenerate himself? Was immortality on the cards? Could he change things? A new voice, face, or other features?

“Calon!”

Calon frowned and turned to the front door, before it burst open. Chrissy stood in the doorway with a panicked expression. “There’s people coming!”

Calon glanced at Arna and Toru, before nodding. “I’ll come back once I work out what this is.”

“Okay. Where is–”

Her question fell short as Clarissa appeared with Elody. The young girl looked worried and came straight for her mother, before her eyes fell on Toru. “What happened to daddy’s leg?”

Calon slipped out of the house while Arna explained what Calon was doing. And her voice vanished into the distance as he spied a familiar face walking towards him.

“I thought you were the shifty type,” he chuckled.

Calon stood his ground as the adventurer approached. The man had a sword on his hip. And with him were two others. A woman with a bow, and a man who looked like he was being paid to act as a mule. All he carried was a large pack.

“What do you want?’

“See, that’s the weird thing,” he frowned. “Usually when I get one of these missions, I usually just kill whoever I’m being sent after. So I’m at a bit of a loss.”

Calon sighed, “Can we just… What do you want?”

“Quest says to capture you and bring you in,” the man frowned. “But it also says not to kill you. So that leaves me in a position where I’m wondering what’s really going on.”

Quest!

You can Fight* Flee** or Surrender***

Rewards may vary.

*Automatically grants a wanted status. You will forever be hunted.

**Automatically grants a wanted status. You may prove your innocence later.

***You will be taken into custody.

“Chrissy, can you go tell the other’s to pack up?”

“No need for that,” the adventurer shook his head. “Better your equipment stays here. We’ll take you to Kuraby since you messed up the Beenleigh magistrate. After we send a message, someone will send down an armoured carriage for you.”

“What about my summons?”

“They act up, we kill em,” the woman with the bow shrugged.

“When the Sheriff of Beenleigh arrested me without charge, one of his men tried to rape Suki and kicked her to death.”

The woman frowned, while the adventurer paused in thought.

“Which one’s Suki?”

“Neko,” Calon glared. “She was with me the day we met.”

He nodded, “That… we weren’t told about that.”

Calon nodded. He wasn’t surprised in the least. Likely for a few reasons. One of which would have been that the Sheriff wouldn’t have known, another would be that even if he did, he likely wouldn’t have cared.

“Calon? Everything okay?”

Calon glanced back at Arna who had just come outside. She looked concerned, seeing the heavily armed group before her. He nodded slowly and turned back to the adventurer.

“Any chance you can wait till tonight, or even tomorrow?”

The man frowned, “Why?”

“I’m healing a man’s leg. The goblins that were north of Beenleigh captured him and his family.”

“Sheriff said you were responsible for the goblins.”

“Killing them all, yeah,” Calon nodded. “I’ve already got four summons. I don’t know where I was supposed to hide a goblin horde.”

Despite his initial conclusion that the man would be a problem. Calon could see he and the woman with him were at least thinking the situation over properly. There was doubt there. One Calon hoped to use. It would mean that at the very least, they weren’t likely to act overly cruel in their treatment.

“What’s wrong with his leg?” The woman asked.
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“You’re kidding,” the man stared in shock.

Toru grit his teeth and dug his claws into the arms of his chair. Elody once again was outside with Clarissa. Though the summons were being watched by the woman with her bow. Calon pushed his heal ability to its limit and exhausted himself once more. It would be six hours until he could push like that again, and he hoped it would be the final push too.

“So,” Calon sighed as he sat on the floor in front of Toru. “Do you mind if I finish here first?”

The adventurer regarded the room. First, he stared at Toru’s stump. Then he switched to Burt, who met his gaze. Then there was Arna, and he already knew about Elody who was outside with Clarissa. Calon had told the ladies in no uncertain terms not to pick any fights. Which hadn’t gone over well with Chrissy. But Evie had stepped in to calm the situation, while Suki went and played house-cat for Clarissa and Elody.

“There’s no time restraint on the quest,” he nodded. “I… I’ll be honest. I don’t give a fuck about him. But I took this job for the right reasons, and I’m not about to stop you doing something right either.”

Calon nodded at the man. He didn’t particularly like him. But he could respect his professionalism. And with that, he offered his hand. “Calon.”

“Sahm,” the adventurer took Calon’s hand and almost crushed it. “My partner outside is Nette.”

“I’ll introduce myself to her when I see her next,” Calon nodded. And he kept in mind that Sahm hadn’t introduced the other one with the bags. That meant it was almost definitely a business arrangement.

Arna, hearing that Calon was going to be allowed to stay and finish her husband’s leg, cried with joy. Toru, by comparison, looked far less thrilled. While he appreciated the idea of getting his leg back. He was far more concerned on a temporary basis, with how painful the healing process was. Calon thought about that too. Because healing didn’t usually cause pain. Even healing the stump over initially hadn’t hurt the man. This was almost like the body was being injured by the heal spell. A flash of insight made him realise regrowing the nerves over the new bone was likely the source of the pain. There had to be a way to dull the nerves, if his heal spell could cure and remove the pain prior to this new way of healing.

Still, under the watchful eye of Sahm, Nette and then Burt, Calon recuperated and cast a steady stream of heals over Toru’s leg. It was slow work. The straight bone and muscle of his calf came together rather quickly. But as he approached the ankle, it was like the spell slowed down as it reached complicated parts. Frustratingly he still hadn’t found the trigger to null Toru’s pain. He could only guess the spell had limits when healing something as complex as a new leg. The ankle was one thing, but as each bone in Toru’s foot began to reform, he howled in pain.

Sahm ended up sending Nette away with the summons, while helping Burt and Arna pin down the writhing patient. Calon just did his best and soldiered on until half a foot was left. And before he ran out of mana, he sealed the wound to reduce infection and blood loss, then slumped down against the wall again. The sun was low, and the day was getting on. If they were going to leave for Kuraby, it would be well after dark by the time they arrived. Even if they took the wagon.

Sahm must have been under the same impression. Because he turned to Calon with a frown. “I’ll make you a deal. We stay the night. I won’t have you bound head to toe. But you wear leg irons and if you cross me, or do anything stupid, I’ll kill your pets and break your legs.”

Burt looked like he was about to throw a punch, when Calon nodded. “Agreed. But so we’re on the same page. If someone hurts my loved ones. I’ll kill them.”

Sahm smirked and nodded. “Wait there.” He strode over to the door and pulled it open, before gesturing to Nette who wasn’t in the immediate vicinity.

Then they drifted into an uncomfortable silence. As the ladies returned Elody came inside, smiling and laughing with Clarissa right behind her. The slime-girl looked like she was in her element with the child and she smiled brightly, before remembering the situation they were in at the sight of Calon.

“Nette! Leg irons!”

Calon heard a shout in response and waited calmly as Evie, and Suki came inside. Chrissy decided against that however, and remained on the porch with Ches, who didn’t like the looks of the adventurer any more than the rest of them did.

“Here Sahm,” Nette came holding the device.

Calon nodded slowly. They were old, brutal things. A metal ring, with a cylinder slotted in. That cylinder took a key that let the whole thing open. Sahm came over, holding it up and Calon did the only thing he could and sat still while Sahm did the hard work. The chain between his legs was long enough to let him walk. But he would not be doing it very quickly. With them attached though, Sahm stepped back and offered his hand.

Calon took it and was pulled promptly to his feet. The adventurer gave him a once over and nodded. “Don’t make me regret this.”

“It’d take too long to pack everything up. And I’m hardly a murderer.”

“There was a corpse at the sheriff’s office.”

“That was a Nightmare,” Calon sighed.

“Wait,” he frowned. “I thought you only had four summons?”

“I do,” Calon nodded. “We made a friend and… well she’s the reason we got out when we did.”

“Unbelievable,” he shook his head. “But that’s not for me to work out. Are you done for the night? I’d prefer to see where you’re bedding down.”

“Tent in the field,” Calon nodded in the direction. “You can hobble the horse if you like.”

“I might just do that,” he nodded.

With a last check of Toru, who looked like he was about to start biting people, Calon gestured for them all to leave. Arna promised to send a meal for them all, which Calon and the others accepted gratefully. Before moving off into the early evening.

“How much longer until you can finish up?”

“Maybe one more,” Calon shrugged. “I can do him in the morning, rest up while we have breakfast and then we can head off to Kuraby.”

“Great,” he nodded. “We’ll set up after taking care of your horse.”

Calon agreed and made his way to the tent with his summons. Evie held one hand, while Suki held the other. Clarissa led the way after saying goodbye to Elody. Which Chrissy followed behind, staring at the adventurer, making no secret of her anger.

Calon held his tongue until they got into the tent. And as soon as they all came inside, he felt a rough hand wrap around his arm, before he was thrown to the bed. Chrissy snarled as she bared down on top of him and Calon held still, not wanting to provoke her.

“What the FUCK are you doing?!”

“I got a quest, this is the best option.”

“What do you mean?” Chrissy growled.

Calon explained the three options he was given. But Chrissy wasn’t convinced. She thought this was like giving up. And she was a fighter. Evie and Suki were far more accommodating to the situation. While Clarissa pouted silently in the corner where she set up her bed.

“Hellooo!”

“That’s Arna,” Evie sighed.

She got up and stepped out of the tent, where Calon could hear them talking.

“It’s not much, but it was quick to heat up. I made it for lunch.”

“It smells lovely,” Evie thanked her.

“Just make sure you scrape the bowl, I added a little extra to the pot,” she laughed.

When Calon heard the footsteps as she left, Evie came back into the tent with a small pot in one hand, and some spoons and bowls in the other. She set it down on the floor and started serving up. She handed the first bowl to Clarissa, who shrugged and tipped the chunky stew into her body, swallowing it whole in a single gulp. Calon watched as the chunks began to dissolve inside her and wondered how she differentiated between something like Elody and the soup.

The next bowl went to Suki, who looked like she was going to ask to be fed from Calon’s. But she took it after a moment and curled up at his side instead. Chrissy accepted her bowl with a kiss from her lover, before Evie scooped out a little herself. Calon sat and waited patiently, as Evie did as Arna said and scraped the bottom with the spoon. And they all froze as they heard something rumble around inside.

She tried again, getting the angle right to lift out a lump. That lump, she deposited in Calon’s bowl, before offering it to him.

With a frown, Calon took the offered bowl, and lightly prodded the lump, before freezing as a window opened in his vision.

Class item available, would you like to activate?

Y/N

“Oh shit,” Calon gasped.

“Is that what I think it is?” Suki whispered.

Calon nodded, “Shit, this is… Do I use it?”

“Who would you summon?”

Calon frowned, “Shit.”

“Do you think it works on people from this world?” Chrissy asked.

Calon froze, then he glanced up at Evie. She chewed her lip for a moment and nodded.

“Yes.”

Confirmed!

Summon?

“Nightmare.”

Nightmare Summon Confirmed!

Personality?

“Hannah.”

Confirmed!

Summoning Nightmare Hannah!

The five of them froze as the portal opened above them. A figure floated through the opening. She was dark-skinned, entirely nude and let out a long sigh as her hair fluttered around. Though, calling it hair was a stretch. It was like it was made of shadows, billowing gently around her. She drifted down to the floor and took a deep breath, before growling deeply.

Hannah turned towards Calon, and she bared her teeth. Only, they weren’t humanoid. Her cheeks opened right back to her ears and her entire maw was filled with triangular teeth. There was no doubt in his mind how she got her name, and he didn’t like it at all that he was the recipient of her anger.

“You brought me back… Why?”

“A few reasons,” Calon met her red, glowing eyes. “You were a friend. You deserved a second chance. I could give you that chance. And we could use the help.”

Hannah hissed angrily, before turning and glaring at each of them.

“Oh, shut the fuck up and sit down,” Chrissy snapped. “You fucked him already, didn’t you?”

That pulled the Nightmare up quickly. All at once, her furious, menacing demeanour vanished as she curled in on herself. One moment, she was the epitome of her own nature, and the next, she was blushing like she’d been caught… well… fucking a guy she shouldn’t have been.

“It’s okay,” Evie shot Chrissy a pointed glare. “Ignore Chrissy, she’s perpetually pissed at something.”

“Hey!”

“It’s true,” Clarissa pointed out.

“Bitch!”

“Fight me,” Clarissa shot back.

Calon looked between them both and frowned. He could see Chrissy’s thoughts ticking over. But somehow he didn’t think that things would go her way if Clarissa decided to actually fight. The slime-girl would make one hell of an opponent to someone trying to out-muscle her.

“Hannah,” Calon cut through the tension. “I’m sorry you died. And… nobody is going to make you do anything you don’t want to do. If you want to walk out of the tent and leave, that’s completely fine. But before you do. I’m hoping there’s something you can do for us.”

Hannah turned her red eyes to Calon and shook her head. “Do you know what’s worse than dying and coming back a slave?”

Calon frowned, “I’m not–”

“Slave,” Hannah cut him off. “Gilded cage and all. My life is in your hands. I am yours no matter how long the leash.”

“What’s worse?” Clarissa asked, still clinging to the first thing she asked.

“I’m not the creature you knew, just a shallow copy of it. I existed for centuries, and now I’m… This.”

Calon was going to ask what she meant, when she puffed into her smoke form. He had seen her encompass the entire area before. Cloaking it all in darkness. But here, now, she was barely more than herself. A human sized dark cloud, with a pair of glowing eyes.

“What would my master command?”


Chapter Thirteen




“Afternoon, Ben,” Calon called with a smile.

Ben stared in shock as Calon walked into town, leg irons in place. Spread out on either side were Evie, Chrissy, Suki and Clarissa, walking along in humanoid form. Behind them were Sahm, Nette and their porter, who nobody had bothered to introduce yet.

“Calon,” Ben swallowed nervously. “What’s going on?”

“Sahm accepted a quest to capture me after the sheriff posted one, blaming me for him murdering the beastkin in Beenleigh.”

Ben gaped as Calon continued walking. That would get the townsfolk talking at the very least. Maybe if enough of them spoke on his behalf, someone might just listen. It wasn’t just his word against a sheriff when a whole town backed up the claim. But that was something else to think about. For now, Calon stomped up the stairs to the sheriff’s office and pushed the door open.

“Calon?” Marge frowned when she spotted the shackles.

“Afternoon,” Calon smiled. “Got a couple of spare cells free?”

“Ah…” Marge froze, before the adventurer team stepped in behind.

“Official duty. We’re going to summon the magistrate.”

“What was my official charge?” Calon asked.

Sahm frowned, “You know. It didn’t say. Which was also strange.”

“But it was the sheriff who put up the quest?” Evie asked.

Sahm nodded, “Yup. He met us in town, led us to the crime scene, showed us the graves and gave us his estimate of where we’d find you.”

Calon sighed. “How many graves?”

“More than a dozen.”

Calon shook his head as the ladies shifted nervously around him. “We travelled into Beenleigh and I accepted the quest to take care of the goblins when he arrested Evie and me for no reason,” Calon told the room. “He put Evie and I in separate cells. Then he took Suki and Chrissy out to the barn while Clarissa hid in the wagon. She let us out, and I was working out what to do next when I felt Suki die. One of the men…” Calon shook his head when he thought of that message. “When we got out, the Nightmare was killing the man responsible and told us Chrissy was inside. We got her free. I summoned Suki back, and we broke out of the yard. The Sheriff had made some beastkin dig their own graves, and they were lynching them in the street as we ran.”

Suki rubbed herself against Calon’s thigh, while Evie cleared her throat.

“When we left, the Nightmare blocked the sheriff from following. Something happened and there was a burst of light. That’s the last we saw of her.”

“Sounds like a priest,” Nette commented.

“Can anyone verify your claim?”

“Ches, the centaur with Burt. She escaped Beenleigh when we did,” Chrissy added. “Toru, Arna and Elody did as well. That’s how they got caught by the goblins.”

“We were just there,” Sahm grunted.

“Well, you have time,” Calon shrugged, before facing Marge. “Please tell me these cells have beds in them, at least?”
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“Now remember,” Sahm told Calon. “If they make trouble, I’ll have to kill them.”

“They won’t,” Calon promised. “But… If anyone gets hurt or anything. Send them in. I may as well do some healing while I’m here.”

Sahm and Nette exchanged a look before nodding. “We can do that.”

Then he tossed a key over, that Calon caught. It was the one for his shackles, and Calon bent over to release them. When he was free, he left the key in the lock and handed them back over to the adventurer.

“For what it’s worth,” Sahm frowned. “I think some shit is going wrong. I’m not about to risk having the magistrate come after my ass. But I hope they’ll at least listen to you.”

“Is that likely?” Evie called from the next cell over.

“No,” Nette replied coldly.

“Thanks for the honesty, at least,” Chrissy sighed.

That must have been the parting words, as the pair of adventurers stepped back out into the hall. Marge moved into view and gave an apologetic smile as she closed and locked the cell door.

“I’ll make sure you’re fed properly,” she told them. “If you need anything else, call out.”

“Thank you,” Calon smiled.

And with that, she left too. Calon turned around and examined the cell. It was a little smaller than the ones in Beenleigh. And it too had the wall mounted shackles. And while it had a bucket for a toilet in the corner, it also had a proper bed for him to sleep on, and a bench to sit and eat at.

Said bench was where Suki had perched herself, while Clarissa explored the walls for gaps.

“I could get out, you know,” she offered.

“And we will,” Calon nodded. “Just as soon as I know for sure if someone is going to try to kill us.”

“I would really rather not die again,” Suki frowned.

Calon pulled her into his arms as soon as she said it. The Neko purred softly and accepted his touch with gentle eagerness. Before long, her anxiety waned as her pleasure increased. Calon stroked the fur down her spine before scratching around her ears. Clarissa joined them, massaging the spot above her tail, while the Neko lapped up the attention.

“I love you, master,” Suki mrowed. “Even with all the shit. I’m so glad you brought me here.”

“We love you too, Suki!” Evie called from the cell next door.

“I wish Mr. Sooky Pants was here,” Clarissa pouted as she moved away. “I know Suki lets me pet her and stuff. But it’s not really the same.”

“Do you want me to stop?” Suki asked.

Clarissa shook her head. “No… I like it. It’s just… Weird when I think about him fucking you afterwards.”

Calon snorted and shook his head, as even Suki giggled. Clarissa pouted slightly before rolling her eyes.

“Oh, whatever.”

“Sorry,” Suki giggled again. “I’m a grown woman in this body. And the idea you’d prefer me to act like a cat, than a woman, is pretty funny.”

“That’s not…” Clarissa sighed.

“It’s fine,” I told them both. “None of this makes sense. None of us were born here. Not to mention none of us were born into these bodies.”

“Except you,” Evie called from the next cell.

“Yeah, fucker!” Chrissy chimed in.

Calon rolled his eyes. “You get my point, though, right?”

“Right,” Clarissa huffed.

“So…” Suki mumbled.

Clarissa glared at the Neko for a moment. “Don’t you–”

“Master, can you fuck me, please?”

Calon blinked before chuckling. “Seriously, I thought you wanted to be my pet. Why are you now demanding things?”

“Because you spoil your pet and she wants to be fucked!” Evie called.

Calon rolled his eyes and gave Suki a firm hug. “Not just yet. Maybe when Clariss-”

“Don’t pull me into this!” Clarissa snorted. “You always fucked in front of me before.”

Suki started purring immediately, and Calon jerked as he felt her paws rub over the bulge in the front of his pants.

“Seriously, now?”

“Mhm,” Suki purred.

“Go for it,” Clarissa pouted.

Calon stood to move, only for his pants to fall around his ankles. That made him frown before he kicked his legs out of them. Suki twisted in his arms and positioned herself above his cock.

“Master?”

“Yeah, Suki?”

“Can you… be gentle.”

“Of course,” Calon smiled. He’d never wanted to hurt her–”

“But also call me names?”

“And you wonder why I’m always saying how weird all this shit is,” Clarissa mumbled as she formed a shapeless blob.

Calon shook his head and sat down on the edge of the mattress. It was straw, and kinda flat. But it would work for the meantime. Suki shuffled back and gripped his cock between her paws. He smiled down at her as she stroked him, before she climbed up on the balls of her toes and raised herself over the top.

“Eager little slut, aren’t you?” Calon smiled.

Suki’s facial hair fluffed, and she gasped as she pressed his cock to her entrance. “Yes, master.”

“That’s okay,” Calon whispered. “I like it when you’re a slut.”

Calon pulled her close and kissed her as the Neko relaxed her legs. She mewled into his mouth as she slowly sank down on his cock. He could feel the vibrations of her purring the whole time, and Calon tightened his grip around her.

Like always, she couldn’t quite get his entire cock into herself. But Calon didn’t mind as Suki rested her legs on his thighs for support. When he pulled away, she stared up at him with big eyes and Calon smiled.

“Well?” Calon tilted his head. “You’re the pathetic kitty who wants to be fucked. You can earn it.”

Suki let out a small mewl of pleasure as she rocked her hips. Back and forth, she shifted her weight, grinding Calon’s cock inside herself. She was delicious, and Calon shifted his hands down to hold her ass. As Suki dragged her hips forward, Calon lifted, pulling her up his shaft, before letting her slide back down. Suki let out a gasp, but showed no sign of stopping.

“It looks like you’re killing her,” Clarissa grumped.

Calon turned and regarded the blob as her face vanished back into her formless body.

“No,” Suki shook her head. “Master feels amazing.”

“Me?” Calon chuckled. “It’s your furry body wrapped around my cock. If anything, it’s you that feels amazing.”

“Thank you, master,” Suki whimpered.

“You’re welcome,” Calon kissed her. “Now don’t forget to warn me before you cum, so I can keep fucking you when your legs stop working.”

“Seriously?” Clarissa sighed.

“You’re just jealous,” Suki mrowed.

“Pff-”

“True!” Chrissy called from the other cell.

“I’m jealous just listening,” Evie added.

“I am not jealous!” Clarissa snapped.

“Then why are you watching Master’s cock slide up inside me,” Suki gasped.

Calon grinned and held Suki still for a moment. She gave him a confused look before he spun her around, still impaled on his cock. But now she was facing the slime-girl directly. Calon pulled her legs wide, setting her down so her knees were just above his own.

Calon swore he saw a face peek out of the blob shape that was Clarissa. But it pulled away before he could be certain. Suki leaned back into his chest and wrapped her arms around his neck. Calon held her hips as she bounced slowly in place.

“There now,” Calon smiled. “Dance for me. Show Clarissa how much of my cock you can take.”

Suki mewled again before shifting once more. She was slow, steady, and with each backward rock, she drove herself down hard. Calon could feel each time his cock hit her limit, and she didn’t pull back a moment until she reached it.

“For fuck’s sake, you could at least rub her clit or something,” Clarissa grunted.

“Good idea,” Calon smiled.

He reached around with two fingers. Then he spread her labia. Suki’s breath hitched and Calon could feel his cock as it slid up and down inside her. But he ignored that, as his fingers found that little bundle of nerves. She jerked in his lap and let out a soft cry before her legs quaked.

“Master!”

“Let it out Suki. Master wants to see his kitty cum her brains out.”

Suki was lost in her own world of delirious pleasure. Driving herself back and forth, she could feel her master’s cock rubbing against her g-spot with each shift. It was just so massive. It reached everything at once inside her. And now, with his fingers circling her clit, she lost the battle. Pulling away from the intense sensation, she drove herself down on his cock until she was almost bursting. That sent a pulse of agonal pleasure through her, and she pushed her hips forward to escape. Only to drive herself harder into his questing fingers. Continuing the cycle of her own tortuous pleasure.

“MASTER!”

Calon smiled as Suki’s pussy gripped his cock like a vise. “There’s a good kitty,” he crooned. “You cum on that dick. It’s all you’re good for.”

He felt the way her core tensed before she suddenly fell limp in his arms. Calon froze immediately and took her chin in hand. He pulled her face back and saw her eyes were closed.

“Suki?”

She let out a small mumble, and Calon sighed.

“I think she passed out.” Clarissa frowned as Calon noticed she was leaning over the pair of them.

“Shit, Clarissa,” Calon jumped.

“What now?”

Calon gave her an odd look. “What do you mean?”

Calon lifted Suki’s unconscious body off his cock and gently set her on the bed. He spent a moment fixing her arms and legs before pulling the blanket over to hide her modesty.

“What are you doing?”

Calon sighed. “Getting dressed.”

“What about blue balls?”

Calon frowned and shot the slime-girl a funny look. “Do I want to know?”

“Do you?” Clarissa asked. “Aren’t you going to be in pain or something?”

“I mean…” Calon looked down at his cock. “Chances are when she wakes up, she might want to go again.”

“See, this is what I’m talking about!” Clarissa shouted, before flinching at the sound of her own voice. “This is what I’m talking about. You do all this weird shit. You treat her like a pet, same as me. Then you fuck her, she passes out halfway through and you just put her down to rest.”

“Clarissa, is there someone I need to summon in order to beat the shit out of?”

She screwed up her face and stormed to the far wall, before spinning and coming right back. “And then you do this shit!”

“Look–”

“No, you look! Why aren’t you like him?!”

“Him?”

“My boyfr… Ex,” she sighed. “I guess now he’s my ex.”

“Your ex sounds like an arsehole,” Evie called from the other cell.

“No shit,” Clarissa crossed her arms. “It just sucks, y’know. Suki, Evie and Chrissy get some stupid asshole who treats them real nice. And I had some party hard jock who wore me like arm candy.”

“You should fuck him!” Chrissy shouted.

Calon sighed, “That–”

“You should definitely fuck him!” Evie confirmed.

Clarissa sighed and did another lap of the cell. She didn’t stop this time. She just kept going, pacing back and forth. Calon watched her for a moment, before turning his attention back to Suki. She was sucking on the tip of a claw as her ear twitched. Calon couldn’t help the smile that broke over his face. And he reached out, gently scratching behind her ear. Suki shifted in her sleep, twisting her head slightly, making it easier for him to scratch. And that was when he noticed Clarissa had stopped in front of him.

“What’s–”

“Shut up,” she mumbled.

Calon closed his mouth as she dropped slowly to her knees.

“You-”

“Didn’t I tell you to shut up?” Clarissa snapped.

“But–”

“Calon, shut the fuck up!” Evie snapped.

Calon rolled his eyes and opened his mouth, as Clarissa pressed a finger to his lips. She eyed him for a moment, before her skin tightened and her features became more defined. He could see the crinkles in the corner of her eyes, as easily as he could see the pout of her lips. It wasn’t the clarity of real skin, but she wasn’t the smooth blob she was when she first took human form.

And he continued to watch her as she opened her mouth and leaned over his cock. The small amount of deflation he had suffered to that point vanished as her cool, gelatinous form slid down his length. She slurped softly, taking him lower, and Calon groaned at the sensation.

“Just cum when you’re ready,” Clarissa mumbled.

“You said that, while…”

“I’m a Slime, Calon,” she rolled her eyes as she bobbed her neck. “I don’t have lungs, teeth or specific nerves.’

Calon nodded as her throat… well, not muscles. But as her throat constricted over his cock, it gave him an idea.

“You can make any part of you, anything, right? Like, you could make your nose feel like your big toe or something?”

“Is this a fetish thing?” Clarissa asked.

Chrissy must have heard, because she burst into laughter, and Calon could hear Evie asking her what was said. Calon shook his head and turned his attention back to Clarissa as she kneeled in front of him. He could see his cock sliding through her body, and it was a strange turn on to see it.

“No,” Calon grunted. “I was just thinking, you couldn’t put your clit inside your mouth or something, could you?”

Clarissa froze for a moment, before bobbing her head. Her gelatinous form trembled, and she did it again.

“Make it harder, so I can feel my cock rubbing on it.”

“O-okay.”

Calon blinked, as a small part hardened inside her mouth. And Calon realised it was her uvula. She shuddered each time his cock slid under it. She throated him deeply, moaning softly, before she pulled off his cock with a gasp. Clarissa dropped onto her ass and held her hands behind her.

“Oh, fuck, that was weird.”

“Sorry.”

“No,” she shook her head. “It’s fine, just… I can’t even explain it. It was good, but weird.”

Before Calon’s eyes, her body shifted and suddenly her head traded places with her ass as she rocked back towards him.

“Just do me like this.”

“What?”

Clarissa wiggled her hips. “Well, come on. I need to cure those blue balls or you’re going to be up all night crying.”

“I think you–”

“Need to shut up and fuck me, yeah,” Clarissa slumped down so her head was on her arms, with her ass in the air.

With a last glance at Suki, Calon slipped off the bed and kneeled on the floor. Clarissa’s perfect green ass waved before him. He reached out and the moment his hands touched her skin, it was like her body locked onto his, pulling it in tight and refusing to let go. Her hips drove back, and Calon’s cock touched her labia, before it too was pulled closer.

“There we go,” she mumbled as Calon went with the flow and thrust his cock into her. “Wait.”

“Huh?”

Calon blinked as a green tentacle flicked out from above her ass. It waved in the air before Calon spotted the triangular ears sprouting from the top of Clarissa’s head.

“Catgirl!”

Calon swallowed. And tightened his grip. Clarissa let out a yelp of shock as he drove himself into her from behind. He pulled his cock free, making her gasp as her body tried to cling to his skin in resistance. Which just made his next thrust that much more powerful. Calon hammered into Clarissa from behind and she made all sorts of noises.

Her body trembled with each thrust, and she was now pressing her face into the floor itself. If she had fingernails, they would be digging into the floorboards.

“I thought you just needed to cum!”

Calon grunted and forced his hands to shift through her flesh until he had a better hold on her. Even then, she remained stuck to the floor for a moment as Calon slumped back onto his heels, pulling Clarissa into his lap.

“Sex isn’t just about the guy,” he grunted.

Clarissa opened her mouth to argue, before Calon stuffed his hand between her legs and roughly palmed her clit. Her body trembled, like it did when her clit was her uvula, and Calon continued his torment as he bounced her in place.

“Oh… fuck!”

“You can cum,” Calon told her.

“No!”

“Clarissa!”

“Not until you do!” she squeaked.

Calon grit his teeth and increased his pace. Swapping his palm for his fingers, Calon bore down on Clarissa’s clit. He was determined to make her cum. She jerked, and parts of her body collapsed into the blob before reforming once more. Twice, her torso reformed with breasts on the wrong side, pinned against his chest. Not that he was complaining.

“Cum in me, fucker!”

“With pleasure,” Calon grunted.

Her body writhed and suddenly he was face to face with the slime-girl. She met his lips as her body convulsed over his length. Her torso followed, and Calon felt the cool pillows of her breasts jut up between them. The first jet of Calon’s seed entered her body as her hips shifted. Calon had hooked his fingers to rub firmly at her clit. And when her entire body rotated to face him, rather than her clit, his digits slid into her ass.

Her body throbbed around him as she screamed in all directions at once. Her body remained firm and whole as she settled herself firmly in his lap. Calon’s seed emptied into her, and her slime-filled body began to absorb it. But it was the way she clung to him that told Calon the most.

Her arms around his shoulder, her lips pressed against his own. The soft whimpers as her tongue explored his lips. It was several long moments before she pulled away. There was conflict written in her eyes, and she took a breath.

She leaned in once more, and Calon opened his mouth in surprise. Her lips were cool as she kissed him. But the soft clearing of a throat had her reeling. She sprung away, leaving Calon staring at the dark-skinned woman in the middle of the room.

“If you’re quite done,” Hannah glared.

“Sorry,” Calon apologised.

Hannah waved her hand in dismissal. “I enjoyed watching, for the most part.”

“How long–”

“Since he tucked in Suki,” Hannah answered without hearing the rest of the question. “Now, if you’re quite finished. The sheriff of Beenleigh has been notified. You informed Sahm that the goblins were taken care of, so he sent a fast courier.”

“Shit,” Calon slumped into the wall. “Does that mean they sent for the magistrate, too?”

“I believe the sheriff of Beenleigh did that already.” Hannah frowned.

“Do we even know his name, or do we just call him sheriff?” Clarissa asked.

Calon smirked and shook his head. “Never found out. First time we met him, he threatened us and tried to kick us out of town. It never really got beyond that.”

Clarissa looked at Hannah, who shook her head. “Don’t look at me either. The only reason I know Calon’s name is because he was polite enough to talk to me. Extremely refreshing change compared to the screaming and begging.”

“That’s because you eat them,” Suki grumbled.

“Yes,” Hannah beamed. “That certainly played a part in it.”

Calon thought back to the broken begging of the man she killed back in Beenleigh. When he compared it to how she behaved around the bandit camp, and her request to eat the orc… well, that made a lot of sense. And Calon was now very thankful he befriended her, rather than kill her.

“Speaking of playing a part,” she sighed. “When are you going to upgrade me?”

“Does that mean you’re staying?” Evie called from the other cell.

Hannah rolled her eyes before melting back into shadow. It wasn’t quite as spectacular as she did it before. Calon could see clearly where she vanished into the dark spaces around the room and followed out the door. That was followed by excited chatter from the other cell as Suki climbed around his shoulder and down into his lap.

Before Calon could ask what she was doing, her lips closed over the head of his cock, where she suckled the tip for a few moments. When she popped off, the Neko stood and smiled.

“There was a bit left over.”

“Then it should have been mine!” Clarissa snapped, before suddenly looking very uncertain of herself.

Even more so when Suki strode over to her and motioned to bend down. When Clarissa bent, Suki pressed her fuzzy lips to the slime-girls and Calon watched as they made out. Clarissa looked more confused than anything, as Suki pulled away. And the Neko began to purr.

“I can be your kitty,” she whispered. “And I’d really like it if you pet me.”

“Calon, can you please put some pants on?” Hannah sighed, surprising the three of them.

He turned and saw the Nightmare glaring at him, though she didn’t seem to be doing it with any hostility. His pants slapped into his chest, and Calon looked over at Clarissa, who nodded at him. He took a moment to pull them on and stood up.

“Now, how many perk points do you have?”

“Character sheet.”

Character Sheet

Name:

Calon Wilson

Class:

Summoner

Level:

8 (280/1000)

Perks:

Mana:

60/60

Skills:

Heal 2- Repairs targeted injury - 5 mana* **

*Repeated casting over major injury will stack effect.

**Chance to remove status effect

Revive 2 - Fallen summon is returned with no mana - 15 mana

Soft Touch 2 - Cast over time, moderately removes status effects - 1 mana per second Buff - Doubles power of summon’s next attack - 5 mana

Berserk - Double strength, mass and size at the cost of intelligence - 15 mana*

*Additional 15 mana for each minute of skill usage

Drain - Killing replenishes mana instantly*

*This is a passive skill and is active at all times.

Summons:

Evie-Rae Wilson - Succubus

Chrissy Smith - Griffon*

*Royal

Suki Shio - Neko

Clarissa Walker - Slime

Hannah - Nightmare

Current Quest:

None.

Other Quest:

None.

Calon dismissed the sheet and nodded. “Eleven.”

“Wonderful,” she smiled. “Because it will be less than a day before the sheriff arrives. And a few days more before the magistrate does. There’s no guarantee things will go in your favour, and we need to be prepared.”

Calon sighed. “I’ll need a minute. Can you get me some water?”

“Coming!” Marge’s voice carried from down the hall.

Calon winced as Clarissa’s face darkened three shades. Suki giggled softly and rubbed against his leg. He had forgotten all about Marge with the current goings on.


Chapter Fourteen




“Well, master?”

Calon sighed as he stared into her eyes. “Look, you’re not making this easy?”

“You’re the master now,” she hissed. “So make it easy.”

“That’s what I’m talking about,” Calon sighed and tried to look at anyone but the nude Nightmare in the middle of the bed. “This… whole thing is just fucking weird.”

“That’s my line,” Clarissa grumped from the corner where she sat with Suki snoozing in her lap.

“I don’t see what the problem is,” Hannah hissed angrily. “You get hard, shove it inside me. Everybody wins!”

“That…” Calon sighed again. “Look. I… Fuck. I don’t know what I’m doing.”

“Clearly,” Hannah grunted as her mist-like body swirled to cover her genitals. “I didn’t think I disgusted you so much.”

“It’s not that,” Calon snapped. “Whatever this is. It’s like you’re not even into it, and that’s a buzz kill.”

“That doesn’t even make sense!” Hannah snarled. “I told you I wanted to be upgraded. I am very into this!”

“Then act sexy!”

Hannah opened her mouth, then closed it again. “I… I don’t know how to be sexy.”

Calon rubbed his face and shook his head. “I get that… just… The night that… You–”

“I don’t want to talk about that.”

Calon laughed, despite the situation, and shook his head. “Then I don’t even know where to start. I don’t have sex with the others just to upgrade them. That’s what Clarissa had to learn the hard way.”

“Fuck off.”

Suki let out a noise and Clarissa grimaced, before going back to scratching the Neko’s ears. Suki did the cat thing where she pulled her paws over her face and Clarissa melted back to her docile state of simple joyfulness.

“You want me to act like that?” Hannah questioned.

“No,” Calon shook his head. “I want… I want to be back to how we were.”

“We can’t,” Hannah sighed. “Now I’m your pet.”

“And I told you I didn’t want that–”

“Then why bring me back?”

“Because you didn’t deserve to die!” Calon roared.

“You don’t even know me–”

“We were getting to know you,” Calon shook his head. “First you were the terrifying monster in the woods. Then you were the strange friend who popped up and kept an eye on things. And then when things really mattered, you helped, and you fucking died because of it!”

“What do you want from me, Master?”

Calon sighed. “For starters, knock off the master shit. Suki calls me that because she likes the idea of being my pet.”

“Call him that right before he fucks you if you want him to go harder than usual!” Evie giggled from the other cell.

Calon snorted and shook his head before glancing over at the Nightmare once more. “You were a friend. We didn’t give a shit about what you were. And when you died, I brought you back.”

“You made me your–”

“I didn’t make you shit.” Calon shook his head. “I told you I wouldn’t make you stay. You decided this all on your own.”

“Because if I leave, I’ll be stuck like this. Weak, pathetic, a mere shadow of my former self,” she growled as her mist wafted around herself.

“See, why can’t you be more like that?” Suki called from the corner.

Hannah turned on the Neko before frowning. “Like what?”

“Your whole, scary-sexy routine,” Suki waved a paw. “Evie’s his confidant. The one he talks to most, who he respects as his equal. Chrissy is the defender who needs to be tended on her own terms. I’m his pet, who deserves nothing, but craves his attention like a whore. Clarissa is a bit of a freak–”

“Hey!”

“But she’s got a soft side that will come out whenever someone needs some softness.” Suki listed them off before meeting the Nightmare’s gaze. “What Calon doesn’t have in his life is a Mistress Of Darkness who takes what she wants, with no thought to consequences.”

“So… you’re saying I need to take charge?”

“Exactly!” Suki beamed.

Hannah nodded, before bursting into her mist form and rushing across the room. Suki had a moment to squeak in fright before Hannah reformed in front of her. The Nightmare grabbed Suki by the scruff of her neck and hauled her from Clarissa’s lap.

“Hannah–”

“Shut it!” The nightmare silenced Calon with a black tentacle that reached out and pressed against his lips.

It was only there for a moment, before she was before him. Calon didn't have time to speak before a firm hand shoved him back onto the bed. Hannah carried Suki over and dropped the limp Neko beside him.

“Get him hard for me.”

Calon glanced down at Suki as she turned to look at him. Despite going from nap to discussion, to hauling around the room like an animal. She stared at him like a woman possessed. This was a whole new experience for Calon as Suki took his cock in her hands once more. She stroked him, before lifting the head to her lips.

“I said get him hard!”

Suki’s eyes rolled as Hannah pushed her face down on his cock. Calon’s slightly hard cock pushed its way into the Neko’s mouth. Where it began to harden at the contact. Suki reached up and tapped the back of Hannah’s hand. And to Calon’s relief, she pulled away. Suki popped her mouth free for a moment before smiling. “Again!”

Calon grunted as his cock found the back of the Neko’s throat this time. Hannah was brutal in how she pushed the Neko down. He could see the bulge in her throat as she made a soft choking noise. But her enjoyment was clear as she dug in her claws and refused to let up.

“I’ll give you two options,” Hannah hissed into the Neko’s ear. “Option one. You swallow him down, finish him off, and I spend the next week ensuring you get as little attention as physically possible. Or two…” Hannah palmed the Neko’s ass. “You let me ride him. And I’ll make sure you get to cum.”

“I don’t know if this is more or less fucked than before,” Clarissa complained.

But Suki retracted her claws before Calon could think of a response. Her throat collapsed back to its original size as she sat up.

“Good girl,” Hannah hissed.

Suki slipped off Calon’s bed to stand aside and watch as the Nightmare climbed into position.

“Now,” Hannah ran a finger down Calon’s middle. “You just lay there and let me finish what I started back in the tent.”

Calon’s cock throbbed, and the Nightmare looked at it with an evil glint. She reached down and took his cock before smiling to herself. Hannah raised her hips and angled his cock towards her opening. Before lowering herself once more.

Terror-boner… It was that feeling again. From when they first met. The dark, scary-sexy woman in the forest. And here, now, she was sliding down his cock. Despite her cold exterior. She was warm inside as she bottomed out. He looked up into her eyes as she smiled. And her smile widened, splitting her face open to her ears to show rows of jagged teeth within. But there was no time to question things as she began rocking her hips.

“Watch me,” Hannah ordered softly. “Watch the way I ride you.”

“I’m watching,” Calon grunted as she tensed to squeeze his cock.

“You were the first in over a century to touch me intimately,” Hannah gnashed her teeth. “Hurry and fill me. So that I may feed it to your pet, while you pleasure her.”

Calon grunted as she dropped atop him to stare into his eyes. She lowered her lips to his, for only a brief moment as she bounced her hips, driving herself over his cock in a frantic pace. Hannah laid her body over his and pressed her lips to his ear.

“Cum for me, master.”

Calon grunted as the first jet of his seed pumped into her. Hannah shuddered as she felt it. This whole situation was something she was entirely unprepared for. All her years as a cold, emotionless monster, torn apart by the charming smile of a confused young man. Her first attempt at exploring those feelings was met with her fleeing into the darkness. Only to absolve her own guilt with her death.

Hannah gasped as she started to cum. Calon’s hands wrapped around her shoulders as he held her close. She could feel the spurts of his seed still pumping into her body. And she revelled in that situation as her pussy throbbed around him. She bit down on his shoulder. Not enough to draw blood, but enough to mark him as her own. She was a Nightmare. But she was HIS Nightmare. And she would allow herself these moments to sate her lust.

“Thank you, master,” Hannah whispered, before sitting up.

Calon stared up at her with a dopey grin before she lifted herself away from his cock. Hannah laid herself down at Calon’s side and lifted a leg to drape over his hips.

“Once I am clean, I will ensure you have what you deserve,” Hannah waved at Suki. And as the Neko climbed back onto the bed to do her work, Hannah let out a small gasp. “Watch me, master,” Hannah whimpered as Suki purred loudly from beneath them. “Watch me.”
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Suki was purring in her sleep, while Clarissa gave them both the evil eye. She stroked Suki’s head, despite Suki’s assurances that she was completely fine. Calon decided that this was her ‘mother’ mode. And it was unlikely to change, no matter how much Suki begged.

Which left Calon to think about Hannah and her request. The Nightmare sat on the bed, leaning against the wall. Her dark form pulsed softly, as did her eyes.

“Character Sheet, Hannah.”

Name:

Hannah

Owner:

Calon Wilson

Race:

Nightmare

Level:

1

Mana:

30/30

Skills:

Mist - Nightmare’s body can transform into black mist equal to volume of original body.*

*Mist is capable of taking solid form for 1 mana per second.

Feast - Nightmare can replenish mana by consuming the flesh of sentient beings.*

*More powerful beings provide more mana

Modifications:

Mythical* ** ***

*Creatures with the mythical status are singular beings of immense power.

**Summoners cannot summon a mythical being if it still lives.

***Summoning a mythical creature, removes the ability to revive them from their original corpse, unless their summoner is killed first.

“Well?” Hannah asked.

“You’re mythical,” Calon chuckled.

Hannah smiled despite herself. “And what else?”

“You have two skills listed. Mist and Feast.”

Hannah nodded. “That… sounds accurate.”

“It says you can physically affect the world with your little tentacles for a single point of mana per second. But you only have thirty mana.”

“I used to be able to manipulate the world at will. The fatigue only set in during daylight hours.”

Calon nodded. He still wasn’t entirely certain if his access to these screens was unique to him, Summoners or adventurers in general.

“Well,” Calon scratched his chin. “Boosting a skill takes a perk. Same with mana. That thirty will go to sixty. Boosting it again will make it one-twenty but will take two perks, leaving me with seven to spend.”

“Can you upgrade my skills?” Hannah asked.

Calon shrugged, “Upgrade Mist.”

Upgrade Mist?

Nightmare’s body can transform into black mist to double volume of original body.*

*Mist is capable of taking solid form for 1 mana per two-seconds

1 perk

Y/N

“That… Actually works out even better,” Calon said after describing the changes.

That would be a hell of a multiplier. That two minutes of manipulation immediately became four, while she could become much larger as well. If this was how her power scaled, no wonder she was so utterly terrifying.

“And my feast ability?”

“Upgrade Feast.”

Upgrade Feast?

Nightmare can replenish mana by consuming the flesh of creatures. Sentient beings have a chance to permanently increase the total mana pool*

*More powerful beings provide more mana

1 perk

Y/N

Calon swallowed nervously and described the next skill. Hannah gave a dark chuckle. Which was oddly comforting to Calon. He had seen her at her darkest. And seeing her move back towards that confidence was something he appreciated. Her bitter attention grated at him, even if he tried not to show it.

“And what would that leave you?”

“Five perks,” Calon counted.

“I think you should do it,” Evie called from the other cell.

Calon sighed. “Sorry, I thought you were asleep.”

“We were,” Chrissy grumbled.

“Then you two started an orgy and…” There was the sounds of giggling, before they fell silent again. “Calon, that’ll leave you with five perks. And Hannah is the only one outside of Clarissa who has a chance of getting out of a cell.”

Calon looked over at Suki and Clarissa. The pair had fallen asleep, which made him smile. “Fine,” Calon sighed. “I just wish I knew what Suki’s hidden skill was.”

“The Neko’s skill?” Hannah asked.

Calon nodded. “She has an unknown listing.”

“I see,” Hannah frowned. “I shall speak with her in the morning. Perhaps I can be of some help.”

“You know what it is?”

“Perhaps,” Hannah smiled. “But I’d rather not get everyone’s hopes up. So let’s just get mine out of the way, so we can all rest.”

“Do you even sleep?” Chrissy called out again.

Hannah shook her head. “I do not. But…” She gave Calon a cool smile. “I don’t intend to go anywhere else this evening.”
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Calon awoke to the strangest feeling. Pressed up on one side of him was… Cool, gelatinous and… blobby. On the other side of him was also cool, but wispy and firm. Atop him, literally. On his chest. Was furry, warm and vibrating with a low rumble.

“This was a pleasant sensation,” Hannah whispered.

Calon turned his head and regarded the Nightmare for a long moment. “I’m glad you enjoyed yourself.”

“And that is the strange thing about you,” Hannah stared into his eyes. “You are not the first summoner I have met. Not even the first to have survived the experience.”

“I’m honoured.”

“You should be,” she smiled, flashing a hint of her wide-mouthed fangs. “But more to my point. You don’t behave anything like the summoners of this world. You genuinely care for your pets.”

“Not a pet,” Clarissa mumbled as she pulled herself back into a more rigid form.

“Oh please,” Hannah sighed as she snuggled in a little closer. “Even I can feel it.”

“I’d rather feel something else,” Suki mumbled as she twisted around to lie on her stomach. “Good morning, Master.”

“Morning Suki,” Calon smiled.

“Clarissa, could you be a dear and scratch the poor thing’s ears?” Hannah asked.

Clarissa made a complaining noise, before a tendril of slime reached across and dug into the fur on Suki’s head. Her purring increased substantially, and soon that tendril was Clarissa’s hand.

“You’re all so fucking weird,” she complained. “But… I think I kinda get it.”

“You’re just slowly coming around to the idea that no matter how fucked things are, we’re still more of a functional family unit than the crap you came from,” Suki mumbled.

“No!” Clarissa snapped, before pulling Suki into her arms. “Bad kitty! No existential crises!”

Calon watched as Suki struggled until Clarissa sent dozens of tiny fingers to scratch the Neko all over. So he left them to it and turned back to Hannah, who was watching with an odd fascination.

And that ended the moment they heard the front door open. The Nightmare let out a soft sigh before pressing her lips to Calon’s. It lasted only for a moment, before her body melted into smoke that swept out the bars.

“Calon?” Evie called a moment later.

“I’m up,” Calon called back.

“Cool, just got a wake-up call.”

“Bitch,” Chrissy grumbled.

“I hope you’re not talking about me,” Sahm said, as he stepped into view.

“Morning,” Calon sighed, before sitting up. Clarissa did as well, taking Suki with her. The Neko didn’t respond at all, perfectly content in being carried around like a pet.

“Breakfast will be coming. I just thought I’d check in and see how your night went.”

“Fine,” Calon frowned. “What’s with the weird questions?”

Sahm chewed the inside of his lip for a moment. “Been speaking to the locals. I’m used to the small towns like this. They don’t like us all that much.”

“Sounds like you’re not having the greatest time out there,” Calon smirked.

Sahm nodded. “We’re camping on the outskirts. So far, the only one who’s talking to us is the merchant. And even he’s not much more than taking our money.”

Calon nodded. “And what’s your conclusion?”

“Either you’re not a summoner. And you’ve got some weird voodoo shit going on that’s making you look like one. Or something’s not quite adding up.”

Calon nodded. “Go find Ben. Ask him about his friend with the broken leg and,” Calon smirked. “Tell him I sent you.”

“Ben,” Sahm nodded. “He was the one who you spoke with when we got to town, right?”

“That’s him,” Calon grinned.

Sahm chuckled. “He’s the one telling everyone to give us a hard time.”

“Sorry,” Calon shrugged. “Short version. Sheriff Goodman was a summoner like me. He had an orc, who led a team of bandits under his direction. He knew when the trade caravans came through, and he had his people steal supplies, then join on with the caravans. They didn’t know any better. The sheriff made his profits, and the supply chain was never interrupted, so nobody cared enough to investigate.”

“And how’d you figure that all out?”

“We tracked them after they attacked Ben and his friends. The orc broke off from the group and came back into town, where Chrissy smelled the orc on Sheriff Goodman. He then burned down Sal’s tavern with us inside. We escaped and bumped into the orc again. After that, we confronted him. Evie used her charm and got him to confess. When the charm wore off, he fought us and I still had an active quest to bring back heads.”

“And where does Sheriff Potsmith come into this?”

Calon looked at Clarissa and Suki, who shrugged. “If that’s the Sheriff of Beenleigh, I never got his name. First time we ran into him, Evie and I were looking for work and he tried to run us out of town. We took a job hunting a yowie on McReedy’s farm. He pitched a fit when we came back to buy supplies from Ches the centaur and then we left. Only time we went back was for the goblins. He arrested us on sight and murdered a bunch of beastkin that night, before trying to blame us for the whole thing.”

“That much we’ve already discussed,” he sighed. “I just… I have a hard time believing a man like Sheriff Potsmith could be responsible for the things he’s accused you of.”

Calon shrugged. “Whereas my first impression was a man who would have done exactly that.”

Sahm sighed. “Well. It likely won’t matter soon. Because the magistrate will be here in a few days.”

“I suppose the real question is whether or not I’ll still be alive to meet them.”

Sahm frowned, and was about to question what I said, when the sound of a door opening cut his attention. Sahm turned and strode back to the main room, while Calon turned to Clarissa and Suki. He could hear voices and nodded his head at the familiarity of them both.

“Evie?!”

“Yeah?”

Calon nodded. “If it comes down to it…”

“Fight,” Chrissy snarled. “You fight and you fucking keep fighting!”

“PRISONERS SHOULD BE SILENT IN THEIR CELLS!”

“Here we go,” Calon grunted as a familiar figure stormed into view.

There was a mad gleam in his eye as he stared at Calon through the bars. Calon met his gaze and saw the frown. The man was used to being in charge. People wouldn’t look him in the eye when he was mad.

“I have you now,” he grunted.

“And I’m still waiting for my reward,” Sahm called from out of view.

The sheriff narrowed his eyes before reaching for his belt. He plucked a pouch and lightly tossed it to the adventurer.

“Here. Now get out. You’ve no further business in this place.”

Calon burst into laughter, making the man furious. “What the fuck are you talking about? You’re not the sheriff here!”

“I’m–”

“A murdering, hateful, piece of shit!” Evie snapped from the other cell.

Sheriff Potsmith stormed out of view, and Calon heard the crash as he struck the cell. “YOU WILL BE SILENT!”

“Or what?” Calon snorted. “The magistrate is already coming. Do you think we give a fuck about pissing you off now?”

“You listen here! I have had it–”

“SHERIFF!”

Sheriff Potsmith spun at the authoritative, feminine voice that cut off his words. “And who the hell are you?”

“The duly appointed representative of the magistrate in this town!” Marge snapped. “And right now, I have to wonder why a man in your position is outside of your jurisdiction, harassing my prisoners!”

“You don’t–”

“Don’t you DARE tell me how to do my job in my workplace!” She snapped. “You couldn’t hold these prisoners for a few hours and I have housed them without complaint overnight! So you will stand down, or I will have you removed.”

“Oh, yeah?”

“She’s right, Sheriff,” Sahm’s voice called. “You’re trespassing.”

Sheriff Potsmith turned to regard Calon for just a moment before shaking his head. “You haven’t heard the last of me. You understand?”

“Perfectly,” Marge snapped. “You are barred from this establishment until the magistrate arrives. They can review your behaviour personally.”

Sheriff Potsmith grunted something Calon didn’t hear. Which was followed by the door slamming as he made his way out.

“Sahm, was it?” Marge called.

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Give me a hand here, please?”

Calon frowned as he heard the approaching footsteps. Marge arrived at the front of the cell with a tray laden with meals. Some cuts of meat, eggs, bread and a few apples. But she couldn’t hold the tray and operate the lock. Instead, she pressed her hip to the bars.

“Calon, a hand?”

“Right,” Calon snorted as he took the keyring.

She moved back to give him room. And in a moment, Calon had the cell door open. Sahm tried to say something, but stopped when Marge gave him a stern look. But Calon didn’t let her carry the tray any longer than necessary. Unsteadily, he took it and brought it into the room.

“Thank you, Calon.”

“Any time,” Calon shrugged. “Thanks for breakfast.”

“It’s the least I can do until this mess gets sorted out.”

“You think he’s innocent?” Sahm frowned from the doorway, holding a second tray, as Marge locked the cell once more.

“He gifted Ufal a set of hammers worth more than his shop. If he wanted to harm the beastkin, he’s done a very poor job of it.”

Sahm frowned, before glancing at Calon, who smiled. “Fox guy in the leather shop.”

Sahm nodded, realising who they were talking about, and followed Marge to the next cell. Calon gestured for Suki and Clarissa to eat as he approached the bars and listened to Sahm handing off his tray to Evie and Chrissy. When Marge came back, she gave him a polite nod, while Sahm paused outside the cell.

“I’m going to spend the next few days speaking with some of your friends.”

Calon smiled. “If you could get an update on how the reconstruction of our farm is going. I’d appreciate it.”

“Farm?”

Calon nodded. “Yep. After we tracked down the men who were working for Goodman, we followed a track that led through a burned out abandoned farm. I claimed the land, and the people of Kuraby have been helping rebuild.”

“If you’re screwing with me…”

“Then we’re in a cell and the magistrate is coming,” Calon shrugged.

Sahm nodded before letting out a sigh. “This was supposed to be a simple job.”

“No shit,” Calon chuckled.

Sahm shook his head as he walked off, leaving Calon to his meal. He turned about and saw Suki giving him a sad expression from a seated spot near her food bowl, while Clarissa pouted to one side.

“Did she try to feed you?”

“I want master to feed me.”

“And you didn’t let Clarissa?”

Suki shook her head. “If I bite her thumb, she scolds me.”

“If you bite my thumb–”

“It’s foreplay.”

“Fucking hell, I am eating!” Clarissa snapped.

“Sorry,” Calon told her, before giving Suki a look that made her pout cutely again. “Come on.”

He led her over to the platter and plucked up a piece of meat. He took the first bite, before offering it to Suki, who plucked it delicately from his fingers.

“So what’s the plan while we’re stuck in this shit?” Clarissa asked as she pressed a piece of meat directly into her middle, rather than into her mouth.

“See if Marge can get some lube, so that Master has another hole he can satisfy himself with when my pussy gets too sore.”

“Seriously?” Clarissa slapped the floor. “I’m eating!”

“We’re eating too!” Suki pointed out. “But… Master, if I set some of this aside, can I jerk you off onto it?”

“I think I’m going to throw up,” Clarissa complained.

“He literally came inside you earlier. What’s the difference?” Suki giggled.

Rather than retort, Clarissa collapsed into a blob once more. Before sending out a tendril to pick up a piece of fruit. “You’re all so fucking weird.”


Chapter Fifteen




“Thanks Marge.”

The old woman blushed and nodded as she turned the key. “You three have a great night.”

“We will,” Evie smiled.

“Just… I’ll be by early to make sure you all get fed,” Marge nodded.

“We appreciate it,” Chrissy added.

Marge smiled before heading off. Calon looked around the cell. It was much the same as the one he shared with Suki and Clarissa. The only difference was the extra pillows and blankets Marge had provided for Chrissy’s extra bulk. The Griffon was currently pulling the mattress down onto the floor along with the pillows, to make a larger bed for them all to sleep on. And the whole thing had come about, as a last-minute request, since the magistrate was due in the morning.

“Master?”

Calon turned back to Evie as her eyes flashed pink. “Already?”

“Mhm,” Evie nodded cutely. “I’ve been craving your touch.”

“Really?” Calon smirked.

“She’s been having me fuck her with her own tail while pretending to be you since we’ve been in here.”

Evie whimpered before nodding. “Would master like to watch?”

“Master wants to more than watch,” Calon grinned.

Chrissy was staring at them both with hooded eyes as Calon directed his Succubus to the bed. Evie giggled and threw herself onto the mattress. Calon strode over and looked down as Evie began pulling off her clothing.

“Isn’t she the most beautiful thing you’ve ever seen?” Chrissy asked.

Calon nodded, before looking up at the Griffon. “Seems we have excellent taste in women.”

“Mmmm,” Evie whimpered. “Yes, please? I wanna taste!”

“She gets into things with me,” Chrissy sighed. “But it’s on a whole other level with you.”

“Is that okay?”

Chrissy nodded. “She and I make love a lot of the time… It’s nice.”

“Well, if you need more, you know where to find me.”

Chrissy snorted before grabbing a pillow. “Ass up, slut.”

“Mmm,” Evie moaned, before pushing her feet down to raise her hips into the air.

Chrissy slipped the pillow underneath, and Evie dropped her ass down, so she was propped up slightly. And Calon noticed, with the pillow gone, she was too high on the mattress, and her head was hanging off the end.

Chrissy wasn’t paying attention to any of that. Her hands went to Evie’s legs and pried them open to look at her in all her glory.

“It sucks sometimes,” Chrissy sighed. “Back home, we had this double-ended dildo.” Calon gulped as he watched Chrissy lift one forelimb over Evie’s leg, before settling down so they were rubbing crotch to crotch. “This was one of our favourites.” She rocked her hips, and Evie gasped, letting her head fall back. Calon stared as her mouth hung open and shuffled forward.

Evie let out a choking gasp as Calon fed his cock into her mouth. Her tail flopped out from under her, and it flicked lightly against the mattress as Calon pushed a little deeper. Evie welcomed his cock and she let him know, by sucking and slurping on it as much as she could.

“I should be jealous of watching you do that,” Chrissy hissed softly as she ground her hips into Evie’s.

“You’re not?”

“I am a little,” Chrissy conceded. “But I also wanna watch you cum down her throat.”

If there was any sign of Evie’s feelings, she made it clear by digging her fingers into Calon’s ass, so he couldn’t fully withdraw. He gently cupped her throat and grinned as he felt it stretch with each thrust of his cock. Chrissy was moaning softly as she watched, and Calon was feeling overwhelmed by all the sensations around him.

Pulling free, he looked down at Evie, who tried to follow his cock. But when it became apparent she couldn’t reach it, she turned her pink eyes up towards his.

“Please master? Feed me?”

“Do it,” Chrissy laughed. “I wanna see it.”

Calon grinned and pushed forward. Evie didn’t react until his balls touched her face. And only then it was to swallow and massage his length from within. Calon shuddered in pleasure before reaching down to cup her breasts. As he rubbed those perfect globes, Evie tightened her lips, sucking harder in appreciation of her efforts.

“Fuck,” Calon grunted.

“Do it,” Chrissy hissed. “Cum down her throat. Let me watch.”

She leaned over, forcing Calon to abandon Evie’s breasts. He watched as she cupped Evie’s neck and leaned in to suckle on the front of her throat. Calon felt the pressure before Evie jerked in place.

“She’s cumming,” Chrissy sighed.

Calon’s mind whirled as Evie’s jaw clamped down, preventing him from pulling out. And with nowhere to go, and his mind stimulated beyond comprehension, he let loose. It was one thing cumming in a woman’s mouth. But straight down her throat was something else entirely. The first spurt of his seed went deep. And Evie’s only response was to swallow. As her throat contracted around his cock, Calon fired a second spurt and shuddered as her muscles milked him dry.

Chrissy made small mewling noises as she bit lightly against Evie’s throat, egging her on as the Succubus came herself. As his orgasm waned, Calon pulled out and held himself just between her front teeth. And as she lapped at the head, Calon slowly pulled away.

“Don’t swallow,” He warned her. “Ask Chrissy if she wants to share.”

She didn’t have time to ask before Chrissy’s mouth covered her own. Calon, watching two women sharing his seed like that, found that he wasn’t at all ready to stop.
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It was the smell of smoke that was the first thing to mind as Hannah screeched in his ear. That same horrible feeling from Sal’s tavern. Evie grumbled before she shot up beside him, while Chrissy did too.

“CALON!” Came a familiar shout from the cell next door

“Clarissa!” He called back.

“There’s a fire!”

Calon wanted to reply with something sarcastic. But now wasn’t the time. Especially as Hannah hauled him to his feet.

“I’m sorry,” she clutched at him. “I was following the Sheriff, and one of his goons set the fire.”

“It’s okay,” Calon smiled.

“How is any of this okay?” Chrissy growled.

“Master?!” Suki called from the cell next door.

Calon turned and walked to the bars. He could see an orange glow coming from the front room where Marge’s desk was. And he could see that, because it reflected off the dark smoke that was drifting down the hall.

“Shit,” Calon swore. “Okay, we need to get out. And we need to get out now.”

“I can try the bars,” Hannah offered.

“You can do that?”

Hannah sighed. “I don’t know. At the height of my power, probably.”

Calon stepped back as the Nightmare turned into her mist form. A pair of black tentacles extended, and she wrapped them around the bars. They clunked heavily in place, and Calon held his breath as she tried to separate the bars by the lock. She pulled with all her might, grunting and snarling, before letting it go once more.

“It’s okay,” Calon sighed.

“I’ll try the hinges.”

Calon nodded as she did just that. The hinges took the force without a problem, though. Calon wasn’t all that surprised. This place was pretty well put together. Having cells anyone with a bit of added strength could break out of would be a bad thing.

“What if we do this together?” Calon offered.

“What do you mean?”

“Careful,” Evie told him, she had already figured out what he was about to do.

Calon nodded before sighing. “Berserk.”

He felt his body shift. And suddenly, things were a little unclear. He could smell smoke, and that meant fire. But the only way out was towards the fire. And the fire was bad. He thought for a moment before looking down at the three familiar faces.

“Fire,” he pointed at the door.

“Calon,” Evie sighed. “You need to break the door.”

“But-”

“CALON YOU WILL BREAK DOWN THAT DOOR!” Clarissa snapped.

Calon spun back to the door before frowning.

“DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME, YOUNG MAN!”

“Clarissa?”

“That’s me!” she continued shouting. “And right now, I need you to break down that door. Because Suki and I are here. And we’re very scared.”

“Scared,” Calon frowned.

With a nod, he reached for the bars and took hold. He did as Hannah had, and pulled at the lock, trying to make something budge. But he was having as little impact as the Nightmare did. With a few frustrated yanks, he dropped his shoulder and charged, only to strike the bars and fall back.

When he fell on the ground, Calon tipped over onto his head and ended up squashed in the corner of the cell. He wriggled for a bit before something told him to switch off. And like releasing a balloon, Calon slumped back to his original shape, where he collapsed on the floor with a thump.

“Fuck.”

“Did it work?” Clarissa called.

“... No…” Evie called back.

“Fuck, we need to get out,” Chrissy snapped.

Calon rolled over and sat himself back up. He shook his head before heading over to collect his clothing. He pulled his pants on first, then picked up his shirt. And by now, smoke was filling the cell.

“Ladies, tear up some cloth, wet it and put it over your faces!” Calon shouted.

They could see the smoke now. It wafted in, and it was getting hard to keep their eyes open. Calon picked up his shirt and tore it into pieces, while Hannah stood by the door with a tense look on her face. For now, Calon took the scraps and dunked them into the bucket of water Marge had left for them. Then he handed one each to Evie, Chrissy, and Hannah. Though, Hannah took her’s over to Suki, who was trapped with Clarissa.

Calon was thankful she hadn’t left the Neko. She and Hannah were the only two who could leave at any point. And neither of them had. It left a bad taste in Calon’s mouth to know they were all trapped here.

“Chrissy?” Evie called out.

“Right.”

Calon felt the furry arms of the Griffon wrap around him. He struggled as she bundled him to the back of the cell. And no matter what he did, he couldn’t pull his face out of her fur. It was hard to breathe at first. But then Calon realisedd what they were doing.

“NO!”

“Shut the fuck up!” Chrissy snarled.

“Calon, please listen to me,” Evie begged.

“You do not sacrifice yourself for me!” Calon snarled.

“We have to,” Evie squeezed his arm. “If we can keep you alive, you can revive us later–”

“DON’T MAKE ME LIVE THROUGH THAT AGAIN!”

“We’re sorry,” Evie hugged him. “Chrissy, hold him down where the air is the safest to breathe.”

“Right,” Chrissy murmured, before forcing Calon to the floor.

“Chrissy!”

“She’s right,” Chrissy pressed him into the floor as she tried to smother him with her fur. “It’s only you that needs to make it.”

“That’s bullshit!” Calon roared. “You can’t just die every time something goes wrong!”

“Then what will you do?” Hannah challenged. “We can’t get out. Our only chance is that they get the fire under control. If you live, then–”

“Then I get to watch all of you die around me?!” Calon snapped. “Fuck, I’m not even in the same room as Suki. Do you want to go tell her she has to die again?!”

“Cal–”

“DO YOU!?”

Hannah lowered her gaze and shook her head. But that didn’t mean anything changed. The fire was still burning. It was getting loud, too. Calon could only assume that people were trying to put out the flames. But it was the heavy ‘whack!’ behind his head that made them all freeze in place.

A moment later, it happened again. Calon wriggled when it happened for a third time, and Chrissy let him shift around. He placed his hand on the wall and felt a splinter of wood pierce his skin on the fourth impact.

“Ouch!” he pulled his hand away.

“What is it?” Evie huddled over.

The same dull ‘whack’ echoed through the room. And they all flinched at the glint of metal. They leaned away as it pulled free, and something beyond shifted.

“Ho there,” Sahm called. “We’re getting you out!”

Calon sighed as they started working again. The smoke was getting thicker, and Calon found himself being pressed into the floor by Chrissy and Evie. Hannah vanished from the room, but Calon could make out her voice in the cell next door as she reassured Suki and Clarissa.

Sahm must have gained a helper. Because the impacts came faster. Bit by bit, chips were knocked free in the back wall. And Calon could start to see parts of the outside world. The hole was getting larger. But it was obvious that the walls were built to contain someone, even with an axe. Calon watched as they worked, but it was Evie that caught his attention. She began to hack and cough, while Calon watched with concern. He shifted over to the hole and between strikes; he stuck his hand out. That prompted them to stop for a moment, so Calon could grab Evie and drag her to the floor.

“Calon!”

“Breathe!” He snarled and shoved her face into the hole.

She took several breaths before pulling back. Calon then gestured to Chrissy, who did as well, before Calon shouted the all clear.

“You should have gotten fresh air, too!” Evie shouted.

“I’m fine!” Calon retorted as the workers kept hacking away.

But it wasn’t fast enough. And Calon was getting concerned. Hannah hadn’t returned, and he couldn’t hear them talking in the next cell. But neither had he gotten a notification saying something was wrong. He thought for a moment and leaned back into the hole.

“AXE!”

“What?!”

“I need an axe!”

Calon heard arguing before the handle of an axe jabbed him in the face. Evie and Chrissy pulled away as Calon dragged it up into the cell.

“Get back,” Calon ordered. “Berserk.”

He felt it again. The odd shift and the dulling of his senses. Panic began to flood his system. But two things held his attention. First was the axe in his hand. Second was the hole in the wall. And that was all he needed. With a roar, Calon swung and the metal head of the axe bit deeply into the wood. Someone outside shouted as Calon pulled back, taking a chunk of wood with it. His second swing shattered more wood, and his third smashed a massive chunk.

Calon gripped the sides and pushed his head through. He could see Sahm, with Nette, Ben and a few others he didn’t recognise. Calon looked around for a moment before pulling back in. He hefted his axe and brought it down a few more times. In almost a blind rage, Calon hacked the wall to pieces as quickly as he could. Only for a firm arm to grip his shoulder. Whirling, he spotted Chrissy, who pulled him to the floor.

“Change back!”

Calon looked at the hole, and as he did, Evie slipped out. He blinked in shock before Chrissy shoved him towards it. Something in his mind clicked, that the hole wasn’t big enough to let him out at his current size. So he let the power slip, and he felt his body shrink down to his regular size.

“Go!” Chrissy shoved him to the hole.

“You first!”

“Get the fuck out! And if I can’t fit, you can get me out easier from that side!”

Calon swore, but conceded the point. Though, now he was in front of it, the hole was kinda huge. He pulled himself through, into a crowd of people waiting on the other side. Sahm gripped his shoulder as Calon coughed in the fresh air. But he shrugged off the gesture to turn and see Chrissy struggling. Her form, with its odd shape, was having trouble squeezing through.

“Help me!” Calon shouted.

He rushed in and took her arm, while Evie took one of her forelimbs. They started to pull, as more arms came through and took hold of any part of her they could reach. It was awkward, and she yelped as she lost a strip of fur down her side. But with a yank, the Griffon collapsed on the ground.

But Calon couldn’t rest yet. “MARGE!” He looked around and couldn't see her. “Sahm, where’s Marge?”

He frowned and shook his head. “I haven’t seen her.”

“Shit,” Calon swore, before spotting Ben. “BEN! Where’s Marge?!”

Ben frowned as he pushed through the crowd. “I thought she’d be here!”

“Take me to her!”

“Hey!” an unfamiliar voice shouted. “You can’t leave!”

“Fuck off!” Calon roared and pushed through after Ben. Evie and Chrissy remained behind as they turned and started to work on cutting through the wall into Suki’s cell.

There was some shouting and cursing from someone following. But Calon ignored that as Ben led him down to a row of cottages. Ben brought him to the second in line. And the first thing they noticed was the curtains drawn, and no lamps lit within. Unlike every other home on the street.

“MARGE!?” Ben called.

“Calon!”

Calon turned and saw Sahm running up, with several men at his side. They looked decidedly unfriendly. But Calon wasn’t concerned about that right now.

“Marge?!” Ben called again.

Calon looked at the window and drove his fist through it. He ignored the lance of pain that went through his hand. There was a splatter of blood, and shouts from Sahm and the men behind him. But with the window open, Calon could see Marge leaning on the back wall. She held her side and was slumped with her eyes closed. All around her was blood.

“BEN!”

Ben rushed over and saw her. “MARGE!”

“Get me in there. I can heal her!”

Ben grabbed Calon and lifted. Which was precisely when Sahm arrived with the men. They grabbed Calon and held him back.

“GET OFF ME!” Calon kicked out. “She’s dying!”

“What?”

One man shoved forward and looked through the window. He grimaced. “Fuck, do we have a healer?”

“I’M A FUCKING HEALER. GET. OFF. ME!”

The man gave Calon a long look before Ben got in his face. “LET HIM GO!”

“But–”

“HE’S A FUCKING HEALER!”

The man released Calon, letting him fall awkwardly to Marge’s floor. The older woman blinked slowly before mouthing Calon’s name. Calon scrambled to her side and saw the jagged wound. It looked bad, but he was confident he could help.

“It’s okay,” Calon assured her. “Heal!”

His hands glowed, and Marge sighed as whatever pain she was in diminished. Calon checked his character sheet and saw he had twelve mana left.

“Heal!”

His hands glowed again, and he saw Marge regain some composure. She still held her side, but she took his hand.

“I need to stop in case I need to heal others. Where are the keys to my cell?”

“Counter, top drawer.”

Calon got up and rushed to the counter. It was basic, but there was an obvious set of drawers. He pulled the top one open and saw the keys sitting on top. He plucked them out and rushed back to the window, where Ben was waiting.

“Take them!” Calon shoved the keys into his face.

“Wha–”

“Back to the hole in the wall. Shout for Hannah, she’ll know what to do.”

“Bu–”

“NOW BEN!”

The man gulped and spun on his heels. Calon watched the man rush off before he looked around Marge’s home. It was a cute little cottage. Just a single room, with a kitchen, a bed and some personal effects. The bench looked almost like an office, with some paperwork strewn about.

“Calon,” Marge grunted.

“Shit.” Calon turned and went back to her side. “Who did this?”

“Sheriff Potsmith.”

“Where’s the Sheriff?!” the man outside shouted.

Calon turned and saw him once again. “Who are you anyway?”

“I’m with the magistrate. And you will hold your tongue until we have this sorted!”

“I’ll hold my tongue as soon as people stop trying to kill my friends!” Calon snorted.

“That’s to be decided,” came the grim response.

“Best you keep quiet,” Marge mumbled. “Officer Noonan is a bit of a bastard.”

Calon snorted and glanced back at the window to see the man staring daggers at him.

“What happened tonight?”

“One of Potsmith’s men burned down the sheriff’s office with me inside it.”

Marge sighed. “Two fires lit with you indoors. And you’ve moved into a farm that was gutted by flame.”

“Glutton for punishment,” Calon nodded, not wanting to relive the memories of the burning home that led him to this world. “Now, I need to get back to the office in case Suki needs me.”

“Thank you, Calon,” Marge smiled.

Calon helped her up and set her on her bed. She was tender and moving slowly. But she was going to be okay. Calon left her to rest and moved to the door. The lock was an old-school bar. And after lifting it free, he opened the door and stepped out into the awaiting arms of the magistrate.

“By order of the courts, I am placing you under arrest.”

“Take me back to the sheriff’s office so I can heal my loved ones, and I’ll cooperate fully.”

“You think you’re in charge here?”

“Do you?”

The magistrate was about to retort when Sahm put his hand on the man’s shoulder. “Sir, we do actually need to go back.”

The magistrate sighed. “Fine.”

One of the men with him gripped Calon by the arm and they frog marched him back towards the fire. The flames were getting ever higher, as the building was consumed, and Calon spotted a wisp by the hole they had cut. Pulling free, he ignored the shouts from the magistrate as he ran over to see Hannah pushed out with a bundle in her tentacles.

“Calon,” she pressed the lump into his arms.

Calon froze as he realised what it was. Clarissa’s slime-body was firm. Like play-dough. It didn’t respond as he touched it. But he didn’t have a notification yet.

“Water!”

Calon placed her on the ground.

“Holy shit, is that the Nightmare?!” someone shouted.

Calon whirled around and screamed, “WATER!”

That got some attention, and they left Calon to look over Clarissa. He touched her and felt something shift inside. Grabbing part of Clarissa, he hoped he wasn’t making things worse by peeling them apart. Clarissa’s green form was now a black and grey blob. But trapped within was Suki, who gasped as she found a breath of fresh air.

“I have you.” Calon reached into Clarissa’s body and took hold of her.

“Master,” Suki whimpered as he dragged her out. “Master, she… she saved me.”

“I know,” Calon smiled. “I’m going to help her. But if it goes wrong, you know I can summon her again.”

Suki let out a feline whimper before throwing her arms around his shoulders. Calon held her close before someone came over, sloshing a bucket of water. Calon took it and looked back at Clarissa’s sagging form. He saw the hollow within her. The space she used to hold Suki. So he poured the water into her, like a bowl, and set the bucket aside.

“Heal.”

His hands glowed, and the crowd fell silent. The only thing he could hear were the roaring flames of the burning building. But it was Clarissa that held his attention. She shifted, and the water vanished into her form once more. The black swirled within her, before pushing out as a thick sludge.

“Calon?” Clarissa bubbled.

“It’s okay,” Calon sighed. “We got you out. Everyone’s safe.”

“Suki?”

“I’m fine,” Suki touched the slime-girl. “You saved me.”

“I… I just…”

“Clarissa, thank you,” Calon sighed. “I know I can revive you all, but… I can’t thank you enough for saving her.”

Clarissa shifted around before a small tentacle reached out for the bucket. Calon watched as her form shifted into a straw shape, as she began taking in more water.

“I… just did what I thought was right.”

“You did,” Calon agreed. “And I want you to know that I won’t ever forget it. Okay?”

“Okay,” Clarissa mumbled as she took in more water.

Someone saw what was happening and refilled her bucket from another. Calon watched as she used it to filter out the soot from the smoke she was protecting Suki from. And he smiled, thinking that everything would be fine. Especially as Evie and Chrissy came over to join them. The Succubus got on her knees and hugged the Slime, making her squish in the middle.

“No more doubting yourself,” Evie mumbled. “You’re one of us. We’re a family.”

“Family?” Clarissa mumbled.

“Family,” Calon repeated.

“And as touching as all that is, I need to place you back in cuffs.”

Calon turned his attention back to the magistrate. “Are you putting a similar pair on Sheriff Potsmith?”

“That is an unverified–”

“SHERIFF POTSMITH STABBED MARGE AND LEFT HER TO DIE IN HER HOME!” Calon roared.

“Prove it!”

Calon turned and saw the man standing behind a group of people. Calon smiled and nodded. “I healed her, Sheriff. She can tell everyone herself when she gets here.”

Sheriff Potsmith’s face went white.

End Book 2
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Chapter One




It was the quiet scoff that was ruining the moment… sorta. Sheriff Potsmith glared from the other side of the wagon. But all Calon could do was shrug. Bound to the opposite walls inside the armored carriage, Calon was as helpless as the sheriff. Not that he was complaining. Hannah’s lips around his cock felt wonderful. Without access to some kind of airtight metal box, there was little that could be done to contain the nightmare. So while Evie, Chrissy, Suki and Clarissa rode in the armored wagon at the rear, there was little anyone could do to prevent Hannah from her regular visits.

That, of course, included Calon’s rampant dick being sucked like Hannah’s life depended on it and Sheriff Potsmith, watching impotently. He was equally cuffed, chained and gagged to keep both combatants from fighting or yelling at one another. The gags were rather recent too, since Sheriff Potsmith liked to rant, and the Magistrate decided equal treatment was necessary. So it was completely beyond the Sheriff’s ability to let anyone know what was going on, and Hannah took advantage of every moment she could get.

Her glowing red eyes stared up at Calon, and he stared right back. Despite her weakened or missing abilities compared to when they first met, she was still a formidable woman. A being of darkness, smoke and death; she had at first, resented the idea of being bound to him. Now, she had quickly adapted to her situation, and even embraced her newfound fondness for physical affection. Being the personification of terror left her starved for touch, and even now, as aloof and distant as she could be—Calon was in no mind to refuse her touch, no matter the circumstances.

Leading to now, with her slow bob and suck. Her lips pursed as she slid his length back out to the head. Before dropping once more, taking him deep into the back of her throat. Her technique was improving rapidly, and Calon could only think that when she left, she was spending time with Evie, getting advice on what Calon liked best. It worked perfectly. She’d been at it for so long, Calon couldn’t think straight. She’d edged him for so long he was almost delirious.

THUMP. THUMP.

“We’ll be arriving shortly. We’ll give the two of you a moment to relieve yourselves before we take you in!” a guard shouted from outside.

Calon slumped against the wall as Hannah switched from the low, torturous teasing to throating him madly. Her throat stretched each time and the wet suctioning noises had his toes curling. He could feel the end coming and he clenched his eyes shut. Thankfully, she was done with edging and there was no stopping her now. The first spurt of his seed caused her to freeze, before she gently suckled on his length. It was the perfect amount of stimulation, as Calon pumped rope after rope into her mouth, muffled grunts exclaiming how good he felt right then.

Even as he finished, she didn’t stop. Calon sighed as she used her tongue to wash him clean, before very slowly extracting herself. Hannah licked her lips, before giving Calon a fang toothed smile, and did up the front of his pants.

“Fank ooo.”

“You’re welcome,” Hannah hissed. “I hope when we arrive in Brisbane, they give you a private room. I find myself oddly… drawn to the idea of pleasing you.”

Calon’s mostly spent cock tried to twitch in his pants. But Hannah was already seeping through the cracks of the wagon and out of view. Until once again, he was left to smirk at the sheriff, who glared at him from the other side of the wagon.

True to their words, the wagons rolled to a stop. Calon sighed, before shifting over so he wouldn’t fall out the back when the door opened. That had almost happened the first time, and Calon was better prepared as it swung open once more. Both men scrunched up their faces at the harsh glare from the outside.

“Well, that’s a bit of an improvement, don’t you think?” The unnamed guard chuckled.

It was true. The last time they’d stopped, Sheriff Potsmith had screamed obscenities about Hannah’s frequent visits. Hence the reason the two of them been gagged for the next leg of the journey. Something Hannah had teased the Sheriff about before promptly sucking Calon off.

Calon felt the man push his arms down from behind him, before he felt the catch on the floor release. His hands wouldn’t be freed, but now he could stand, and with the guard’s help, he did just that. Truthfully, Calon was surprised by how gently they had been treating him. He assumed based on their era, he’d have been thrown bodily into the wagon, perhaps even beaten. So long as he did as they instructed, the worst he’d suffered was a firm hand on his arm. Until Potsmith ran his mouth, that is.

“You know the rules.”

Calon nodded and held still with his mouth open, while the guard undid the gag. As the fabric fell free, Calon stretched his jaw and grinned.

“Thanks.”

“Just doing my job.”

“Then thanks for doing it well,” Calon shrugged. “Can I see my summons?”

“I’ll ask Officer Hart,” the guard conceded as he brought Calon outside.

Calon nodded. Officer Hart was a bit of a thorn. The man was still sore at Calon for refusing to immediately comply at Kuraby. But as Marge refused to let him forget, Calon was the one who saved her life, while Sheriff Potsmith was the one now accused of attempted murder. It muddied the waters for the man, and he had been in a perpetual grump for the entire journey.

Calon followed along beside the guard until they reached the outhouse. It had a small flap in the front, where Calon could stick his hands through. It was the only time he had been able to relieve himself since traveling. This one was nicer than he expected, though. It was the last stop before Brisbane city, or… whatever the nineteenth-century equivalent of it was in this world.

The guard led Calon inside and shut the door. He waited until the flap opened, and stepped back, pushing his hands through. Only then did he feel the shackles come off.

“Thanks,” Calon smiled and rubbed his wrists.

They weren’t comfortable, and they rubbed a bit. But the guards didn’t yank on them, and the wagon didn’t jostle him about too much either. With a sigh, Calon looked around and went about relieving himself. The long drop toilet they’d installed at this rest stop didn’t go anywhere but an underground tank, that had to be manually emptied or covered up. Each of these stops had them. Something Calon had been warned about before he entered the first one. Apparently, there were more than a few criminals who had tried to use it to escape. Calon tried not to think about it.

After taking care of his business, Calon knocked, and the flap opened. He turned about and put his hands back through in a reverse of the entire process of getting in. Only this time, as Calon stepped outside, he was greeted by the smiling faces of his summons… and Sheriff Potsmith.

“Hey,” Calon glanced at the guard. “Can I just have a moment with my summons?”

“I’m not unchaining you,” the man frowned.

Calon shook his head. “It’s been a couple of days. Let me just give each of them a kiss.”

The guard rolled his eyes as Sheriff Potsmith hissed. “Disgusting.”

Calon ignored the man and leaned in to Evie, who was first in line. She looked tired, but accepted the kiss with whispered words of love. Her inner succubus was doing okay for now, but Calon knew she would need to be fed soon. If the Magistrate wasn’t going to see him in the next day or so, he’d need to talk to them about it. Fortunately, with the permanent modification to her possession, she wasn’t at risk of going crazy and attacking someone. Still, it would be bad for everyone if she reverted back to that state.

Next up was Chrissy. Originally Evie’s lover, the hardheaded, argumentative and bad tempered Griffon, was a lovely addition to their family. She tried to glare at him, but accepted his kiss eagerly. She had a secret soft side that she only let out when they were at their most intimate. Otherwise, armed with her spear and her inhuman strength, Calon was sure she could handle just about any confrontation with ease. Something she agreed with, acting as their guard wherever they went.

Then there was Suki, who bounced on the tips of her toes. The smallest member of their family by height, she was a Neko. Something that had originally rubbed Chrissy wrong. Suki came from a harsh and demanding family situation and arriving here into a fantasy realm. She wanted nothing more than to live her life as Calon’s pet. Albeit with the condition that he routinely had sex with her. She had even kept her collar on. Officer Hart refrained from ordering it removed once he discovered it was nothing more than what it appeared to be.

Behind her, looking conflicted, was Clarissa. She was a slime, and unlike the rest of them, wasn’t cuffed. She had sworn to follow all instructions, with Calon being the one who would face the consequences if she acted up. Something she absolutely refused to do. When Calon kissed her, she blushed, and accepted, before pulling away with a nervous smile. Unlike Suki’s overbearing family situation, Clarissa’s were almost absent. Two uncaring parents who routinely cheated on and despised the other, had left her with a warped sense of right and wrong—in terms of a healthy relationship. Their family’s closeness had irked her at first, and she had disguised it with snark and attitude. But she had proved herself in the end, and nobody held it against her.

Finally, there was Hannah a native who had sacrificed herself for him. When he got the chance, he summoned her back as one of his companions. She smiled widely and gave Calon a wink, before lightly pecking his lips.

“I want to go home,” she sighed. “So let’s hurry this along, shall we?”

Calon smiled and let her prod the others into action. The guard nodded in appreciation of them finishing         quickly and brought Calon back to the wagon. From there, the only interruption to the dreary ride was the swift kick from Sheriff Potsmith as the man was led in after Calon was once again restrained. Something that earned the Sheriff a sharp reprimand. Something that Calon would remember to return, given the opportunity.

From there, it was a silent couple of hours before the wagon came to yet another halt. This time, when the door opened, the sight of a man with a gleaming chest plate greeted Calon. He glanced at Calon and frowned before turning his attention to Sheriff Potsmith. If looks could kill, that would have done it. The Sheriff could see it too.

“Take them to the cells. Put the summoner with his pets. If they make any trouble, flood it.”

Calon flinched at those words, but he was also thankful to be reunited with his lovers. The man stepped away, and a pair of guards came in. The first went to the Sheriff, while the second released Calon. When he was brought out, they were already indoors. It was a tall, domed ceiling made of wood and stone, where several more prison wagons stood to the side. There was a door at the far end, leading inside, and a staircase going underground. Calon was relieved to see Hannah’s retreating form ahead of him going down.

While one would think it slightly exciting to go into a dungeon, this was… rather boring. They went down a level. Past a row of cells with solid iron doors, and down yet another flight of stairs. There were lanterns hanging from the ceiling at regular intervals, and it was relatively quiet other than the stomping of boots. At the second level, it was just more cells, and Calon could see up ahead where everyone was being taken. He sighed in relief and followed along, before being prodded into the cramped room with the rest.

“Come back to the bars, one at a time, and I’ll get the manacles off. Start with the summoner.”

Calon nodded and performed the bathroom routine all over again. It went without a hitch, except for Suki, who had to be lifted in order to get her arms high enough. Apparently, the guard during the trip didn’t bother, just un-cuffing her with the door open. Sometimes it paid to be cute. With everybody released and together, they grinned and came in for a hug.

“We smell like shit,” Chrissy complained.

“Want me to take care of it?” Clarissa asked.

Calon looked around. The cell was kinda cramped. A bunch of straw covering the ground for the bed. There was a bucket at the end, but it wasn’t filled with water. In fact, water wasn’t even present right now.

“I, for one, would love to be clean,” Evie nodded, before ripping her clothes off. Those she gave a sniff and winced. “Think you can do anything about these?”

“Yeah,” Clarissa mumbled, sounding less thrilled. “This is… kinda gross.”

“But we love you for it,” Chrissy agreed, as she took off her top.

The Magistrate’s men had confiscated most of their belongings. No weapons, no armor, no coins or pouches. The only concession was thanks to Marge, who assured Calon their stuff would be taken care of, she’d personally see to it. All they had was enough clothing to be decent and nothing else. Clarissa, despite her complaint, got to work. She absorbed Evie’s clothing before accepting Chrissy’s. It was fascinating watching her work. She impregnated the fibers with her own slime, and pulled out the dirt, sweat, and unmentionable fluids. Then she spent a moment coalescing them into a small lump inside herself to eject later.

Not to be left out, Calon, Suki and Hannah did the same, handing over the clothing they wore. Only to receive back, slightly damp, but perfectly clean clothing. But that wasn’t all. Clarissa, starting with Evie, pushed her slimy form over her body. Picking up dirt and grime, she acted like a big sponge, even clearing the succubi’s pores and hair. Once done, she pulled away from a now clean Evie and moved onto Chrissy. The Griffon took the longest, going through her fur, strand by strand. Then it was onto Suki, bypassing Hannah entirely, whose smokey form didn’t allow grime to adhere.

Until finally, it was Calon’s turn. Only for the sound of footsteps to approach. With no time, the ladies and Calon quickly dressed. Just in time too, as Calon got his shirt into place as the key turned in the lock and the door swung open. Two men with clubs stood in the doorway and made threatening gestures.

“Back wall. All of you. One move, we trigger the alarm, and this entire floor fills with water as the doors slam shut. You might get out of this cell, but you won’t make it up the stairs.”

“What about the other prisoners?” Calon frowned.

Only to fall silent as the men shrugged. Calon didn’t like that. It would be too easy for accidents to happen. It suddenly made sense why everything in here was so quiet. Nobody wanted to risk being the one that got the rest killed. Because any of them could manage it.

While Calon was in thought, another man came in with a bucket of water and a platter of bread and cheese. It wasn’t much, and Calon was relieved to see it was enough for all of them. It made him wonder if that was the norm, or if he was getting nicer treatment because he was a summoner. They had a reputation after all, and it had been mentioned that most Summoners didn’t have as many summons as Calon already did. Perhaps they were just placating him in the hopes he wouldn’t cause trouble. Death sentence or not, Calon was confident he could cause a lot of trouble.

As the man with the water and food left, the two guards stepped out once more. That left them staring at the man from earlier with the gleaming breastplate. He frowned slightly as he sniffed, but didn’t voice his thoughts.

“Remain in your cell. Including your summons. If we have any reason to believe one of you has escaped, I repeat, we will flood this level. You will likely be seen tomorrow in the courts. But that is only my guess. Meals will be provided, and their cost will be added to your fines, should you be given them.”

“Can we get better food, then?” Clarissa asked.

The man narrowed his eyes. “No.”

“Shit.”

Calon held back a smirk and nudged the slime with his elbow. “Can I request a second bucket of water be brought up? Clarissa, my slime, is dehydrated after the trip. She could drink that whole bucket in one sitting.”

The man thought about the question and nodded. “Very well. I will have another bucket brought down for her.”

“Thank you,” Calon smiled.

The man didn’t respond. He nodded at some unseen jailer, and the door closed once more. They let out a collective sigh of relief. Their treatment had been fair, and despite the obvious, implied, and explicitly stated threats, things were going well. Calon was convinced that with Marge’s testimony, they would get out of whatever nonsense that Sheriff Potsmith came up with. Then they simply had to make their way home again. Home… something they hadn’t really had yet in this new version of Earth. The townsfolk of Kuraby would likely have finished it by now. It was so close, all they needed was to move in. Maybe hire a few farm hands to put the land to use.

“Hey!”

Calon glanced over at Clarissa, who was frowning, one hand on her hip and her left foot tapping the stone floor.

“Huh?”

“I washed those, and then you just put them on dirty. The fuck?”

Calon was about to point out the obvious when Evie crossed her arms. “Yeah, Calon. What do you think you’re doing?”

“Master should take his clothes off and wash properly,” Suki chimed in.

Chrissy let out a sigh. “I can’t believe we’re about to have a gang bang in a fucking dungeon.”

“You don’t have to join in, if you don’t want,” Hannah smiled cheekily at the big cat.

“Don’t you start,” Chrissy growled. “I know damn well where his cock was last night. If I’m not mistaken, that was technically my turn.”

Hannah nodded, then tilted her head. “Want me to hold him for you?”

“Hold on a–Ahh!” Calon gasped as Clarissa’s slimy form shot towards him.

Starting at his head, she pushed through his hair and worked down his face and neck. Calon gasped as she pushed into his shirt, allowing him to breathe. He squirmed, feeling a sucking sensation on his skin as she worked down his body. His eyes rolled to the back of his head and lost his ability to voice his complaints as another pair of lips caught his own. He moaned into the furry kiss, as Clarissa worked down his body and into his pants.

Chrissy, now firmly adhered to his front, pushed him down onto the floor, while Clarissa took the reins. Calon was just along for the ride at this point. Despite Clarissa’s apparent apprehension to ensuring their cleanliness. She was doing an admirable impression of a mouth, sucking down his cock, despite him still being fully clothed.

With Calon distracted, Chrissy disrobed him. Calon let her, unwilling to fight against the intense sensations he was experiencing. When his pants tumbled free, he could see his cock with a swirling green mass jerking him in a spinning pattern. It went up and down his shaft in the shape of a double helix and the sensation was exquisite.

“If you don’t get off that dick, I’m going to ride him with you still in the way,” Chrissy growled softly.

Calon blinked in surprise, as the warm sensation of Clarissa’s slime vanished, to be replaced by cold air. It didn’t last, though. Chrissy moved closer, squatting down on her front legs, and pressed her furry body down on Calon’s chest. He felt the heat of her pussy slip over his cock, before Chrissy rocked her hips, taking him deeper inside herself.

She leaned in and nuzzled against his ear. She took a deep breath, and in the softest voice she could manage, she whispered a few gentle words.

“I’ve missed you.”

Calon almost missed it, her voice was nearly a whisper. The moment those words escaped her lips, she rocked back and bounced in his lap. He clung to her as she rode him. Up and down, her body slid over his cock. Calon grunted in pleasure as the rest of his lovers gathered around.

“Suki?”

Chrissy glanced behind, before letting out a loud gasp.

“What’s wrong?” Calon got out as the Griffon halted.

“Suki!” Chrissy whined, before letting out a loud moan of pleasure.

“What is it?” Calon asked.

“Don’t worry about it,” Evie giggled. “We’ve got this end covered.”

Chrissy slumped forward and gripped Calon’s shoulders as she vigorously began bouncing her hips. She drove herself back and forth on his cock, taking them both higher. But whatever was going on, Chrissy was having trouble maintaining her rhythm, constantly shuddering and moaning. She slid down his length one more time, trembled and shook, before her fingers tightened on Calon’s shoulders. Her body quaked, and she tilted her head back. Before she could scream, Hannah covered her mouth with a kiss, and the two clung to one another. Calon’s cock felt like it was inside a wet vise. Her pussy crushed his cock, squeezing it with each pulse of her orgasm, before she suddenly pulled away.

“Stop!” she squeaked. “Mercy!”

Chrissy slumped to the ground beside them. But before Calon could check if she was okay, Hannah shoved Suki forward. The Neko practically jumped into his arms and kissed him. That gave Calon the taste of Chrissy’s pussy, and when he glanced back at Evie licking her fingers, he realized what had happened.

With a quick glance at Chrissy, who was staring at him with hooded eyes, Calon took Suki by the shoulders and pulled her down. The Neko had already positioned herself, and his cock slid effortlessly into her pussy. At first, because of her physical stature and the anatomy of a Neko, sex had been a slightly painful event. But through her own insistence, she was more than comfortable taking Calon’s human sized cock in a single stroke. In fact, she was quite proud of her feat. What she wasn’t expecting was for Calon to hold her there, full to bursting, and pry her ass apart.

“Evie? A little help?”

Evie blinked slowly, before grinning and crawling closer.

“Master?” Suki questioned, before feeling a nudge at her ass.

Calon felt Evie’s tail sliding up into Suki’s ass. He could feel the pressure of her tail entering Suki. His Neko mewled and Calon joined her with his own cries of pleasure, enjoying the sensation of his cock being rubbed by a thin wall of tissue separating Suki’s ass and vagina.

“You’re so mean to the kitty,” Clarissa grumped and extended a slimy hand.

As her fingers danced over Suki’s ears, the Neko opened her mouth to scream. Prompting Calon to pull her firmly into a kiss. With her mouth occupied, and her body rocked forward into Calon’s chest, Evie was free to do as she pleased. Feeling her tail rub back and forth inside her, Calon rocked his hips, fucking the Neko at the same pace. Her orgasm heightened as she was bombarded on three sides, doubling down on her pleasure. Like the trooper she was, she continued to kiss Calon, even as they tormented her.

The rhythmic squeezing of her pussy was doing its work, though. Calon hadn’t orgasmed yet, even after having fun with Chrissy, so he was already halfway there before he even started. Now, with Suki going out of her mind, impaled on his cock and Evie’s tail, he was close to joining her. He pulled away from the kiss and met her eyes.

“You ready?”

Suki grit her teeth and pulled her legs in. Before Calon realized what she was doing, Suki began bouncing. Despite all the stimulation, she frantically drove herself down on his cock, and alternating thrusts with Evie’s tail. Calon could see on Evie’s face, she too, was enjoying the sensation of fucking Suki. He knew her tail was sensitive, but from the looks of things, she was likely going to cum just from Suki’s ass.

“Do it, Master!” Suki begged. “Please fill me! Cum in your kitty!”

Evie, ignoring Clarissa’s complaints, took hold of one ear, and pulled Suki’s head around. Calon watched as she met the Neko’s lips, before he felt a warm hand cup his balls. Between the sight before him, the overstimulation of the sex, and the overwhelming relief of having his loved-ones back in his arms, Calon’s cock erupted. Suki trembled and shook as he pulled her down hard while her body throbbed, massaging his orgasm with her own.

He held her firmly in place as he came down, and only when Evie’s tail slowly withdrew did Calon begin to relax.

“You were too hard on her!” Clarissa snapped, suddenly yanking Suki free.

The Neko let out a yowl as Calon’s cock was suddenly removed, and she struggled for a moment. “Nooo, fuck me more!”

“No!” Clarissa admonished her. “Bad kitty! You’ve just been fucked!”

Calon snorted at the strange turn of events. Clarissa was trying desperately to cling to what she knew. While at the same time, trying to accept what was going on around her. It seemed she had taken to heart Suki’s desire to be treated as a pet. Speaking of…

“Seriously?” Calon shuddered.

“Please, Master?” Evie crooned, as her eyes glowed bright pink.

She was nuzzling his cock before pressing her lips to it with a gentle kiss.

Calon rolled his eyes as he looked around the room. “Fine. But—gah, fuck!”

Evie moaned in utter bliss as she sucked Suki’s and Calon’s combined juices from his length. Calon slumped against the wall and took a deep breath. If anyone was going to get him up and running this quickly, it was Evie.


Chapter Two




Three meals had passed since they arrived. The almost perpetual darkness of the dungeon hadn’t changed. Someone had come through and refilled the lanterns, which was about the only variation between the quiet, the sex and the shit food. But all that changed when several armed men stormed through the cell door. Only by sheer luck was Calon not balls deep inside someone at the time. They were shoved back and Chrissy was only a moment from lashing out when Clarissa had thrown herself at the Griffon.

At that point, they were bound in irons and brought out of the cells in a single file. Calon was in the lead, with the rest coming along behind. The only two not restrained, like before, were Clarissa and Hannah. They were in the middle, furthest away from the guards, but on their best behavior.

Calon and the others were led up the stairs once more and back into the barn where the wagons were parked. It was significantly emptier today. Likely with the wagons out to collect their condemned.

“No talking when we get inside,” the lead guard ordered. “You will remain silent until brought before the Magistrate. There, you will be given the opportunity to speak.”

At his words, Calon remained silent. The guard narrowed his eyes, but shook off whatever he was about to say. He led them to the other side of the room, where a small set of stairs led into a large wooden building. It was a long hall, with several large doors on one side and a smaller door on the other. Several people were waiting in the hall. One of which was Marge, who gave them all an apologetic smile as she saw them.

As they approached, there was a shout from a closed door Calon had just passed. The guards turned to look as the door burst open, and a series of harsh shouts rang out. A man had a guard around the neck and he was walking backward from the court. In his free hand, he held a sharpened piece of wood pressed to the guard’s throat. He was completely unaware of Calon and his lovers directly behind him. Calon met Hannah’s eyes, before her face lit up with a gruesome smile.

Screams rang out as the hallway suddenly flooded with dark mist. Calon blinked at the sudden and silent explosion, before he felt the skin on his arms prickle at the chill. The man with the hostage let out a shriek, as mist suddenly condensed back into Hannah’s physical form. The hostage was sitting on the floor, staring in horror as Hannah held the assailant off the ground. Each of his arms and legs were pulled tight in different directions as she slowly wrapped a fifth tentacle around his neck. From the way the man’s eyes bulged, she was getting tighter with each twist.

“Hannah?” Calon called gently.

The nightmare’s manic grin twisted for a moment before she let out a soft sigh. The man let out a choked scream as she thrust him firmly into the wall.

“If somebody wants to take his arms?” She sighed as she released his limbs.

The tentacles faded back into mist, before drawing back into her physical body. Several guards surged forward. As they pushed, Calon moved up to Hannah’s side, in the hopes they wouldn’t catch her in the aftermath. She pulled her tentacle free and smiled as the man let out a series of choked screams.

“BACK! AGAINST THE FAR WALL!”

Calon glanced over at the man shouting. He looked like he meant business. Wearing a robe and a set of thick spectacles, he was glaring at Calon with a raised finger pointed towards the wall.

“Back ladies,” Calon nodded.

As a group, they pressed back into the far wall as the guards did what they needed to do. Calon noted that the relatively gentle treatment he had received so far paled in comparison to the brutal beating the assailant was receiving. Someone dragged him from the scrum and hauled him to his feet, only for another guard to drive him into the wall with an elbow. Calon wanted to say something, but didn’t want to incur the same treatment. A beating was one thing, but neither Clarissa nor Hannah were cuffed. If something went wrong, there would be deaths.

As the guards gradually got themselves under control once more, they hauled the man out of the room and in the direction of the dungeon. That left Calon and his ladies with just their original guards, and the man in the robe. He sniffed and let out a small curse before eyeing Calon for a moment.

“So you’re the summoner.”

Calon opened his mouth to reply before remembering his instructions and closed it again. That must have been the correct response, because the man smiled and gave a nod.

“I’ll take his case.”

“We were–”

“I know where you were taking him. But as he was involved in the rescue of a Magistrate Guard, and the recapture of a suspect. I am exercising my authority and I will hear his charges.”

The guard grimaced for a moment before nodding. “Yes, Chief Magistrate.”

Calon blinked and wondered if he had somehow shot himself in the foot. That title, along with the guards’ deference, made it sound like he was higher on the food chain than expected. But that also meant the guards suddenly turned and gave Calon a nudge.

“Let’s go, single file. Your summons will be held in a holding cell. Your trial will begin the moment you enter.”

Calon nodded at the guard and followed him into the room. It was not quite what Calon expected. There was a seating area, a place for a jury to wait off to one side, a pair of benches and a tall stand at the far end where the magistrate himself would likely sit. That was where the man made his way, and Calon was pushed to one of the benches near the front. He glanced back at Evie and the others. They looked unhappy about being separated, but they moved off without a fuss as the guards took them into a side room.

“Five summons,” the Chief Magistrate chuckled. “Extraordinary.”

“Thank you, sir,” Calon nodded.

The man eyed Calon for a moment before nodding. While Calon had technically broken the rules, the Chief Magistrate took note that the summoner had spoken with respect. Something he wasn’t accustomed to, especially with summoners. They were a special breed more often than not. Either lecherous, dangerous, or simply cruel. They used their summons as pawns. While he could see that all of those summons were attractive women, they behaved more like a close family unit, than some of the others he had seen in his day. Which raised an interesting point.

“Summoner—what is your name?”

“Calon, Sir,” Calon nodded.

“I am Chief Magistrate Gorden,” the old man introduced himself. “This is a closed courtroom today. There is no jury, only myself and my guards. Before we begin, what level are you?”

Calon glanced around the room and swallowed. “Eight, Sir.”

Chief Magistrate Gorden smiled. “Wonderful. And just for the record, you have the five summons, yes?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Their names?”

Calon chewed his lip and nodded. “Evie, my Succubus. Chrissy is the Royal Griffon. Suki is the Neko, Clarissa my Slime, and Hannah my Nightmare.”

“I suppose you summoned them with the help of summoning stones?”

“I did,” Calon nodded.

“How did you acquire those?”

Calon took a deep breath. “I found the first in a lake, where I was being held by goblins–”

“Sorry,” the Chief Magistrate held up his hands. “Goblins?”

“Yes, Chief Magistrate Gorden–”

“Sir, is fine,” the man smiled. “Please continue.”

Calon nodded and felt his stomach twist. He wasn’t sure if he should admit he wasn’t from this world or not. Rather than lie, Calon just pushed on. “I was captured by Goblins and got myself dirty. So they tossed me into a pond. That’s where I found the first one. I accidentally activated it and summoned Evie.”

“And is she from your world as well?”

Calon swallowed nervously and sighed.

Chief Magistrate Gorden chuckled. “Naturally born summoners can’t see their level, only estimate it. Only those who come to this world via other means have access to your ‘stat sheet’.”

“Yes,” Calon nodded. “Evie, Chrissy, Suki and Clarissa are from my world.”

“But not Hannah?”

Calon grimaced. “No.”

“So the report was accurate then,” he nodded. “Understand, Summoner Calon, that while I was not originally your designated Judge, we are all aware of your situation. There have been conflicting accounts coming from the south. My job here is to sort fact from fiction. Usually, I would take the word of a sheriff over that of any ordinary summoner. However, the representative of Kuraby is a staunch supporter of yours. In order not to break neutrality in this hearing, all I will say is, she has some interesting things to say about the Sheriff of Beenleigh.”

“I imagine she’s pretty mad about being stabbed,” Calon snorted before grimacing. “Sorry, Sir.”

“No, no,” Chief Magistrate Gorden waved off Calon’s apology. “You are correct. Marge is entirely convinced of your innocence, and your accused is now an accused himself. This is not proof of your innocence, but it casts doubt. That is something I am most qualified to get to the bottom of. Furthermore, your assistance this morning in the hall was both welcome and timely.”

“Ah…” Calon tilted his head. “You’re welcome. Sir.”

The Magistrate chuckled. “I admit, I am finding it difficult to see the half-mad, violent lunatic Sheriff Potsmith labeled in his reports.” He sighed. “We got a little off track, didn’t we? Please continue.”

Calon swallowed nervously and began his tale. He spoke about his escape, meeting with Burt, running into the Sheriff for the first time, and hunting the Yowie. Chief Magistrate Gorden listened on with rapt attention. He nodded along, unbothered by the details and accounts of Calon dispatching the goblins. When Calon reached the part with Sheriff Goodman and the bandits, Gorden began taking notes. Finally, when Calon got to the arrest back in Beenleigh, Chief Magistrate Gorden held up his hand.

“Calon, please hold for a moment. Where is Sheriff Potsmith?”

One of the guards bowed and quickly left the room. Calon shuffled nervously for a moment, and the Chief Magistrate watched him with a careful eye.

“Should the results of this investigation go in your favor. What will you do next?”

Calon smiled. “Go home. We took over a farm in Kuraby. The townsfolk came together and helped rebuild it.”

“When you say, ‘took over,’ please elaborate.”

“It was abandoned after a fire,” Calon shrugged. “The bandits’ camp had a road, and it led through the farm. I think that’s why nobody found them. Nobody thought to look. I claimed the land, and people started showing up to rebuild the house.”

“So that’s it? The quiet life of a farmer in a sleepy town with his… lovers?”

Calon smiled despite himself and nodded. “Not really sure what else I could do, really.”

He opened his mouth to speak, when the doors at the rear of the room opened once more. Gorden straightened as Calon glanced back and saw the conflicted expression on the guard’s face.

“Chief Magistrate Gorden… I’m afraid there was an incident. The dungeon was flooded.”

Calon felt bile move up the back of his throat. He swallowed it down and shook his head.

“What caused this?”

“The last prisoner. He fought with the guards going down the stairs and managed to knock someone’s keys loose. There was a breakout attempt, and the prisoners stormed the surface. No guards were caught, but the lower level was completely flooded.”

“And Sheriff Potsmith?”

The guard chewed the question and shook his head. “We will pump out the lower dungeon and retrieve their bodies as soon as possible.”

Chief Magistrate Gorden let out a long sigh before glancing at Calon. “It seems your accuser is unable to take to the stand on this day, nor any other. The only evidence I have to condemn you is the reports he submitted prior. While they show you in an unflattering light, I have living witnesses that cast doubt on their validity.” He tapped his fingers on the podium. “It leaves me with quite the quandary.”

Calon remained silent as the man weighed his options. Law was not something Calon knew a lot about. Let alone the laws of this period, or… version of Earth, Tech Duinn, or whatever they wanted to call it.

“As of this moment, I have no hard evidence for a conviction,” he nodded. “Understand that this is not proven innocence on your behalf. But lack of proof for guilt. I am placing you under probation. You will be required to return to your home and not leave the bounds of Kuraby without first notifying the Magistrate. If further evidence is put forward, we may recall you at any point.” He waved for one of the guards to come forward. “Release the prisoners and return his summons.”

Calon blinked in shock as a guard quickly approached. Robotically, Calon raised his hands and allowed the guard to remove the manacles he wore. The man left just as quickly to retrieve the ladies, and Calon was about to follow when the Chief Magistrate cleared his throat.

“Calon?”

“Sir?”

He smiled. “Should I require an individual to act on the Magistrate’s behalf. Would that be something you would be interested in?”

Calon thought about his words and realized what was going on. “That would depend on the job,” Calon replied evenly. “As we discussed, I took several quests, so I would be open to the idea. Is there something you had in mind?”

“Well,” he smiled. “Let’s just see how the next couple of months go, shall we?”

Calon nodded, then smiled as he saw Evie step out of the side room and bounce towards him.

“It may be advantageous for you to consider a sturdier summon. A troll, perhaps. You seem to have a wide array of useful ladies, and yet there seems to be an exploitable weakness.”

Calon understood exactly what the man was telling him. Something was going on. If Calon was a betting man, it was likely something to do with the problems in the north. The subtle hint about needing him soon, and the prompt for a new summon sounded more like a timeline than a possibility. The man wanted something, and he needed Calon to be prepared for it. The only question was, what exactly did he want?

“You may leave. There are no charges being filed at this point. You are now free to collect supplies for your return trip.”

“Thank you, Sir,” Calon bowed slightly.

He glanced at each of his lovers, seeing confusion and relief in equal measure. Only Hannah looked worried, and that was likely because she understood the situation far better than the rest of them. They clustered around, hugging him from all sides, only for a guard to make a noise.

That spurred Calon to move, and the rest came with him. They led them back through the hallway and into the barn with the wagons once more. They weren’t kept waiting long before their group was quickly led outside.

“No trip home?” Calon asked the guard.

“Not our responsibility,” the guard shrugged. “You can probably get a job escorting a caravan south, though. Goblins aren’t the only dangers on the roads these days.”

“Where’s the job board?”

The guard smirked. “There’s one out the front near the entrance. But you’ll probably find what you need in the town square.”

That was as far as their conversation went, as the guard turned and strode back inside. Calon turned about and regarded his companions before a pop-up appeared.
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Calon rolled his eyes and explained the pop-ups. The experience was a nice touch. He was almost at level nine. Which meant that Calon was going to need to have a conversation with his summons. However, that would be something to do once they were safe and comfortable. Right now was not that time.

“Come on,” Evie nodded her head towards the center of Brisbane. “Let’s see who’s going south.”

With no reason to delay, they did just that. They looked around while they walked. As they moved away from the magistrate, there were more people about. Small shops were open, and the occasional wagon rolled past. Calon expected that the assortment of ladies with him would draw more attention. But the only looks he was getting seemed to be directed at the number of ladies with him, not their race.

Which made sense, in a way. As there were many people around that weren’t human. Unlike Kuraby and, in particular, Beenleigh—Brisbane looked far more accepting of the beastkin. A few foxes were out plying their crafts. An orc, stereotypically, stood at a forge. Calon watched on as the orc hammered a glowing piece of iron, while a man who looked part rat pumped a set of bellows. In fact, the only group that looked predominantly human were the ones on the wagons. Which made sense. If beastkin were treated harshly outside the town, then it was likely they wouldn’t ever want to leave. Which was sad, but completely understandable.

They kept up their walk into the town square. Here, it was more like a market. With pop-up tents around wagons laden with goods. Men and women called out their wares, trying to attract attention. Buyers were coming in and examining singular goods, or sometimes appraising an entire wagon’s stock. A few tried calling out for Calon, showing jewelry and other items. Evie even snickered when a lady held up a pair of transparent underwear, trying to entice the ladies on his behalf.

They kept true to their goal, however. Pushing through the crowd, they had no money, no weapons, and no risk of being pick-pocketed. Eventually, they found what they were looking for. In line with the main road, leading out of town to the north, was a large job board. It looked like most of the others, outside of it being multiple times larger than the ones he’d seen previously. Before it were groups of men and women, most armed. To Calon’s surprise, he spotted a few that may have been summoners.

They bumped and jostled, trying to get closer. Calon had to wonder how they would go about seeing what was available. At least, until he spotted Hannah staring at him.

“Wanna head up and take a look?”

She smiled slightly and vanished into a black wisp. Calon knew he would need to spend some time with her. Using her powers was one thing. But using them in the daylight was a heavy drain. In her prime, she had no problems doing so, but since being summoned, she was much less powerful than she was used to. Calon worried about her pushing herself. She was at least a tenth of what she had once been, and he wasn’t convinced she knew her limits yet.

A few people complained about her passing. It was obvious she was near, and the temperature around the board began to plummet. The grumbling turned into shouts and complaints, before Hannah suddenly condensed back into human physical shape once more. Drawing the attention of most of the other adventurers, who glared at them. One even drew a blade, something that was met by Chrissy letting out a low growl. Suddenly, the atmosphere changed, a predator was about, surrounding the group like a shark in the water. All his ladies gave off a distinct aura, one recognized by these veteran adventurers. Everyone at the job board sensed these were summons.

Eyes went wide as they counted the number of women with Calon. The number being key. It was a known fact that summoners only got a new summon every five levels, and if Calon had gained them naturally, that would put him at a rather high level. Despite their hostility, nobody was willing to roll the dice against the potential threat that Calon posed. Being dressed so casually likely didn’t help either. Everyone else was dressed wore various types of armor, equipment, bags and straps to hold weapons and equipment. So Calon’s casual attire was viewed in a different light.

“Come,” Hannah chuckled. “I have a meeting spot for a caravan that leaves this afternoon.”

Calon nodded and turned his back on the restless crowd. He remembered that Summoners were treated with suspicion. Even amongst Summoners, Calon’s numbers were impressive. He just hoped that someone wouldn’t come poking about later on. The last thing he wanted was for the Magistrate to stick their nose into his life once more. It would be nice to just let things lie for a time. Despite Chief Magistrate Gorden’s words, on the contrary.

Hannah led the way out of the square, to a nearby side street. It was just a single road back and past a row of warehouses. There, a convoy of caravans were lining up and getting the last of their preparations ready. At the head was an elderly man, who caught Calon’s eye immediately.

“You look a little light for a trip south,” he frowned.

Calon thought for a moment and decided on honesty. “We had business with the Magistrate. Now we’re making our way home.”

“Business,” the man nodded. “I know the type. Not often the Magistrate lets you go. Not sure how I feel about that.”

Calon nodded. “I’ve a farm in Kuraby. I don’t need to be paid. I just want to get home.”

“That’ll leave us short for the trip to Beenleigh,” the man frowned.

“We can pick up our own wagon in Kuraby and join the convoy to Beenleigh.” Evie smiled. “We just need to let them know where we’re going, so they don’t send anyone to find us.”

The man frowned and looked to be weighing his options before a familiar face stepped out.

“Sahm?”

Sahm blinked and gave Calon a smile. “I knew it.”

“We saw the Chief Magistrate.” Calon strode over and shook Sahm’s hand. “We’re technically on probation. But he’s sending us home.”

Sahm nodded and turned to the old man running the caravan. “Despite how it sounds, Calon here and his summons are good people. He saved the life of a magistrate representative who was stabbed by Sheriff Potsmith.”

The old man’s eyes bugged in his head as he took in that information. “He what now?”

“Yeah,” Calon sighed. “About that. There was an incident in the Magistrate while we were seeing the Chief. They flooded the dungeon.”

Sahm grimaced and nodded. “Shit way to go.”

“The sheriff is dead?” the old man frowned. “That’s bad news.”

“Depends who you ask,” Chrissy grunted, earning a giggle from Suki.

The old man sighed and gave a nod. “Right. What are your terms?”

“Food, water, somewhere to sleep. My summons and I will help keep everyone safe. At Kuraby, we just need to stop for our wagon and we can follow to Beenleigh. Depending on how long that takes, we could leave you there, or follow you back to Kuraby again.”

The old man narrowed his eyes, then gave a sigh. “So long as I don’t have to pay you.”

Calon smirked. “A true businessman.”

The man shrugged. “Still not sure about this. You’re a wildcard. Either you’re some spoiled brat with access to resources, or you're way more dangerous than you appear.”

“Hopefully you won’t find out,” Hannah chuckled, before fading into darkness.

The man’s eyes went wide before he looked at Calon. Calon just smiled and looked at Sahm. “So, you’ve done these before. Do we walk, or can we hitch a ride somewhere?”

“Best we spread out,” Sahm nodded. “Nette usually sits up front. I roam about as needed. You’re better off sitting in the middle. Can your succubus fly with those wings of hers?”

“Not yet,” Evie grumped.

“Shame,” he frowned. “What about the Griffon?”

“I can fly,” Chrissy smirked.

“You can scout then,” Sahm nodded. “The rest of you, spread out. The caravan will stop at regular intervals. If you see anything out of the ordinary, shout.” He looked at Calon for a moment. “There’s a reason Summoners are distrusted. And there’s more around here than most parts.”

“Understood,” Calon nodded.

“We’ll be setting off as soon as we’re loaded up,” the old man said. “Should make it to the first rest stop by nightfall.”

“C’mon,” Sahm waved for everyone to follow. “I’ll introduce you to everyone important. There’s three merchants on this route. Nothing high stakes, but the farms are important.”

“Good news for me then,” Calon chuckled.


Chapter Three




“This is trippy as fuck,” Clarissa bubbled softly.

Calon nodded in agreement as they passed through the town of Yeronga. The caravan stopped for a short time. A merchant had something to deliver. But most of their business would be made on the return trip. When the merchant returned to the train, they were off once more. Chrissy, who had roamed alongside the wagon that Calon was waiting in, ruffled her feathers and skipped off ahead.

“It really is just like home, but… like medieval times.”

“Not quite,” Calon smiled at the slime. “Closer to the early eighteen hundreds. They’re still using swords.”

“You think in a world where you’re fucking a catgirl, that time is linear?”

Calon snorted and shook his head. Before frowning. That was an excellent point. The tutorial screen hadn’t mentioned Australia. It called this place Brittia in the world of Tech Duinn. Was all of this just a massive coincidence? Or was there more to it? It would be impossible for Calon to know for certain. Beyond having everyone remind him that he was dead back in his original timeline. Instead, the name of this place lined up with Celtic Mythology. It was just as likely that this was some strange offshoot of purgatory.

“Y’know, you’re right,” Calon nodded along as he watched the trees open up beside the road.

Calon’s breath caught in his throat. This wasn’t cleared for building, or for farmland. This land was burned. A great fire had swept through at some point and wiped it out. Stumps still littered about and a few of the larger eucalyptuses were still standing by the road. The smaller trees were gone. The trunks scattered about as tufts of green grass poked up to revitalize the land. One thing about Australian trees, was that many of them were designed to grow after fire and these shoots proved that.

Calon turned, looking up towards the front, where the driver of the wagon was chewing tobacco. He didn’t seem concerned at all. But that hardly meant anything either. It was just as likely he was unconcerned because Calon and his summons were nearby. Sahm had spoken to them a few times. This wasn’t considered a high-risk job. Especially not heading south. Sure, there was the risk of running into some wildlife. But that was here and there, mostly due to bad luck, or a sheer accident.

It was heading north that was dangerous. It was hard to distinguish between the beastkin who were actively patrolling… and the beastkin looking to make trouble. Some caravans had taken to hanging a bag of coins outside the tent as an offering to be left alone. Which both of those groups would take. But then there were issues if more than one group showed up in the night. Or if one group simply didn’t think the pay was good enough.

It led to caravans hiring guards, which caused prices and inflation to rise as a result. That put stress on the farmers and the towns to the north; according to the rumors floating about. Apparently, it was the fault of a lone summoner. Calon suspected there was more to the story, but rumors had a way of twisting events. People were still people no matter which world Calon was in. Regardless of how Calon looked at it, Summoners were looked down upon. Perhaps justifiably so, but that didn’t help him one bit. Being a Summoner would be an uphill battle. Something Calon had to contend with as they passed through the small town. It was one thing that the caravan drivers wanted little to do with him. Another when a few raised voices in the direction of Chrissy while she strode into town alongside them all.

At least out on the road, it was easier. They weren’t expected to stick around. Not to mention, it was easier to deal with trouble if it started. They had already been on the receiving end of small town politics when they visited Beenleigh. Calon shook his head, not wanting to think about the town. There was a good chance someone might try something if they went back anytime soon. Who knows what Sheriff Potsmith had his fingers in? Goodman was one thing, but he kept everything hidden. Potsmith was outwardly hostile. There was no telling what he was like behind closed doors.

Calon glanced around, looking for signs of trouble. As far as he could see in all directions, the way was clear. The bushes beside the road may have hidden a goblin or two. It wouldn’t be enough to hide any wolves, though. So it seemed pretty safe. Double so, when Calon spotted the shape of Chrissy as she circled around behind the caravan.

Calon smiled, watching how she beat her wings to stay aloft. She had done a lot of flying, and it was starting to look natural for her. Chrissy’s legs were tucked up against her belly, with her human-like torso stretched out ahead. Her wings, since her modification to a Royal Griffon, had almost doubled in size, giving her far greater potential. Rather than having to beat her wings constantly to remain aloft, she was able to coast and even catch on the rising air currents to remain in the air for hours with ease.

“Lucky bitch.” A voice beside him muttered. Calon sighed and gave the slime a glare. Clarissa’s blob gave a small shake like she shrugged, before twisting into a rough approximation of her original body. A moment after she did, she solidified once more, and Calon could see the texture of her lips as she tilted her head. “It takes real effort to stay like this.” Clarissa ran her hands down her sides. “And she’s up there being gorgeous and holding all your attention.”

Calon sighed. “Sorry.”

“I… no. I don’t want your apology.” Clarissa leaned back and kicked her legs over the back of the wagon.

Calon waited to see if she was going to continue. Before rolling his eyes. “What do you want, then?”

“... to feel like I belong… and that I matter.”

“I don’t know what rock you’re living under,” Calon glared. “But you’re one of us now. You’ve proven that time and time again. First with Elody and the goblins, then later with Suki in the fire. Hell, Suki lets you pick her up and cuddle her whenever you want.”

“That’s because I’m the only one that treats her like a cat,” Clarissa crossed her arms. “All I do is pet her and tell her she’s a good kitty. You start with that, and then cram your cock into her.” Calon blushed and turned away. Clarissa let out another sigh. “Sorry, I’m being a bitch. Suki and I talk, y’know.”

Calon had known. The two spent the most time together, outside of spending time with him. Not that it meant much. Their group was rather close. But in a quiet moment or two, if Evie was lounging with Chrissy and Suki wasn’t with Calon, she was with Clarissa getting her ears and belly rubbed.

“Is she happy?”

“She’s fucking ecstatic,” Clarissa grumped. “She really does just want to be treated like she’s an animal most of the time. Kinky bitch gets off on it.”

Calon smiled. He was getting used to the way Clarissa spoke about things. She came off as abrasive, but he knew just underneath; Clarissa was a scared, vulnerable woman who wanted a bit of love and attention. Just like Suki. Or… well, maybe not to that extent. Clarissa, despite her bravado, was a rather soft woman. And that was before she was a slime.

“Okay,” Calon nodded. “So what can I do to help you feel more accepted?”

Clarissa folded her hands and glared. “Fuck you.”

Calon slumped before giving her an exasperated look. “Seriously. I wanna help you here. If you’re not happy, this is going to be a pretty shit life.”

Clarissa looked like she was going to swear again, before deflating back into her blob form. “I don’t know what I want. I just…”

“Just?”

“Let me think about it,” she mumbled, before sinking into the gaps of the crates in the back of the wagon.

Calon watched her go. Not that she went very far. Most likely she could still see him. What she could do—well, she’d explained it before. She could see and sense things around her. It was a struggle at long distances, with too much information coming in all at once unless she focused on a particular spot. But within the confines of a wagon, room, or tent, she knew everything that was going on at all times.

For now, though, Calon went back to watching. Chrissy was coming back around as a flock of ducks joined up on her wing. It made Calon smile as Chrissy kept her wingbeats steady to continue her lazy flight. At least, until a thump caught his attention.

“Master?”

Calon turned as Suki nuzzled up against him. With the height of the midafternoon sun blaring down, Hannah was taking refuge in one of the covered wagons. She could be out in the sunlight, but it wasn’t comfortable, and using her powers in the sun was a particular concern. Which meant she was stuck in her humanoid form. Clarissa, being a gelatinous blob, was relegated to staying near Calon. Evie was in the rear, acting as a defensive guard, with Nette up the front doing the same.

Sahm passed by only when they stopped or rested for any reason. He liked to change where he was in the caravan. Part of it was to make it hard for anyone watching them, to plan exactly where to strike, and the other was because he enjoyed talking with the others in the caravan. With Chrissy circling high above, that left Suki to run between the caravans as the messenger. Being a literal Neko, she was well adapted to running and jumping between the wagons.

“Hey, Suki,” Calon scratched her ears. “What’s going on?”

Suki purred into the scratch for a moment, before shaking her head. “We’re going to stop in a couple of hours. Where’s Clarissa?”

“Behind me among the crates,” Calon glanced back. “Did they say why we’re stopping?”

“Camp ground,” Suki shrugged. “Nette said something about water and the next leg taking a while.”

Calon nodded. “Great. What are you doing now?”

“Getting head pats.”

Calon snorted and shifted back to lean on a crate. It gave him more lap room for Suki to wriggle into place. With the Neko firmly seated, he did indeed rub her head.

The next few hours went by as quietly as the morning had. They passed through Rocklea without stopping and pulled into a space on the other side. A space that looked vaguely familiar, like it was one of the rest points the Magistrate had stopped at on the way to Brisbane.

There was no real difference to any other rest place as far as Calon could tell. The same general makeup was on each one. A grass area for the wagons to park in a ring and space for cook fires and a watering hole or well. It would have been nice to have an outhouse too. However, that was likely something specifically in place near Brisbane. It was designed so people could arrive at their best if they had business to attend before the main city.

It a heartfelt sigh, Calon got off the wagon, finally able to stretch his legs. He slipped off the wagon as the unnamed driver brought it to a stop. Another driver following behind rolled up behind and did the same, Calon strode out to the edge. There weren’t any signs of a fire like the last rest stop they left. Which wasn’t all that surprising. If the fire got this far, Rocklea would have been in the way, and the town seemed fine when they passed by.

What Calon was really looking for was the possibility of a stalker in the dark. He could still remember the night with Burt when Chrissy accidentally scared off something in the dark. It was obvious now that it was likely a goblin. But the memory had stuck and Calon paid attention to the area. Anywhere that a creature could get close, while in cover, was something Calon wanted to see in the daytime, and he made a note of anywhere the forest came closer than he was comfortable.

“Problem?” Calon jerked and turned as Sahm held up his hands. “Sorry, didn’t mean to scare you.”

“No,” Calon laughed softly. “I’m fine. I just… we spent a night with Burt in a place like this. And something snuck up on the camp in the night.”

“Probably a goblin,” Sahm muttered.

“Probably,” Calon agreed. “I’m just taking a walk around and seeing if there’s anything that would let someone or something get close without us noticing.”

Sahm’s eyes narrowed, and he glanced around at the forest. “That’s a good point.”

Calon saw the way he suddenly looked serious and tilted his head. “How often have you been attacked on a job like this?”

Sahm frowned. “Not often. But it’s not unheard of. Had a bad run with a Yowie a few years back.”

Calon frowned, remembering his first quest. “Yeah. Dealt with one of them near Beenleigh.”

Sahm looked surprised and gave Calon an appraising nod. “You don’t say?”

Calon shrugged. “Evie hit it with a charm, and when it stood there looking stupid, she shoved a fireball down its throat.”

Sahm burst into laughter and slapped Calon on the shoulder. “Oh, of all the things,” he wiped an eye. “Those bastards usually take a team to kill. I only managed to drive the bugger off when I stabbed him. I didn’t think for a moment I’d actually killed it.”

Calon had to wonder if it was the same Yowie. Perhaps there was another out there, waiting for a chance at revenge. Burt was pretty clear that even the monsters were intelligent. They knew what they were doing, and if they stuck to the wilds where they belonged, it was live and let live. Only the ones who made trouble for people were hunted. But that didn’t mean there weren’t poachers. That in itself would be a cause for confusion.

Was a Yowie attacking people because it was bad? Or because it was taking revenge after being attacked while trying to simply live its life? In the end, it didn’t really matter, though. Whatever the reason the Yowie was out on Farmer McReedy’s land, it was killing innocent sheep, and that was reason enough to stop it.

“Can I count on your help for the night watch?”

Calon blinked and snapped back to attention. “Sure, I… may even have a solution for that.”

“Your… Nightmare?”

“Hannah, yes,” Calon nodded. “She’s been resting while we’ve been traveling. She has different needs to the rest of us.”

“Are the rumors about her eating people true?” Sahm mumbled after a few moments.

Calon winced and nodded. “Yeah, but… not since she’s been mine.”

Sahm shivered. “And you’re sure she’s under control?”

Calon eyed the man for a moment. But it seemed like a genuine question. “I don’t… I don’t have ‘control’ over my summons. They’re not my slaves. They’re capable of refusing orders, just as you and I are.”

“That’s not comforting,” Sahm glanced back towards the wagons. “How can you be sure she’s not going to turn on us?”

“Cos he fucked her before he summoned her,” Evie grinned as she walked over to join them.

Sahm’s eyes went even wider as he stared at the succubus. “H-how?”

“Well,” Evie giggled. “When a man and a woman decide they–”

“No!” Sahm shook his head. “I mean… you… you had sex with the Nightmare? THE Nightmare?”

“Yeah…” Calon shot Evie a glare. “I just… we met by accident, during a fight. She was terrifying, and I spoke to her, hoping she wouldn’t try to eat me.”

“And what?”

Calon shrugged. “I guess she took a liking to me. She helped out a couple times, but otherwise stayed out of our way. She… died, saving us from Sheriff Potsmith.”

Sahm frowned. “That…” He shook his head looking at Calon wonderingly. “You need to know, she’s been around for a very long time.”

“I get that,” Calon shrugged. “But to me, she’s just Hannah. She’s never tried to hurt me, and she can be kinda sweet when we have a quiet moment alone.”

“I’m going to tell her you said that,” Evie grinned.

“Do it, and I’ll tie you up and not let you join in while I do things with Suki,” Calon warned.

Evie looked offended for a moment before chewing her lip. “That…”

“I’d rather not be part of this conversation,” Sahm waved his hand. “Business, please?”

“Business,” Calon nodded, giving Evie a quick glare. “I think we should cut back some of these bushes.” Calon gestured to a small outcrop.

“I’ll get some tools,” Sahm agreed, and hurried off.

Calon gave Evie a level stare, and the succubus flashed her pink eyes for a moment. “Don’t blame me. It has been ages since you’ve satisfied my urges.”

“It’s been just over a day,” Calon deadpanned.

“Exactly,” Evie grinned. “In a perfect world, I’d at least have swallowed it twice already.”

Calon rolled his eyes. “You’re incredible.”

“Thank you,” Evie giggled. “Seriously, though. Hurry up. Nette’s told us where to put our tent, and I need a little attention before you give some to Clarissa.”

Calon let out a sigh as Sahm came back into view. He had with him a shovel and a machete, which he used to start hacking at the bushes. Evie gave the pair a wave before darting back to the wagons. Calon watched her leave, before turning back to Sahm and picking up the shovel. As the man worked, Calon scooped the brush aside, spreading it out, so it wasn’t piled in heaps large enough to use for cover.

“I don’t have to watch you around, Nette, do I?”

Calon snorted and shook his head. “No. I’ve enough on my plate as it is. What would I do with one more?”

“Kids?”

Calon blinked. “What?”

“You can have kids,” Sahm nodded as he went back to cutting.

“That… huh…”

Sahm glanced back. “You didn’t know that?”

“That I couldn’t have kids with my summons?” Calon shook his head. “No, I… guess we never thought about it.”

Sahm’s lips thinned for a moment. “Sorry.”

Calon shrugged. “Not your fault. It’s just…” He thought of Clarissa. Having a family was something she specifically had wanted. Even Evie had spoken at times about starting a family. With Chrissy as her original partner, that would have been a deliberate thing to do. “Shit.”

Sahm gave Calon a sympathetic smile before continuing to hack into the nearby bushes. Calon worked in silence, scooping up the debris and tossing it about. They worked in tandem as they looped around. There were only a few places where it looked like it needed the work. But they went a little further and trimmed back any thick spots at the forest edge. There was no way anything was going to be getting close in the dark.

When Calon finally handed back the shovel, he was hot, sweaty and covered in grime. Not to mention the guts of a few bugs that hadn’t appreciated being tossed about like they had. He felt grimy and desperately wanted a bath. Something that wasn’t really possible on a trip like this. But there was a solution.

Calon strode through the camp, noting the eyes that watched him. Some, like Nette and the old man who hired him on, gave Calon an appreciative wave. Others either ignored Calon entirely, or even went as far as giving him a suspicious glare. Something Calon couldn’t be bothered to deal with. They’d accept him eventually, or they wouldn’t. In either case, it was one job, and he wouldn’t have to deal with them ever again.

Off to one side, away from the nearest fire, and the other tents, was a rather shabby, but solid tent set up. It was going to be cramped, especially with Chrissy on the inside. But it would work for the few days it would take to reach home. Then, with their own wagon, they could continue in their usual comfort. Right outside was Clarissa, who looked to be drinking from a bucket of water Evie had set out.

“Hey, Clarissa?”

“Hmm?” her form rippled. “What’s up?”

“I was wondering if you could give me a clean?”

Clarissa sighed. “I’m not just your personal bath, y’know.”

Calon frowned, realizing he’d hit a nerve. “I know, I just… Y’know, it’s okay. I can refill that bucket when you’re done and wash myself.”

He stood awkwardly for a moment, while Clarissa didn’t move. Before her blob form shifted into her humanoid one. She stepped over the grass and looked into Calon’s eyes. At least, that’s what she appeared to do.

“Are you okay?” Calon asked gently.

“Can… can I have a hug?”

Calon opened his arms, and Clarissa pressed close. Her form pressed into his front, and Calon wrapped her in his arms. Her body seemed to have a membrane over the outside that remained firm enough to touch, while leaving her squishy in the middle. He thought about giving her a good squeeze, but the moment didn’t seem right for that.

“I’m such a bitch,” Clarissa whispered.

“I think Chrissy has that title,” Calon joked. “You’re still getting used to all this.”

They stood silently for a moment, before Clarissa sighed. “Y’know. It’s not even this whole world, the new body and all the other shit going on that’s the hard part.”

“It isn’t?” Calon asked, still not letting her go.

“You ever heard that saying? You don’t know what you’re missing till it’s gone?”

Calon nodded. “Yeah.”

“Well, there’s a version of me out there. Laying on my back, with a two pump chump thinking he’s a fucking hero for nutting in me, and that version of me, has no idea how much of a douchebag he is.”

Calon smirked. “And what brought this up?”

Calon flinched as she suddenly consumed him. Her body literally pushed over his, covering him from head to toe. Her slime got under his clothes, in his hair and even hiss boots, before pulling away. In her form, he could see a slight murkiness before it pushed down, and Clarissa kicked her leg, sending the small blob of… whatever that was, off into the bush.

Then, she kissed him. Calon blinked in shock before kissing back. It was a strange sensation kissing her. She didn’t breathe in the same way that the others did. So there was no hot breath to worry about. The only one of them that needed to pull away was himself, and he did a few moments later. Clarissa’s form hardened for a moment and he could make out the creases on her cheeks as she smiled softly.

“Shit.”

Calon glanced over at Evie, who was pouting beside the tent. Clarissa pulled back with a slight squeak, and Evie held up her hand.

“No, no. This one’s on me. If you want him, I’ll make sure nobody bothers you.”

Clarissa trembled before she turned back to Calon and bobbed her head. “Calon, do you–”

“Whatever you want,” Calon smiled and took the slime by the shoulder.

She moved with him, climbing down into the tent, and the two of them found themselves on a rather comfortable padded mat. There were a few pillows and some blankets tossed in the corner, which they ignored for the time being. Calon pulled Clarissa close, and the two of them kissed once more as they rolled on the floor. He ran his fingers over her skin, and Clarissa trembled.

“That feels so good.”

“Does it?” He asked. “I wasn’t sure how that worked.”

“I… I can make any part of me, any part. I just… turn up the sensitivity.”

Calon nodded in understanding before kissing her once more. Then he remembered how she liked things to be more intimate. She had been subjected to quick spurts of pleasureless fucking more often than not. Calon wondered if this would work. He pulled away from her kiss and smiled.

“Your tongue,” he pecked her lips.

“What about it?”

“Can you make it more sensitive? Your lips too?”

Clarissa frowned. “What for?”

Calon ran his thumb over her lips and watched as her eyes widened in shock.

“More.”

Calon did it again and felt the way she wriggled at his side. Before she was kissing him once more. Calon laughed as she kissed him like she needed it to live. She wriggled around, and he felt her patting his crotch.

Her disembodied voice grunted, “Pants off now.”

Calon pulled at the ties and pushed them down, only for her body to flow over his crotch. He could feel her firmness as she solidified herself against him. Then he felt it, the cool, liquid bliss of her pussy dragging down the length of his cock. She wasted no time slotting him between her legs before pushing back, taking him to the hilt inside her.

Calon arched his back, rolling the two of them over. Clarissa didn’t budge an inch, keeping his cock inside her, while she still desperately kissed him. Calon sucked her tongue into his mouth, tasting her as she moaned in pleasure. Her pussy sucked and slurped on his cock, but Calon wasn’t idle for long. Stroking his cock into her, he listened as her moans increased in pitch. Her body twitched, jerked and behaved strangely, as she tried desperately to keep a physical form, while also touching him as much as possible. Calon could only assume she had tuned her entire body to be far more sensitive in general.

Which he tested as he slipped a hand between them and lightly pinched at one of her soft nipples. She jerked, pressing her chest into his hand as her pussy squeezed firmly around his cock. It then began to twist and suck, stirring his cock around inside her. He realized a moment later, when her moans of pleasure turned to cries of bliss. She started to cum, and Calon felt all her movements double in intensity.

With his mouth on her lips, his hand on her breast, and his cock in her pussy, he found himself trapped in and on her writhing form. With nowhere to go, he joined her in ecstasy. His cock throbbed, injecting his seed into her form, making her gasp in pleasure as she worked to extract as much as she possibly could.


Chapter Four




“… w


as told to let you know, we’ll be staying the night in town,” Sahm called as he waited for Calon’s wagon to pass.

Calon grinned when he heard those words. “And he’s keen to keep us on to Beenleigh?”

Sahm nodded. “He’s thinking of going as far as Southport. If you’re interested?”

Calon thought for a moment and gave a small nod. “Let me think on it. We’ll be with you to Beenleigh, at least.”

“That works. Should be able to hire a few extra hands in Beenleigh if you aren’t willing to go any further.” Sahm walked alongside the wagon. “In fact, it might be worth your while. Not many head this far south. Those that do tend not to travel north. If you’re willing to haul some goods, it could be profitable.”

Calon looked at the man. “Then why aren’t you bringing a wagon?”

Sahm laughed. “Never needed one before. Most of my jobs are for the Magistrate. If I need anything, they supply it, but I don’t get to keep it after the fact.”

“True,” Calon nodded. “Alright. Call me interested. I’ll let everyone know by morning.”

“Looking forward to the answer,” Sahm waved before slowing down to board one of the wagons at the rear.

That was normal for him. A few times a day, he’d either run past, or fall back, changing positions. The only ones who were static were Calon and Nette. Nette, remaining at the front, and Calon firmly in the middle.

To everyone’s relief. It wasn’t necessary, though. There hadn’t been any trouble. A few things went bump in the night. None of it was a worry. The rare creatures that came close, had no interest in approaching. Hannah had made sure of it. Not that Calon was entirely certain she actually did much. Her visage was terrifying enough, she just floated around in place a few times and nothing stuck around.

The trip had been rather comfortable. Though, Calon was relieved to see the distant buildings of Kuraby coming into view. Sal’s tavern was already being framed up. Stacks of timber were laying under tarps in the street, and the sounds of hammers carried over the distance. The townsfolk, busy in their work, didn’t notice the caravan until they were well and truly in the town limits.

When the wagon came to a stop, Calon slipped off. He never did end up learning anyone’s name. They were all rather distant with him. Considering the reputation of Summoners, Calon figured they were nervous of him, and let it be. It was going to be a vast improvement having his own wagon set up.

Quest Complete!

Go Home!

100exp for completion!

Calon dismissed the notification and was quickly joined by his summons. Chrissy, swooping in for a landing that sent up a plume of dust, while Suki came out from underneath the wagon ahead. Clarissa and Hannah followed, only for Evie to come strutting down from the head of the train. Calon smiled at them all and frowned.

“What’s with the look?” Chrissy asked.

“You think our wagon is at Burt’s farm?”

They all stopped, and Chrissy let out a long sigh. “Fuck. I’ll be back.”

Calon held up his hand. “I wasn’t going to ask–”

“But I’m going to fucking offer. So give me a kiss and let me do my thing.” Chrissy rolled her eyes.

Calon, caught by surprise by her words, paused only long enough to earn himself a level glare. Then quickly pressed forward and kissed the haughty Griffon. She pulled back, and gave him a soft smile, before turning to Evie and practically mauled her. With that settled, she spun around and took to the air.

They watched her wing off into the distance before Evie let out a soft sigh. “I should really learn how to do that. I’m such a fucking pussy.”

Calon shook his head. “It hasn’t been much of a priority. Besides, her wings can’t vanish, yours seems to just… disappear if you’re not thinking about it.”

Evie shook her head. “Not quite. My tail is out all the time now. It only vanishes when I want it to. I can even take out my horns,” she demonstrated by pushing them out and retracted them once more. “I just… haven’t tried putting it all together yet.”

“Are you even capable of flying?” Clarissa asked.

Evie frowned, and Calon tilted his head. “How about we leave it for now? Then you can try some of those hops that Chrissy did at first. See what happens?”

Evie nodded. “Right.”

“What are we doing now?” Suki, uncharacteristically, asked. Calon looked at her, and she shrugged. “Someone had to ask the question. Chrissy’s gone. We can wait here, or walk home. It’s not that far to fly.”

Calon had to agree. It would be nice to head home. If the villagers were busy with Sal’s tavern, it meant the farmhouse was finally complete. It would be nice to see how it turned out. That, unfortunately, wasn’t likely to happen unless it turned out someone had returned their wagon home. For now, Calon turned towards a familiar store and had an idea.

“Come on. Let’s see how Brandt is holding up,” Calon grinned.

“Really?” Evie groaned.

Calon nodded. “Actually, I hadn’t mentioned that, did I?”

“Mentioned what?” Clarissa asked. “And who’s Brandt?”

Calon gave a quick rundown on their meeting with the dodgy merchant. She grumbled and complained, before suggesting they have him arrested, anyway. In the end, she agreed with their reasoning that he owed them, and instead, turned their attention to what came next.

“Sahm told me they’re heading to Southport,” Calon told the group. “I told him we’d take them as far as Beenleigh, but that I wanted to speak to the rest of you first.”

Evie nodded thoughtfully. “I bet we could move some product or something.”

“That’s why I was thinking of talking to Brandt,” Calon grinned.

“Southport is not a friendly place,” Hannah offered. “The zealots in Beenleigh are put to shame by those in Southport.”

Calon grimaced, remembering having his palm swatted back in Beenleigh. Not to mention, that was exactly how Hannah had died. It was a little jarring to realize that there were different types of magic users running about. One of them had used a spell that had killed Hannah. She would normally have fled, but she was attempting to keep Calon and the others safe.

“That isn’t a concern about myself,” Hannah patted his arm. “While I am not keen on dying like that again, I also know should the worst happen, you will revive me.”

“That was fucking shit,” Suki growled.

Calon reached out and stroked her head, earning a small purr. “Then we really have a few things to talk about. Hannah is one thing, but what about Clarissa and Chrissy?”

“Put em on leashes,” Sahm called.

Calon grimaced as Hannah made a noise of disgust. He turned and saw the way Sahm was staring at their group and concluded the man wasn’t kidding. Beside him was Nette, who looked thoughtful, but just as serious as Sahm did.

“Leashes?” Clarissa spat. “What the fuck?”

Sahm shrugged. “The few summoners that are out and about leash their summons. They don’t really go out on their own unless they’re well known.”

“Why has nobody told me about this before?” Calon rubbed his forehead.

Sahm shrugged. “This is a small town. Unless you started telling people you were heading north, it probably didn’t matter. Besides, you seem pretty well known, and so are your summons.”

“That’ll be something else to worry about then,” Calon glanced at the ladies. “If that’s the case, you’re likely going to have issues with people if we travel.”

“We already have issues with people,” Evie shrugged. “What did we even do to Potsmith to piss him off so bad?”

“I wondered about that myself, actually,” Nette asked.

Calon shrugged. “We escaped the goblins and borrowed a shirt from Burt. Then we walked into Beenleigh. He called us vagrants and told us to leave. He hated us from the moment he saw us and never gave a reason.”

“Strange,” Nette frowned.

“Either way. If you’re planning on traveling. A leash is your best bet. Brisbane is a little more tolerant of the beastkin, but you weren’t there long enough to really bump into any of the problem spots.”

Calon frowned, but took that under advisement.

“I wish Master would use my leash more often,” Suki complained softly.

Calon rolled his eyes as Hannah chuckled. “I suppose wearing a physical leash isn’t much different from having my very soul tied to you.”

“How the fuck would I even wear a leash?” Clarissa mumbled.

“Just hold it inside you,” Suki smiled.

Evie snorted and shook her head. “Don’t swallow, you mean.”

Calon stared at them both while Hannah held back a laugh. Clarissa’s form wobbled for a moment before she let out a grunt. “You two are both gross!”

“Awww,” Suki went over and rubbed against the slime. “Don’t say that.”

“You’re a bad kitty!” Clarissa snapped, but she did gently stroke the Neko’s ears as she said it.

Calon shook his head as Sahm turned pink. Nette, on the other hand, gave him a smirk and raised an eyebrow. Calon decided he didn’t want any part of what she was thinking and made his way towards Brandt’s store. It would be good to get a second opinion on the leashes, as well as an idea of what to look for.

He pushed through the entrance, seeing several of the men with the caravan mulling about inside. Brandt was chatting with one, nodding along as he discussed something too softly for Calon to hear. Instead, Calon walked around, looking at the items on display. There wasn’t all that much in the way of organization. Bits and pieces were everywhere, just clumped nearby things of a similar nature.

The temperature of the room dropped several degrees as a black cloud appeared behind him, before condensing into the form on Hannah.

“Just had to make an entrance, didn’t you?” Calon joked softly as the merchants shifted uncomfortably.

“Of course. Just because you’re going to put a collar around my neck, doesn’t mean I’m going to roll over and beg.”

“That’s my job!” Suki giggled as she burst inside with Clarissa wobbling along behind her on two legs.

Calon watched for Evie before Suki strode up to him. “She’s waiting outside for Chrissy.”

“Excuse me,” Brandt said loudly to the merchant. “Let me sort them first. Before we get into the details.”

Calon grimaced and shook his head as the merchant came around the bench. “Sorry,” he offered. “I didn’t mean to interrupt.”

Brandt waved off the apology. “Think nothing of it. I assume if you’re here with the caravan, there is a reason you came in.”

“Yes,” Calon nodded. “We’re thinking of taking a trip to Southport.”

Brandt’s eyes flashed for a moment, and he cleared his throat. “Is that so?”

Calon nodded. “Be level with me, and I’ll take a fair cut. Chrissy’s out, seeing where our wagon is. If she agrees, we’re going to tag along with the caravan and back.”

Brandt frowned. “Your wagon. You don’t have a cover for it, do you?”

“No,” Calon frowned, remembering that was something they should look into.

“If… I pay for a cover. Would you take a smaller cut?” Brandt asked.

Calon tilted his head before nodding. “If you’re offering to have a roof put on the wagon. I’ll take out the cost of the roof, plus another ten percent.”

“Twenty–”

“Ten, Brandt,” Calon frowned. “I’m not even sure we’re going. And if we are, I want this fair. If you’ve got something in mind, you’re going to profit, regardless.”

Brandt huffed and nodded. “Fine. And you’re right. There’s a particular brewery in Southport. They make a kind of spirit. It’s heavy and needs to be kept out of the light. Most of the traders won’t move it.”

“Why not?” Calon asked.

“It’s easy to damage or steal,” one of the traders in the room called. “Someone finds out you’re hauling a barrel of spirits, it’s a target on your back. Easy to steal, easy to sell on.”

“And it turns out I have a rather large collection of glass bottles out back,” Brandt grinned. “I’ll send you a writ with an order. You get a cover put on in Southport and bring back a barrel or two, I’ll give you a twenty percent cut.”

Calon spotted one of the traders subtly pointing upwards and Calon was about to speak up, when the leader of the Caravan cleared his throat. “You’ll be risking the whole route moving that with our produce.”

“I get the feeling a fairer price is closer to thirty percent,” Calon mulled over, earning a look of defeat from the trader. “What if… I take twenty percent. That last ten percent, we put in a pot. If the caravan gets attacked and someone loses stock, that ten percent can go to covering losses. If my summons and I prevent any losses, I keep twenty-five percent.”

Brandt thought over the suggestion before the caravan leader cleared his throat. “Makes sense. If we’re hit with something large enough to take the whole train, we’re all out no matter what. If we’re hit light, we’re covered for losses. If there're no losses, then it’s not a problem.”

“Of course, that depends on how my last summon feels about the whole thing.” Calon shrugged.

“You talking about Chrissy?” Evie asked as she stepped inside, holding the door open for the woman in question.

“Yes,” Calon smiled. “How’d it go?”

“Burt’s having Tony bring it up. Someone want to tell me what this shit is about leashes?”

Brandt grimaced. “That… may be something to think about.”

“I’m not wearing one just to appease him,” Chrissy growled.

“We’re thinking about whether or not we should go to Southport. Brandt is offering to pay us to bring up some spirits,” Calon started.

“But we need to be leashed, so we look less intimidating,” Hannah grinned, before her mouth opened toothily from ear to ear.

Several of the men inside, Brandt included, took a sudden step back. Calon gave the Nightmare a poke in the ribs. Hannah, to everyone’s surprise, let out a girlish shriek before jumping away. She glared at him while Calon stared on, surrounded by the shocked silence of the onlookers.

“Be good,” Calon mumbled.

Hannah narrowed her eyes before snorting. She glided around the room, daring any of the men to say something while the temperature dropped another degree. Her ability to do that would come in handy during the hotter season for sure. Especially at night. Although he wouldn’t dare openly admit that right now. Calon turned his attention back to Chrissy.

“So that’s what we’re discussing. If we go, then… yeah, collars. But profit, maybe some experience, and we get a roof put on the wagon.”

“Or we could just go home,” Chrissy suggested.

Calon nodded. “We could. But I already promised we’d go as far as Beenleigh.”

Chrissy rolled her eyes. “I don’t wanna just be a merchant, Calon.”

“We’re not,” Calon shook his head. “I’m not making plans to do this again. But if this pays well–”

“It will,” Brandt assured us.

“Then we can use that money to get some proper gear. Then… well, the Magistrate had a weird offer,” Calon continued.

Chrissy turned to the closest of the merchants and narrowed her eyes. “What’s the road south like?”

The man froze under the glare of the Griffon, before mumbling out a response. “S-small raids, m-mostly.”

“It’s common to get raided in the south?” Calon questioned.

“Reasonable,” the caravan leader admitted. “It’s why I’m more inclined to agree with Brandt tagging you along for a profit if we get a stake in it.”

“Injuries?” Calon asked.

“Not usually,” one of the men admitted. “If you’re caught out, someone might smack you over the head. But most just sneak in. You’ll find them rummaging in the wagons and we usually just chase them off.”

“Hannah?” Calon turned to the Nightmare.

“We’ll see,” she grinned widely again, making the men nervous.

“Fuck it,” Chrissy sighed. “I’m in. We can get some nicer stuff after this. See what the Magistrate wants. If someone fucks with us, then we never have to go again.”

Calon smiled and looked around the room. Brandt was practically beaming while the caravan leader nodded.

“S’pose now we need to discuss my rates?”

“I’ll pay a silver a day, plus meals,” the man said in a tone that told Calon he was better off not haggling.
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Calon glanced at his party and saw them all nodding in agreement, or… bouncing in Clarissa’s case. “Agreed.

He accepted both notifications and dismissed them, before pulling up his stat sheet.
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He noted he was only one-hundred and twenty points from leveling up and dismissed the sheet. He still had those perks. They would likely come in handy during the trip. This would be a good exercise for them all. They had sporadically worked together in the past. Hunting the roaming bandits was one thing. But that was only a day trip here and there. Nothing like this week long adventure they were going on.

“Alright,” Calon nodded. “Now about these leashes.”

“Fuck…” Chrissy sighed.

“It’s best you have them,” the caravan leader sighed. “You’ll avoid the worst trouble that way.”

“Brandt?” Calon turned to the trader and frowned when he shook his head.

“I don’t keep them in stock. The one your Neko found, I’d had for years since a trader’s wife lost her favorite hound.”

“This is from a dog?” Suki pouted as she pawed at the leather strap under her chin.

“I can get you a new one if you want,” Calon offered. Suki beamed and pressed into his side, making him roll his eyes. “Alright. We’ll go see Ufal then.”

“You do that,” Brandt nodded. “Will you be staying in town overnight?”

Calon glanced at the Caravan leader, and the man nodded. “Usually we’d stay with Sal and head to Beenleigh in the morning. We’ll camp on the south side before the trees.”

“You know Tony?” Calon asked.

“I know him,” one of the traders piped up.

Calon nodded. “Just get him to pull up with you. He’s bringing my wagon up from Burt’s farm.”

“Right,” the trader nodded.

Calon gave a small wave and made for the door with the ladies coming along behind. He pushed out into the light and spotted a few familiar faces. The caravan had finally garnered enough interest for the locals to stick their heads out. Ben was one of the first and his eyes lit up in delight at seeing Calon and the others.

“You’re back!” He laughed.

“We are,” Calon grinned at the man. “Not for long, though. We’re heading to Southport with the caravan.”

Ben didn’t look happy, but he nodded along. “That… ah…”

“Problems?” Evie asked.

Ben sighed. “Maybe. Without Marge, a sheriff or… you. There’s been a few things wandering about in the dark some nights. People in town are nervous. I keep telling them the locals keep their distance like they do at the farms, but they’re scared, is all.”

Calon frowned. “How’s Marge going to get back?”

Ben blinked. “Magistrate will send a wagon. Probably left after you did, so she’ll be here in a day or two.”

Calon sighed in relief. “That’s good. I didn’t think about it. We just hitched with the caravan and came home.”

“I didn’t see your wagon.” Ben looked down the row.

“We didn’t take it with us, remember?” Calon chided him. “Tony’s bringing it up from Burt’s. We’ll leave in the morning with the caravan.”

Ben nodded. “So you won’t get to see your farm then?”

“No,” Calon admitted, before glancing at Chrissy. “Unless you wanted to take one or two of us over for a look?’

Chrissy shook her head. “Let’s leave it till we get back. Let it be a surprise for all of us.”

“I’ll make the trip out every few days and keep an eye on the place,” Ben smiled. “It’ll be here when you get back.”

“Thanks, Ben,” Calon grinned. “We’re going to check out Ufal’s store.”

“Right,” Ben nodded. “I’ll… get back to it then.”

They waved goodbye, and Ben went off. Likely to spread the word that Calon and the ladies were back. That would be a comfort to some. It would also likely piss a few people off. It did last time. Not to mention, Sheriff Goodman likely had a few friends. Those friends may not have been directly involved in what he was doing, but they likely profited from it somehow. Easiest way to piss someone off is to hurt their finances.

They made their way over to Ufal’s shop and pushed through the front door. Only to freeze as they spotted a young fox woman. Her eyes went wide, and she scampered into the back, only for Ufal to come out a moment later.

“My friends!” He smiled. “It is good to see you!”

“Ufal,” Calon grinned and moved up to shake his hand. “It’s good to see you.”

“Yes, yes. What can I do for you today?”

Calon explained the situation and Ufal nodded along. He seemed a little uncomfortable with the idea of putting collars on the ladies. It looked almost like he took a personal offense to it. Calon had to wonder if he drew any parallels between them and his own situation. While he was likely accepted in the town, he haggled on prices a lot less fiercely than Brandt and Sal did. Not to mention, Sal was openly hostile towards anyone who wasn’t human.

In the end, he used a strip of cloth as a measuring tape and started working on the collars with them all present. The young fox woman turned out to be his daughter, and Calon noticed Suki sneaking over to watch what was going on. Ufal started with a large piece of leather. From that, he cut a long strip, before shortening it to the desired length. He folded a tab over a metal buckle and with the hammers Calon had gifted the man; he punched holes and handed the rest to his daughter.

She did the next part. By clamping the leather in a soft vise, she ran lines of stitches through the material, pulling it tight and leaving a firm seam that would prevent anything from falling apart. With the buckle in place, she took out the strip and picked up the next.

The first completed was for Evie. She winked and insisted on Calon kissing her before she let him put the leather around her neck. The next, to her absolute delight, was Suki. She preened under Calon’s touch and purred frantically as she pulled away and tugged at her new collar.

Clarissa accepted the next one. She pulled into her humanoid form and grunted about the denigration of women’s rights before accepting the collar. Up next was Chrissy, who glared at Calon like she wanted to kill him, and continued glaring even after he stepped away. Last was Hannah, who plucked the collar from Calon’s hands.

“You and I need to have a little chat about this first,” she smiled.

“If I have to wear the fucking thing, so do you.” Chrissy’s eyes narrowed.

Hannah looked at Chrissy and smirked. “Who said you had to wear it now?”

Clarissa let out a curse and pulled off the collar. It passed through her neck and held it back out to Calon. Calon gave her an apologetic smile and accepted, before turning to Evie, helping Chrissy take hers off. If looks could kill, Calon would have been dead three times over. When Evie finally handed it over, leaving hers on, Calon looked at the succubus expectantly.

“I’m good,” she smiled.

“Fuck, you’re so weird,” Clarissa complained softly.


Chapter Five




Calon leaned back on his hands as Suki took away his bowl. The Neko’s tail swished from side to side with each step. Something Calon was convinced she did on purpose to draw his eye to her backside.

“I have to say,” Tony grunted. “That was a damn fine meal.”

“You’re welcome!” Suki smiled at the big man.

“Our little Neko is a wonderful cook,” Evie agreed.

Chrissy, Hannah, and Clarissa murmured their agreement. Chrissy because she was eating her third helping. Clarissa because she was pouting for some reason, and Hannah… because she was staring at Calon. She had a rather intense aura around her. She could project cold when she wanted to, but she still usually held that back unless she wanted to make a point. Since the incidents with the collars, though, it was a constant reminder of her presence. Ironically, it just made the room pleasantly cool, again, Calon wasn’t an idiot he wouldn’t say that thought out loud, but he struggled to keep the smirk off his face.

They had joined the caravan after leaving Ufal’s shop. Right on time, Tony had shown up with the wagon. Calon promised to take him back to the farm in the morning, and he had his own tent to stay in for the night. If his content smile and rounded belly was any indication, he was particularly happy about being invited to dinner. Calon figured he had some of Burt’s rations, but that didn’t count for much in comparison to a hot cooked meal.

The wagon was ready and waiting to go. The bags Ufal had made up were designed to prevent moisture from getting in, and their tent and sleeping equipment were in good condition. The tent they had borrowed from the caravan had been returned. Their own was up, curtesy of Calon while Suki cooked their meal. And now, the Neko was off scrubbing dishes.

Evie glanced around at everyone and smiled. “I think Chrissy and I are going to turn in early.”

“Huh?” Chrissy turned to the succubus. “We are?”

“Yeah,” Evie gave her a level glare.

“You’re just going to fuck, aren’t you?” Clarissa complained.

Evie turned to stare at the slime-girl for a few moments and shook her head, while Tony gradually changed three shades pinker than normal. Rather than respond directly, she looked straight at Calon and glanced at Hannah. Calon swallowed and nodded, getting the message. Clarissa must have as well.

“Ooooh,” she sighed. “Yeah, I think I’ll go help Suki with the dishes.”

“Thank you for the meal,” Tony got up and hurried off.

Calon cleared his throat as a tendril wrapped around his wrist. “Come. We should talk,” Hannah hissed.

Calon nodded and got up, before following the terrifying woman away from the others. In the dark, Calon wasn’t particularly keen about following into the woods. At the same time, though, in terms of ‘what goes bump in the night.’ Hannah was at the top of that list, and she was the one leading the way.

“So,” Calon started as they walked. “Is this all fine with you? The travel arrangements, I mean?”

“The part where I sleep all day, and spend time alone during the evenings to keep the monsters in the dark from taking your things?” Hannah whispered. “That isn’t all that different from how I used to live.”

Calon didn’t like her tone, and pulled back, drawing the terrifying woman to a halt. “I didn’t mean it like that,” he said. “I can teach Evie or maybe even Clarissa to drive the wagon. Then I can spend some nights with you if that will make things better.”

Hannah let out a sigh. “It is appalling how soft you are.”

“I-I’m Sorry,” Calon frowned.

“Don’t apologize,” Hannah growled, before pressing close to his front. Calon wrapped her in his arms and she hummed softly as she leaned against his shoulder. “You’re the first mortal in decades who has spoken to me and not treated me as a monster.”

“I honestly have no idea what to say,” Calon admitted.

Hannah pulled back and gave him a smile. He could only see it, because her teeth glinted in the sparse light that broke through the trees. Otherwise, all Calon could take in was the glow of her red eyes.

“You need to stop thinking with your dick and start thinking with your head,” she hissed.

Calon frowned. “What do you mean?”

“Just because you aren’t some sex crazed monster, doesn’t mean you don’t actively think about your lovers’ best interests,” Hannah pressed. “I cannot speculate about how things are done where you come from. Here, in Tech Duinn, people die from being soft. There is a time and place for it, and I do so very much enjoy your softness. But you need to be hard as well.”

Calon frowned in confusion. “I’m not sure what you’re trying to tell me.”

“Your summons,” Hannah hissed as she turned into mist and flowed out of his arms before reforming several steps away. “You treat them as valued lovers.”

“They are,” Calon nodded.

“And yet, they are capable of so much more,” Hannah muttered. “Take me, for example. Before I met you, I was terrifying.”

“You’re still terrifying,” Calon pointed out.

Hannah shook her head. “I’m terrifying due to my reputation. While I can kill, I would be extremely vulnerable against any of the clergy. Clergy, we will likely meet in greater numbers the further south we travel.”

“So, what’s your point?” Calon asked.

“We need to be stronger. We need to be more. You need to make harder decisions. Your fights so far have only become successful from luck and careful planning,” Hannah pointed out. “The goblin camp, you just had Clarissa running in circles, while Chrissy played bait.”

Calon grimaced, “We did alright with those bandits the other day.”

“You did,” she agreed. “But the camp. If not for you taking the initiative, Evie may have died.”

“I can bring her back though,” Calon pointed out, before shaking his head at the memory of Suki’s corpse.

“Calon, while I respect you as a man,” she narrowed her eyes. “You need to work on your ability to lead. This trip will be dangerous. The roads to the south are perilous. Bandits are unlikely to be a problem, but the creatures of the wilds live in greater numbers.”

“Like goblins?” Calon asked.

“Maybe,” she tilted her head. “More likely wolves, feral beastkin, and others.”

Calon nodded. “Okay. So what do you suggest?”

“For one, you need a new summon. Something sturdy, able to draw attention and take a hit if need be.” Hanna crossed her arms. “Secondly, you need to work on Evie.”

“Evie?” Calon frowned. “What’s wrong with Evie?”

“She’s weak,” Hannah said evenly. “Her fireball is a powerful spell, but it is limited in its cost and effectiveness. You would be better off upgrading her charm ability. If she can charm even small groups, it would make dispatching them far easier than hurling fireballs at them.”

Calon nodded, then tilted his head. “How do you know that?”

“Evie is not the first Succubus I have met in my life,” Hannah smiled. “If she is still alive, I will introduce you to her should we meet.”

Calon swallowed nervously. “Then, do you have any insight on Suki? Her ability is still hidden.”

Hannah shook her head. “The Neko’s are one of the few creatures I am not familiar with. Their people are nomadic, and would flee from me if I came near.”

“They live nearby?” Calon asked.

Hannah shook her head again. “No. Far to the west, where the land is dry and covered in grassland.”

“Dammit,” Calon swore. “So, what you’re saying is I need to set this up like a role-playing-game.”

Hannah tilted her head. “I have no idea what it is you are talking about.”

Calon snorted. “Sorry. I’m so used to speaking with the others. It’s… actually—it doesn’t matter. But the Magistrate already said something about it and now I’m thinking about it more. Evie would make good crowd control. Chrissy is an excellent scout and DPS–”

“DPS?” Hannah raised an eyebrow.

“Just a term,” Calon shrugged. “Means she’s a fighter, able to hit hard, but not necessarily withstand being attacked.”

“I see,” Hannah nodded. “What about Suki?”

“The same,” Calon nodded. “She’s sneaky, fast and lethal with a knife. But she sticks by me most of the time. Clarissa is going to be a bit of an oddball. That punch of hers is fantastic, and I’m sure she could take just about anyone in a standup fight. But she’s not about to distract a whole group. She’s more of a utility, or a wildcard.”

“And me?” Hannah asked.

Calon thought about everything she had said and nodded slowly to himself. “You’re the one we’re going to rely on most.”

“Oh, really?”

Calon nodded. “If my team is to remain in top condition. I need them well rested and safe. Which means I need somebody watching our backs while we sleep.”

Hannah tilted her head. “So, you’re going to relegate me to your guard at night?”

Calon nodded. “When I need you to be. Yes.”

Hannah grinned. “Good. But then, I have a request.”

“You want me to level you up?” Calon guessed.

Hannah nodded. “How many perks do you have, Master?”

“Five,” Calon answered, not needing to check.

She smiled. “I would like you to spend three of them on me,” she whispered and stepped closer, before turning into mist. Calon froze as she solidified behind him, with her lips pressed into the crook of his neck, and her hand in his pants, fondling his cock. “If you do, I’ll wear your collar.”

Calon smirked, then shifted to a grin. “You’re going to wear the collar no matter what.”

“Oh?” Hannah paused.

Calon pulled her hand out of his pants and turned around. Hannah gasped as Calon wrapped her in his arms. He already knew her physical body was light. But the ease at which he could lift her was irrational. Calon spun around and shoved her against a nearby tree.

“You’re going to wear the collar, like the rest of them, when you need to,” Calon growled as he pressed close. “But sure, if you’re a good girl, I’ll spend a little to upgrade you. Why do you want three?”

Hannah’s eyes narrowed to points as he spoke, but his question threw her at the end and she pondered her answer. “I believe, if you can push my Mist skill to level three, I will gain enough control and size to protect the caravan without having to constantly patrol around.”

Calon thought it over for a few moments and nodded in agreement. “That sounds like it would benefit everyone.”

Then he kissed her. Hannah huffed a cold wash of breath over Calon’s skin as she moaned back. While she was distracted, Calon reached into his back pocket and pulled out one of the collars. Clarissa’s was the one still done up, while the other two were coiled, but able to open up without their clasps done up. One of them had a hole slightly stretched from the metal tongue Chrissy used to put it on. The other did not, and Calon chose that as he held Hannah against the tree.

Her eyes shot open as he took her neck in his hand. She glared at him, but didn’t resist as Calon wrapped the leather around her. She growled softly as Calon set the buckle, and he slapped her ass in response.

“Knock it off,” he growled. “If I’m going to be upgrading you. You can wear the collar until morning.”

She hissed, before raising her chin to make it easier to finish. The moment he did, she shoved off the tree, sending Calon to the ground in a heap. Hannah landed on his front, kissing him as she dove for his pants. Calon wasn’t having any of it, and twisted, throwing her to the ground beside him.

“You got to have me in the wagon on the way to Brisbane,” Calon grinned. “Now it’s my turn.”

She hissed and struggled as Calon held her down. He was happy to notice the misty clothing she wore had vanished through, and he could feel the cool juices running down her slit. Calon pushed her arms up over her head and pinned them in place with one hand. With the Nightmare physically restrained, Calon reached down and untied the front of his pants.

“I’m going to make you pay for this,” she hissed.

“No, you won’t,” Calon chuckled. “The only reason you’re still here is because you want to be.”

Her eyes narrowed dangerously before widening as Calon pressed his cock into her opening. Hannah made a small whine as he rocked his hips, driving himself into her. Despite her visible animosity, she still rocked her hips up and tucked her ankles around Calon’s waist.

“You think you’ve won me over?” Hannah grunted as Calon slowly thrust in and out of her.

“No,” Calon grinned. “But you’re going to cum on my cock, anyway.”

She hissed and opened her mouth all the way to the ears. Calon laughed and leaned in before biting firmly at the flesh of her neck. Her whole body squirmed as her pussy tightened around him.

“You’ve never had this before? Have you?” Calon whispered as he peppered her neck with kisses.

“I’ve been with many, before you,” Hannah grunted as she struggled against the sensations he was giving her.

“But have you ever been with someone who wanted you to feel good?” Calon asked, making her pause. “Have you ever been with someone who had no fear of you?”

“You fear me,” she hissed.

“Not right now, I don’t,” Calon sat up, lifting Hannah’s knees in the process. She let out a growl as he folded her in half before thrusting deep inside her. “We’ll play this game again some time. Who knows, maybe I’ll never win again.”

“You won’t,” Hannah hissed.

Calon shrugged before reaching down to press his thumb into her clit. “Then I better make this worth it.”

Hannah’s body twitched and jerked as he rubbed Hannah’s clit. She slapped her hands down into the leaves covering the ground and tried to look anywhere but at Calon.

“It’s good, isn’t it?” Calon asked. Hannah shook her head, making him laugh. “Are you going to cum?”

“No,” Hannah grunted.

“Maybe I should stop then?” Calon suggested.

Hannah’s eyes glowed dangerously as she snapped her teeth at him in response.

“Oh, knock it off.” Calon stuck his thumb into the corner of her mouth. It was a little strange to do. He’d seen it in a porno once or twice, but she didn’t have a human mouth. And it meant he could practically pin her head to the ground. Calon didn’t even think of her razor-sharp teeth pressing against his digit.

“You just gave me a whole pep talk about taking charge,” Calon grunted as he thrust firmly into the Nightmare. “You don’t get to be pissy just because I take you for your word.”

The glare he got in response made Calon roll his eyes and press down on her. “Stop it.”

She blinked and let out a sigh.

“Now,” Calon touched his nose to hers. “Are you going to be a good Nightmare?”

“Yes,” Hannah hissed softly.

“Good,” Calon grinned and removed his thumb.

Then he kissed her. Hannah moaned softly as he pressed his tongue into her mouth. He didn’t care a moment for her teeth, only for the woman as she wrapped her arms around him. Calon rocked his hips, driving her into the ground, and Hannah felt him on a level she had never experienced before.

Calon pulled away and cupped Hannah’s cheek as he stared into her eyes. “You can go back to being the terrifying monster in the dark later,” he promised. “Right now, I want you to just enjoy yourself, and know that I want you to feel good.”

She opened her mouth, and let out a long sigh, as Calon leaned in and kissed down the inside of her neck. Her body was sensitive, far more than she realized. Calon’s touch was electric. She squirmed as he thrust into her, and that caused her clit to rub on his pubic bone as he bottomed out inside her. Hannah thought upon on his words, and rather than lament her loss of control, she focused on him and the way he made her feel. The sensations running through her body, while physically something she had experienced before, weren’t something someone had given her. She wasn’t a rapist, but there were more than a few people who gave her what she wanted out of a crazy mix of fear and lust, without the intimacy and true care Calon was showing her right now. There was a rapport building that was something she’d never had before and it made her vulnerable in ways never experienced.

Calon wanted her to cum. But he was also getting to the end of his own steam. Hannah made small noises and clung to him as he took her. She was clearly enjoying the strange sensation of someone being with her like this. She had that confident and sexy facade about her, and it all melted as she clenched her eyes shut. Without warning, Calon erupted, and he drove himself deep.

Hannah, feeling the heat of his seed spray into her, finally tipped over the edge. She whimpered as she dug her claws into Calon’s shoulders. He gasped but there was no stopping now and Hannah’s pussy throbbed madly around his erection. He held her close as she came and the two of them came down together a few moments later. Calon leaned in and kissed her, making Hannah feel strange once more.

“Upgrade Mist.”

Upgrade Mist?

Nightmare’s body can transform into black mist equal to 10x volume of original body.*

*Mist is capable of taking solid form for 1 mana per second

1 perk

Y/N

“Yes,” Calon accepted. “Upgrade Mist.”

Upgrade Mist 2?

Nightmare’s body can transform into black mist equal to 100x volume of original body.*

*Mist is capable of taking solid form for 1 mana per second

2 perks

Y/N

“Yes,” Calon accepted again. Then he thought for a moment. “Upgrade Mana.”

Hannah’s eyes went wide, but he ignored her as he looked at the latest popup.

Upgrade Mana?

Larger pool of mana allows casters to perform more magic. Increase by 100%

1 perk

Y/N

Calon looked down at Hannah’s surprised face and kissed her gently, before pulling back. “Yes.”

“You just…”

“Four points,” Calon nodded. “I have one left.”

Bonus!

You have mastered your summon!*

*Any old summoner can command respect. It takes a true master to earn the devotion of his summons.

You have (2) perks to spend!

Calon grinned and dismissed the pop-up and kissed her once again. This time, Hannah rolled them over and Calon let her take control. She didn’t ride him how he expected her to. Instead, she slipped off his cock and moved down his body.

“Do you trust me, Master?”

“Of course I do,” Calon grinned.

She opened her mouth wide, showing all those teeth. This was a side of her he’d never really seen. She had always been measured in her response to sucking him. True to his word, Calon didn’t flinch as it vanished between her fangs. But he did moan as her tongue wrapped tightly around his length. She kept eye contact as she bobbed up and down. Calon reached down to touch her, only to see a flash of anger. Pulling away, she went back to slowly sucking him and Calon relaxed onto his elbows.

The sensation was intense, despite having already cum, and Calon was breathing hard in moments. The more he seemed to enjoy it, the faster Hannah got, until she was taking him from tip to base with sharp jerks of her head.

“Hannah,” Calon hissed.

She moaned and sucked even harder. Calon’s toes curled, and she gripped his hips firmly to hold him in place. Calon jerked and Hannah used the motion to slip her arms under his ass, before pressing her face firmly into his crotch. As she swallowed, Calon went cross-eyed and fired his seed directly down her throat. Hannah moaned in appreciation, before lightly bobbing up and down as she swallowed repeatedly.

Only when Calon was at the point of oversensitivity did she release, pulling off his cock with a small ‘pop.’

“Oh fuck,” Calon panted.

“You didn’t need to do that last upgrade,” Hannah whispered.

“No,” Calon agreed. “But you only have thirty seconds to use your physical form. And now you have a full minute.”

“Fool,” Hannah kissed the side of his dick once more. “I could simply feast and take the mana I needed directly.”

“You still can,” Calon shuddered as she ran kisses across his cock. “Now you just have a bit of extra leeway.”

Hannah gave him a small glare before licking the head of his cock. Calon squirmed, and Hannah chuckled darkly. “Master deserves another reward.”

“No,” Calon reached down and grabbed his cock to protect it. “Master has earned enough.”

Hannah chuckled darkly and turned into mist. Her form washed over him and she re-solidified, sitting on his hips. Calon found himself pinned down, with his arms out to one side, as Hannah leaned down to kiss him.

“Now it’s my turn,” she whispered.

“Before you get into it,” Chrissy called, as she appeared between the trees. “Suki is following something through the trees. It snuck into the camp and one of the traders caught a punch in the back of the head.”

“Shit,” Calon frowned.

Hannah hissed and burst into her mist form before it flowed through the trees in pursuit. Though, Calon wasn’t sure if she was mad about having to chase down her prey, or at being interrupted. Either way… he wasn’t exactly sure if he was relieved, or dismayed by the interruption.

“You going to put that away, or am I going to suck it for you?” Chrissy asked. Calon rolled his eyes and tucked his cock back into his pants. “Way to make a girl feel special, y’know?”

“It’s not that,” Calon promised. “I held her down, then she blew me. You interrupted the third time.”

“Wait,” Chrissy frowned. “Third? Aren’t you sore?”

“A little,” Calon admitted. “That’s why I’m not complaining.”

“Too much pussy,” Chrissy joked. “But now I know you’re good for twice. I want it in both pussies next time we’re together.”

“Seriously?” Calon sighed as his cock throbbed painfully in his pants.

“What?” Chrissy threw her arms out. “You’ve got the only dick I’ve ever wanted to fuck. You gonna blame a girl for wanting to fuck it?”

“No,” Calon rolled his eyes.

“Well,” Chrissy shrugged. “C’mon, get on my back. I’ll lead you back.”

“I can walk,” Calon sighed.

“Can you see in the dark?” Chrissy shot back.

Calon glanced around before shaking his head. “Not really.”

“So stop being a fucking dumbass and get on my back before I drag your stupid ass out of the forest.”

Calon snorted out a laugh. The woman knew what she wanted. It was so different from how their relationship started. The unbridled hate was long gone. Instead, it was replaced by the snark and attitude of a woman who just wanted to get things done. She shared a bit of that with Hannah, but without the terror and the desire to be in control. Chrissy was a rather gentle woman when she wanted to be. Perhaps even the most gentle, which was why she protected it with all that attitude.

With little reason to deny her in the end, Calon moved over and swing a leg over her back. Her lower body was furred and delightfully warm. He shuffled closer to her human back and was mindful of her wings as she kept them curled against her side.

“You can put your hands around me,” she whispered.

Calon remembered the first time they’d done this. She was furious about being touched at all, so he didn’t hesitate for a moment, putting his hands on her now.

“I’ve been meaning to say,” Chrissy whispered as she started off through the trees. “Being able to fly it’s… amazing.”

“I’m glad,” Calon smiled. “You’re getting really good at it.”

“I am,” Chrissy agreed. “Not just the flying, but getting around day to day in this body. It’s more natural now, especially since you upgraded me to Royal.”

“You don’t hate me for bringing you here?” Calon asked.

Chrissy sighed. “I never hated you, Calon. I thought you brought me here as some freaky sex thing. Your fucking step-sister is a god-damned Succubus, for fuck’s sake.”

Calon nodded. “And now?”

“It’s definitely a freaky sex thing.” Chrissy giggled. “But you’re also kinda stupid, and I get that you didn’t do it on purpose. I still feel like me, I still think like me, and I still think Evie is the sexiest woman alive. The only thing I can’t seem to understand is why I suddenly don’t think the idea of dicks is gross.”

Calon frowned. “S–”

“If you fucking apologize to me, I’m going to throw you down and finish what Hannah started,” Chrissy huffed. “I’m not talking about all dicks. I’m not attracted to men, just… just you.”

Calon wasn’t sure what to think of that. “Chrissy, do you think that my powers are compelling you to want to sleep with me?”

“Nope,” Chrissy said immediately. “If you brought me here and Evie wasn’t waiting for me. I’d have chewed your cock off and shit down your throat out of pure spite.”

Calon swallowed nervously. “Wow.”

“Tell me how you’re supposed to react, when you’re yanked out of dreams and stuck in some backwards, hillbilly type bullshit with six limbs, wings, and the first person you meet is a fucking centaur?” Chrissy snorted. “The past is the past,” Chrissy continued after a few moments. “But make damn sure if you summon anyone from home, you think about it real hard first.”


Chapter Six




“Appreciate the lift,” Tony waved.

Calon nodded and Suki made a small chirp as the man stepped away. “Be safe, Tony,” Calon nodded.

“You as well,” he grinned and turned to walk down the driveway.

Calon looked over at the farm and saw a familiar pair on the porch of the old farmhouse. Burt and Ches gave them all a wave, and Calon waved back. Suki curled back into his side and Calon smiled as he flicked the reins once more. The morning started well enough. The thief that Suki tracked down turned out to be a rather terrified young man. Part of the bandits, he decided to strike out on his own. He was living alone in a small camp near town and was surviving off what he could get his hands on.

When they tracked him down, he had no fight. He didn’t even try to run. When the tears started flowing, and his nose started producing more fluids than Calon was comfortable dealing with, he put away his knife. So Hannah ate him.

Five bronze later, Calon and the others curled up in bed after the world’s fastest sponge bath and rested till morning. Calon’s wagon was in the center of the caravan. Just how he had positioned himself before. Only now, with his own wagon, Calon was concentrating on the road. Suki had her usual spot, curled up against his side, using his lap as a pillow. Chrissy was circling around, watching for danger. Evie was up the front with Nette once more and Clarissa was in the back, resting in place as she waited for something that wasn’t ‘boring’ to happen.

The only one Calon wasn’t sure of was Hannah. The Nightmare had patrolled through the night, visiting Calon in the morning. Only to vanish as the caravan started. It was as likely she was beneath a wagon in the shade. Hidden within the caravan in waiting. Not that it mattered. Calon knew she was safe. He just wished that he already had the roof for his own wagon, so she could rest nearby. It was a comfort, knowing they would have that for the return trip.

“Suki?” Calon glanced down at the purring Neko.

“Yes, Master?”

Calon stroked her ears. “You haven’t had any thoughts about what your ability could be?”

“No, Master,” Suki stretched and rolled to stare up at him. “I do get this weird feeling sometimes.”

Calon nodded. “Describe it.”

“It’s… like an adrenaline rush,” she mumbled. “But… it’s not, at the same time.”

“If you get the zoomies, stick close,” Calon joked.

Suki giggled and nodded. “It’s… almost like that. I get the feeling I want to move, but…”

“If it needs to be unlocked first, that would make sense. Maybe it’s not something all Neko’s learn how to do?” Calon suggested.

Suki shrugged. “I’m not sure. I wouldn’t mind an upgrade or two, though.”

Calon grinned and placed a hand on her belly. She purred, and he could feel the vibrations through his palm as he rubbed her belly. “Not tonight. I need to spend a little time with Evie first.”

“Oh?” Suki trilled.

Calon smiled at how cute she was being. “My chat with Hannah last night. She made some good points. Evie’s fireball is useful, but it’s a bit of a liability as well. Hannah thinks her Charm skill could have an area of effect if I upgrade it.”

“Oh shit,” Suki nodded. “That would be huge.”

“It really would,” Calon agreed. “I’m thinking about our team. You and Chrissy are good DPS.”

“With an upgrade like that, Evie would be crowd control, and you’re our support. But what about Clarissa?”

“Wildcard,” Calon grinned. “You saw how she was able to handle that guard.”

“Damn fucking straight!” The slime called from the back of the wagon. “I’m a fucking badass now!”

Calon and Suki laughed, but didn’t shoot her down. She was slowly starting to fit in, and while she could still be abrasive, it wasn’t usually directed at them.

“But, for those of us who aren’t computer nerds. What’s a wildcard?” She asked.

“You’re fluid,” Calon said, then sighed as he realized the irony of the statement. “Bad analogy. You’re able to react to things differently to the rest of us. Like in the cell, you snuck in and got the keys. You also made excellent use of your elasticity when running from the wolves.”

“Wait…” Clarissa sat up. “I’m the messenger girl?”

Calon rolled his eyes. “That’s probably the worst way to look at it.”

“It’s true though, that’s what you’re saying!” Clarissa snapped.

“It’s more than that,” Suki tried as she slipped off Calon’s lap and into the back of the wagon. “Remember, you caught that guy, threw him across the room, and knocked him out. You’re also ridiculously strong.”

“I am a delicate woman,” Clarissa huffed.

“Of course you are!” Suki agreed. “But you’re also a fucking badass, right?”

“Right,” Clarissa grunted.

“Exactly,” Suki continued. “So yes, sometimes you’ll be finding things. Other times, you can be a spy. You can get into places nobody else can and look around. More than that, with how strong you are, and how hard it is to hurt you, you could make surprise attacks, or… imagine trying to break down a castle wall. You’re the one we’d send inside to open the gate.”

“I could be all ninja,” Clarissa snorted. “That’s so fucking lame.”

“But you could do it,” Suki pressed.

“You’re cute as fuck when you’re trying to make me feel better,” Clarissa smiled.

Calon glanced over his shoulder, seeing Suki’s satisfied grin as Clarissa stroked her ears. He turned back to the road and concentrated on the surroundings. It wasn’t likely they’d be attacked. The goblins were gone, the bandits were little better. Between those two, it was unlikely there was much else out here, though that might change in the vacuum the two groups left behind.

“Need some music or something,” Calon joked quietly to himself. “This is going to be a long trip otherwise.”

He caught a glimpse of Chrissy as she circled back around. She waved a lazy hand towards him. It was a casual way to let him know there was nothing out there that was dangerous. Calon could only hope that continued.

The caravan trundled along for the rest of the day. Sahm moved up and down as he did before. He stopped for a time with Calon, riding in the back while they discussed how things would go for the evening. Calon explained how Hannah would keep watch, and Sahm decided he and Nette would take turns doing it as well.

That didn’t make any difference to Calon, but he wasn’t going to argue. It would mean they were both responsible for the caravan’s safety at night. Something he was thankful for as the caravan pulled up in that same rest area a day’s ride from Beenleigh. Evie was along within moments of Calon pulling his wagon up to one side. Despite their agreements with the caravan master, Calon still preferred to give his group a little space.

“I’ve got the horse,” Evie offered. “You get the tent.”

“Got it,” Calon agreed.

“What’s the horse’s name?” Clarissa asked.

Calon frowned. “I haven’t really thought of one yet.”

Clarissa stared at him and tilted her head. “You suck.”

Calon snorted in amusement and nodded. “You may be right. Can you give me a hand with the tent?”

Clarissa looked around before glancing down. “I’m sitting on it, aren’t I?”

“Yup,” Calon grinned.

The slime got up and hefted the bag into the air with a single… well, not a hand. It resembled a tentacle that she wrapped around the bag. It came off the wagon with ease, and the slime carried it over to Calon before depositing it into his arms.

“Thanks,” Calon croaked as he took the weight. “You’re really fucking strong, you know that?”

“Yup,” Clarissa joked. “C’mon. I’ll help.”

Calon watched as she fell forward off the wagon. Rather than land on her feet, her body kinda smooshed into the ground before reforming into her humanoid form once more.

“You don’t change color like you used to,” he prompted.

Clarissa looked at her own hands and shook her head. “I did that before because I couldn’t control it. It’s… easier now.”

“Good,” Calon smiled.

“Do you think you can upgrade me some more?”

Calon frowned. “Maybe, but… not yet.”

“Evie first,” Clarissa nodded. “I heard the conversation.”

“Yes,” Calon agreed. “But… yeah. If that’s something you want, we can definitely do that later.”

Clarissa sighed. “We’re all so fucking weird.”

Calon and Suki laughed as they got to work. Clarissa’s face turned a shade darker, but he could tell she was pleased with herself for making them laugh. He carried the tent over to a clear spot by the trees and started setting up. Clarissa helped, mostly by holding and lifting, while Calon worked on the ropes and ties. Suki, in her usual gleefulness, started a small fire and got out their supplies to make some dinner. Evie hobbled the horse before coming over to help with the ropes and Chrissy landed softly beside the tent before folding her wings.

“How’s it look out there?” Calon asked.

“Trees, trees, then the river, and then more trees,” Chrissy shrugged. “I think there are a few camps out there. I didn’t get close enough to see. They’re really out there.”

“Big camps?” Calon asked. “Maybe dangerous?”

“Calon, you’re human. You don’t even have claws. Literally, everything is dangerous to you,” Chrissy frowned. “But no… small camps. Just a little fire to make a line of smoke that I could see from the air.”

Calon frowned at the Griffon, but couldn’t argue the fact either. She was right. Humanity didn’t evolve to be the fastest, the strongest, or the best armed. Humanity’s ancestors hunted the mighty mammoths by following them at a brisk walk until the mammoth got so tired it fell over. Then they clubbed it over the head with a big rock. Humanity was intelligent, and that led to being adaptable. But that didn’t make them the top of the food chain, not by a long shot.

“Maybe I should work on my own stats,” Calon grunted.

“Your support skills, yes,” Hannah said as she formed inside the darkening space of the tent. “Revive and soft touch are upgraded enough. But your healing and buff abilities would be beneficial. Berserk should only be used in extreme cases.”

“If I use Berserk, I can use Drain though,” Calon pointed out.

“Are you so sure that Drain isn’t active from a summon killing an enemy?” Hannah tilted her head.

“That sounds a bit broken.” Evie frowned. “If you use feast, and replenish your own mana, how does that then replenish Calon’s?”

“I’ve never checked to test it,” Calon nodded. “Something to work on.”

“It is,” Hannah nodded. “Buffing at the very least.”

“Man can buff me all he wants,” Clarissa joked softly.

When everyone turned to look at her, she shrunk back. “Shit, was that out loud?”

“Yup,” Suki grinned.

Clarissa groaned, and everyone snickered at her embarrassment. Calon wasn’t sure how things were going to go in the future. They were going to make it to Beenleigh the following day. Likely, the town would have a few choice words or opinions regarding the death of the Sheriff. Then there was the church. Whatever it was they did in the town, they were responsible for killing Hannah. It might be best to ask her to remain hidden when possible, just to avoid any incidents. That was going to be the plan for heading south, regardless.

“Alright, let’s get the bedding set up. Then… Clarissa, think you could give us a wash?”

“What am I? Your fucking slave?” The Slime complained.

“Yes,” Evie nodded, as she prodded the collar around her neck.

“I mean, I don’t like it,” Chrissy added. “But he does literally own us.”

“Don’t say it like that,” Calon complained.

“Why, Master?” Suki purred. “I like that you own me.”

Calon groaned and shook his head before clapping his hands. “Come on. I need to do a walk around with Sahm before it gets dark. Let’s go!”

“Of course, Master,” Hannah laughed darkly.

Calon ignored her as the others laughed. They did get back to work, though. The tent was finished in record time, while the smell of a lovely stew filled the air. They weren’t the only ones either. The camp itself was lively as men, and a few women got to work. Calon hadn’t paid much attention until now, but there were more than a few camp women who worked with the caravan. Whether they were spouses, daughters or just staff employed by the traders, Calon wasn’t sure. But they were there and worked quickly to set up alongside the usual drivers.

“Calon?” Sahm called.

Calon glanced at the ladies. “That’s me. I want to get back to the bed and have a meal.”

“Want us naked and willing too?” Clarissa asked.

Calon smirked. “Maybe later. But I need to spend a little time with Evie first.”

“Me?” Evie’s eyes flashed pink.

Calon nodded. “Need to discuss spending a few points.”

Her grin followed him out of the tent and all the way to Sahm. He could see the glow of her eyes and gave Calon a questioning look. “Do I want to know?”

“Probably not,” Calon smirked. “I’ll take your lead for now. Anything to watch for?”

“Not really,” Sahm shook his head. “Not here at least. South of Beenleigh, things can get rough, but at least this far, things are pretty tidy.”

“More brush clearing, you mean?” Calon looked at the adventurer.

“That, and more,” he nodded. “Sometimes we’ll have beastkin that will camp in the rest spots. Try and extort payment to leave.”

Calon frowned. “How does that turn out?”

“Depends on how many there are,” Sahm paused. “Nette and I alone, we’d usually end up paying something. With you and the summons, I’m hoping they take one look at Chrissy or Hannah and run for the hills.”

Calon nodded. “Chrissy has a skill that causes fear. That can definitely be arranged.”

“Good,” Sahm nodded as they continued their patrol.

Calon walked alongside the man as they discussed possible situations. What to do if they were ambushed on the road, or attacked in the night. At night wasn’t much of a concern. Hannah would be a terrifying threat to anyone that didn’t have similar abilities to the priests. In the dark of night, she would be free to feast and kill at her leisure. The greater threat was a daytime attack by a hidden ambush.

Chrissy, despite her fantastic vision, still struggled to spot things in the trees. And there were an awful lot of trees. She may see movement as they got into position. But any group already set and waiting would likely be missed unless they gave themselves away. The protocol, in most cases, was to take cover. Calon was to get in the back and protect himself, while the rest of the summons fought on his behalf. He was then on healing duty, getting everyone back into traveling condition. It made sense in the end. Calon was valuable, and his abilities were rare, especially for a summoner.

When they got around to Sahm’s camp, Calon gave Nette a wave as she tended to their own meal for the night. Then turned back to Sahm with a nod.

“Right, as it gets dark, Hannah will be moving about. Her mist form is upgraded, so she could probably obscure the entire camp if needed,” Calon explained.

“Still, Nette and I will be taking regular patrols. We won’t leave the camp, but maybe Hannah will push off into the trees to make sure nothing is sneaking up?”

“I’ll ask,” Calon nodded. “You enjoy your evening.”

“Will do,” Sahm waved as Calon turned back to the camp.

He made it back as the ladies sat around the fire. Suki gave Calon a reproachful look, and he rolled his eyes, seeing the overly full bowl waiting for him.

“You could have eaten,” Calon rubbed her ears.

“I wanted you to feed me,” Suki protested softly. “I’m so hungry, Master.”

Calon smirked and sat down before pulling Suki into his lap. Clarissa watched them with a small pout, and Calon could see a small spill, like she had tried to feed the Neko herself. He’d deal with it later. For now, Calon took the first mouthful, and moaned, before scooping up a second, that he offered to Suki. She purred happily as he alternated between them both.

When Calon finally set the bowl down, he let out a grunt of satisfaction. Suki purred, and he rubbed her ears. “Delicious.”

“I am, but did you like the stew?” She purred.

Calon chuckled and pressed a kiss to the top of her head. “Be good. And I might have some treats for you later.”

“I’ll be extra good,” she licked her lips.

Calon rolled his eyes as Suki crawled out of his lap. She headed straight for Clarissa, who tried to appear aloof, but was already extending fingers towards the Neko for head scratches.

“Clarissa might need your help in a minute. Just need to chat with Evie first,” Calon nodded at the Slime.

“Yes, sir,” the Slime huffed.

“She’s getting it,” Evie giggled, before getting up.

Calon waved for her to join him, and she jogged over to his side. They didn’t move away from the group. This wasn’t private, nor was it sensitive. He just wanted to make sure she understood it was personal when he started.

“You made me promise never to change you without your permission,” Calon smiled. “Hannah and I discussed a few things.”

“My charm ability,” Evie nodded. “She mentioned something, but didn’t elaborate.”

“If I upgrade it. It might be an area of effect ability,” Calon explained.

Evie’s eyes went wide before she nodded. “That… makes sense.” Then she smiled. “Does that mean…”

“Are you going to make me clean you up afterwards as well?” Clarissa asked in a whining tone.

“No,” Evie grinned. “That can be Suki’s job.”

“Yay!” the Neko giggled.

It only took a moment for Clarissa to clean them both. The removal of the day’s grime let the pair walk hand in hand back to the tent, where Calon was faced with the pink glow of Evie’s eyes.

“Master,” she trembled. “It’s been so long.”

“It’s been… Llke two days,” Calon smirked.

“An eternity,” Evie whimpered.

It was then, they heard a small patter. Calon glanced up at the roof of the tent, and Evie dived for his pants. He chuckled as she worked on the ties, but that turned to a small murmur as Chrissy slipped into the tent.

“It’s starting to rain,” the Griffon mumbled.

“They’re going to watch me,” Evie whimpered as she fished out Calon’s cock.

He opened his mouth to respond, before closing it as he choked out a groan of pleasure. Evie’s mouth bobbed on his length, driving rational thought from the forefront of his mind. She worked him, even as the tent opened, letting Suki in as the rain got heavier. Clarissa was next, before Hannah materialized at Calon’s back.

“While I would love to stay and watch, I have other duties to attend,” she hissed.

Calon turned his head and collected the Nightmare’s lips before she vanished in a puff of cold mist. Calon turned back to Evie, who was staring up at him with a manic gleam in her eyes.

“Wanna swallow the first one?” Calon offered.

Evie’s eyes glinted, and she doubled down, sucking him from tip to base and back again.

“Let me get her ready,” Chrissy offered.

She crouched down and started loosening Evie’s clothing. Her shirt was first, which left Calon sighing in disgruntlement as Evie’s lips slipped free. It was only for a moment as she pulled her shirt off, before diving back in, taking Calon’s cock into her throat. She hummed in delight as Chrissy massaged her breasts, before shifting her focus lower and undoing the Succubi’s pants.

“She’s really into that,” Clarissa commented.

“I’m so jealous,” Suki pouted. “I wanna be all sex kitteny.”

Calon rolled his eyes and glanced at the Neko. “Touch your clit, no cumming until I give you permission.”

She trembled before flopping onto her back and spreading her legs. “Yes, Master.”

Calon shook his head. “What about you?” He asked Chrissy. “Do you wanna be a sex kitten, too?”

Chrissy glared dangerously at Calon before shaking her head. “No, thanks.”

Calon nodded. “Fair enough. Do you want to sit on Evie’s face while I fuck her, then?”

Chrissy shoved Evie to the floor of the tent and started working at the ties to her armor. Ufal had done a fantastic job of it, and she could dress herself without too much of a problem. Calon still gave her a hand, making quick work of getting the Griffon naked. Calon took the armor and tossed it aside, where Suki was whimpering as she lightly massaged her clit.

“You can go harder than that,” he ordered.

Suki made a pathetic mewl, before increasing the pressure on her clit, while Clarissa was in blob form in the corner. Calon turned back to Chrissy as she pulled a face. Evie hadn’t wasted a moment, diving between the Griffon’s forelimbs and had latched to her clit with eagerness. On her knees, Evie’s ass swayed from side to side, and Calon took it in hand.

“Eager, slut,” He gave it a slap, making Evie yelp, before doubling down on Chrissy’s pussy.

Calon took her swaying tail and offered it to Chrissy. The large woman took it and gave him a smile before feeding it into her mouth. Evie made a noise of pleasure, and Calon grinned before getting to his knees. His cock hard and pointing the way, he steered it between her legs, and pressed it straight into her already dripping pussy.

Evie’s cries were muffled as Calon pushed her harder into Chrissy’s pussy. Her pussy throbbed around his cock, and Calon felt the way it gripped him as he withdrew. Only to accept him fully, as he drove himself back in. Her body responded the way he wanted, and she gasped and cried out, but didn’t stop pleasuring Chrissy. Chrissy was murmuring in pleasure as she gently rocked against Evie’s mouth.

“Chrissy,” Calon grunted. “Swap pussies.”

The Griffon frowned, but shifted slightly. Calon took the opportunity to flip Evie onto her back, where she gasped and stared up at him with wide, glowing eyes. Chrissy shifted forward, lowering her rear pussy down over Evie’s mouth, before closing her eyes.

Calon got into position, sliding his cock deeply into the succubus once more, before leaning in towards Chrissy’s pussy. She was wet down her thighs and he felt her fingers dig into his scalp as he dragged his tongue through her folds. She pressed against him, and he could feel the way she trembled. With both of her pussies getting attention, she wasn’t going to last long… neither was Evie. The Succubus was kicking her legs softly as her pussy leaked out around them. Calon thrust firmly into her before a squeak caught his attention.

“Master, please?” Suki begged.

“No,” Calon grunted. “Keep going.”

“Noooo,” Suki complained as she kept on rubbing herself.

Calon felt Evie’s pussy contract and grit his teeth. That contraction turned into a pulse, and he felt her pussy go into overdrive. He forced himself deep inside her, and felt those internal lips slurp down his cock, and that was enough to push him over the edge.

“Oh, fuck. I’m cumming!” Chrissy groaned.

Calon moaned as he fired his seed into Evie’s pussy. She jerked her hips, riding him from below, as Chrissy’s pussy drooled down his chin. The Griffon pulled away with a gasp and slumped to the floor, as Evie clutched the floor of the tent and stared at Calon with adoring eyes.

“Please, Master?” Suki begged again.

Calon shook his head. “Upgrade Charm.”

Upgrade Charm?

Temporarily bewitch the mind of any human or beastkin within two paces if able to see caster’s eyes.

2 perks

Y/N

Calon stared at the notification for a moment and nodded. “Yes.”

Accepted!

“Maaaaster!” Suki squealed.

Calon slid his cock out of Evie’s pussy and snagged Suki by the ankle. She let out a soft ‘meow’ as he dragged her into his lap. She gave him a wide-eyed look as he rolled her over, before taking one of her ears and using it as a handle to steer between Evie’s open legs. Both women made noises of complaint. Evie, from the intense sensation of a tongue on her clit, moments after she had just cum, and Suki’s from the desperate need to join her.

“And now,” Calon took hold of his still hard cock. “You can cum.”

Sinking deep into the Neko, he felt her orgasm hit, and her body jerked. From one extreme to the other, the Neko went from denial to overstimulation. And she loved her Master even more for it.


Chapter Seven




“Well, this is shit,” Chrissy complained.

Calon had half a mind to agree with her. The rain hit soon after they packed up camp for the day. Calon remembered the weather from back home. A ten-minute downpour, followed by a blinding sun that would raise the humidity high enough to grow mold indoors. Only the rain had been coming down hard for an hour now. The wind howled through the trees, the biting edge of which, was worn down by the dense foliage.

It was far too dangerous for Chrissy to be out flying in this kind of weather. Instead, she was periodically roaming ahead. More for effect than any real attempt at scouting. Nothing would be out in this weather. Nothing smart anyway.

“Where’s Suki, anyway?” Chrissy called.

Calon let out a soft sigh, and leaned back, making the obvious lump in his lap more obvious. When the rain started, Suki darted into the back and retrieved a long oiled cloak for Calon to wear. The catch being, she was inside it, keeping dry and warm.

Unfortunately, it wasn’t the only thing she was doing. And her claws digging into his thigh were hard to ignore. With the wind, rain and cold, Suki had quickly progressed from helpful, to adorable, to hormonal. With Calon concentrating on driving, and unable to reach under the cloak to stop her. Suki had taken advantage and was promptly impaled on his cock as she mewled with each bump and jostle of the wagon.

She had proven to be both wonderful at keeping the two of them warm. And extremely distracting, as the stimulation wasn’t quite enough to get Calon to finish. But more than enough for the Neko, who had finished several times since she had started.

“She’s been under there the whole time?” Chrissy demanded.

“Yup,” Calon grunted as the wagon hit a small bump, making Suki moan in pleasure. “Soon as it started raining.”

Chrissy shook her head and jogged towards the front of the caravan. Calon glanced around. Evie was at the rear today. She was likely inside one of the covered wagons with Hannah. Clarissa, being the exception, was lounging about on the back, enjoying the rain. Being a slime, not only did it not bother her, but she had explained that it made her feel clean. Like she was renewing part of herself by absorbing the water and using it to flush out whatever counted as waste to a slime.

With nobody paying attention, Calon bundled the reins into his left hand and pulled his right into the cloak. Suki squirmed as he roughly manhandled her, but she opened her legs eagerly as he reached down between them. Her claws were only a moment behind as he attacked her clit. Her breath came hot on his arm as he rubbed her furiously. If she wasn’t going to provide the stimulation he wanted, he was going to get it some other way.

Suki’s body jerked, and her pussy throbbed around him. It was good, but not nearly enough, so Calon didn’t let up for a moment. Suki’s claws sank deeper into his skin as he continued rubbing her clit even as she came.

“You earned this,” Calon hissed. “You got me all worked up, so now I’m going to do the same to you until I finish.”

“Yes, master,” Suki breathed as she hit her second orgasm in the same number of minutes.

Calon grunted as her insides massaged his cock. It was working, and he was feeling a measure of satisfaction. She jerked in his lap, leaning back on his chest. She pulled her legs up, and Calon could feel each time her body shook, causing her to bounce up and down on his cock.

“That’s a good kitty,” Calon whispered.

“What was that?” Clarissa asked as she leaned on his shoulder.

Calon gaped for a moment as Suki continued to bounce, driving herself down on his cock. He tried to pull her close and make her stop. That served to muffle the noises she made, but now, when she rocked her hips, it let her hump against his hand, even as she drove herself back and forth on his cock.

“N-nothing,” Calon shook his head.

“Hmm,” Clarissa sighed. “Well, where’s Suki?”

“Cloak,” Calon grunted.

Clarissa sighed again and shook her head. “Seriously, I can keep her dry. I want some scritches.”

To Calon’s horror, he felt a slimy tendril dip under the edge of his cloak, and Calon turned towards her with a jolt. “Stop! She’s…”

Clarissa frowned. “She’s?”

“Ahhh—”

“Jesus fuck, are you screwing her right now?” Calon rolled his eyes, before Clarissa shifted and pushed half her form under the cloak. “God, why are you like this?”

“You like Master’s cock as much as I do!” Suki squealed.

Clarissa growled and pulled away, before leaning around Calon’s back. She pressed her head into his shoulder and let out a small hiss. “I want my scritches, so let’s get this over with.”

Calon felt two slimy appendages wrap around the Neko, and Suki had no time to work out what was going on, before Clarissa lifted her several inches. Only to drive her back down on Calon’s lap. The two of them gasped before Clarissa did it again. She pumped the Neko up and down on Calon’s cock, driving them both insane. Calon was only barely conscious of the wagon in front and he did his best keeping them on on target while Suki was used as a living fleshlight.

“Mmmaa–!”

Calon silenced the Neko with his hand. Pinning her in place, he pulled her down as his cock erupted inside her. Suki, feeling the throb of his cock, let out a muffled scream through his hand. Clarissa, realizing what was happening, stopped her actions and held them both steady as they came. Calon felt spurt of spurt enter the kitty and felt it as she leaked out around him. Despite the mess, it was exactly what he wanted, and as his vision returned to normal, he felt it as Suki was slowly dragged off his cock by the insistent slime.

They both grunted as Suki came free, and Calon was about to try to put his cock away, when he felt a layer of slime envelop his cock.

“Can’t have you making a mess now,” Clarissa mumbled.

“M-master!”

Calon glanced over and saw Suki laying on her back, with a slimy tendril pushing into her pussy. It pushed, pulled, swirled and throbbed, making Suki shudder and moan.

“Goes for you too, Miss Kitty. Dirty kitties don’t get their head rubs.”

Calon watched Suki hit yet another orgasm, while Clarissa’s appendage slowly withdrew from his cock. Then he decided it wasn’t worth trying to address. Suki could be assertive when she wanted to. This clearly wasn’t bothering her. Though it was likely Evie might ask for similar treatment if she found out Clarissa was comfortable doing it.

It was also good timing for them to stop. Around the next bend, the outskirts of Beenleigh came into view. The town was quiet. Nobody wanted to be out in this weather. The buildings were shut up tight, and the caravan slowed. Despite the rain, Calon could tell that things hadn’t gone well for the settlement. It looked rundown and messy. Debris was strewn about, like the people here lost their will to care.

Calon shook his head, thinking about the beastkin that lived here. If they were all dead, or driven away by the Sheriff and his men, there likely wasn’t anyone willing to do the jobs they did. Now, with the sheriff dead, and a few of the deputies as well, it was likely there were bigger problems in this town.

As the Caravan passed through, Calon spotted the charred remains of Ches’s store. It was just a blackened husk and Calon felt his anger surge. No wonder the old nag hadn’t left Burt’s farm. Even if she did, there wasn’t anything to return to.

“Calon!” Sahm yelled.

Calon looked up and spotted the man jogging through the rain towards him. He waved, and Sahm climbed up into the wagon to join him.

“We’re not stopping. Gonna push through. The rain isn’t bothering the horses,” he said.

Calon nodded and could already see the leading edge of the caravan turning off George Street into the south.

“Is it normal for towns like this to lock up for the weather?” Calon asked.

Sahm shrugged. “Not sure. Usually when it rains this bad, we’re out on the road between towns. Never arrived mid storm before.”

Calon nodded in agreement and saw the wagon ahead begin to move. With a light crack of the reins, Calon got his horse moving, and Sahm watched the buildings.

“Honestly, I’m glad we’re moving on. The town feels different this time,” he mumbled.

Calon glanced around, spotting movement as someone pulled a curtain, as if they had been watching only moments before. “I’m not sure. Our visits to this town have never been particularly friendly.”

Sahm glanced at Calon and nodded. “I guess you’d be right about that.”

Calon nodded and steered his wagon around the slow bend. Water was flowing over the road. Not like it was flooding, but like there weren’t any adequate channels for it to escape as it worked back to the river. It made for interesting patterns, flowing around the wheels of the carriage ahead. Which was the only reason Calon noticed the red tinge.

He frowned and glanced upstream before freezing in horror. Without thinking, Calon hauled the reins up before leaping down from the wagon. Ignoring the shouts, Calon ran towards the scene. A scaffold had been raised. Three beings were upon it, with muddy boot prints covering the wood, like people had been here only minutes before.

The two men, one of which, barely out of his teens, and a woman, were stripped naked. They had been shaved, tarred and then feathered, before ropes were placed around their necks. One of the men and the woman had their hands bound behind their backs. The third teen had gotten free and had only a hand stuck through the rope around his neck. He was the source of the blood, as someone had cut his throat, even while he hung, before leaving the trio in the weather like a warning.

“Calon!” Chrissy yelled as she slid to a stop beside him.

He felt her arms before she was pulling back.

“Chrissy–”

“I see it, Calon,” she pulled him away. “I know.”

“FUCK!” Calon swore and spun back to the caravan.

The wagon stuck behind Calon was glaring at him while Sahm was out of sight. Suki and Clarissa were perched upon the wagon, waiting, and the leaders of the caravan were already moving out of town. Calon swore again as he hauled himself up onto the driver’s seat and snapped the reins a little harder than he meant.

The horse knickered at the treatment, but got moving. Calon swore again, shaking his head as the grizzly sight vanished behind him. Calon kept his eyes on the road. The memory of their escape from the town burned in the back of his mind. He felt bad for the beastkin who was hung on the day they first arrived. Seeing it now just made him madder. This town had a problem, and likely that was the same problem that led to the problems in the north.

“Calon?”

He sighed and glanced over as Chrissy pulled up beside the wagon. Perched on her back was Evie, who climbed up onto the seat beside him. She was dressed in an oiled cloak, as he was, and she didn’t hesitate for a moment before putting her arms around him. Chrissy, seeing her lover go to work, slinked off into the trees.

She was mad too. What happened in this town wasn’t right. Seeing that happening, even now, without the sheriff, was just awful. She lunged at the nearby trees, tearing bark and ripping off branches. She snarled and bit and fought. Exerting herself as she could, Chrissy fought imaginary foes until her muscles began to ache, and only then, she fought harder.
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The rain lasted another two days, breaking up on the third. It was more rain than Calon could ever comprehend, and it had slowed things considerably. Now the ground had time to soak it all in, the hard packed earth was thick mud. Even the horses struggled to haul their legs through in some places. The wagons just made it so much worse. The caravan had slowed to a crawl. They tied their wagons together so they could work in unison. The wagon in the lead pulled the one behind, and so on, making sure that if one got stuck, the rest did not, as they were pulled through the slog after the first was freed successfully.

To Calon’s surprise, it was also the first time he realized that Evie was using her wings. The first time it happened, he wasn’t sure what it was he was seeing. Chrissy flew overhead. She was high, but not as high as she usually scouted from. And on her back, it appeared she had grown a second set of wings.

The Succubus was sitting on her back, feeling the wind as she rode the currents with Chrissy. Calon smiled at them, thinking how much nicer it must be, while he was stuck on the ground in the mud. Suki was at his side, as she ever was. And Clarissa had decided to work on herself as well.

“Hiiiii-YAH!”

Calon spotted a green appendage flash out, slamming into a nearby tree. The branches shook, and water rained down around them, making the driver of the wagon, who was under it, yelp. Calon held back a smirk as she pulled her arm back, before she picked a new target.

“I’m getting pretty good at this,” Clarissa announced. “I can hit things pretty far away.”

“But are you hitting what you’re aiming for?” Suki asked.

Clarissa frowned. “Up close I do.”

“It’s good to practice,” Calon said evenly. “And I’m glad you’re getting used to things.”

“It’s still some fucked up shit being here,” Clarissa grumped. “But as fucked as it all is… You treat me way better than Brad ever did.”

Calon had a flash of memory. The tall, well-dressed jock and star of the school’s football team. “Wait, you were dating Brad?”

“Mhm,” she nodded. “He didn’t like me telling people. Something about his parents wanting him to get pre-nups in case anything happened.”

Calon frowned, but it was Suki who cleared her throat. “He didn’t want you to say anything, because he was also fucking Chelsey Blaike.”

“What?” Clarissa said in a small voice.

“Yeah,” Calon sighed. “I heard that rumor, too.”

“Not a rumor. They used to make out in the library when they thought nobody was around.” Suki continued.

“You saw them?” Clarissa warbled slightly.

“Not exactly,” Suki admitted. “They told me to keep my mouth shut, and made me leave a few times.”

“Then it could have been anything,” Clarissa’s voice hitched. “He was a jock, but… He was loyal to his friends… wasn’t he?”

Calon glanced back and saw the way she trembled. “Clarissa, come here.”

She slid across the wagon, not moving her legs as she began to crumple. Calon opened one arm, and Clarissa slipped into place as Suki shifted over to sit on Calon’s lap instead.

“I’m sorry–”

“What the fuck are you sorry for?” Clarissa spat. “Why do you even like me?”

Calon frowned at the slime and shook his head. “Because under all the bitchiness and bullshit. You’re a sweet, kind, and wonderful person. And when you’re not calling me horrible names, I like the person you are.”

“And then you have to be all Mr. Fucking Perfect and say shit like that!” Clarissa wailed and fell further into his side.

Calon held the weeping slime as Suki shifted around to settle between the two of them. She purred, pressing her face into Clarissa’s front, earning a few hiccups and a head rub for her trouble.

“I didn’t know,” Clarissa sniffed. “Fuck, he’s such an asshole.”

“Yeah,” Calon agreed.

“Y’know what’s worse though?” Clarissa sighed.

“Being stuck in this shit hole?” Calon smirked.

Clarissa shook her head. “If you’re right about all this. Then some ditzy blonde version of me—who thinks some cheating asshole, walks on water—is back home, waiting for life to land in her lap. And I’m here, with you and the other weirdos. Having the fucking time of my life.”

“That’s the spirit!” Suki giggled. “The trick is to not think about it! That way you can focus on the good things, like the feeling of Master’s cock throbbing inside me!”

“Suki!” Calon snorted.

“No, she’s right,” Clarissa intervened. “I mean… Maybe not like that. But fuck… You make me cum. Do you know how many times I’ve been able to cum with Brad?”

“Ahhh…”

“Yeah,” Clarissa nodded. “If I wanted to orgasm, I had to do it while he wasn’t there. Because if he caught me touching myself, he acted like he was offended and wanted to know why he wasn’t enough for me.”

“Master, can we summon Brad so I can chew his dick off?” Suki asked.

Calon burst into laughter and rubbed her ears. “No, for a couple of reasons. Starting with you not going near other men’s junk.”

“That’s a tad hypocritical,” Clarissa snarked.

Calon shrugged. “She’s my kitty. She’ll do as she’s told.”

“Or I get punished,” Suki giggled. “Which I also kinda like.”

“You’re both so fucking weird,” Clarissa sighed, making them both laugh. “But… you’re also kinda cool. I wish I was that comfortable being me.”

“Baby steps,” Calon smiled. “You and Suki are not the same kind of person. She decided from the moment she set foot in this place, that she was going to throw away her inhibitions.”

“All of them,” Suki beamed. “I went from book worm, to Master’s personal cock warmer in the time it took for me to kiss him.”

Calon sighed and shook his head. “What I meant was, when you came here. Your instinct wasn’t to embrace the change, it was to return to what you felt was normal. Your shape, as a slime, even resembles your old self.”

“Should I change then?” Clarissa looked at her hands.

Calon shook his head. “Change is natural. But that is up to you. Adapt how you think you should. Not how you think I, or anyone else, want you to.”

As they spoke, the wagon train ground to a halt once more. Calon pulled the reins, and the horse let out an impatient noise. The ladies chatted idly, and Calon was happy that he had taken things a little further with Clarissa. She was a good girl, deep inside. Her snark was a defense mechanism, he learned, so she wouldn’t have to deal with the shitty situations going on around her. Either by her parents, the people she called friends, or even by her boyfriend. Whether she knew or not that he was cheating on her, she likely didn’t want to know. Accepting that was a far larger step than Calon could have hoped.

Which made him think of home. Both his parents were dead. Ashley, Evie’s mother, and Calon’s step-mother, was still very much alive. She had always made him feel loved. And it made him hope that she was still doing okay. Losing first his father, likely hit her hard. But if she was accepting of Evie and Chrissy being an item, it likely meant she was getting on in life, one way or another.

“Hey, Calon?” Sahm shouted.

Calon looked ahead as the adventurer trudged through the mud. “Yeah?”

“Need some help. Was wondering if one of yours stronger girls, Chrissy, could give us a hand?”

Calon nodded before glancing over at Clarissa. “Wanna show the world who’s boss?”

Clarissa gave him a nervous smile. “He said, Chrissy, didn’t he?”

The caravan leader gave Calon an exasperated look when he saw the slime-girl following behind.

“I wanted the big girl,” the man harrumphed. “What is she going to do?”

“You’ll see,” Calon assured the man.

He shook his head and watched with an annoyed grin as Calon came around the front. The horse was looking uncomfortable as it shuffled in the mud. But not as uncomfortable as Clarissa, who was shrinking down on herself.

“Chin up,” Calon patted her shoulder. “You’ve got this.”

“You sure?”

Calon grinned. “If anyone, I bet it’s you. Besides, Chrissy would be mad having to get her fur all muddy.”

Clarissa tilted her head. “That might be kinda funny.”

Calon shook his head. “You try first. Then we’ll see.”

“We haven’t got all day!” the caravan leader snapped. “What did we hire you for?”

“Protection,” Calon snapped back. “Nothing about digging wagons out of ditches.”

The man grit his teeth in anger, and Calon ignored him as he led Clarissa around the front. She looked from the wagon, and then into the trees. The road had washed out, and a hole had opened up. It was just big enough for a wagon wheel to get stuck. There was a sharp drop behind, preventing him from being pulled back, and the road was too narrow for anyone to get around without sinking into the deeper mud beside the road. The only choice they had was to pull forward.

Clarissa pulled her arm back and let it go. It burst off into the trees, and she let out a grunt as it missed the tree she was aiming at.

“What is this?” The caravan leader snapped.

Clarissa’s head lowered, and Calon stepped in behind her. “Ignore him. You’ve got this,” he said as she pulled her arm back. “Pick your target, take a deep breath.” Clarissa got into position, and let out a long sigh, despite not having lungs. He leaned down to her ear and pulled his mouth close. “I believe in you.”

Clarissa froze, tensed, and then unleashed her arm. It sailed through the air, slamming into a thick eucalypt by the road, and she let out a small cheer.

“Great, now what?” The man on the wagon snapped.

Calon gave him a grin, as Clarissa turned and shot a second hand to the front of his wagon. “This.”

She let out a grunt, and the horse knickered as the wagon moved without it. The caravan leader’s eyes went wide as she continued pulling back together. Whatever force she could produce was incredible, and Calon could see the manic glee in her eyes as she finally realized what kind of strength she truly possessed.

At that point, Calon had to leave her to it. He rushed back down the line, getting to his wagon just in time to climb up and get his horse moving before it was dragged. And for the first time since the mud set in, they were moving at a decent pace. Not as fast as they would on a flat dry road. But fast enough, that the Albert river they were supposed to cross on the first day out of Beenleigh, was soon a thing of the past. There was a ford built over a shallow section. It was running fast, and the horses were nervous about crossing.

Clarissa proved her usefulness here too, pulling the animals across and getting them up the other side with only a minimum of fuss. To everyone’s relief, the road on the other side, was more gravel than mud, and soon they were moving at the same pace they had travelled at from Kuraby.

Calon sat upon the wagon as Clarissa waited by the side of the road. She saw his smile and her standard green colour darkened considerably. Clarissa gave a small hop as she pulled herself into the wagon, and pressed up against his side.

“Have fun?” Calon asked.

Clarissa turned and stared at him for a moment. Only to lean in, putting her neck on an impossible angle for anyone who had bones, and lightly pressed her lips to his cheek.

“Thank you, Calon,” she whispered.

Calon shrugged. “You did all the hard work. I just told you it was possible.”

Clarissa let out a small sigh and leaned against him once more. “It’s a shame it’s not still raining.”

Calon nodded. “It is a bit muggy. At least when it rained, it was cool.”

“It would also mean I could suck your dick, to make up for being such a fucking bitch,” she grouched.

Calon shook his head. “We’ve been over that. I’m not holding it against you. Even Chrissy doesn’t get mad when you call Suki a slut.”

“Don’t know why she got mad to begin with. I AM a slut,” Suki joked from her spot in the back of the wagon.

Clarissa let out a groan. “Can you just fucking let me be nice to you. For fuck’s sake.”

Calon nodded slowly and looked ahead. “Sorry.”

“Shut the fuck up,” she hissed softly. “And yeah. Tonight, I’m going to suck your dick, so… I dunno. Be ready for it.”


Chapter Eight




Traveling south was an odd experience for them all. Familiar names of unfamiliar places sprung up along the road. After Beenleigh, their first rest stop was Stapylton. Calon thought of the modern day town. The vast fields and the floodplains. In places, it was much the same. But the sheer number of trees was apparent as well. It made him a little sad, thinking about how much natural forest had been removed over the last couple of centuries.

The town wasn’t anything more than a few buildings to act as a trading hub and somewhere to shoe horses. They didn’t even have their own sheriff, just a few representatives of the law. The caravan passed through without stopping. The town wasn’t even large enough to stay, so they pitched their tents on the southern side of the town and Calon spent the first half of the evening keeping Hannah company.

That became the norm for the rest of the trip. Hannah, resting during the day, wanted company for at least part of the evening while she watched over the camp. Her smokey form made the members of the caravan nervous. Sahm brought him a complaint at the camp before they reached Ormeau. Some of them wanted someone else to watch them at night, fearing the Nightmare coming for them when they slept.

Calon listened to their complaints, before asking which of his summons they didn’t want guarding them during the day. No matter how they looked at it, if a summon was going to stay up at night to watch the caravan, they would be less involved during the day. In the end, it was Nette of all people who calmed the caravan. Hannah found the situation amusing, and with her assurances that she wouldn’t cover the camp, and instead circle the outside, an uneasy truce came about. Of course, that just left Calon having to move further away from the camp to spend time with his most terrifying summon. Something she took advantage of as readily as she could.

The first major change that Calon noticed was as they passed into the town of Coomera. This town was larger than Pimpama, and more akin to Beenleigh. It had a proper main street, and there were several traders passing through, though not of the same size as Calon’s caravan. And it was entirely populated by humans.

“Master, you look worried,” Suki pawed him gently from her spot beside him.

Calon nodded as he saw people going about their day. The caravan was something common enough it didn’t garner more attention than it took to be annoyed at the obstruction. It gave Calon a certain level of anonymity, since nobody cared about him sitting in place. But soon enough, he spotted a scowling figure. An older woman, glaring at him as she glanced down at Suki, pressed into his side.

“What crawled up her ass and fucking died?” Clarissa grouched.

Calon glanced back, seeing the slime. Her usual spot, wedged into the back with their belongings, was more than enough for her. She was the, ‘sit at home in her jammies,’ kinda girl, and this translated well for her. She hadn’t had a lot to do since she got them all through the mud, though she hadn’t complained about being bored. Despite her weird level of comfort, she had raised part of herself. Calon hadn’t asked how she saw the world. With no part of her, being like any other part, eyes weren’t really a thing. Even if her sense of sight tended to be directional, as she raised a small blob that waved around, like an eyestalk.

“I think this is what we were warned about,” Calon looked away from the old woman. She wasn’t the only one glaring. Anyone who spotted Suki adopted the same face. “Suki, how about you slide down into the back?”

“As long as you promise not to leave me here while you do errands,” she gave me a pointed stare.

Calon rolled his eyes. “Fine. If we need to do anything, I’ll send Evie.”

Suki nodded, and slipped into the back of the wagon, where she let out a small squeak. Calon glanced back, seeing the Neko being swarmed by green slime, as Clarissa collected her prize. The two got on in some weird owner and pet situation. While Suki loved being completely submissive towards Calon, she loved the way Clarissa wanted to pet and stroke her fur. Clarissa had quickly decided that when Suki wasn’t occupied, it was her turn, and the Neko wasn’t all that bothered by it. Even if a bit shocked when the Slime decided to strike. 

Unfortunately, as Suki slipped out of view. There was a larger problem for him to face. Several screams rang out as Chrissy swooped over the road, beating her wings and sending up plumes of dust as she landed softly beside the wagon train. She skipped along, before turning towards Calon with a grin. She wore her armor well. Spear over her shoulder, and Crossbow strapped to her arm with leather cord. She liked having it there, because it wouldn’t swing and get in the way. Though she was rubbish firing it from there, needing to pull it free before she could aim it properly.

The newest addition to her ensemble was the collar around her neck. As people clambered out of her way, she held her chin high and skipped over to Calon’s side, where she stood still and calm, not raising either of her weapons.

“You just had to kick the hornet’s nest!” Sahm shouted as he rushed over with Nette at his side.

She looked mildly amused by the situation, in comparison. And their arrival was properly planned, as several men came running with their swords drawn.

“Monsters!” the largest in the center shouted.

“Summons!” Calon shouted back.

That had their attention snap to me rather than Chrissy. They slowed their headlong sprint, but didn’t look any friendlier for it.

“Summons?” The first man grunted.

“See the collar?” Calon pointed to Chrissy’s neck.

The man frowned and moved closer still. “How’d you get a damn Royal?”

Calon glared at the man, and didn’t answer. He wasn’t about to give up any information he didn’t need to. And clearly, this man didn’t know anything about summoners.

“Sheriff, no crimes have been committed. They’re wearing collars–”

“They?” The man Calon now knew as a sheriff snapped.

“Suki,” Calon called softly.

“Hello!” She waved a paw as she bounced in the back of the wagon where she could be seen. “I have a collar too! See?”

Calon wanted to grin at her antics. Especially when the sheriff and his men gave her dumbfounded looks.

“Sheriff, was it?” Calon asked.

The man shook himself and turned a glare towards Calon. “You!”

“Me,” Calon nodded.

“You don’t happen to be the Summoner that Sheriff Potsmith warned me about?” He growled dangerously.

“Sheriff Potsmith died in custody several weeks ago,” Sahm told the man. “He made several false accusations against Summoner Calon and was hauled before the Magistrate.”

The man gaped in astonishment. “I don’t believe it.”

“Then take it up with the Magistrate,” Calon shook his head.

“I might just do that,” the sheriff grunted. “What are you doing in my town, anyway? South isn’t a friendly place for the likes of you.”

“Business,” Sahm smiled at the man. “He’s part of the caravan, acting as protection.”

“Well shit,” the sheriff spat.

“Sheriff, while I agree with your sentimentality, the man is on hire. If you’re going to cause him problems, it will cause ME problems,” the Caravan Leader strode down the line.

The sheriff grunted and locked eyes with me. “You keep your nose clean, understood?”

“Make sure your people announce themselves if they come near the camp,” Calon glared right back. “We’re hired as protection, and I’d hate for there to be any accidents.”

Calon wasn’t sure why he said it. He was sick of being shoved around by the lawmen in this world. Sure, his kind had a reputation, but it seemed more word of mouth than firsthand experience. Which meant that all this bluster and idiocy was just a game of whispers that had been playing over the years. Considering the last two sheriffs he’d met were both problems, Calon wasn’t about to put up with this one either.

The man glared for a few moments longer before putting his sword away. “Keep your monsters on a leash, you understand me?”

Calon didn’t bother to respond, and the man spat on the ground again. He waved a signal in the air, and the men who came with him finally lowered their weapons. They glared at Calon as well, before turning to follow after the sheriff. Calon hoped this one wasn’t dirty. Potsmith was likely a problem from the beginning. This one, while not friendly, at least wasn’t completely unreasonable.

“Fucking arsehole,” Chrissy swore.

“Master can fuck my arsehole,” Suki snickered.

Calon rolled his eyes as Sahm gave them both odd stares. “Thanks,” he told the other adventurer.

“Can’t have you going three for three,” the man shrugged. “Someone will start looking into things if you show up and sheriffs keel over.”

Calon shrugged. “Maybe they should stop picking fights with strangers then.”

Sahm’s lips thinned before he nodded. It was the Caravan leader who spoke up though. “You keep your pets on a leash, got it? We don’t need trouble from the authorities. I know you ain’t done nothing wrong, but mind yourself or we’ll have to make arrangements you won’t agree with.”

“My summons will behave themselves,” Calon glared at the man. “If there’s a problem, we’ll handle it. Make sure your people know not to fuck around and those problems won’t include you.”

The man looked like he was regretting his decision to hire them. He turned and left without a word, leaving Calon with Nette as Sahm rushed off after him. She gave Calon a smirk and slowly walked off after her brother.

“She wants to suck your dick,” Chrissy huffed.

Calon rolled his eyes, but it was Clarissa who joked, “Projecting much?”

Chrissy bared her teeth slightly before tilting her head. “Actually, that’s not a bad idea. Calon, I’m sucking your dick tonight. Got it?”

“Fine, but I’m going to make love to you afterwards,” Calon agreed.

Chrissy hissed angrily before giving him a sharp look. She didn’t disagree though, and turned her back as she pressed herself into the wagon to wait. With them halted, Calon had the chance to people watch. Suki looked to be doing the same, despite her relaxed appearance. She didn’t bother keeping out of sight as Chrissy continued glaring at everyone in the vicinity.

One or two of the sheriff’s men were around at all times. They patrolled, but it was obvious they were only watching Calon. Whatever bias they had was strong, and Calon had to wonder if they’d had problems in the past. The more Calon thought about it, the more that seemed likely. Goodman probably flexed and practiced his abilities away from Kuraby. If he and Potsmith were in cahoots, or at least cooperating with one another, it wouldn’t be a stretch to think they knew one another even before their positions.

If Goodman came from the south, or at least practiced his abilities there, it was likely there were a few ghost stories floating about. Those kinds of things led to the situation Calon found himself in, where he was immediately identified and treated like a threat by those who had never met him before. It was annoying to deal with, but Calon brushed it off without a second thought.

Even being actively hunted would make it worth having all the love around him. He wasn’t starved for attention like his ladies were. Clarissa, in her cycle of abuse and control, Suki under the thumb of demanding parents and Chrissy as her own, one woman army. Even Evie, as friendly and well liked as she was. She was far more comfortable hanging with Calon and Chrissy at the exclusion of others.

It made him think of other people he could bring to this world. Unless something unfortunate happened, it was likely he would get another summon soon. He was already level eight. At five, he got Suki and logic would suggest ten would bring another. And that was far closer than he was prepared to deal with. A few good fights, a mission or two, and he would likely pass the threshold needed to advance once more.

The question was, who should he bring? Calon wracked his mind. He needed someone he could trust. But nobody stood out. Nobody he knew would appreciate this world, let alone accept it. What would happen then? Abandon them? Let them die and never re-summon them?

“Suki,” Calon turned to the Neko. “What was it like when you were dead?”

Suki frowned. “I don’t know, Master. One moment everything hurt, and… then it didn’t, and then I was stepping through that portal. I don’t know how long I was like that. Just… One moment I was gone, and the next I was back.”

Calon nodded. That was better than the alternative. If she was kept in some kind of limbo, in pain, scared, or lonely, then there was no reprieve for them. It was also a bit of a comfort. If the worst did happen, they wouldn’t know beyond their own death. Only the survivors got to suffer. The dead didn’t know they’re dead. Same principle when dealing with stupid people. It also meant that in an absolute worst-case scenario, Calon could leave a summon in limbo, unconscious for all time. It was a little terrifying to think about, but if someone refused to exist in this world, Calon wasn’t about to force them.

“We’re moving on. Florence said to come back to you for now,” Evie called as she snapped Calon back to attention.

“Huh?” Calon gaped stupidly.

“Did you not hear me?” Evie growled.

“Ahh… Something about moving?” Calon put a few thoughts together.

Evie huffed and climbed onto the wagon. “I should have left the collar off. Someone pointed it out, and a deputy came to question me. Then Florence sent me back here to keep the peace with whatever bullshit the sheriff wants in this town.”

“It’s kinda annoying that the only Sheriff who hasn’t tried to run us off was the one bleeding his town dry,” Calon shook his head, then he frowned. “Florence?”

Evie snickered. “Yeah, I had to ask him twice just to make sure I got it right.”

Calon shook his head. “I mean, I don’t wanna tease a guy about a name.”

“He’s an asshole, though,” Suki chimed in.

“Hush kitty, it’s head rub time,” Clarissa growled from the back.

Chrissy glanced over at them both. “You’re so fucking weird.”

Calon flinched, thinking there was going to be an incident. Clarissa hadn’t been particularly thick skinned about things. He turned to break up whatever fight was about to occur, when Clarissa let out a long sigh.

“S’pose, we’re all a bit fucking weird if you think about it,” the slime muttered as she continued rubbing Suki’s ears.

Calon watched her for a moment and glanced at Chrissy, who had adopted a thoughtful look. Evie moved over and patted her shoulder while Calon spotted the wagons beginning to move. He lightly cracked the reins, and they started off once more.

What none of them expected was for a shout to ring out over the town.

“THIEF!”

Calon’s head snapped around as a figured darted away from the tail end of the caravan. Calon winced, realizing they had just lost the bonus for the quest… Unless…

“CHRISSY!”

“On it!” She spun and rushed after the fleeing thief.

The chaos erupted all at once. People screamed and ran as the thief rushed off with a pouch clutched firmly in hand. Calon thought it looked like the coin pouches everyone wore, and subconsciously felt for his own, as Chrissy leaped over some startled onlookers. She opened her wings and beat them as she gained height, before sucking in a lungful of air. Her head twisted into that of the terrifying eagle, and she shrieked, sending people to the ground in fear. The thief, being the target of her ire, fell in a heap, tumbling head over heels as she slammed down atop him.

It was the young man’s terrified whimpers that followed through the otherwise silent town as Chrissy literally dragged him back. She angled for the wagon, where the driver stared in shock. At least, until she tossed the coin pouch back towards him, where he barely moved to catch it, letting it smack into his chest before it did.

Chrissy then dumped the young man in a heap and set a paw on his stomach. “Wasn’t there a sheriff here a minute ago?”

That got people’s attention. As she shifted her head back to her usual form, people began moving. A few shouts rang out, and the deputies sprang into action. Calon watched in horror as they drew their weapons, and Calon was out of his seat before Suki or Evie could stop him.

“And just what the hell are you doing?” Nette screamed as she ran past Calon’s wagon.

“She’s a monster!” a deputy gestured angrily at Chrissy.

“She’s caught a bloody thief!” Nette snapped.

“She did,” the wagon driver snapped back to attention. “This little bugger crept up while my back was turned and cut my purse!”

“You’re welcome,” Chrissy huffed and nudged her captor with her paw, towards the deputies.

The young man cowered between them both as Calon hurried over to her side. The deputies didn’t realise he was there until Calon slid in the dirt to her side.

“What the hell is wrong with you people?” He snapped.

“Us?” The deputy glared.

“YOU!” Calon roared. “We caught a thief, and you’ve drawn weapons on us!”

“Your kind ain’t welcome here,” the sheriff snapped as he finally came into view.

“And thieves are?” Calon called back. “For fuck’s sake.”

The sheriff looked like he wanted to pick a fight, but he glanced down at the young man and sighed. “Dwoy. The fuck are you doing?”

“N-nothin Sheriff. Was just mind–”

“Little bugger, cut my purse!” The wagon driver shouted over him. “It’s no bloody wonder the caravans don’t head south when we’re treated like this!”

The sheriff glared at the young man in the dirt and made a noise. A pair of deputies gave Calon looks that in another world would likely kill. They didn’t move for him, though. They grabbed the young man, who began to protest loudly, until Chrissy snarled at him.

Instead of fighting, he squeaked in fright and tried to get away from the griffon.

“I want you out of my town,” the sheriff grunted. “You summoners are nothing but trouble.”

“Says the man who can’t handle a pickpocket,” Chrissy sniffed.

The sheriff glared at her, but chose to walk away instead. Calon took Chrissy’s hand, and she smiled down at him. “I got him.”

“You did,” Calon agreed. “Even if you pissed off the sheriff doing it. I’m proud of you.”

Chrissy grinned. “Maybe…”

“You’ve already made your claim tonight,” Calon patted her hand.

“Yeah, but… What if I want someone to join?” She asked.

Calon shook his head. “You think Evie is going to deny you? Or me, for that matter?”

Chrissy chewed her lip. “I was thinking about Suki.”

Calon looked back at the wagon, where the Neko’s ears were straight up in the air as she listened to everything around her. She also had a wide grin, as she stared at the Griffon.

“I think she heard you,” Calon chuckled.

Chrissy rolled her eyes.
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Outside of bedroom activities, there wasn’t much else that garnered much attention. The road was long, dusty in places, muddy in others. Clarissa helped pull them through the Coomera river, something Florence asked for, with far more politeness than he had the first time. Coomera led the way to Helensvale, and then to a place that Calon hadn’t actually seen on a map before. All the while, things got steadily busier and more built up. There were the farming towns, sure. But there were others too. Factories, or at least businesses, that created actual goods. There were mills grinding flour and cutting wood. Blacksmiths, using large equipment to hammer iron into shape for wagons. Wagons themselves became something to look at.

There were still plenty of merchants on the road. The Caravan had grown somewhat as they did. Safety in numbers meant something, and Florence didn’t dissuade anyone from tagging along. Calon just made sure not to bother keeping too close an eye on any of them.

“Ernest Junction,” Calon frowned.

“It’s real,” Suki added. “There’s just a tunnel now if you went to see it back home. We’re in Molendinar about where the highway used to turn off to Southport.”

“How do you know all this shit?” Clarissa asked.

Suki shrugged. “I know a lot of stuff. If I wasn’t learning something, my parents would punish me. This was just something that came up one time.”

“So… What’s it for then?” Calon asked.

“Railway,” Suki nodded, before frowning. “Which is weird, that they don’t have one.”

Calon nodded. “We’ve already sorta figured out that, while a lot of things are similar. It’s nothing like the world we came from.”

“No shit?” Clarissa gaped. “What gave it away? Having pop-ups, or the beastkin?”

Calon rolled his eyes. “You know what I mean. This isn’t just… An alternate version of the timeline we grew up in. This is more like… a fantasy realm, BASED on our timeline.”

“Nobody’s carrying around guns,” Suki pointed out. “And while this road is here, there’s no railway. Does that mean steam power hasn’t been invented yet?”

“I doubt that,” Calon shook his head. “If there was no steam power, then there’s no industrial revolution.”

“We’d be well into that by now,” Suki agreed. “It started almost thirty years before the British discovered Australia, and didn’t let up until the eighteen-forties.”

“Could we be after that point, then?” Clarissa asked.

Calon shook his head. “Nope, the industrial revolution was an uptick in factories and production. It didn’t end when the revolution did, it just became the norm and things continued. This is more like certain things just didn’t happen. We’re still in Australia, the towns are still named what they’re supposed to be named, but we’ve missed a few things.”

“Like cars,” Suki pointed out.

Calon nodded. “Evie and I already thought about that one. The first cars came to Australia in the late eighteen hundreds and were steam powered. It wasn’t until just before the first world war, that petrol cars were a thing.”

“Holy shit, we could be alive for the first world war?” Clarissa gasped. “I don’t want to fight the Nazi’s!”

Calon grimaced. “I don’t think…”

“The first world war wasn’t against Nazis,” Suki continued. “That was the second world war.”

“So… Germany hasn’t been invented yet, either?” Clarissa asked.

Calon glanced at Suki, and saw the way her eye twitched, as if she’d heard something deeply painful and hadn’t quite grasped the scope of it yet.

“She’s learning, Suki,” Calon reached across to rub her ears. “Give her a bit of time. I don’t think she’s ever been in a position where she’s had to learn this stuff.”

“I know about Nazis,” Clarissa growled.

“Which is good,” Calon continued. “I’m just saying you’re missing a few other details, and that’s okay. You got the main part, Nazis are bad.”

“Nazi’s are bad,” Clarissa nodded.

Suki shook her head. “Master, I want you to buy me a chalk board and some chalk.”

“Nooo,” Clarissa groaned. “I don’t wanna learn.”

“You should know stuff!” Suki protested.

“But YOU know stuff. Why do I need to know stuff?”

Calon turned his back on them, as he continued to steer down the long dusty road. They were getting close to their destination. Something that Calon wanted to see. Despite the hostilities they’d had in the towns they visited, he was extremely interested in seeing what Southport looked like. Not to mention, with the upgrades to the wagon, Hannah would be able to stay with him, and not hide in whatever wagon she happened to be in right now.

He missed her. Not that she spoke much. Hannah was very much her own woman, choosing to remain alone and aloof most of the time. But when she was around, she was always there with a quip or a comment. Usually at Calon’s expense, but she wasn’t demeaning about it. More… worldly, and self-important, which suited the terrifying woman perfectly.

He smiled and nodded his head. Which was the only thing that saved him from the rock that cut a shallow groove across his head, as figures burst from the treeline beside the road.


Chapter Nine




They came fast, and hard. Screams rang out on all sides. Calon, stunned by the blow to the head, fell back into the wagon, where Clarissa caught him. She acted like a big pillow, taking the brunt of the impact, before Suki appeared in his vision. She was so furious, Calon couldn’t help but smile, which only made the fur on her tail even fluffier.

“THEY DIE!” she screeched, before leaping over the edge of the wagon.

Calon shot up, pulling away from the sticky surface of the slime-girl, and watched as she tackled an unsuspecting bandit. They weren’t the bandits Calon had dealt with before. These were beastkin. Some of them looked like Toru and his family, with their strange dingo heritage. Others were smaller, brown and spotted, making Calon think of Quolls.

Stranger still was a large, red-furred male, that bounced over the wagon with a single leap. He held a club made from a rock, tied into the end of a large stick. Calon froze as he realized he was the target, before a green fist flew out over Calon’s shoulder, catching the man in the face.

He was defenseless against the slime-girl’s punch, and crumpled to the ground in a heap. Calon turned to Clarissa, only to flinch as an arrow passed through the back of her head. The slime-girl was unharmed from the rude weapon, but Calon, in the arrow’s path, was not. The heavy thump into his chest, knocked the wind out of his lungs. He choked and fell back, tipping over the edge of the wagon and onto the ground.

“MASTER!” Suki screeched.

“CALON!” Clarissa echoed.

“ENOUGH!” a demonic voice roared as the world went black.

Everyone screamed all at once. The air went frigid, and Calon’s cheeks stung as the wind whipped around him.

“FIREBALL!” Evie shouted, before a muted burst of orange came from somewhere near the front.

A rough pair of hands took Calon by the shirt and dragged him around. The strange kangaroo man took the arrow stuck in Calon’s chest and yanked it free. Calon howled as the stone barbs tore his flesh on the way out. He was at this man’s mercy and knew his life was about to end. With his death, Evie, Chrissy, Suki, Clarissa and Hannah—they would all die. Right here and now, as this bandit, using the arrow as a makeshift knife, descended upon him.

A terrible screech shattered the air, and the darkness seemed to recoil at the sound. Calon flinched. The impact on the bandit, though, was more profound and he jerked back as if physically struck. His eyes went wide as he locked on something, only for a huge creature to tackle him to the ground.

Calon clutched his chest as he turned and watched Chrissy. Her face twisted with rage. Her beak was open as she screeched once more. The man below her had no defense against the ripping and tearing off her claws as she tore skin and flesh from his bones.

It was then a thick, black tentacle wrapped around the side of his face as the demonic visage of Hannah solidified out of the nightmare-infused darkness. She hovered over him and snarled from a mouth that opened from ear to ear.

“Heal yourself,” she ordered.

Of course, he had forgotten he could do that. He was in shock. Not at his own injuries, but at the thought of losing his loved ones. It didn’t even occur to him that was a thing. Slapping a hand to his chest, Calon winced as the wound throbbed, but he uttered the word.

“Heal.”

His hand glowed, and Calon felt a warming sensation as his power flowed through his body, down his arm, and then back into his chest. The wound spasmed uncomfortably, and Calon grit his teeth.

“Again,” Hannah hissed.

Calon nodded, before casting again in a stronger voice. “Heal.”

Again, his body warmed and his chest spasmed, but the pain of breathing lessened from painful to simply uncomfortable. He put thoughts aside to improve the skill later. Getting it to level three would be a game changer. It already was, but being able to repair serious injuries in moments would make his summons that much harder to put down permanently. Which, in the end, Calon realized, was the true strength of a summoner. A man with a sword, no matter how skilled, was just a man with a sword. Either he operated alone, or in a team, like Sahm and Nette.

The summoner class could be all that and more. A team the summoner could trust. Having to sleep with your summons to upgrade them meant that only those willing to work together and form a bond were likely to succeed. And those that didn’t care about that kind of thing were the very monsters that gave summoners a bad name.

“Again–”

“No,” Calon interrupted. Hannah opened her mouth to argue, when Calon pulled her down into a kiss. He ignored the sharp teeth and the strange tongue. The fact her mouth was large enough to consume his entire head meant little. She was HIS Nightmare, and he was going to kiss her. When he gently pushed her back, she was eyeing him strangely. “I’ll live. Make sure everyone is safe, then let me heal the injured.”

Hannah narrowed her eyes before exploding into mist once more. Calon slumped for a moment before he felt a presence. Glancing over, he could see Chrissy’s furious glare as she leaned over him to check the wound.

“You need–”

“Protect the caravan,” Calon ordered. “I’ll live, but we need to make sure our friends do, too.”

Chrissy shook her head as a terrified scream broke out. “Hannah has us sorted. I’m not going anywhere.”

“Is he okay?” Evie shouted as she ran towards them through the mist, with Suki at her side.

“I’m fine!” Calon snapped. “Go find anyone injured and bring them here.”

A heavy splat signaled Clarissa, and Calon rolled his eyes as she pushed her body over him. She was gentle around the wound before she shifted below him and started to press upwards. Calon felt like he was sitting in a recliner as he was pushed into a seated position. His chest didn’t feel great at this angle, but he could also see the wound on his chest wasn’t bleeding. It wasn’t quite closed, but it would be fine for now, and if he developed an infection, that was something Healing Hands could fix.

He took a deep breath before Sahm appeared through the mist, with Nette slumped against him. She was grimacing as she held her side, where an arrow was sticking out. They locked eyes with him, and Calon took a deep breath.

“Go, find anyone else and bring them,” he told his lovers.

Evie hissed, but spun and stormed off once more. Calon blew her a kiss that she must have expected, as she turned and made a motion of catching it before sending one back. Which was all they had time for, as Sahm set Nette down beside him.

“You caught one too, huh?” He grunted.

“I’m okay,” Calon assured him, before looking at Nette. “She probably is too, but that looks like it hurt.”

“It’s wedged between my ribs,” she hissed. “Hurts to breathe.”

Calon grunted and looked at Sahm. “It’s going to have to come out.”

He nodded, and Nette made a noise of complaint, though she didn’t argue. What none of them expected was Clarissa shifting around and getting between them.

“Let me,” she offered.

“You sure?” I asked as Clarissa got into position.

“Yeah, just… I don’t know how well this is going to work,” she admitted.

“Get it over with,” Nette closed her eyes and leaned into Sahm as he squeezed her shoulders.

Clarissa extended a tendril that slowly dug into the wound around the arrow. Nette grit her teeth before letting out a surprised gasp as the arrow dropped out of the wound. It fell into the dirt and her eyes went wide as everyone stared at it.

“C’mon Calon,” Clarissa urged him.

Calon nodded and held up his hand. “Heal.”

Nette sighed as she felt his power wash over her. The damage wasn’t great. But it was painful, and the relief was immediate and effective. He cast it once more, before Nette stood and gave a small stretch.

“Take it easy,” Calon warned her. “It’s still a wound. You could make it worse.”

“Okay,” Nette stopped her self-examination. “This is amazing, though. I’ve never heard of a summoner healing people before.”

“I healed Toru’s leg,” Calon pointed out.

“Yeah, but he’s not…” Sahm trailed off.

They all knew he was going to say human. There was something there. A willingness, but the man was still the arsehole Calon remembered back in Ufal’s shop.

“Calon, we’ve got incoming!” Evie shouted.

Calon turned and watched as she led someone through the dark mist. The screams came only now and then. Calon thought about how his mana was going to handle things and decided to check.
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Calon stared in shock for a few moments. His mana should have depleted unless… Were his summons really considered extensions of himself? That was a seriously broken mechanic that…

“Oh shit,” Calon swore.

“What?” Clarissa asked.

Calon shook his head. “Later, right now, we have people to heal.”

They nodded, and Calon got to work. The damage to the caravan was minimal. A few arrows, a chip or two out of the wood. One of the horses almost died before Calon could stop it from bleeding from a particularly severe neck wound. The merchants themselves fared worse. Most had gotten through without more than a couple of scrapes and bruises. The worst was a man who had tried to fight back. One of the bandits had sharp teeth, and after biting down on his arm, he thrashed from side to side, snapping the ulna and radius bones in several places.

The whole time, Calon came to realize that his theory proved correct. After checking his character sheet, he could see his mana was getting low. Only for a scream to ring out, and for his mana to replenish at regular intervals. The whole time, the mist stayed in place, shrouding them in darkness as they worked. In just minutes, rather than hours, Calon had healed everyone in the caravan of any major injury, before Florence appeared in the mist.

He wore a grim expression when he met Calon’s eyes and gave a small nod. “That would have been far worse, had you not been here,” he admitted.

“It’s what we’re paid for,” Calon told the man.

Florence sighed. “True. But I haven’t treated you all that well either. I don’t know where you came from, summoner. I just wish there were more of you out there.”

“So do I,” Calon agreed, thinking of Goodman. “Is there anything you need? Did we lose any supplies?”

“Pssh no,” Florence chuckled. “Those monsters pieced a barrel of water on Tug’s wagon, but he plugged it with some wax. Even if I were feeling petty, it was for his horse, so it doesn’t count against our wager.”

Calon let a grin spread across his face before offering his hand. Florence took it and Calon could sense a budding respect from the Caravan leader. They still weren’t friends, but then, Calon wasn’t really friends with anyone, except maybe Burt, Marge and Ben. Or Farmer McReedy if he thought about it.

“Let’s get moving then,” Florence pulled away, before he paused. “Should… ah… Is your position in the caravan the right one?”

Calon nodded. “Yeah, it works. If I’m central, I can get where I’m needed. Suki and Clarissa stick close, and they’re a hell of a team when they need it.”

“No shit,” Florence gestured towards a headless corpse nearby with a bow laying nearby.

Calon shook himself, realizing that was NOT the one Chrissy had torn apart. By the way their body was splayed out, it was obvious that Suki had not stopped after they had died. That was personal to her. His own little attack kitty, who would likely need some attention after this all settled down.

“Alright,” Calon stepped back. “HANNAH!?”

She appeared between the men, making Florence jerk back in shock. Calon gave the Nightmare a warning glare, while she grinned back, knowing full well what she had done.

“Are you finished healing, Master?” she growled softly.

“Yes, so you can get rid of the mist,” Calon answered.

Hannah smiled, before three pained screams rang out in the distance. Calon wanted to shake his head, but he knew what kind of monster she was, and he also knew she wasn’t about to change. When he didn’t say anything, she huffed and burst into mist once more, before it all pulled back as she vanished into whichever of the wagons she had taken a liking to for the duration of their trip.

“You’re an odd one,” Florence shook his head as he turned away. “But you’re alright in my books.”

“Agreed on both counts,” Calon laughed, before turning to head back to his own wagon.

With the mist gone, the sun was bright, and he had to squint for a few minutes. Calon wondered if sunglasses were a thing. He reasoned they probably weren’t. Standard glasses existed, but sunglasses in this time period were probably little better than Inuit snow goggles. Those would be too restrictive to wear in the Australian bush.

When he got back to the wagon, his heart beat faster, and he took a deep breath. Suki was in the driver’s seat. Clarissa was slumped in the back. Evie had gone back to the front, and even as he sat and watched, Chrissy took to the air, swooping low overhead, before climbing into the sky with deceptive ease. It was Suki that held most of his attention. She was staring straight ahead, not reacting to anything, as Calon climbed up beside her. From the slightly smeared texture of her fur, Calon could tell she had been cleaned.

With a sigh, Calon took the reins in hand and gave them a small crack to get his horse moving as the wagon ahead pulled away. The wagon lurched and Calon checked their spacing before reaching down with one arm. The moment it wrapped around Suki, she clung to it like a lifeline. Calon didn’t speak as he lifted her into his lap, he just held her close as she trembled, and waited for her to speak.

It was a while, they traveled in relative silence. The trees rustled in the wind; the birds chirped and shrieked as Chrissy flew overhead. Calon took it all in, while Suki held perfectly still in his lap, before she took a deep breath.

“I’m a bad kitty.”

“Says who?” Calon asked.

Suki wriggled slightly, and Calon realized she was shaking her head. “I don’t–”

“Excuse me?” Calon glanced down at her. “What’s this ‘I’ shit?”

Suki frowned. “Master, I–”

“You said it again,” he shook his head. “Maybe you are a bad kitty.”

“That’s what I’ve been trying to say!” She snapped.

“And that’s where you’re wrong!” Calon snapped right back. “You’re a good kitty, the best kitty, and most of all, you’re MY fucking kitty!”

Suki curled in on herself. “But I did a bad thing…”

Calon sighed. “You did something unpleasant that you feel bad about. I get that.”

“You do?” Suki asked.

Calon nodded, thinking about the bandit camp, and then Sheriff Goodman. “Yeah… I’ve done it too, remember?”

Suki sighed. “I’m such a fucking sook.”

“Maybe you’re just finally remembering that you’re supposed to be human, and not a pet,” Calon suggested. If looks could kill, he’d be dead a thousand times over from the glare she shot up at him. Calon just laughed and held her a little closer. “Okay, so you got mad, and did a fucked up thing. What now?”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

Calon shrugged. “He was the one who shot me, right?”

“Yes,” Suki growled.

“Good kitty.” Calon reached down with one hand and stroked her head.

She hissed and tried to bat his hand away. Calon laughed and cupped her ears instead. He pulled her face into his shirt and scratched deeply into her fur, making Suki purr in delight despite herself.

“Good kitty, for killing the bad man who hurt her master,” Calon crooned.

“Master, I cut his fucking head off–”

“Bad kitty for interrupting,” Calon swatted her ass with the tips of his fingers. “Kitty doesn’t get to speak when master speaks. Nor does she get to think. Kitty is to remain silent and enjoy head pats.”

Suki harrumphed before pushing her face into his side. This wasn’t over. Neither of them expected it to be. But now, Suki knew Calon didn’t hold it against her. She wasn’t a monster in his eyes, despite what she had done in a fit of anger. She was his kitty, and after defending him, she had an outburst. That, as far as Calon was concerned, was the end of it.

“Maybe later, if you’re still feeling bad, we can try anal,” Calon mumbled.

“Yes please, Master,” Suki’s voice came, muffled through his shirt.

“You’re still fucking weird,” Clarissa commented in the back.

Unfortunately, with the terrain and the attack, they weren’t going to make it to Southport before nightfall. Florence pulled the caravan to a stop in a large field outside the city. The field looked to have been manually cleared, but there was no visible reason for it. Calon could only think that perhaps this land had been set aside for future expansion, but hadn’t gotten any further. It was that, or whoever lived here, was a problem, and the solution was to burn everything and force the problem to leave.

Calon shook his head. It wouldn’t be out of the question for something like that to have happened. History back home wasn’t very in depth with the grittier parts, but he was aware enough to know that terrible things had happened with far more frequency than officially reported.

For whatever reason, this clearing existed, Calon did not know why. But it was where Florence brought them, and Calon wasn’t about to challenge the idea, no matter the situation. He drove the wagon in behind the others before breaking off to their usual distance. He had enough time to stop and pull Suki into his arms before he climbed down. She giggled and struggled playfully against him before Calon let her spring out of his arms. While Calon unshackled the horse and hobbled it for the night, Evie came back and gave Suki and Clarissa a hand, getting the tent up. Suki then went about setting up for the evening meal, while Chrissy performed lazy loops around the camp, looking for signs of trouble.

Truthfully, Calon wasn’t expecting any. Chances were, if this clearing had anything to do with violence, then the bandits they’d killed were the cause. Whether they were the initial attackers, or the defenders in the situation, it didn’t matter now. Chances were nobody in the caravan was responsible at any level, and the bandits had outright tried to murder them all. So, with their roles practiced, Calon went for his stroll around the perimeter, meeting up with Sahm, as the ladies prepared their sleeping arrangements.

Only this time, as they passed by the other wagons, there were a few friendly, or at least not unfriendly, greetings.

“Looks like you made an impression,” Sahm said as they both waved at Florence, who acknowledged them as he climbed down from the back of his wagon with his sleeping pack.

“Had to happen sooner or later,” Calon chuckled. “I figured it would be after we got back and I hadn’t done anything to kill anyone.”

“Your healing really is something,” Sahm muttered. “Could’ve used it a few years back.”

Calon glanced at the man. “Lose someone?”

“Mmm,” he sighed. “There were three of us once. Me, Nette and Riss. She was a minor mage.”

Calon perked up at hearing that. “I’ve never met a mage.”

“Probably won’t either,” Sahm chuckled. “They don’t get out much. When you can summon the elements to your fingertips, people don’t want to mess with you. Combine that with a good education, and most stay locked away in fancy estates in the larger cities.”

“Brisbane?” Calon asked.

Sahm nodded. “It’s where Riss came from. She fell out with some old geezer and got herself mugged in the streets. Nette found her, battered and injured, beside a smoking corpse and some melted coins. We patched her up, gave her somewhere to lie low and rather than leave, she stuck around.”

“She couldn’t heal, though, could she?” Calon asked.

Sahm hissed softly and shook his head. “Wasn’t even a fight that got her. She developed a fever, got worse while we tried to find help. One day she went to sleep and…”

Calon patted his shoulder. “If I could have done something, I would have.”

“I know you would have,” Sahm sighed. “Just as I know, so many fucking summoners wouldn’t have. You know you could make good money as a healer, right?”

Calon shook his head. “I guess. But I don’t make experience like that.”

“Experience?” Sahm frowned.

Calon realized he’d never discussed it with anyone. Calon quickly described the pop-ups he could see and the information provided. Sahm stared at him like he’d grown a second head. By the time they’d finished their perimeter walk, all he could say was.

“I s’pose it must be a summoner thing if you can view all that about the ladies too.”

Calon shrugged. “Not sure. But… it’s good to know not to go around telling people that.”

Sahm barked a laugh and slapped Calon’s shoulder. “If I didn’t know you better, I’d say you were going daft. But… I already thought that.”

Calon grinned as Sahm headed back to his camp with Nette while he turned back to his own. Chrissy and Evie were waiting as Clarissa stirred the pot. Calon looked around, before Evie noticed him and pointed towards the tent. Calon rolled his eyes and changed direction, but he wasn’t at all prepared for what he saw.

Suki was slumped in the middle of their bed. Wide eyed as she stared at him. The smokey form of Hannah floated above her. She used tentacles to hold Suki down, with her wrists above her head, and her knees pressed into her armpits. There was even a black tentacle slowly circling the neko’s clit, making her squirm in pleasure. In fact, she’d have been screaming, if not for the writhing tentacle pressed between her teeth.

“There you are,” Hannah smiled. “I was just getting your toy ready for you.”

“She did ask for this, right?” Calon asked.

Hannah hissed. “She wanted more, but once restrained and silent, she accepted what I thought was an appropriate compromise.”

“I see,” Calon nodded as he stepped closer.

Hannah summoned another pair of tentacles that firmly gripped the flesh of Suki’s ass to pry it open, showing Calon the glistening rosebud. Glistening from a lubricant that had already been applied.

“Hurry along, Master,” Hannah smiled. “I can’t keep this up much longer, and I promised someone a treat.”

“Oh,” Calon nodded. “Right.”

He untied the front of his pants, letting his cock spring out. Hannah gave him a wide smile before gesturing for him to proceed. He shook his head. But saw nothing but blatant desire on Suki’s face as he kneeled down between her spread legs. He took his cue, and replaced the tentacles holding Suki’s legs with his hands, as he leaned over her.

Suki trembled and tried to murmur, but Hannah refused to release her mouth. In fact, she went a step further, and used a tentacle to slowly wrap and stroke Calon’s cock as she positioned him for Suki’s ass.

An ass that parted easily around his cock. Her body trembled, and her eyes began to roll. Calon grunted as he slid into her and saw there were no signs of discomfort. She was fully into this, and he wasn’t about to complain. When he was about halfway inside her, Calon felt something shift beneath him, and he looked down. Hannah’s tentacle that had been circling her clit pulled back, and before his eyes, slid deep into Suki’s pussy.

Her ass squeezed down as she started cumming from the combined assault, and Calon grinned at the nightmare, before sliding the rest of his cock into place. The triple penetration sent Suki wild. She had found her happy place. There was no room for anything else. No monsters, no murder, no mayhem. Just the sheer pleasure of her master’s cock driving into her ass, while Hannah matched him stroke for stroke into her pussy. She couldn’t even speak, through the tentacle pushing into the top of her throat.

Calon wasn’t going to last. There just wasn’t a way he could ignore the sheer eroticism of this threesome. Hannah must have reached the end of her limits, as she solidified beside them. Rather than continue to fuck the Neko’s throat and pussy, she kissed Suki hard, while sliding a pair of dainty fingers between the Neko’s legs.

It must have been enough for Suki, as her ass squeezed down tight. Calon let out a grunt of pleasure before driving himself fully inside her. Hannah slid her fingers deep into Suki’s pussy, massaging her g-spot, and ensured they both had their orgasms milked. She knew what it was like to be the monster, and she wanted those thoughts firmly separated from her master’s favorite pet.


Chapter Ten




Calon wrinkled his nose. “Well, this is…”

“Shit,” Clarissa complained. “It smells like shit.”

Calon signed and nodded. Even Suki was holding a paw to her face as she stared at him with a pitying expression. Southport was a medium-sized city. The seagulls flew about in just about every direction and most of the buildings were single or double story. Despite the people walking about in all manner of dress, from overalls to beautiful gowns, it was the smell that gave a lasting impression.

The salt of the ocean was only barely noticeable over the horrific stench of human waste and rotting fish guts. The city had a thriving port, and they could make out the tall sails of ships coming and going. There was plenty of money here, but clearly no major infrastructure. The railways would be an enormous help to get materials up and down the coast. It likely led to the reason there were so many variances in the timeline.

Calon was distracted from his thoughts as the wagon came to a stop. They were on the outskirts of the town between large buildings. Hammering came from a nearby building, and Calon could see the glow of a fire as hot air wafted from the open doors. Another was filled to the ceiling with crates.

“I wonder where we can go to get the wagon fixed up,” Calon mused to himself.

“I can ask someone for directions?” Suki offered.

Calon shook his head before remembering the leashes. Suki’s face lip up with delight as he leaned back and picked up the small bundle he’d left just inside the wagon behind him. She lifted her chin and smiled widely as Calon clipped the leash in place. Clarissa was still hiding in the back and Chrissy was still flying around.

He pocketed the leashes for the rest of them. For now, he only needed to make sure Suki was visibly restrained. He didn’t want to risk any more confrontations. Which was good timing, as a man in a black cloak walked down the road. He carried a cane, like the group had done in Beenleigh, and several people moved towards him for a swat on the hand. The man kept up a polite smile until his eyes roamed over the caravan, pausing on Calon.

Calon saw a flash of interest in the man’s eyes before he turned to approach. Calon looked around, hoping it was something else that had caught his interest. It was only moments, though, before the man was standing beside the wagon, reaching towards Suki.

“Can I help you?” Calon snapped, startling the man.

“Apologies, your pet. Is it a Neko?” He asked in a calm, monotone.

“She is,” Calon answered as Suki pressed into his side to get away from the man. “Is there something I can help you with?”

“How much?” He asked.

Calon frowned. “For what?”

The man looked up at Calon and gave him an exasperated smile. “The Neko. How much?”

“Master,” Suki squirmed.

“She’s not–”

“Fascinating,” he reached out and tried to snag Suki’s leash with his fingers.

That was enough for Calon, and he pulled Suki into his lap to escape the man. “Look, I don’t know who you are. But you need to back off.”

The man’s calm exterior twisted, and he glared at Calon. “I am a member of the Clergy–”

“I don’t give a fuck,” Calon snapped. “She’s not for sale!”

The man pulled back from the wagon and looked up and down the row. “I will be in touch.”

“Fuck off,” Calon growled as the man turned on his heel and left.

“Calon?” Calon sighed and looked up at Florence approaching. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah, we’re fine,” Calon waved off the man’s concern. “What can I do for you?”

“You fulfilled your end of the bargain,” Florence smiled. “Was coming to pay you, and to ask about the return trip?”

Calon thought about what he meant before remembering the exact wording of the quest. It was only to get the caravan safely to Southport, there was nothing about the return trip. The only thing for the return was a potential five percent stake of the profits, should the caravan be attacked. If Calon were to ignore that, he’d still make a profit from the trip.

Quest Complete!

Guard the caravan along the road to Southport!

1 silver and meals provided per day*

*Rewards may vary, depending on the severity of attacks

He grinned and dismissed the prompt before giving Florence a nod. “Same deal as before?”

“Aye lad,” Florence grinned. “Though I bet that wager of yours is worth more than some lousy silver.”

“That just keeps us on an even footing then,” Calon grinned. “Do you need us any further north than Kuraby?”

“Naw,” Florence shook his head. “Further you get to Brisbane, the more common the patrols get. Truthfully, I’m surprised we got here as easily as we did. Usually there’s at least a few beasties about.”

Quest!

Guard the caravan along the road to Kuraby!

1 silver and meals provided per day*

*Rewards may vary, depending on severity of attacks

Y/N

Calon accepted the quest and dismissed the new pop-up before it obscured his vision. “I’ll take it.”

“Great,” Florence flicked a coin over to Calon. “Now, Brandt said you were going to put a roof on that there wagon of yours?”

“Yeah,” Calon looked around. “If you know someone, that’d be helpful. Then I need to find this brewery.”

“I can help with both,” Florence nodded. “Sooner we get you taken care of, the sooner we can head back. Not to mention, with your little wager, there might just be a few of us that are interested in moving some spirits.”

“Best to get this taken care of sooner rather than later,” Calon grinned. “Where are we going?”

In the end, it was easier for Florence to take the reins. Calon sat beside the man and admired the town as they drove. It wasn’t far, just off the main road, and he gave Evie a quick wave as they passed by. The shop came into view. It was a large building, and there were several wagons inside in various stages of construction. Someone saw Florence coming and walked out with a grin. A middle-aged man, with a scar down the side of his face. As Calon stared, he realized it was likely made by a creature’s claws, rather than a weapon or an accident. The man’s eyes drifted down towards Suki, still perched on Calon’s lap, and his eyes narrowed. But he kept up his grin as he switched back to Florence.

“Need a roof on this wagon,” Florence called as he halted before the shop. “Hauling some spirits this trip.”

“Not the greatest time of year for it,” he grunted. “Who’s your friend?”

“This here’s Calon,” Florence introduced them. “He’ll be spending most of his time in the North, but Brandt sent him down for a special delivery.”

“Why am I not surprised?” the man grunted.

The discussion switched to Calon, and they quickly hashed out the cost of the roof. It depended greatly on what exactly Calon wanted to have installed. A set of light ribs and a canvas tent were on the cheaper side. A complete conversion to a livable carriage was at the extreme other end.

Calon retrieved a pouch of coins, and in the end, it came down to time. Using the available materials they had, the wagon was going to be enclosed on four sides. Just a simple box, with a door at the back that would fold down and act as a ramp. Enough to keep off the sun, rain and give them all somewhere to sleep should a tent not be a good option. Without using the heavier woods, internal structures, seating and the rest, it would keep the weight down too.

“Two days,” the man offered his hand for Calon to shake.

Calon looked back at Florence and saw the man nod. “Two days,” Calon agreed and shook on it before handing over the coins.

With his finances diminished slightly, Calon let them take it. But not before Clarissa pulled herself free. The man’s eyes went wide, and he retreated, giving Calon a wide-eyed stare.

“Sorry,” Calon apologized. “Clarissa, you need your leash.”

“Whatever,” she muttered, as Calon attached the collar and tossed it into her slimy form as she settled in her human shape.

“Should get her some clothes,” Florence grunted. “Come on, I know a place.”

That place was just around the corner of where they were, and it gave Calon an opportunity to wave at Evie to get her attention. She was with Nette and Sahm, standing by Florence’s wagon. They had been chatting, but it didn’t seem important as Evie jogged over to join them.

“What’s up?” Evie asked as she approached.

“Clothes shopping,” Calon smiled as she reached his side.

Her whole face lit up before she looked into the air with a frown. “You haven’t seen Chrissy, have you?”

“Not since we came into Southport,” Calon admitted. “I haven’t gotten any notifications though, so wherever she is, she’s fine.”

Evie chewed her lip before nodding slowly. “I know her sizes. Maybe we can get her something?”

“Sure,” Calon agreed.

“It’s right over there,” Florence directed them. “The wagons for our trip will stay here. There’s an inn we’ll stay at. I’ll make sure they put a room aside for you.”

“Thanks,” Calon smiled, as Evie gave his arm a tug.

The old caravan manager shook his head and went off to do his own business. There was likely going to be some blowback from the church now Calon had upset one of the clergy. And he needed to be ready for it.

Calon, however, was led by three frantic women towards the store. There was a lady inside, who gave them strange looks as Evie pulled the front door open. She stared at them all as Evie bounced up to her and smiled.

“We’d like new outfits, please!”

The woman looked from Calon to Clarissa, Evie, and finally Suki, before swallowing. “You’re not going to rob me, are you?”

Calon took off his coin pouch and handed it to her. “For safekeeping.”

The woman opened the bag, and after checking the contents, she smiled. “Unfortunately, we don’t carry sizes for children, so… we won’t have anything you can wear,” she directed to Suki.

“That’s okay,” Suki grinned. “Master doesn’t like me wearing clothes.”

The woman’s eyes snapped up to Calon, and he slapped his head as Suki giggled along with Evie. Clarissa let out a huff and rubbed Suki’s ears. “Stop bratting.”

“Never,” Suki giggled again.

The woman then realized they were all wearing collars and frowned. “Ahh… I…”

“Right, let me just.” Calon turned to Clarissa.

She shrugged and let the collar with the leash drop out of her side before shrugging. “Got it.”

“Right,” Calon sighed.

“I’ll stay with Master,” Suki declared.

“I’ll keep an eye out if there’s anything nice,” Evie promised the Neko.

Calon was then relegated to a chair in the corner while the ladies went off and did their thing. There was a lot of chatting, questions and a few laughs. Nothing that made Calon question his decision to come here, as Suki preened and purred as he scratched her ears.

It had been some time, and the shop had fallen mostly silent, before hurried footsteps announced the arrival of the shopkeeper. She gave Calon a nervous smile and waved for him to get up.

“The ladies are requesting your presence.”

Calon nodded and followed her into a small back room. There was a chair already set up, and the woman directed him into it. Before him was a pair of curtained off rooms. He had seen stuff like this in the movies, and read books about it. Having it happen live made him grin like an idiot about to get his first kiss.

“Alright, ladies!” The shopkeeper announced.

The curtains opened, and Calon smiled seeing them both wearing long gowns. They were tight at the top and ballooned out at the bottom. Evie’s was off white and black, matching her hair as she twirled around. Clarissa’s was powder blue, and to match it, she had shifted her coloring to an almost opaque, pale green.

“What do you think?” Evie asked.

“You’re both beautiful,” Calon smiled.

“Are you wearing panties under those?” Suki asked.

The shopkeeper snorted and Evie grinned, but didn’t respond as she stepped back into the changing room, while Clarissa shifted nervously.

“You really like it?” she asked.

Calon nodded and gave her a wide smile. “It looks beautiful on you.”

Her pale green exterior flushed darker, before she too pulled back into the changing room. The next dresses they showed off looked like casual wear. More like the dresses some of the farming wives back in Kuraby wore. Only these were new and made Calon think for a few moments. They were nice and had a slightly homey feel to them. It made him think of the farm back home, and he wondered about spending the rest of his life there, and what it meant for his lovers.

“Calon?” Evie called softly. “Everything okay?”

“Everything is great,” Calon smiled. “I’m just… thinking.”

Evie must have caught the connotation, as she smiled gently and slipped back into the room once more. Clarissa gave him a smile before twirling around.

“I like this… This is… nice.”

“It looks great on you,” Suki purred. “I bet it’s comfy too.”

“It really is,” Clarissa smiled, before stepping back into the changing room.

Calon stroked Suki’s ears and waited for a few minutes while both ladies got changed. When Evie’s curtain pulled back, Calon sat back in his chair in shock. She wore a transparent nightgown. It was pink and made him think of her eyes. Her nipples were hard, and she smiled as she turned and wiggled her ass in a matching pair of pink silk panties.

“They are the height of fashion right now,” the shopkeeper grinned.

“This is so embarrassing,” Clarissa complained, before pulling the curtain open, to show herself wearing a similar outfit. Only hers was a pale yellow, contrasting beautifully with her natural green.

“Maybe, but look at the way he’s staring at us,” Evie giggled.

Clarissa looked at Calon and blushed as she noticed the way he was flicking from one to the other. She slipped back into the changing room, while Evie did a small spin. “We’ll get a few sets of these. Maybe a white one for Hannah, and a bright yellow for Chrissy. What do you think?”

“Ahhh,” Calon shook his head.

“Good answer,” Evie giggled, before pulling the curtain closed once more.

“Fuck,” Calon sighed as he shifted slightly. His cock had definitely appreciated what he was seeing, and Suki giggled softly when she noticed his problem.

“Would you like me to relieve you, Master?” She pawed the front of his pants.

“I would rather you didn’t,” the shopkeeper said, making the Neko frown as she pulled her hand away.

“That’s a shame,” Evie called as she pulled the curtain open. “I was hoping to test this out.”

Calon crossed his leg to try to loosen the front of his pants. Evie stood before him, wearing a corset and little else. It wrapped around her middle, pinching her waist down, while emphasizing her bust and hips. Her slender legs were clad in silk stockings and there were garters holding them up in place. There were no panties for this outfit, and the corset didn’t do any more than cup the undersides of her breasts, leaving her nipples exposed and erect as she flashed her pink eyes at him.

“Does Master approve?” Evie chewed her lip.

“Your… succubus, explained your situation,” the shopkeeper stepped around Calon and examined Evie from head to foot. “The corsets are not fitted to them specifically. But they are perfect for this kind of emphasis. So your other two companions will be able to wear them as well.”

“Great,” Calon swallowed.

“Clarissa, are you okay?” Evie called.

“FINE!” she squeaked from the other changing room.

Evie frowned, and even Calon glanced over at her tone. She darted across while the shopkeeper followed. Evie stuck her head through a gap in the curtains, and Calon could hear a hushed conversation. Evie’s shoulders slumped slightly before she nodded and pulled back out.

“She’s fine, but she’ll show you how she looks later, okay?”

“That’s fine,” Calon nodded, realizing the slime was likely embarrassed by all this. “Whatever she’s comfortable with.”

That was apparently the end of the show, and when Evie went back behind the curtain, she appeared a moment later wearing a comfortable outfit consisting of pants and a shirt, like she usually wore.

“Even that looks good on you,” Calon snorted as he luxuriated in the lessening of his arousal.

“And that’s why I’m wearing the corset underneath, for you to get at me later,” she winked.

“I must say, it is rather refreshing to see ladies who are comfortable in their own sexuality,” the shopkeeper smiled, before turning to Calon. “You’re a very lucky man.”

“I am,” Calon agreed. “I really am.”

After Clarissa joined them outside the changing room, the shopkeeper bundled up their purchases. Calon paid, and the shopkeeper gave them an invitation to return as soon as they were ready. Then the four of them made their way back out into the street. They made their way back to the caravan and spotted one of the merchants heading into a building that had a sign with a bed on it. That was the obvious place to stay for the evening and Calon led the ladies back inside, only to pause as the room fell silent.

He, along with Evie, Clarissa and Suki, approached the bar, where a man scowled at them while holding a mug.

“Yes?” He grunted.

“We’re with Florence,” Calon smiled nervously. “We wanted to get a room?”

The man looked over at the three ladies and spat on the floor at Calon’s feet. Suki growled and made to step forward, before Calon tightened his grip on the leash.

“I have money,” Calon tried to continue.

The man glared at him and shook his head. “Your kind ain’t nothin’ but trouble. I won’t have you under my roof. So get your fucking monsters out of my inn.”

Several large men stood up, and Calon spotted Florence staring in shock at the sudden hostility in the room. There was no other option that wouldn’t cause problems, so Calon nodded.

“Right, we’ll go,” he backed up. “Let’s go.”

“Don’t come back,” the barman spat again.

Calon ignored the insult and quickly led the ladies back outside, where Suki let out an angry yowl.

“What crawled up his arse and died?” Clarissa hissed.

That was enough to break the ice for the rest of them, and they had a quick laugh before Calon sighed in resignation.

“Alright, plans?” He looked around.

“Could try another inn,” Evie suggested. “I don’t like our chances, though.”

“No,” Calon agreed. “Might be best, even, to head back out and camp nearby.”

“That’s probably not the worst idea,” Evie nodded.

“I was looking forward to a bath,” Clarissa complained.

Calon paused, then shot her a grin. “We could camp on the beach?”

Suki’s eyes lit up, and she smiled. “That would be great!”

“It’ll make it easier for Chrissy to find us as well.” Evie frowned as she glanced up at the sky once more. “I’m worried about her.”

Calon nodded to himself and gave her a hug. She sighed lightly into his arms, and Calon let her go before directing them back the way they came. It wasn’t long before they got to the shop where the wagon was being tended to. After a quick explanation, they were able to get their tent and the few supplies they would need before making their way out of town on foot.

“How does Chrissy manage this?” Clarissa complained as she passed the tent off to Calon. “She carried this like it was easy.”

“She’s way stronger than us,” Calon reminded her. “And so are you, come to think of it.”

“I keep sinking in the sand,” Clarissa grumped.

Calon nodded. It wasn’t much yet. The ground was mixed media as they headed north out of Southport. The ground was covered in dense foliage, and the only reason they were going bush was because the trees had thinned right out by the coast. They walked along, mindful of treading on anything dangerous, before breaking out onto the beach.

“Two days of this as a view,” Evie giggled. “How terrible.”

“I wanna cum on Master’s cock while watching the sunset,” Suki murmured.

“Is sex all you two ever think about?” Clarissa whined.

Suki and Evie glanced at one another and nodded. Evie took pity on the slime-girl and patted her arm. “I know you have problems, and we’ll try to keep things comfortable for you. But you need to accept that the rest of us enjoy our time with Calon.”

“Even the freaky shit?” Clarissa asked with an exasperated sigh.

“Especially the freaky shit,” Suki giggled. “Sex isn’t just about putting a stick in a hole. It can be fun, like a game.”

“Yeah.. but…”

“Don’t deny it,” Evie smiled at the slime. “You’ve felt it too now. That simple joy of him pushing his cock into you. It’s nice, isn’t it?”

“Yeah,” Clarissa nodded. “Really nice. I just…”

Evie recognized that she wasn’t comfortable continuing with whatever it was she was trying to say and gave her a hug instead. “Whatever it is. We can help. There’s no shame here, especially not with the living fuck-doll over there still on Calon’s leash.”

“That’s me!” Suki grinned.

Calon rolled his eyes, and started walking again. “Let’s go. If we don’t get the tent set up, we might not be able to get back into town to buy something to eat.”

“Shit,” Evie frowned. “Let’s go. If I wanna get railed tonight, my man needs his energy.”

That set off another set of giggles. Calon smiled as they walked along, gaining some distance between them and Southport. The land curved and trees obscured the city. Calon looked out over the water and nodded at the small Island he could see.

“I think that’s Curlew.” Evie turned and shrugged as she stared at the small blob of land. “I don’t see Wavebreak though.”

“Wavebreak was manmade,” Suki offered.

Calon paused before shaking his head. “Of course it is.”

“Looks like the high tide here too,” Evie continued. “We can probably camp here.”

Calon nodded and set the tent down. “Works for me. We’re not far from the town. Getting back won’t be an issue.”

With their agreement, they began to set up. The tent was the important bit. They worked quickly, picking a flat spot to set up before getting the central pole and the walls up as quickly as possible. Calon found himself watching the sun and realized they weren’t likely going to make it back to Southport before it was dark.

Which was when the beating of wings signalled the arrival of Chrissy. She blew sand out as she skidded along the beach and turned to look at them all.

“Chrissy!” Evie grinned and rushed over to her lover.

“Thank fuck you decided to move out here,” Chrissy huffed. “Southport fucking reeks.”

“We know,” Clarissa grunted.

“And we’re not really welcome in town,” Calon added.

Chrissy frowned and listened to the details. She was keen about the wagon, quiet about the clothes shopping and slightly disappointed about the problems with their food, before coming up with a solution.

Ten minutes later, Calon slipped off Chrissy’s back. She had flown quickly and low over the trees. They didn’t want to be seen, and Calon knew where he was going. They approached the town from a different angle, where Chrissy had mentioned seeing a butcher as she scouted from the air.

In just a few minutes, Calon had a wax-lined sack of salted pork, and a paper package with a large chunk of beef. The man was happy enough to roll that in salt as well and Calon quickly retreated back out of town to join Chrissy, who flew him and the packages back to their campsite. When they arrived, Clarissa was sitting in the water, while Suki was tending to the fire.

With Calon’s help to drive a spit through the beef, they put it over the flames to cook before joining Clarissa in the water. She blushed as she noticed Calon stripping down. There weren’t really bathers in this time period, and it wasn’t long before even Chrissy joined them.

“Evie’s in the tent getting our bed ready,” Chrissy commented. “She was nice enough to help me out of my armor.”

Calon nodded before looking at her firm muscles and proud breasts. “Should we look at getting armor?”

Chrissy pondered it and shrugged. “Ask Evie. Every time I think about you getting hurt, I just get mad. So I’m a yes by default.”

“Not for me,” Suki shook her head. “Armor light enough for me to wear, wouldn’t be armor.”

“I don’t think I need armor,” Clarissa shrugged.

“Just me and Evie then,” Calon nodded.

“Me what?” Evie called as she strode down the beach towards them.

Calon turned and gave her a smile. “Armor,” he answered. “It might be an idea to get some for you and I to wear.”

“That’s a good idea,” Evie nodded. “I don’t think we’ll model it for you this time.”

“Model what now?” Chrissy perked up.

Evie shot her a grin. “We got you some outfits, too. Don’t worry.”

Calon shifted uncomfortably in the water, before feeling the betrayal of cool air on his erection as it poked out through the gentle waves.

“Fuck.”


Chapter Eleven




“... M


aster…”

Calon opened his eyes. It was dark. The waves crashed in the background noise of the soft snoring of the sleeping ladies. Suki was curled under his arm, with her ass pressed into his hip, while Evie was snuggled up against Chrissy. Clarissa had formed a shapeless blob at his back. All four of them were deep in sleep, which meant it wasn’t them that had woken him.

Calon cupped Suki’s head with his palm and slid his arm out from under it. The small freedom he gained let him sit up before Suki wriggled and made a noise. With no time to think, Calon scooped her up and set her back down between Evie and Chrissy, where she nuzzled down between Evie’s breasts and went back to sleep. With that out of the way, Calon, after donning a pair of pants, quietly slipped out of the tent, where he assumed Hannah would be.

Outside, there was only the faintest thread of light on the horizon. It was a while off being sunrise. The stars flickered brightly in the sky, and Calon marveled at it once more. Modern lights destroyed the possibility of stargazing, and seeing so many was still fascinating to him. But it was the cool breeze that brought Calon’s attention back to reality. As he lowered his chin, Hannah stood before him, smiling softly.

“How have you been?” Calon asked as the waves crashed down on the beach in the low tide.

Hannah smiled before stepping into Calon’s arms. “Better now.”

“I’m sorry if I’ve been distant,” Calon stroked her head.

“Things have been busy,” Hannah murmured.

Calon wasn’t sure he liked the tone she used, and brought his lips down to kiss the top of her head before he frowned slightly. “Weren’t you taller than me?” 

“My body is immaterial. It is whatever pleases me,” she mumbled into Calon’s chest.

“It’s nice to see that under all the terror and scorn, you’re just as loving as the rest of them,” Calon smiled.

“I have to compete somehow,” Hannah grunted.

Calon stroked her head. “It’s not a competition–”

“Of course it is,” Hannah grumped. “I saw those outfits they were wearing. Even when the sun goes down, you choose to spend time with them, and not me.”

Calon took hold of Hannah’s shoulders and pushed her back. She stared up at him. She was equal parts furious as she was despondent, and Calon could tell she was holding back her emotions. “Can you concentrate on two things at once?”

Hannah tilted her head in confusion. “In what way?”

“I mean, can you come into the tent with us, and still be aware of what is going on outside?” Calon asked.

“Partially,” Hannah nodded. “It’s better if I remain outside. I can see further.”

Calon nodded, then took her hand. Hannah’s eyes went wide as he brought her back towards the tent. Hannah pulled back slightly, but Calon could tell it was halfhearted. By the time he had the tent flap open, Hannah accepted she was coming inside and did so silently.

“You’re one of us,” Calon whispered, as he brought Hannah close once more. “We all respect what you are doing for us. And I’m sorry I haven’t put enough effort into showing you how much I care.”

“You’ll wake them,” Hannah pressed.

Calon smiled and gave a small shrug. “They’ll get over it.”

Hannah gasped as Calon turned her around and laid her back on the pile of blankets. The spot was still warm from where Calon had been sleeping, and Hannah settled back into that spot with a sigh. Calon lay down beside her and held her close.

She breathed deeply and closed her eyes, enjoying the contact as Calon held her in his arms. They lay still and listened to the sounds of the others sleeping before Hannah lifted her chin. “While I am enjoying the sensation of being held. I was under the impression things would go a little further than this.”

Calon smiled and pressed his lips to hers. Hannah moaned softly and invaded his mouth with her tongue. The muscle was cool, soft, and completely alien to Calon and his other lovers. She kissed him hard and pulled him closer. Calon accepted what she wanted, and rolled atop, as her legs opened to accept him. The smokey clothing she wore vanished, letting Calon press against her cool skin. She wanted him, but Calon had other ideas first.

Pulling away from her lips, he ran a series of kisses along the opening of her mouth, towards her ear. She moaned softly, before opening her jaw, showing those razor-sharp teeth of hers. It meant nothing to him, as he worked down the side of her neck.

“What are you doing?” she asked in a soft whimper.

“Giving you the same love and attention I give the others,” Calon replied softly as he ran a series of kisses down across her collarbone.

Her breasts were next, and Calon kissed them both before nibbling gently at her nipples. Hannah arched her back and kicked one leg as he gripped her tightly to hold her still. They paused for a moment, listening to make sure the ladies were still sleeping. There weren’t any signs of movement, so Calon continued. He lightly ran his teeth down her toned stomach before palming the inside of her thigh. He leaned to one side as he shuffled down without bumping Clarissa.

“This isn’t quite–Oooh!” Hannah shuddered as Calon ran his tongue over her clit.

She had an earth and smokey taste that was entirely unique to her. The flesh of her pussy was cool to the touch, and even her juices were cold. It was exciting and new for Calon with each time they paired and he relished it every time. Pressing his face closer, he closed his lips over her clit and felt the Nightmare jerk beneath him.

If it weren’t for the sudden onset of her fingers in his hair, Calon may have stopped. But the way she rocked her hips, driving her clit up into his face as he sucked on the sensitive nub, told him everything. He ran a hand up the inside of her thigh and touched the soaked entrance to her pussy. Her legs snapped shut, muffling the sounds she made as he slid two fingers into her cool hole. Turning them over, he rubbed up towards her belly button and her body jerked once more.

Hannah’s movements came apart. The rhythmic rocking of her hips turned to sporadic jerks. Her legs squeezed and trembled, and Calon didn’t pause for a moment as he drove her onward. Only as her pussy squeezed down on his fingers did Calon realize just how close she was. Not that it stopped him, as he continued to rub her insides to match what his tongue and mouth accomplished with her clit.

Her body trembled and shook as she came violently around his fingers. Her cool juices leaked down his arm as Calon moaned at the taste of her. Before suddenly, it all vanished, as dark tendrils wrapped around his arms and legs. Calon wasn’t given a moment to respond before he was violently yanked away. Not just that, but it left him suspended in the air. His legs straight down, with his arms sticking out at his sides. Hannah was breathing hard as she recovered. But that wasn’t all that was going on.

Suki stared up at him as she mewled softly. Beneath her was Evie, who had curled her tail up between her legs and caught it between her thighs. The delightful succubus was holding Suki’s legs open, as she slowly thrust her tail up into the Neko as they watched him. Chrissy laid on her side beside them, one hand lazily drawing circles over Suki’s clit, driving her mad as they had clearly been watching what Calon and Hannah were getting up to.

To Calon’s surprise, Clarissa was there too. She was in her human form, watching him carefully, with a darker tinge to her slime around her face, showing her embarrassment. But that did nothing to prevent the image of her fingers dancing between her legs as she watched all the goings on around her. Calon had a front-row seat to it all as he hovered in the air above them. His attention was only drawn away as Hannah began to move once more.

She sat up with a predatory smile and crawled towards his suspended frame. With delicate fingers, she reached up and undid the ties of his pants before pulling his cock free. It sprung out, and she opened her mouth to her ears with a delighted smile. He grinned right back as she licked her lips. In any normal situation, those teeth belonged nowhere near a cock, but for Calon, he was used to her antics as she sucked him into her mouth.

“Oh shit,” Calon grunted.

All he could feel was the cool, wet sensation of her mouth and tongue as she worked him effortlessly. Hung in the air, he was a passenger on this ride. Suki was clearly enjoying being part of his show, and even Clarissa had shifted to give him a better vantage of what she was doing. Calon closed his eyes and took a deep breath. The moment he did, Hannah made a noise, and he felt the small prick of teeth along the side of his cock. Opening them once more, the feeling vanished, and she went right back to sucking.

Which was the exact moment a flaming arrow pierced the side of the tent, narrowly missing the two of them, before halting as it pierced the opposite wall. The five of them froze in shock as the flames took hold. The entry hole smoked, but the arrow stuck on the way out, quickly set the canvas alight. Hannah pulled off Calon’s cock with a scream and vanished into a puff of dark smoke. Chrissy was only a moment behind her. Her face twisted into the terrifying beak of her enraged form and tore the side of the tent open with her claws.

Shouts rang out from the darkness beyond, and Calon dropped onto the bed as Suki, Evie, and Clarissa desperately tried to figure out what was going on. Another arrow hissed overhead, and Calon shoved the two vulnerable ladies down, while Clarissa melted back into a puddle beside them.

“Quickly, grab your things before they burn,” Calon hissed, as screams rang out once more.

Calon turned to grab the rest of his clothing, but felt a firm tentacle wrap around his wrist. All at once, Calon was pulled free and tossed into the sand. He rolled and spotted a large man clutching a knife as he bent down over Calon.

“Call off the–”

Whatever his next words were, they vanished, as a pair of smokey tendrils wrapped around the knife hand and his neck. He made a choked noise as they hoisted up, and Calon stared at the sight of a dark figure hovering above him. She opened her mouth and closed it again around the man’s head. He jerked once, before his body fell limp, and Hannah dropped the rest of him, before unleashing an inhuman scream.

“It’s the Nightmare! RUN!” a voice rang out.

“Get the Neko!” another ordered. “I have the Nightmare!”

Calon stared into the dark and saw a faint flash of light. It illuminated the area, and Hannah recoiled with a shriek. Calon’s heart thudded in his chest as he recognized the priest that had demanded Suki. He was holding a staff that glowed as he spoke words of power. He couldn’t make out the language. It sounded like Latin, but seemed to change in pitch and volume as if shouting through a kaleidoscopic tunnel.

A screech caught Calon’s attention, and he turned to see Chrissy stuck between three men. Two had spears, while the third had a net. She was holding them off, but she wouldn’t be able to intervene anywhere else. Back at the tent, another team had gone after Evie and Suki. Evie was down, pinned by a tall man in leather armor. Suki was squirming through the sand, desperately trying to avoid being put into a literal sack, being held by two men, while a third had hold of her leg.

“Berserk,” Calon cast.

His body twisted, and all he felt was rage. He grew, and with it, so did his power. His pants were only a brief memory as the seams burst as he shoved himself upright. There was a feline scream, and he turned to see a man holding Suki by the neck. That was all Calon needed to know and charged. The man didn’t stand a chance as Calon’s fist slammed into the side of his ribs. The blow shattered his ribs and ruptured the internal organs. He flew into his partner with the bag, sending them both crashing to the ground. The second man, who had the bag, stared in terror as Calon grabbed him by the shoulders. With no thought to his actions, he heaved upwards, sending the man screaming into the sky.

“HELP HANNAH!” someone screamed.

Calon shook his head and tried to work out who was talking to him, before a bright flash went off beside him. That was followed by a terrible shriek, and that was enough to snap him to attention. Whirling around, Calon saw the black, smokey figure of Hannah as she recoiled from a man holding a glowing stick.

“AAAARRRRGHHH!” he roared as he charged for the man.

The priest, seeing Calon charging towards him, canceled the spell he was using against the Nightmare and prepared a quick defensive blast to stop the greater threat. Calon was surprised when a wall appeared in front of him. He was even more surprised when he bounced off it, falling back into the sand with a dull thud.

“FIREBALL!”

A scream rang out, and Calon twisted in the sand as a pair of burning figures scrambled across the sand. The first was a rather rotund man, and the other had wings and a tail. Calon’s heart froze in terror, turning to rage as he realized who it was that was burning. Evie, while on fire, picked something up and hurled it at him, where it bounced off his chest.

Calon didn’t even think as he picked up the hammer. Pushing himself upright, he tried to approach her, as she turned and cast once more.

“FIREBALL!”

One of the men assaulting Chrissy went up with an agonal scream, and Calon paused in confusion at what he was seeing. She was definitely on fire, but she wasn’t behaving like she was on fire. It was enough to consume his entire, limited attention, before a sharp jolt shot through his back. Without thinking, Calon whirled the hammer around, connecting with whoever, or whatever had struck him. Whatever it was, he didn’t see as it tumbled off into the distance, but it did remind him about the man with the glowy stick.

“Begone, beast!” The man shouted, waving the stick around.

He mumbled more of those strange words, and Calon shook his head as he pressed a meaty hand against the strange wall. He needed to get through it, but…

“Hammer!” Calon cheered.

Winding back, he swung it with all his might, and slammed the head into the shield. It splintered from the impact, and the man visibly winced. But it was Calon that fell over once more, as the hammer exploded in his hands, sending shards of wood and metal flying in all directions. He overbalanced and fell into the sand with a pained grunt. His hand ached and something was wrong with his shoulder. When he tried to stand up, it wouldn’t work properly, and he had to roll over to the other side to get back onto his knees.

“MASTER!”

Calon groaned as he looked around. Something was very wrong, and more than a few things hurt. He looked down at his arm, admiring the odd angle it sat. That didn’t look right, but he couldn’t work out why, as a small figure leaped into his side.

“Pretty kitty,” Calon grinned as he looked down at Suki.

“Master, you need to heal!” she cried.

“Heal?” Calon frowned. “Arm hurt.”

“For fuck’s sake!” Suki shrieked. “Heal yourself!”

“Me?” Calon looked at his arm. “Errrr…”

A flash of light made Calon wince as Hannah shrieked again. This time, he spotted her backing away, as the man with the glowing stick directed the light at her. Calon felt rage build up again, and pushed himself to his feet before charging at the man. He saw Calon coming, and waved his hand, throwing the shield wall up once more, where Calon crashed into it with a pained roar. That didn’t stop Suki, though. She screeched, and her form shimmered. It was only for a moment, but one moment she was there, alongside Calon. The next, she was hurtling through the air, coming from the complete opposite direction, straight towards the completely unaware priest.

Her claws and teeth, while small, were extremely sharp, and perfect for a surprise attack. She sank them into the man’s neck, biting down hard as he let out a choked shout. At once, the white light vanished as Suki wrapped her body around the man’s torso. He struggled, trying to pull her off. The more he fought, the tighter she gripped as rivulets of blood poured down his sides. She snarled viciously as he dropped to his knees, and Calon could only stare as the shield dropped in front of him.

He overbalanced and fell onto his face before groaning in pain once more. With a grunt, he rolled onto his back and saw Hannah and Evie looming overhead. Hannah looked disheveled, but otherwise fine. Evie was covered in soot, as she stared at him with a worried expression.

“I hate when he’s like this,” Evie snapped. “Calon, you have to change back.”

“Pretty,” Calon smiled as he noticed both ladies were completely nude.

“Oh, for the love of…” Evie paused as her eyes locked on his dick, standing at attention.

Calon shuddered as her warm hand wrapped around his flesh, and his eyes locked on hers.

“Hey there, big guy,” she grinned. “If you wanna change back, I’ll let you cum on my tits!”

Calon stared at her as she stroked his length, before it sank in what she wanted him to do. With a sigh, Calon let the power slip away, before he suddenly jerked in place.

“Oh, fuck! My arm!”

“There he goes,” Hannah sighed.

Calon grunted in pain. “Character sheet.”

Name:
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“Shit,” Calon swore, before looking down at his arm. “You think it’s broken or dislocated?”

“Dislocated,” Hannah examined him. “I have experience causing these kinds of injuries.”

“You’re fucking scary, you know that?” Evie said to the Nightmare.

“I’m YOUR fucking scary,” Hannah grinned at Evie, making her giggle and nod.

“I just don’t know if I should try to use soft touch, or if I should try to heal it,” Calon grimaced.

Hannah looked at Evie and gave a small nod towards his cock. Evie frowned before reaching out. Calon twitched as she began to stroke him and he stared down at her with confusion.

“What are you–OH SHIT!”

In his distraction, Hannah worked quickly. Shoving her smokey tendrils into the sand, she suddenly seized him. With a sharp yank, she thrust his arm forward and as Calon howled, his shoulder popped back into place with a wet smacking sound.

He gasped for breath for several moments, as Evie gently stroked his cock throughout the situation. It was only as he recovered. He looked at her and saw the faint smile on her lips.

“I promised you could cum on my tits, so hurry and heal yourself,” she mumbled.

Calon sighed and slapped his good hand to his bad shoulder and formed the spell. “Heal.”

White light flowed around his palm and the mad throbbing drifted away to almost nothing. Evie’s stroking got faster, and Calon was reminded that he’d been blue-balled just before the fight. He didn’t let that distract him from healing, though, and cast it once more. As the light of the second spell faded, Calon was panting and holding Hannah’s hand.

“Oh fuck,” He grit his teeth.

Evie giggled softly and pointed his cock towards herself, before a series of thick, white ropes of seed sprayed across her skin. She gasped in delight, stroking him to milk out all of his cum. Calon slumped back in the sand and concentrated on breathing for a few moments, as Suki and Chrissy appeared in his vision. Both were dripping wet, and Calon realized they had taken a quick swim to wash off the blood and gore they were likely covered in.

That still left someone out, though. Calon pushed himself up, seeing Evie’s satisfied grin as she gently massaged his cum into her skin as she licked her lips. Calon grinned back before looking around.

“Anyone seen Clarissa?”

Evie froze, and Chrissy’s head snapped around. Suki’s eyes went wide, and Hannah burst into smoke as her form washed down the beach to search for her. Calon pushed himself to his feet before jogging over to the tent. It was a burned husk. Most of their bedding was destroyed. If not from the initial fire, then by Evie’s spell, which… Calon glanced back at Evie, who seemed fine, despite the soot on her skin. He shook his head and put those thoughts aside as he double checked the contents of the tent and saw nothing.

What he did find was a strange mark, like something had rolled along the sand, towards the trees. Calon could only think it could be caused by her slime-form and followed after in a hurry. His feet broke into the grass as the sand gave way, and as he stepped into the sparse trees along the beach, he heard a sharp snap. Calon made his way in that direction and quickly found Clarissa.

“You hurt my kitty,” she growled.

The man’s eyes locked on Calon. There was sheer desperation and pain plastered across his features. The fear was running down his leg from a wet spot on the front of his pants. Clarissa was pinning him to a tree, by several bands of green, slimy tentacles covering his mouth, to his hips.. Even as he watched, she forced the slime up the man’s nose, choking him as she wound back her free arm. With a grunt, she shot it forward, slamming it into the man’s leg, where a second, wet crunch sound echoed through the trees. The man’s eyes bulged in agony through the treatment, and Calon approached the slime-girl.

“Clarissa?” He touched her shoulder.

“He’s the one who shot the arrow,” she hissed as she withdrew her slime, uncovering his nose and mouth.

The man sucked in a lungful of air before slumping in place. He sobbed for a moment and raised his eyes. “I’m sorry! Please, I OOohh!”

Clarissa’s face twisted, and Calon saw his body was being compressed by the bands of slime. She was crushing him, and his face was going red as the air was forced from his lungs. Calon watched on, trying to work out what he should do next, when a smokey figure emerged from the trees and stalked towards them both.

“You think this is worth it?” Hannah hissed.

Clarissa growled at the Nightmare and nodded. “He tried to kill us. He nearly hurt Suki.”

“Good,” Hannah hissed and smiled widely. “It’s about time. Someone acted as monstrously as I do. There’s a certain pleasure in destroying a man so thoroughly, and so easily, is there not?”

Clarissa shook herself and glanced at Calon. He realized what Hannah was doing and gently patted Clarissa’s shoulder. “If this is what you want, I won’t judge you,” he told her. “You and Hannah can go out and torture anyone who attacks our family.”

Clarissa lowered her head and sighed. “Shit.”

She pulled her slime away, and the man dropped to the ground. He sucked in air before letting out a pained cry. That shut off, as Hannah’s form turned on him, growling like some rabid beast. Calon turned away from the scene as he pulled Clarissa into a fierce hug. She leaned into his chest, and he kissed the top of her head.

“You’re not a monster,” he told her. “I’m happy with you just being yourself.”

Clarissa pressed her face harder into Calon’s chest, as the sounds of screaming broke into the sounds of wet chewing and dark laughter.


Chapter Twelve




“One more,” Calon nodded.

The brewer frowned slightly before nodding and waving for his men to fetch the last barrel. Florence was keen to get on the road as quickly as possible. Especially after Calon told him what had happened. Thankfully, the workshop doing the modifications to Calon’s wagon had completed the work shortly after they arrived. Calon wasted no time in handling payment, courtesy of Brandt, before taking the wagon over to the brewery.

Originally, Calon planned to fill the wagon as much as he could. Without the tent, they needed somewhere to sleep. Instead, Calon had left a space near the front. It would be cramped, but with Hannah sleeping through the day, and Clarissa being able to melt her body into the gaps between the barrels. It was just enough for Chrissy to curl in, with Calon, Evie and Suki using her as their bed. Despite her immediate refusal to accept that as a proposition, Calon found her easy to persuade in the end. Far easier than he expected, almost like she only refused because she thought she had to at first.

Shaking his head to clear the thoughts of the attractive Royal Griffon, Calon gave the surroundings another scan. The men were likely just hired thugs. But the priest died too. Suki took him down with her teeth in his neck. Hannah had done her best to clean up the evidence. Calon just couldn’t shake the feeling that somebody knew what had happened. When they decided to reveal their hand, Calon could only guess. He just didn’t want to be anywhere near Southport when it happened. He’d been hauled before the magistrate on bullshit charges once already. Making a habit of it wouldn’t win him any favors.

“Last one,” the man grunted.

Calon turned back and pointed to the spot. “Set it there. That’ll be all.”

The workers moved closer, before hefting the barrel between the two of them. It dropped into place with a dull thud, and Calon let out a sigh of relief.

“You sure that’s all you want?” The brewer asked, looking at the empty space.

“Yeah, I have other things I need to haul,” Calon nodded.

“Alright. You were the last. Florence and the others picked up their orders already,” he smiled in a way that told Calon it was very profitable for him.

Likely, as expensive as the stuff was, most of the locals couldn’t afford it on the regular, while larger orders like this were rare. Alcohol, especially spirits, could be useful in many ways. The high alcohol content made it useful to burn, as well as sterilize and clean wounds in an emergency. You could even use it to clean things, or mix into other components to make a flammable thinner. Molotovs had existed for millennia and alcohol just made them easier to make.

“Alright,” Calon nodded, before whistling at Evie, who was on the other side, making sure nobody could sneak up on them. She glanced back and nodded, before moving to the back of the wagon.

Suki, the ever faithful Neko, was sitting on the driver’s seat. She held the reins loosely, just in case the horse decided to move. She had no interest in learning how to drive, though. Calon left her there while he met Evie at the back. She was working through the loops at the top. The entire back was a single flap that could be rolled up to the roof. There, a series of loops were sewn onto one side, and a series of wooden dowels on small ropes on the other. By pushing the dowels through the loops, they held the canvas flap up.

They weren’t, however, particularly secure in all conditions. So Evie, after unlacing all the loops, had dropped the flap and was busy tying it closed. It had enough overlap that only the worst of the wind and rain would get inside the wagon with it shut. The front of the wagon had a similar setup, so you could enter from the driver’s seat. That would be shut up later, when they wanted to sleep. With Calon’s help, the two of them closed up the rear before bidding the brewer goodbye.

Calon made no mistakes, he wanted out of this place, quickly.. The look he was given was one of mixed relief and disgust. The beastkin weren’t liked here. They weren’t welcome at all. Calon was sure they were around. But while they performed menial jobs around Beenleigh, it was almost like it wasn’t safe for them to be seen here regularly. It made Calon sad, but it also made him think that perhaps the rebellion going on in the north had a bit of a chip on their shoulders. Perhaps they were trying to create the opposite of Southport, where humans weren’t as well liked?

“Master?” Suki called.

“Sorry, was thinking,” Calon smiled and climbed into the seat.

“Was wondering what that grinding noise was,” Evie giggled as she stepped up beside him.

“Ha ha,” Calon rolled his eyes, grinning anyway.

“You’ll get over it,” Evie snorted as she climbed into the back. “If you don’t, I’ll just suck your dick until you do.”

“And what if one day my dick has been sucked so much that its effectiveness wears off?” Calon asked, glancing over his shoulder.

Evie shrugged. “Anal?”

“Anal,” Suki nodded.

“I could make it look and feel like anal for you, but still have you in my pussy,” Clarissa offered from her spot in the back.

Calon shifted his pants slightly, before taking the reins from the quietly giggling Neko. With her barely contained glee, he gave the reins a quick snap, and the wagon lurched forward. The trip back would be slower. The additional weight would be a burden. Not just for him, but for the entire wagon train. More than a few of the merchants had visited the brewery and loaded up as much as they could. The promise of Calon and the ladies’ protection outweighed their fear of attack. Which was nice, sure. Having that level of confidence was a bit of an ego boost.

What concerned him was the actual risk of attack. Because now, with the alcohol onboard. Just about anything that happened could be chalked up to bandits. Home was a very long way away, after all.

“I bet Hannah would try anal if you asked her,” Suki whispered.

Evie snorted, then started laughing in the back, while Calon held back a grin of his own. Suki shifted over and curled her top half over his lap. Her chin rested on his crotch, and he could feel the vibrations of her purrs, though his semi-erect cock.

“Bad kitty,” Calon tried to shift away.

“Then punish me,” she nuzzled a little closer.

Calon rolled his eyes and drove back to the street where Florence and the others were waiting. The man was walking down the train, checking each of the drivers. They wanted to move off, and Florence didn’t want any issues when they did. Seeing Calon approach, the man waved and directed Calon towards the front of the line.

He did just that, driving up to an empty spot right behind Florence’s wagon. It made sense, too. Slightly less defensible. But it also kept Calon at the front, where he could help get them through any sticky situations, like Clarissa had with the mud.

“Aww,” Suki pouted softly. “If we’re this close, it’s going to be really hard to give you road head without getting caught.”

“I always pegged you for being a bit of a freak,” Evie stroked Suki’s ears from her seat in the back. “I didn’t think it was this bad, though.”

“I… I love my parents,” Suki sat up and smiled. “I do, really. But… They weren’t good parents. They wanted the best for me, but at the expense of who I was.”

“Are you saying that deep inside, you just wanted to be a catgirl?” Calon asked as he pulled the wagon to a halt in the space Florence had left them.

“No,” Suki shook her head. “Deep inside, I just wanted to stop. I wanted to do what I wanted, when I wanted, how I wanted. Without being constantly reminded to do better, to work harder, to be more efficient. You give me that, Master.”

Calon smiled. “I’m glad–”

“Then there’s just how fucking good it feels to be stretched around that massive cock of yours,” Suki grinned.

“There she is,” Evie snorted.

“You’re as big a slut as she is,” Clarissa grumped from the back.

“Bitch!” Evie giggled.

“I am what I am,” Clarissa huffed.

Calon rolled his eyes. Chrissy was the angry one. Evie, the smart and collected one. Suki the fun one and Hannah the serious one. But Clarissa is and always would be a bitch. Somehow, it just worked. Especially now that she’d well and truly cemented her position in their little family.

“Alright!” Florence stepped around the wagon. “You’ve everything you need?” He asked.

“We filled our water. You’re supplying meals. We’ll meet up with Chrissy and Hannah when we leave town.” Calon nodded.

The man winced at that. He was far more welcoming of all the ladies. Hannah still had a reputation, though. It was hard to look at this world’s literal boogeyman, and tell yourself she’s harmless. Especially when she absolutely, under no circumstances, was harmless. Still, that in itself was an improvement. Since Florence had wanted as little to do with Calon and the others when they met him in Brisbane. This was a vast improvement. Besides, even if many of the caravanners wouldn’t admit it openly, they secretly enjoyed knowing a Nightmare hunted anything that hunted them at night. It was why a lot more merchants were travelling with them.

“Alright,” Florence nodded. “You stay behind me. You’re carrying the most spirits, so if someone wants to hit fast, you’re the biggest target. Having you up front means it’s safer for everyone else. Not to mention, ahh… Clarissa, wasn’t it?”

“That’s her,” Calon grinned.

“Right,” Florence gave a relieved smile. “If anyone gets stuck, it’s easier if you’re up front now, anyway.”

“Rather be at home with Mr. Sooky Pants,” the slime grumbled in the back.

Calon sighed softly. There wasn’t anything he could do about that. Despite her shift in acceptance of her situation, everyone understood her position. She had a lot of insecurities and even though the he and the girls were supportive in their own ways, she still needed to believe that herself. It would take time. She’d relapse, but that was okay too. Just like the rest of them, her life back home had turned her into an outcast. So, they all worked to include her where they could. More importantly, despite her gripping, she still actively helped when asked. So in spite of her grumblings, it reminded him a little of how Chrissy protested too much.

“We’re right behind you.” Calon gave Florence a wave, and the older man wasted no time climbing up onto his own wagon.

He gave the reins a crack, and Calon did the same. Suki shifted around to lie in his lap once more, while Evie hung over the front to look at the view.

“Being up the front sucks,” Evie grumbled.

“Hmm?” Calon glanced back. “Why’s that?”

“I was with Suki on the road head thing,” she giggled.

“Could give me a little head,” Suki offered.

“Fuck,” Calon snorted. “Ladies, please. I have a brain, a dick, and only enough blood to run one of them.”

“At least you’ve got that,” Clarissa called. “My ex could barely keep it up, and if it wasn’t something to do with football, he fell asleep.”

“Maybe I should give YOU some road head,” Evie offered.

Calon grinned. Their weird little family was just that. A weird little family. They drove through the main street of town. A few faces turned their way. Most dismissed them, and like their entry, a few glared at Calon. He hadn’t made it known that he was a summoner, so the glares were entirely because of Suki.

“HALT!”

Calon groaned as he spotted the guards. They were blocking the road.

“Just what the hell is this?” Florence demanded.

“Just a warning,” the guard stated. “There was a disappearance last night. High Priest Edvard took a small group of followers on a day pilgrimage and hasn’t returned. I’m asking anyone with information, or who spots anything out of the ordinary to report it back.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” Florence nodded. “But I’ll make that report in the next town over. You understand?”

The guards nodded before waving the caravan through. Calon wasn’t sure, but one of the guards was staring at him the whole time. Almost like he knew, which… Well that may actually be the case. They trundled down the main road and out into the land beyond, before Evie let out a long sigh.

“Shit,” she huffed.

“Shit,” Calon agreed.

“The fuck is a high priest doing trying to rob people?” Suki hissed.

“I’m more concerned about why he wanted to buy you,” Calon said as he stroked her ears. “He was willing to come back with armed men and physically get you himself when I refused.”

“Ignoring all that,” Evie mumbled from behind. “Suki, what the fuck was that you did when you took him down?”

Calon glanced at the Neko and smiled. “Character Sheet.”

Name:

Suki Shio

Owner:

Calon Wilson

Race:

Neko

Level:

1

Mana:

0/0

Skills:

Blink- A Neko’s unmatched grace and flexibility, can aid them in fitting through impossible places* **

*This is a passive skill and is active at all times

** Caution must be applied as a Neko can enter places not suitable for life

Modifications:

None

“Wow,” Calon whistled, before reading it out.

“That’s slightly terrifying,” Suki frowned. “What do you think it means? Not suitable for life?”

“Maybe you could slip yourself between two objects that would normally crush you,” Evie offered.

“Or into a full barrel of spirits, where there’s no air,” Calon offered.

“Oh my god, you two need to shut up!” Clarissa shot out a long green tendril that yanked Suki with a yowl into the back. “Don’t you worry. Mummy has you all wrapped up where you’re safe.”

Evie raised an eyebrow before hauling herself up into the now unoccupied space beside Calon. “This thing needs some cushions, maybe a backrest.”

Calon grunted before nodding. “Depends on how much traveling we’re doing after this. I don’t know about you, but I wanna put my feet up for a while. We’ve a house we haven’t spent a single night in.”

“True,” Evie nodded. “That’s going to be a long first night.”

“Is it?” Calon frowned.

Evie nodded. “Yup. Cos you’re going to fuck me in every room, and when I start, Suki is probably going to join in.”

“Yup!” the Neko called from the back, while Clarissa complained about her wriggling.

The caravan traveled for hours. The sun rose higher, and the day got warm. Evie went back and forth, getting water for Calon, before insisting on letting him step back into the shade while she drove for a while. Calon, knowing that Evie was getting more confident in controlling the wagon, accepted and joined Suki and Clarissa in the back.

Clarissa was in a humanoid form, with Suki in her lap. It looked like a strange mix of a woman clutching a teddy, and whatever fucking fantasy this was with slime-girls, Nekos and whatever else was running around in the bush.

“I don’t know about you all, but I’m kinda hungry,” Calon grunted.

“There’s plenty of rations. I think there’s some jerky in the bags,” Evie offered.

Calon nodded and checked. The food was easy to find. The jerky wasn’t bad and Calon handed some out to each of them, before joining Evie on the driver’s seat once more.

“Have you seen Chrissy?” He asked.

“Once or twice,” Evie nodded. “She’s scouting further out than normal.”

“Her modification made her better at flying. She probably just doesn’t want to be stuck on the ground with us,” Calon guessed.

Evie nodded, then smiled. “Is it weird that I still think she’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen?”

“No,” Calon shook his head. “She was always hot, just… I dunno. Now she almost fits her persona, it makes her even hotter.”

“What about me?” Evie shot him a grin.

“Forbidden fruit,” Calon laughed.

“And me?” Suki asked.

Calon thought about it for a moment before grinning. “Fuck-pets don’t get to ask silly questions like that.”

There was a slight pause before a sharp intake, followed by Clarissa’s voice. “Stop it! No masturbating! Bad kitty!”

“Suki, be good,” Calon called softly. “If you’re a good kitty, I’ll buy you a new leash when we get home, and use the old one to tie you to me, balls deep in your ass so you can be my cock warmer until I’m bored with you.”

“Seriously?” Clarissa groaned, as Suki whispered something. “I don’t care how much you want it. That’s so fucked I can’t even!”

“Fuck, she’s so turned on even I want that a little bit,” Evie shuddered.

“RIGHT?!” Suki yowled.

Calon grinned before spotting a winged figure swooping over the trees. Calon waved, catching Evie’s attention, who also turned and waved as Chrissy swooped down and landed beside the road. The griffon jogged up to the wagon, and Calon’s good mood at seeing her began to slip.

“What is it?” Calon asked as she frowned.

“There’s… a group,” she hissed.

“Like, bandits?” Evie asked.

“Maybe?” Chrissy fidgeted. “They… they don’t look like farmers or even the rabble of goblins, but… Well, they’re in a weird spot, and I get a bad feeling about them.”

“Are they human?” Suki asked as she poked her head out.

“No,” Chrissy frowned. “Which is why I’m torn up. They could just be hiding, or…”

“Or they could be bandits,” Evie finished the sentence.

“How many of them?” Calon asked.

Chrissy frowned. “Hundreds.”

“Shit,” Calon whistled softly. “Alright, you need to tell Florence, then go find Sahm and Nette. They need to know.”

“Evie?” Chrissy asked.

“I’ll come,” Evie smiled, before handing Calon the reins.

She slipped off the seat, and settled behind Chrissy’s wings, before the griffon jogged up towards Florence. Despite being a more familiar face than Hannah, the merchants were still pretty wary of her. That, and her dislike of people in general, made her prickly to deal with. By comparison, Evie’s happy grins and eager explanations made her perfect for taking up where Chrissy left off.

“Hey, Suki. Can you grab me out some jerky to give to Chrissy when they come back?” Calon asked.

“Say please!” Clarissa growled.

Calon looked back and saw the Neko frowning with a pair of tentacles wrapped tightly around her waist. He rolled his eyes. “Suki, please, can you pass me some jerky for Chrissy?”

“Better,” Clarissa accepted and released the Neko.

Suki scrambled over to the bags and collected a sizeable handful of the dried meat. Chrissy ate more than the rest of them, so it made sense. Rather than pass it up to Calon, though, she joined him on the driver’s seat while Clarissa let out an impatient huff from the rear.

“You don’t need to use manners with me, Master,” Suki smiled. “I told you, I’ll accept anything you want from me. I trust you not to abuse me, no matter how you treat me.”

Calon leaned down and pressed a kiss to the top of her head. “Clarissa is right though,” he sat back up. “If I’m going to force my cock randomly into whichever of your holes, I decide at the time, the least I can do is use my manners when I speak to you after the fact.”

“Fucking seriously?” Clarissa whined.

“You’re just jealous that Master always wants to spend time with me,” Suki pouted.

Calon frowned and glanced back. “Is that true? You want to spend some time with me?”

Clarissa faltered for a moment, before forming her blob. “I get it. I’m not–”

“Suki, sit on my lap please, then Clarissa can come and sit beside me,” Calon said quickly.

“No,” Clarissa groaned. “It’s–”

“Clarissa, I’d really like it if you came and sat next to me,” Calon pushed.

The Slime made a small noise, before pulling herself back into her humanoid form. She crawled forward as Suki got into Calon’s lap. Her process of getting into the seat was a little different. She just kinda… flowed into place, cutting herself off at the waist and rejoining her legs to her shoulders, before reforming into a whole once more.

“Happy?” she grunted.

“Are you?” Calon asked as he patted her hand.

Clarissa sighed and scooped Suki off Calon’s lap, and into her own. “I’m not unhappy.”

“That’s not the same thing though,” Calon tugged on the reins and steered around a particularly large rock in the road. He glanced back at her and saw the way she frowned and curled over Suki, who accepted the treatment with a faint purr.

“You’re all so fucking weird,” she sighed. “And I’m… not.”

Calon tilted his head and turned back to the road. “Is us being weird, a bad thing?”

“No,” Clarissa huffed. “I just wish I was fucking weird, too. Then we could all be fucking weird together. And we could live the rest of our lives in fucking weirdness.”

Suki giggled and gave a small wriggle. “You’re weird enough, Clarissa.”

“Am I though?” she asked.

“Does it matter?” Calon nudged her. “I watched you take an old school wagon, stuck in the mud, which a horse couldn’t pull it out of. And I saw you bare handed drag that fucker free like it was nothing. Even if you aren’t ‘fucking weird,’ you’re still fucking badass.”

“Fuck yeah,” Suki giggled.

Clarissa huffed. “I just wish I felt like it sometimes.”

Calon gave her a bit of side eye before nodding. “Clarissa, you’re probably the only one of us that could take Chrissy in a one-on-one fight. Don’t forget for even a moment what you can do, even when you think you can’t.”

Clarissa giggled this time, and she shook her head. “Don’t tell her that. She’ll be mad.”

“She totally would,” Suki snickered. “She probably knows it. She just won’t admit it.”

“Admit what?” Chrissy asked as she slipped back on the road to join them.

“Nothing,” Calon grinned. “We’re just trying to cheer Clarissa up since she’s feeling a little left out.”

“Aww,” Evie frowned. “Sorry Clarissa. Things are a bit shit right now, but I promise, when we get home, things will be easier.”

“Will they though?” Clarissa asked. “I feel like a sixth wheel most of the time. You’re all so fucking horny.”

“I’m not,” Chrissy growled softly. “Let them do their weird sexy shit. You and me can go play chess or something.”

“I don’t know how to play chess,” Clarissa sighed.

Calon was about to offer when Chrissy cleared her throat. “I can teach you.”

“Really?” Clarissa looked up.

Chrissy shrugged. “Sure. Evie’s okay. Calon’s fucking useless–”

“Hey–”

“Beat me in a game of chess. I’ll let you put it in my ass. As a human, I tried that once with your sister’s dildo and fucking hated it,” Chrissy offered.

Calon frowned. He’d almost beaten her once. He was… pretty sure. Then he thought over her words. “Wait, you two…”

“Yeah,” Chrissy huffed.

“I liked it,” Evie grinned. “I like it waaaay more now, though. If I wasn’t going to suggest you spend a bit of time with Clarissa tonight, I’d offer.”

“See, this is what I’m talking about,” Clarissa huffed.

“What?” Evie frowned. “You made a joke about anal earlier!”

“Not that,” Clarissa huffed. “It’s… it’s always been me. Just me. My friends were the same. We all had the same phone, and shopped at the same stores and hung with the same people, but nobody ever looked out for one another unless someone went after us as a group. Here, you’re just… You’re looking out for me. Telling me to spend time with Calon, making sure I’m happy and… And I don’t know how to do that.”

“Well, for starters, you can stop complaining every time Master treats me how I want to be treated,” Suki snickered. “I’m a good kitty, and good kitties get fucked.”

Clarissa let out a groan. “That’s… fuck, it’s not even the sex. I get it. I do, and it’s all the same thing. I know Calon isn’t a bad guy. You all fucking love the guy. It’s… it’s that. You love him, he loves you. He speaks to you like that because you like it, not because he actually thinks it.”

“I think Clarissa needs a hug,” Evie said after a few moments of silence.

Before the slime-girl could react, Suki twisted around in her lap and hugged her. Calon leaned in and put an arm around her shoulders, while keeping the wagon going straight. Evie sat up and leaned onto the driver’s seat to hug the slime-girl from the other side, while Chrissy reached over and patted her shoulder.

“You’re all so fucking weird,” Clarissa sniffed as she tried to hug them all back at once, with a series of small slimy tentacles.

“Yeah,” Calon grinned. “We’re fucking weird.”

“And it’s not weird at all that we like getting fucked,” Suki giggled. “So tonight, I think Clarissa should get first dibs.”

Calon rolled his eyes, “Suki, you–”

“I’d like that,” Clarissa interrupted gently.

Calon looked at the slime, and she was staring at him. He let his admonishment die and nodded slowly. “If we stop early enough, maybe we can go for a quick walk or something. Just you and me.”

Clarissa’s face quirked, and she nodded slowly, but didn’t say anything further, as Evie and Chrissy moved down the train of wagons to find Sahm and Nette.


Chapter Thirteen




“Calon.”

“Hmm?” Calon jerked awake.

The glowing red eyes of Hannah hovered above him. Her form in the wagon was pure darkness. She was still the monstrous creature in the night. Only now, she was HIS monstrous creature in the night. Though… If she were waking him in the middle of it…

“What’s wrong?” Calon sat up.

“There’s a group,” Hannah whispered. “They’re the ones Chrissy found. They’ve come close enough to watch the camp and… I don’t know if I should kill them.”

Calon nodded. On one hand, he was curious why she hadn’t just acted on her own. Then again, he was actually thankful she hadn’t just done so. She was more than capable, even with her reduced capabilities as a summon.

“They’re just watching?” Calon asked.

“For now.” Hannah’s eyes bobbed as she seemed to nod. “They’re armed, but haven’t acted with hostile intent.”

“Great,” Calon grunted before slipping out of the bed. And by bed, it was Chrissy’s furry chest as she lay curled in the wagon. “Let’s go say hi.”

“You want me to kill them?” She asked.

“Not yet,” Calon grinned as he dressed quickly. “They could just be opportunists. Looking for something to eat.”

“Very well. How should we do this?” Hannah asked.

“Think you can hide me?” Calon grinned, before climbing down over the driver’s seat.

Hannah directed him out of the camp. The only sounds Calon could make out, was the soft snores of the merchants around him. Keeping to the established practice of their trip, Calon and the girls were on the outskirts. Sahm and Nette were on the opposite side. Hannah directed him into a clump of trees that led to the west. Her smokey form lightened, while dispersing, covering a wider area. Her actions must have alerted the watchers as they began to move about. It gave Calon the opportunity to move quicker as their footsteps muffled the sounds of his own approach.

Calon moved wide, passing behind them. He wouldn’t approach from the direction of the camp. That might provoke an attack out of hand. Instead, he circled around before closing in. The people he spotted… Or in this case, the Beastkin he spotted, were all of a singular type. They resembled the dingo-like people he had seen earlier. It made him think that these people were possibly the ones who lived around the Southport area in the past. Perhaps even where the land had been cleared.

“Damned fog,” one of them grumbled.

“It came so quickly,” another commented.

“Should we try again tomorrow?” a third asked. “It should rain. That will slow them down.”

“Thank you for the warning,” Calon called with a gentle tone.

The group spun, and Calon saw them all properly. They aimed spears at him, but the swirling mist that surrounded his body made them freeze.

“Dark one,” the largest of their group lowered his spear. “Forgive us. We won’t hunt your prey.”

Calon felt a pair of lips brush his ear before Hannah whispered. “Shall I disperse them?”

Calon thought for a moment, then shook his head. Instead, he stepped closer and Hannah followed, keeping him shrouded in mist. “Your people,” Calon started. “They lived here?”

“Not here,” the beastkin man rumbled. “Near the town.”

“Southport?” Calon asked.

“Yes,” he growled.

“The cleared land along the road on the way in?” Calon guessed.

“Many died,” he growled. “Long time ago. Now we roam. Any time we stop, they find us.”

Calon swore, and the beastkin shuffled anxiously. There was a solution, though. First, he needed to talk about it with the others.

“Go home tonight,” Calon told the group. “Find us tomorrow. I may be able to help.”

“Help?” He jerked back. “Help how?”

“I might know a place,” Calon told them honestly. “Somewhere you can stay. I just need to make sure first.”

“Jakus, this might be a trick,” one of them hissed.

“If it a trick,” Jakus shook his head. “We’re already dead.”

“No death,” Calon held his hands up. “No violence. I’d like to help.”

“Why does the Dark One want to help?” Another asked.

“I don’t,” Hannah chuckled dangerously.

Her voice held an edge of violence in it. The members of the group dropped back, cowering before her. She laughed softly, and Calon felt a small tug on his arm. He took the cue and started walking. The beastkin parted, letting him through, and Calon stared at Jakus.

“Tomorrow,” Calon reminded him and disappeared.

He walked softly, trying not to wake anyone. Hannah kept him surrounded until the edge of the camp, before she lightly brushed her lips over his cheek. He watched her swirl and pull back into the treeline, clearly on watch, just in case the talk with Jakus didn’t go as expected. Only for an irate Griffin to burst out of the wagon, completely nude, and holding her spear. She charged out, turning her head, only to freeze at the sight of him.

Calon hurried over as Chrissy lowered her weapon. She glared at him before leaning back towards the wagon. She muttered something, and Calon heard Evie’s voice from inside.

“Hey,” Calon smiled as he moved up.

“We woke up, and you were gone,” Chrissy growled.

“Sorry,” Calon apologized. “I didn’t think it was a problem. I’ve gotten up at night before.”

“Yeah,” Chrissy growled. “That was before someone tried to murder us.”

Calon sighed before nodding. “Okay. I’ll make sure I wake someone next time.”

“What was it anyway? You don’t smell like Hannah’s pussy, so you weren’t out fucking her,” Chrissy sniffed.

“Just some late night visitors,” Calon moved closer. “We can talk about it tomorrow when everyone’s awake.”

Chrissy narrowed her eyes before nodding slowly. “Come on, then.”

The ladies inside the wagon gave them both grumpy stares, as they shifted once more to let the Griffon crawl in. Next was Calon, before they all shuffled down into the cramped space they were originally. The only one not in the pile was Clarissa, who, in her usual fashion, was in a liquid state, pooled between the barrels in the back.

Calon stripped off his clothing before settling down against Chrissy’s fur. She sighed softly, and stroked the back of his head, as Evie curled onto her side. Suki, after a moment of indecision, crawled up atop Chrissy as well and curled into Calon’s front, where he could hold her like a teddy. She and Evie went back to sleep rather quickly, leaving Calon laying atop Chrissy, listening to her heart beating in her chest.

“Fuck,” Chrissy sighed.

“Hmm?” Calon looked up.

“I’m wide awake,” she whispered.

Calon winced slightly. “Sorry.”

“Shut up,” Chrissy growled, as she shifted slightly.

Calon felt her move and held himself up slightly. She shifted one of her legs and moved a hand. Only for her fingers to find his cock.

“Ch–”

“Shut up.” Chrissy gave him a squeeze.

Calon closed his mouth and enjoyed the sensation of her warm hand sliding up and down his flesh. It wasn’t long until he was rising to the occasion. He moved Suki, who remained limp in his arms. Sliding up Chrissy’s body, he kissed her gently. With Evie on her other arm, she didn’t have enough hands to hold him while stroking his cock. So Calon did the work and held himself at the right height to meet her lips.

The kisses grew from gentle pecks to the mashing of lips. Calon moaned as her hand increased in pace, before she suddenly released him. Calon pulled away, as she grabbed his arm to stop him from moving. Chrissy shifted slightly, opening her front legs, and Calon could feel the warmth between them.

“Gently,” she whispered.

Calon grinned and gave her a peck on the lips before taking his cock. He angled himself downwards and felt for the slickness of her pussy. She wasn’t dripping with excitement, but she chewed her lip as Calon watched. It made him think she might want–

“In,” she growled.

Maybe not.

Calon pressed his hips forward and felt the slight tug of his cock as it entered her. Instantly, he could feel her wetness. The molten heat of her insides was slick and ready, making Calon rock his hips slightly to get some of that lubrication on the outside.

“It’s weird how much I love your cock.” Chrissy shook her head.

“Just my cock?” Calon asked as he drove himself a little deeper inside Chrissy’s pussy.

“Shut up.” Chrissy rolled her eyes. “And… Keep going.”

Calon grinned and slid Suki over into Evie’s arms. The two adorable women continued sleeping as Calon shifted position to get a better angle. With Chrissy acting as a living mattress, she had to remain still as Calon slowly worked his entire length into her. She pawed at him with her free arm, and Calon grinned to himself as he finally slid all the way inside her.

She was delicious, and her pussy was hot and ready. Calon nuzzled into her chest as he slowly fucked her. He could hear her heart thumping away in her chest and tried to hold back a laugh as she trembled beneath him.

“My clit,” she whispered.

Calon nodded and shifted slightly to get a better angle. He slipped a hand down between them, and pushed lower, quickly finding her slippery pussy. Calon worked his fingers around, getting them wet, before focusing on the upper part of her pussy lips. He brushed his digits over that sensitive cluster of nerves and smiled as she let out a soft moan. It was a slow, sensual fuck, and she was loving every moment.

“Calon,” she whimpered.

Calon massaged a little firmer as he felt her core spasm. Her pussy squeezed, and Calon continued rocking his hips. He continued to gently fuck her as she orgasmed around him. Her body twitched and jerked, despite her best efforts to remain still. Her breath hitched, and Calon held her close as he increased his pace.

“Fuck… Calon!” Chrissy said, a little louder.

He ignored her, falling into his own rhythm. Chrissy let out a moan of pleasure, and Calon raised his head. He collected her lips with a firm kiss and felt the blast of hot breath as she used him to muffle her own cries. Until finally, he ground himself deep inside her and erupted. His cock pulsed, and Chrissy made a happy noise. She clutched him with her one free arm, and as he emptied himself into her, Chrissy kissed him lovingly.

They remained in one another’s embrace, even as Calon’s cock stopped spurting. The two of them enjoyed one another, simply by cuddling. At least, until Calon felt a small nudge at his hip.

“Hmm?” He looked down as Evie gave him a shove.

Calon pulled away, as the succubus made a noise, before lapping at Chrissy’s cum-stained pussy.

“Oh fuck,” Chrissy jerked.

“Mine!” Suki called.

And Calon jerked as a small mouth wrapped around the head of his cock. The vibrations from her constant purring drove him back to full mast. Something that was obviously the point, as Suki continued to suck him, until she earned her own midnight snack.
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“I might just stay in here,” Chrissy grumbled.

Calon nodded and accepted the oiled cloak Evie held out to him. “You all just… sit tight, I guess.”

“Where else would we be?” Clarissa snarked.

“Just take it easy, alright. Hannah needs her rest,” Calon admonished her gently.

The slime bobbed slightly, before pulling back into the barrels where she spent a lot of time. Before a smokey tendril reached out and gently brushed Calon’s cheek.

“I’ll be fine,” Hannah whispered. “Drive slowly in this weather.”

“That’s a good point, actually,” Calon nodded. “Clarissa, wanna sit up front? We might need you today.”

“Fuck,” Clarissa grumped.

Calon gave her a smile as she melted her way across the floor, before forming up on the seat beside him. Calon pulled the cloak around himself before holding it open in case she wanted to share it with him.

“I’m good,” she slouched. “Water is… kinda nice.”

“Slime’s traditionally are found in dark, wet places. Like waterfalls and caves,” Suki informed them.

Calon frowned and glanced back. “How do you know that?”

“Read it over your shoulder once,” she shrugged.

Calon shook his head before turning to the road. Most of the merchants were ready, with only a few stragglers getting cloaks on. The rain wasn’t coming down hard, but it was now pretty constant. Just a light sprinkle and a breeze. It wasn’t enough to cause any short-term discomfort, but Calon wasn’t keen on being in the wet and wind for hours on end.

Still, with no better option, he gave the reins a crack and got the horse moving. He steered around to where Florence was waiting. Like the day before, there was a gap, which Calon moved into. That was all Florence needed to get moving. The speed they’d be traveling, the slower drivers would be ready by the time the end of the caravan caught up with them, anyway.

“This is actually kinda nice,” Clarissa commented after a few moments.

“Are we going to see you sitting out in the rain back on the farm?” Calon asked her.

“Maybe,” she shrugged. “Unless you find me a nice cave or some shit.”

Calon laughed and shook his head. “Actually, that’s the thing I wanted to talk to you about. Last night we got some visitors.”

“Something did happen then,” Chrissy growled.

“It did,” Calon nodded. “Not bad though.”

“What did they want?” Evie asked.

“I think they were looking for food, but they recognized Hannah and backed off pretty quickly,” Calon acknowledged the terrifying woman. “Remember back before we got to Southport, that big cleared area in the middle of the trees?”

“I thought that wasn’t just a rest stop,” Suki sighed.

Calon nodded. “That was their home at one stage. The leader… or at least the one in charge that I spoke to, is called Jakus. He said they have to keep moving, because every time they stop, someone attacks them.”

“And you trust him?” Clarissa asked.

Calon shrugged. “No reason not to. You saw how the church reacted when I told that asshole he couldn’t have Suki.”

“Last time someone took me away from you, I died for it,” Suki growled. “If someone wants to take me away, I’ll kill them all, or die trying.”

Calon leaned back before glancing over at the angry Neko. With one arm, he snagged her around the waist and pulled her out into the rain. Suki mrowled in shock, before Calon stuffed her into his cloak and held her close with one hand as he continued to steer with the other.

“My kitty.” Calon patted her head. “As I was saying. They have to keep moving. They looked pretty hungry, spoke in broken spurts like the language isn’t natural. But they weren’t overly aggressive from the get-go.”

“You’re thinking about the farm?” Evie questioned.

“I am,” Calon nodded. “We have land, but none of us are farmers. Evie and I studied it back home, but we’ve no practical knowledge. Hell, I was looking at livestock, not horticulture.”

“Horticulture is in greenhouses, Master,” Suki called from inside the cloak.

“Whatever,” Calon rolled his eyes. “Either way. We’ve got a big block of land, and potentially a few hundred people looking for a place to live.”

“How are we going to support a few hundred people?” Chrissy asked.

“We’re not,” Calon shrugged. “But if we put aside a bit of land to grow the things we need, they can live on the rest. On private land, the church can go fuck itself. They can settle down, and they can live off the land like they’ve always done. Maybe even help out with some farming in the future. Who knows?”

“You want to invite a bunch of rando’s to live on your farm?” Clarissa asked.

“Our farm,” Calon corrected. “And yes. I told them to come back tonight, so we could⁠—”

Calon frowned as he spotted movement. It was in the trees, and he wasn’t sure at first that he’d actually seen it. Until it happened again.

“Calon?” Evie poked her head out.

“Stop,” Calon hissed. “Get back in. There’s something out there.”

Calon spotted the movement again. This time, he was certain. They were using the cover of the weather to approach. He tried not to make it obvious he’d noticed. Instead, he tilted his head to look the other way. There, too, he spotted movement before leaning back in his seat.

“Both sides, we’re surrounded,” he hissed.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Chrissy growled. “I fucking knew it.”

Calon sighed and gave a small nod, before gently shoving Suki behind himself.

“Excuse me,” she dug in her claws. “Just what the fuck do you think you’re doing?”

“Getting you out of the way,” Calon tried to pull her off.

“If you think I’m going to hide behind YOU while you can just re-summon me, you’re a fucking idiot, master,” she argued.

“She’s right,” Clarissa nudged him. Calon gave her a stare, and she shrugged. “What? I don’t like it either, but it’s true, isn’t it?”

“Fuck,” Calon swore. “We need to warn people.”

“And how are you going to do that?” Chrissy growled.

Calon could hear the tone in her voice, as easily as he could hear the sounds of her scrambling into her armor. She, too, was right, though. Any move they made would be spotted instantly. Calon was wracked with indecision. Risk spreading the word, or wait until they took the first move? Was starting things early better than waiting?

Before Calon could come to a decision. There was a distant crack. Florence hauled back on the reins as the treeline parted, and a large tree tumbled across the road. Calon pulled back on the reins, halting his own horse. Dozens of those same people from the night before stepped out of the trees. They remained silent, holding their spears, keeping them pointed at the caravan, while another stepped forward. He was older, more grizzled, and held his spear like a staff as he moved closer to the wagons.

“Behave,” he called. “Nobody hurt.”

Calon held still as the man came closer. He examined the wagons as he did. He paused beside Clarissa, giving her a strange look, before locking eyes with Calon. Calon stared right back, and the beastkin sniffed before moving further down the line.

There was some shouting further down the line. That was followed by a yell, and then silence. Calon tensed in his seat. There was nothing they could do. Surrounded like this, the beastkin had the upper hand and he knew it. Their best bet for getting out alive would be to sit still and let them do whatever it was they would do. The beastkin looked hungry. Their eyes roamed over the wagons, locking occasionally on Calon. It made him uneasy as he noticed their interest in him specifically.

“Hannah?” Calon called softly.

“I can do it,” she whispered back, directly behind him. “They might kill the other merchants, though.”

Calon grit his teeth and let out a sigh. Before footsteps came up the other side of the caravan. Another elder appeared, and this one walked with a limp, before smacking the side of Calon’s wagon.

“This one!”

Calon froze as several of the beastkin moved forward. The elder glared at Calon, while two more came around the front. They held their spears ready, while he heard more opening the back.

“Barrels of it!” one shouted.

The elder grinned, and Calon stared right back.

“Just sit still human, you know what’s good for you,” he grumbled.

“Of fuck off,” Clarissa snapped.

Calon winced, as suddenly there were a lot of eyes aimed in her direction. “Clarissa–”

“What? You’re the one just letting them get away with this shit. Aren’t you some kind of top shit summoner?” She complained.

The word fluttered around the caravan. Calon closed his eyes, and it appeared that they all held their breath. Before Calon opened his eyes and met the now terrified stare of the elder in front of him. Terrified, because of the cold presence that now leaked over his shoulder. Hannah chuckled darkly, and Calon opened his mouth to tell her to calm down. When a spear launched from the treeline, aimed at Calon’s head.

Hannah screamed in rage, catching the spear, as Calon dived for the road. He hit the ground as Suki spilled out of the cloak. She rolled away, springing to her feet to launch at the closest spearman, as Calon felt a stab of pain. He twisted as the elder pulled his spear free. The spear thrower distracted Hannah, as Suki had her back to the elder, dealing with their initial captors.

Calon looked down at the wound in his side. It bled, but Calon couldn’t see his organs. It was just a flesh wound, and when he looked up, the Elder was readying another go.

“Berserk,” Calon grunted.

The Elder’s eyes went wide as Calon’s hand caught the spear. His eyes went even wider as Calon swept the beastkin off his feet by his neck. Squeezing it tightly, he felt something crunch, which made Calon grunt. As the body went limp in his arms, Calon tossed it aside before spotting movement. He turned as a spear slammed into his shoulder. Before a beautiful, winged and armored figure launched out of the wagon, towards the thrower.

Hannah, noticing the fight had started properly, exploded into a dark mist. Terrified screams came from the surrounding trees as she howled with deranged laughter. Calon ran back along the caravan, spotting the fleeing figures rushing back to the trees. Calon snagged a branch and swung it like a club, shattering it over the back of a fleeing beastkin. Dead or alive, Calon didn’t know, nor did he care. He just saw movement and kept moving. The figures rushed for the trees as two more stepped ahead of him. One thrust his spear towards Calon’s chest. He knew that would be a bad thing and swatted it aside. The action spared him the pain of a chest wound, but the spear now punctured into the top of his thigh, staggering him as his momentum drove the weapon deep into his leg.

Calon roared in pain as he tumbled to the ground. He rolled as a figure leaped for him, brandishing a stone dagger. With a jerk, Calon snapped out a fist, catching the beastkin in the head. The crunch of bone was audible, as the spray of blood from his nose and eyes as his corpse crashed into the ground. Calon took hold of the now broken spear wedged in his leg and pulled it free before rolling upright.

The second spear wielder, seeing Calon back on his feet, backed off rapidly. He looked scared, which only amused the enraged berserker. Calon strode forward, closing the gap quickly. The beastkin bumped into the wagon and his face twisted in horror as Calon slammed the broken remains of the spear through his chest. His body jerked, and he coughed out a pained grunt. With the weapon in place, he found himself stuck, unable to even fall, as his body weight was suspended on the wooden shaft.

Calon turned and spotted the driver, who held up his hands. Calon frowned before shaking his head.

“Not you,” he grunted, before turning away.

He spotted a figure running for the trees, holding a box, and something about that enraged him. Calon snarled as he charged for the treeline. The runner, spotting him coming, dropped the box and scrambled away. That wasn’t enough to stop Calon, though. He shoved himself through the trees, as his smaller prey darted through with far more ease. Calon snarled as he swung his bare fists at the smaller trees, beating a path free before spotting a small boulder.

The beastkin rolled under a fallen tree before springing to his feet. Only for said boulder to slam into his back from behind. He cried out as he felt something break and fell into the dirt. Calon stomped up behind him, chuckling at the throw he’d made, and raised a foot. The beastkin held up a hand, which did nothing to prevent Calon’s weight coming down on the man’s head, popping it like an overripe watermelon.

“Hey there, big fella,” a sultry voice called.

Calon turned and spotted the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. She smiled at him as she waved a tail in the air to captivate him.

Evie stared at Calon, making sure she had his attention, before swallowing nervously. “Charm.”

Calon froze, as his entire mind locked on the pretty woman. He grinned like an idiot. Not only was she pretty, but he felt lighter just looking at her. She was the loveliest thing he’d ever seen, and all he wanted to do was pick her flowers. Pick her flowers and just be around her, forever. She was perfect and–

“Calon honey, do you mind cancelling your spell?”

Calon nodded, and without a thought, did just that. His body began to shrink back down before the power of charm ebbed away to nothing. Without the distraction of charm and the limited mental abilities of Berserk, Calon let out a pained cry as he felt the depth of his wounds wash over him.

“Fuck, fuck, Calon, you need to heal,” Evie snapped as she rushed to his side.

“I’ve got a live one,” Hannah appeared. “Let’s see if his passive ability still works if I’m the one who does the killing.”
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Name:

Calon Wilson

Class:

Summoner

Level:

8 (980/1000)

Perks:

2

Mana:

60/60

Skills:

Heal 2- Repairs targeted injury - 5 mana* **

*Repeated casting over major injury will stack effect.

**Chance to remove status effect

Revive 2 - Fallen summon is returned with no mana - 15 mana

Soft Touch 2 - Cast over time, moderately removes status effects - 1 mana per second Buff - Doubles power of summon’s next attack - 5 mana

Berserk - Double strength, mass and size at the cost of intelligence - 15 mana*

*Additional 15 mana for each minute of skill usage

Drain - Killing replenishes mana instantly*

*This is a passive skill and is active at all times.

Summons:

Evie-Rae Wilson - Succubus

Chrissy Smith - Griffon*

*Royal

Suki Shio - Neko

Clarissa Walker - Slime

Hannah - Nightmare

Current Quest:

Guard the caravan along the road to Kuraby!

1 silver and meals provided per day*

*Rewards may vary, depending on severity of attacks

Other Quest:

Deliver as much Refined Spirits to Brandt as you can* **

*20% of total profits from Brandt’s sales of Refined Spirits

**Additional 5% if the caravan suffers zero losses during the trip

Calon let out a soft sigh and shook his head, closing the pop-up. He was sitting in the back of the wagon. The rain still came down in sheets and Evie had decided to switch with him after the first few hours. He tried to complain at first, but once inside and laying on Chrissy’s warm side, he had to admit he was thankful for the reprieve.

“What’s wrong?” Chrissy asked as she curled around him a little more.

“Twenty points to level nine,” he answered softly.

Chrissy tilted her head in confusion. “Weren’t you twenty points to level nine like… before we left Southport?”

“Since we arrived,” Calon agreed.

“Probably the quest,” Evie called over the rain.

Calon frowned, but it made sense. The quest was to guard the caravan train back to Kuraby. It also stated that rewards would vary. No doubt, he’d get some kind of experience bonus for each kill that was made along the trip. But it was annoying being this close to leveling up, without being able to.

“What can we do to make up twenty experience then?” Suki asked.

“Could healing someone do it?” Clarissa asked.

Calon shook his head. “No, just healing people doesn’t net me any experience. Only quests, or kills. And it looks like kills are being tallied until the end, for now.”

“So you need a quest,” Chrissy slumped.

“Too bad there’s no quest to rail me unconscious,” Suki pouted.

“Is that seriously all you ever think about?” Clarissa groaned.

“No,” Suki smiled. “Sometimes I think about getting my ears scratched, or my tummy rubbed… Master, do you think next time you fuck me, you could rub my tummy at the same time?”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Clarissa sighed, making everyone laugh.

“Come here Suki,” Calon chuckled.

The Neko crawled forward, and Calon picked her up. She purred happily as he held her close, before slipping his hand around her front. She made a small noise before flopping limply in his arms as his finger lightly brushed over her belly. Her soft fur felt warm under his fingers, so Calon kept up the motion as Suki smiled deliriously at the ceiling.

“Part of me wonders if I’d act like that.” Chrissy frowned slightly.

“No,” Calon shook his head. “You’d be the kind that would tolerate it for a few moments before biting me.”

“She’d still probably want you to fuck her, though!” Evie called, making them all laugh again.

“Hey Sahm!” Evie called out, making Calon suddenly sit up.

“Evie, is Calon inside?” Sahm asked.

Calon set Suki down before sticking his head out into the rain. Sahm was walking quickly alongside the wagon. With the wind and rain coming down, they were only moving a little faster than walking pace, making it easy for the man to keep up.

“Calon!” Sahm called when he spotted him. “We’ve got a problem I need help with!”

“What kind of problem?” Calon asked.

“It’s Nette. She was injured in the attack. Stupid bitch only just told me!” He called out.

Calon grimaced and gave a quick nod. “Evie, stay here.”

“You want the cloak?” She asked.

“No, if I’m healing, you might need to hold out here a little longer than we were planning,” Calon explained as he climbed out onto the driver’s seat.

Bending down, he gave Evie a kiss before moving to the side of the wagon. Sahm slowed and gave him some room, so Calon jumped down without a fuss.

“Where is she?” Calon asked.

Sahm waved for him to follow. They walked slowly through the thin mud towards the rear of the caravan. A few of the merchants nodded in greeting, before one threw a spare oil cloak over Calon’s shoulders. He noted the man who did it and tried to remember him for later when he could return it. They walked slowly to the second last wagon. It was covered, and the driver locked eyes with Calon as they came close.

“Round back!” Sahm called over the pounding rain.

Calon nodded and followed closely so they wouldn’t get in the way of the last wagon. Sahm climbed up on a rear step and pulled the curtain aside before pulling back just as quickly.

“You go, she’s in there,” he shook his head.

Calon frowned at the weird way he pulled back before climbing up himself. Calon pulled the flap open and was greeted by the sight of Nette. She was nude from the waist down, lying on her back with her legs open, and what looked like a spare shirt stuffed between her legs.

“Well?” Nette snapped.

Calon jerked himself to readiness and climbed in. He shook off the cloak and set it down so it didn’t get anything wet, before turning his attention back to the woman in front of him.

“Ooooohkay,” Calon sighed. “What’s happened?”

Nette sighed. “In the attack. One of them had a spear and struck me from behind as I jumped.”

She pulled the shirt away from her crotch, and Calon winced. It would have been a cute little pussy if not for the literal gaping… well, not an axe, but a spear. But the sentiment was the same.

“It hurt, but my pants were tight enough it stopped most of the bleeding,” Nette continued. “It was only now I took my pants off to check that I realized how bad it was.”

“Shit,” Calon frowned. “Okay, I need to touch you.”

“I sorta figured,” Nette blushed.

Calon shook his head. “Your hand is fine. You can cover yourself.”

Nette grunted and pulled the shirt back into place as Calon offered his hand to her. “Heal.”

She saw the glow form. Her eyes lit up, having seen it before, and she quickly grasped his hand as the power flooded her. Calon felt his mana depleting, but it was negligible. He’d had enough time to restore everything while on the road. Two more bursts of healing cost him only a quarter of his total mana pool, before Nette pulled away the shirt.

“Can’t see through all the blood if it’s healed properly or not,” she complained.

Calon felt awkward as he looked as well. She was right, though, and there was little he could see through the sticky mess of blood.

“Here,” Nette held out a bowl with a washer. “There’s a waterskin hanging off the side there.”

Calon took the bowl and quickly located the waterskin. He filled the bowl before handing it back to Nette. She took the washer, and after wringing it out, she began to wipe herself. Calon tried to look anywhere but at her crotch. She wasn’t shaved smooth, but she wasn’t fully natural either. A healthy, but trimmed layer of fuzz. Enough to tell anyone with the fortune to see that she was all woman, without it being untidy enough to get caught in your teeth.

“Getting a good look there?” Nette chuckled.

“Sorry,” Calon lowered his eyes again.

“Don’t be,” Nette smirked. “You’ve got all that pussy to play with and yet little old me with my legs open is enough to short your brain. I’m kinda flattered.”

Calon smirked before looking her in the eye. “You’re a beautiful woman, Nette.”

This time, she blushed before wiping herself again. “How is it?” she asked, changing the subject.

Calon sighed, before glancing down at her crotch once more. He could see a small mark, but without the obvious wound, it was hard to tell if it was fully healed or not. The blood was still stuck around it. She clearly needed a good bath to get it all clean properly. Something that would be hard to get out here on the road. Still, he needed to be sure and bent down to look closer.

“Shit,” Calon swore.

“Is it that bad?” Nette asked.

Calon shook his head. “No, I just can’t see very well. I think it’s healed up but…”

“But?”

Calon took a deep breath and sighed. “May I touch you?”

Nette chewed her lip for a moment, before nodding. “Okay.”

Calon swallowed down his nervousness and raised his hands. He was gentle. Parting the soft fuzz around her pussy, he checked the wound over properly. There was still a lot of blood around it, and he ended up plucking up the wash rag before giving her a quick clean up so he could see better. There, right along her labia, was a faint pink scar. The spear had sliced up into her, missing her entrance by a fraction. It would have hurt like hell, but Nette hadn’t complained about it in hours.

“Alright.” Calon pulled his hands away.

Nette was staring at the roof of the wagon with a bright red face. “Is it okay?”

“Yeah,” Calon coughed. “You’re fine. There’s just a small scar.”

“It’s not ugly, or anything is it?” Nette frowned.

“No,’ Calon said quickly. “It’s very… Shit, how do I compliment a woman about her vagina without making it weird?”

Nette snorted and covered her crotch with a hand before sitting up. She looked Calon in the eye for a moment and nodded. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” Calon smiled. “I’m… I’m going to go. You might want to spend a bit of time cleaning up.”

“I will,” she nodded.

Calon collected his borrowed cloak and threw it over his shoulders. Getting out was a little messier than getting in, and Sahm was walking nearby. He moved over to Calon and caught his arm.

“Is she okay?” Sahm asked.

“She’s fine,” Calon promised. “It was more messy than anything. More of a flesh wound.”

“Oh, thank fuck for that,” Sahm sighed.

Calon smiled. “If she has any issues, just tell her to speak to me, or to one of the ladies. There’s always the chance I missed something. I should still be able to fix it, though.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” Sahm grinned, before letting out a sigh. “And I owe you a favor. You did Nette and I a solid. That day we met, I was sure I’d have to kill you one day. Having to arrest you… that opened my eyes.”

Bonus!

You have befriended an enemy!*

*Keep your friends close, and your enemies closer!

50exp and (1) perk point awarded!

You have (3) perks to spend!

LEVEL UP 9!

You have (4) perks to spend! Congratulations!

Calon grinned, getting the notification, before offering his hand to Sahm. “You’re welcome. Just call on me if you ever need something.”

Sahm grinned and took Calon by the wrist. He shook firmly and turned to the wagon. “Think it’s safe to go in yet?”

Calon let his smile droop a little. “Maybe give it a bit. And when you do check on her—yell first.”

Sahm nodded quickly before frowning. “Was… was it bad?”

“She’d have lived,” Calon assured her. “But it could have been much, much worse.”

With a quick wave, Calon jogged forward, leaving Sahm behind to wait on his sister. He passed by the driver and offered the cloak back. The friendly older man waved him off, and Calon decided to track him down after it stopped raining to double check. Instead, he hurried along to the wagon where Evie was waiting for him. She turned and gave Calon a strange look, but didn’t say anything as he climbed up into the driver’s seat.

“How’d it go?” she asked.

“Nette is fine. She got stabbed,” Calon grit his teeth.

“Then why does your hand smell like another woman’s pussy?!” Suki growled as she leaned out around the edge of the flap where Calon’s hand was supporting his weight.
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“You’ve really got nobody else to blame but yourself.” Clarissa stroked her ears.

Suki’s eyes glistened with unshod tears. Her ears lay flat against her head and she lay on her side. With her hands tied behind her back, her ankles bound together, and a plug crammed into each of her holes. It should have been a fantastic evening. Instead, it was Evie getting all the attention.

“Don’t you think this is a little cruel?” Evie asked as she glanced over at the distraught Neko.

“A little,” Calon nodded. “But this isn’t just a punishment from me. Chrissy’s getting in on this as well.”

The scrapes and bruises were long gone. But Calon’s outfit and borrowed cloak were a mess. Suki’s announcement as he got back to the wagon ended very swiftly with an irate griffon kicking him, literally, off the wagon. After Calon had gotten himself put back together and had explained the situation to the rest of them, attention had turned to Suki. The distraught Neko was incredibly sorry about speaking out before finding out the full story.

Even Chrissy was mad at herself. Choosing to take a night watch, leaving Calon alone with Hannah and Evie, while Suki and Clarissa watched on.

“Like, she looks like she’s about to cry over there,” Evie glanced at Suki. “I’ve never seen a girl cry over dick like this. It’s weird.”

Calon sighed and leaned down to her ear. “That’s why I’m hoping you’ll help double team her when we’re done here.”

Evie froze before giving a wide grin. “What hole do you want?”

“I’m in a bit of an ass mood tonight,” Calon grinned as he pressed his cock into position.

Suki made a small pained noise as she watched her master’s cock slide into the succubus’s ass. Evie squealed as she spread to take him, before Calon’s hand pressed down over her mouth.

“Seriously, you want that?” Clarissa asked.

“Mhm,” Suki whimpered.

“Why?” Clarissa asked. “It’s not like you can get pregnant or anything?”

“That’s the point,” Suki whispered as Evie rocked her hips up to meet Calon’s thrusts. “There’s a purpose to fucking a pussy. Even if it’s not good sex, there’s a point. But if you’re doing anal, it’s for the enjoyment of the act, and nothing else. There’s no other reason to put something in your butt, other than because you or who you’re with wanted to.”

“You don’t like anal?” Clarissa paused.

“I fucking LOVE anal,” Suki corrected. “It’s wrong. It’s taboo, and it feels so fucking good. When you combine that with how willing he is to fuck my pussy and instead likes to use my ass instead…”

“So the plugs they put in you don’t bother you at all?”

“They’re to make me feel full, so I’m reminded of what it’s like being fucked, without being able to get off on it,” Suki trembled as Evie hit the peak of her first orgasm.

“You can’t like… Bounce on them or something?” Clarissa tilted her head.

“No,” Suki smirked. “I’m a good kitty. I did something bad and I’m being punished. I don’t get to make myself cum.”

Calon could hear the soft voices of Suki and Clarissa talking. He ignored them. They weren’t his priority right now. Evie’s impending orgasm was. Her eyes had rolled back, and she was gritting her teeth. It almost looked like she was in pain, except for how tightly her legs were wrapped around his waist, dragging him in as she rocked her hips up to meet him.

“You’re so pretty when you cum,” Calon whispered.

His words fed a small need inside Evie. The depravity of anal with an audience, along with the gentle words from her master, filled her with a desire to please him endlessly. His lust for her was obvious enough, but the way he put effort into making each of them feel special was what she focused on.

“Here, let me help,” Calon kissed her softly.

Evie jerked as she felt a pair of Calon’s fingers curl into her pussy. He’d worked his hand down between her legs, and mid thrust into her ass, he’d slid his digits into her dripping pussy. With a grin, Calon pressed his thumb to her clit, and all at once, Evie exploded. Slipping an arm under her head, Calon pulled her into a kiss. She kicked and jerked as he continued to thrust into her ass, but her mouth still clamped over Calon’s.

Calon released her lips and moved down to bite and nibble on the side of her neck. Evie’s gasps and moans were audible as she fought desperately for rational thought while he kept fucking her through her orgasm. Until finally, with a flash of pink, Calon found himself staring into the eyes of his possessed lover.

“More master,” she begged. “Fuck me more!”

“Hold up!” Clarissa cried.

Calon snapped around, as a solid green tentacle yanked him back. Evie made a whine of complaint, and now she was the pouting one as she scrambled to her hands and knees as if to chase him.

“No! Bad succubus!” Clarissa shoved Evie down with a second green tentacle. “Calon, it’s Suki’s turn!”

“I didn’t ask for this!” Suki cried.

“Kitty wants dick, mommy’s gonna get kitty some dick,” Clarissa declared.

Calon watched as a third tentacle lifted the squirming Neko overhead. Clarissa’s face pulled out of the tentacle holding him and she made a small noise.

“I could clean you,” she frowned. “But then, I’m also pretty sure she wants anal too.”

Calon looked up at Suki and saw warring emotions in her eyes. He didn’t think for a moment that Suki would have initiated a move like this. Clarissa, on the other hand, had done so a few times now. Usually to the detriment of Evie, though… that was before Calon permanently fixed that problem.

“Here,” Clarissa sighed, as she sent out a small green tendril that wrapped around Suki’s butt plug.

Suki growled softly as the plug came free. Before the one holding her lowered her towards Calon’s lap. With his arms bound at his side, Calon was helpless as Suki was slotted over his erection.

“I’m a bad kitty. I don’t deserve this,” Suki complained.

“You’re not a bad kitty.” Calon shook his head. “This was all a misunderstanding. I was going to get Evie to help me make it up to you when you were done.”

“Shit,” Clarissa sighed.

“That’s okay,” Calon grinned. “Because now that Clarissa has involved herself, she can do it.”

“What?” Clarissa pulled back.

That was enough for Calon to get his arms free and reach out for Suki. She was wide eyed and panting as he tightened his grip on her.

“There now,” Calon smiled as he pulled her close. “You can let her go, Clarissa.”

“Ah… okay.”

As soon as the green tentacles vanished, Suki’s weight settled onto Calon’s lap. Where his cock slid firmly into her ass. Stretched and lubricated for the plug, all she could do was a shudder in bliss as he speared into her. Calon gave her ears a scratch and kissed her softly. “Now, your job is to hold perfectly still.”

“Yes, Master,” Suki smiled brightly.

Calon nodded, before turning her on his crotch to face away from him. She purred, but was unconcerned as Calon’s arms wrapped around her middle. She laid back against him, enjoying the sensation of their closeness.

“Now,” Calon slipped a hand down to the plug in her pussy. “Let’s get this out.”

Suki mewled softly as he gave the plug a wiggle. He could feel it shifting inside her, pressing at the underside of his cock, before the plug popped free.

“There we go,” Calon smiled as he set the plug aside. “Now, whatever happens to that pussy of yours, I’ll try to match with your ass, got it?”

Calon then smiled and sat still, with Suki suddenly freezing in place on his lap.

“What are you doing?” Clarissa asked as Evie tried crawling forward.

“Exactly as I said.” Calon grinned. “Nothing’s happening to her pussy.”

Despite the situation, Suki’s pussy began to leak. Calon could feel the sticky mess drooling down his balls.

“You’re not going to fuck her?” Clarissa asked.

“Not unless someone wants to come here and fuck her pussy,” Calon agreed.

“You’re a bad man,” Clarissa snorted.

Calon grinned. “I’m exactly what Suki wants me to be.”

“He is,” Suki moaned pathetically. “Please, master, just a little bit?”

“Sure,” Calon shifted slightly. He knocked her legs wide and reached between her legs. Taking her labia in his fingers, he spread her wide to show Evie and Clarissa at the same time. “Anyone?”

Evie groaned as she tried moving again, but Clarissa held her back. “Why are you doing this?”

“I’m not doing anything,” Calon shrugged. “Look, I get it. Suki’s small and cute. But she’s also a grown woman and likes to roleplay. That’s what all of this is. Just an extreme role play. And right now, the scenario we’re playing is who’s going to fuck the kitty. Is it going to be the angry succubus, or the delightful slime?”

“This is so fucked up,” Clarissa complained.

“Nobody’s forcing you to do anything,” Calon assured her. “You have every right to leave. Evie will do what she wants. Suki will cum her brains out. Everybody wins.”

“Evie’ll kill her like this,” Clarissa pointed out.

“Worth it,” Suki chewed her lip.

“Oh, for the love of…”

Clarissa formed a mostly humanoid shape, still keeping Evie pinned back on the ground. The beautiful slime shot Calon an aggravated expression before reaching down between Suki’s legs. Suki trembled as she felt a firm tentacle slide up into her pussy, and Calon realized he was in a poor position to do what it was he said he would.

“One second,” Calon rolled forward. Suki moaned as he lifted her while getting to his knees. She was now suspended in place, impaled on his cock, while staring down at the floor of their tent. “Alright, when you’re ready.”

“Fucking weird,” Clarissa complained, before pushing again.

Suki felt the tentacle stretch her a moment before she felt Calon’s cock drive further into her. Calon smirked as Suki’s tail fluttered. Truthfully, most of this was a bluff. He was so close to busting, he would have fucked her, anyway. Getting one over Clarissa was just a bonus. He’d been intimate with her enough to know when she was just being stubborn. This wasn’t bothering her at all. She just didn’t want to admit it.

“Fuck, you’re really getting stretched out,” Clarissa sighed.

“So good,” Suki trembled.

Calon grinned as he felt Clarissa’s pace increase. He matched it, and suddenly Suki’s trembling turned into spasms. Her ass clenched occasionally as she yowled and kicked her legs.

“Suki?” Clarissa slowed.

“More!” Suki begged. “More please?”

“Even you’re a slut,” Clarissa huffed. “Fuck it, let’s do this.”

Calon watched as Evie was dragged forward by the green tentacle. Clarissa turned to the succubus and glared at her. “Clit only, got it?”

Evie glanced at Calon and saw him give a small nod. “Yes mistress,” Evie agreed.

Clarissa released her, and Evie lunged forward. Calon was forced to lift the Neko as she gasped loudly. Suki was thrown for a loop. With Evie’s lips and tongue bathing her clit in pleasure, Clarissa’s tentacle driving into her pussy, and her master’s cock in her ass, she was hardly in a realm of rationality. So when a pair of tentacles wrapped around her petite breasts, and squeezed firmly in a wave, from base to tip, her body finally gave her what she wanted.

Calon didn’t care about the game anymore. Covering Suki’s mouth as she screamed, he pumped his cock into her ass. Clarissa was driving into her pussy at a reasonable pace, while Evie moaned as she sucked the Neko’s clit. Before suddenly, Suki went limp.

Calon, remembering the last time this happened, quickly pulled her up and away from the two horny women. He cradled her for a moment, seeing the sleepy smile on her face, before dropping back onto the floor with a sigh.

“She’s out,” Calon stroked her head.

“But you’re not,” Clarissa growled as she pushed in.

Calon felt her liquid mouth engulf his cock and let out a small shudder as Evie shoved her way in. Seeing his cock occupied, she went lower and bathed his balls with her tongue. With the intensity of their situation already leaving him on the edge, Calon was powerless as he pumped his white seed into the mouth of the translucent slime-girl between his legs.


Chapter Fifteen




“Someone want to explain to me what’s going on here?” Florence demanded.

Calon, in the wagon behind, held still as he took in the sight before him. Coomera wasn’t quite what it was before. Nor did it look complete. The town hadn’t been particularly welcoming on their way through. But this just looked downright hostile. Disappearing either side into the bush was a low-set wooden wall. A log had been driven into the ground every few meters to act as a support for a series of horizontally placed logs to make up the gap. The wall was just high enough to prevent the average person from seeing over. Sitting atop a wagon only gave a small advantage over that, but it still obscured the area directly on the other side.

Over the road was now a large gate house. It even had a walkway over the top, providing cover to a group of men holding crossbows at the side. Which was the problem they were now facing, as a senior looking man was currently refusing to open the gates.

“Just hold your damn horses!” he snapped. “We’re not letting vermin inside these here walls! There’s been attacks from the south and until we know you aren’t harbouring fugitives, I’m not opening the gates!”

“Shit,” Calon sighed.

There were only two reasons this was set up. And this quickly. Either the group they’d already dealt with was more of a problem than Calon originally thought. Or it was to do with the Sheriff and his obvious bias the last time they had come through. Either way, it was a solid chance they would be denied access to the town, purely based on who Calon had in his wagon.

“Should we sneak away?” Evie asked, as she huddled in the wagon behind him.

“If we’d known about this sooner, then yeah,” Calon admitted. “Right now, if you go running off into the bush, they’d probably just shoot you.”

They discussed their options for a short time. Florence was getting more impatient the longer they stood there. A few disgruntled shouts came from behind. Calon had to think that if the town were going to be hard on caravans, then it would make trading harder. The town wasn’t doing itself any favors, keeping traders locked out. Especially one’s hauling goods. Coomera wasn’t quite far enough for it to be worth selling any of the spirits, but there were certainly other goods that would be useful to the town.

“What in… Get that gate open!” A familiar voice snarled.

Calon looked up and spotted the man in question. It was both a relief and a worry to see him there. Relief, because it meant that barring the way for traders wasn’t actually something the man on the walls was supposed to be doing. Worry, because as Calon followed Florence through the gate, he heard an intake of breath.

“Hold on there!”

Calon passed through the gate. Stairs on either side gave access to the platform, and the sheriff came rushing down with his eyes locked firmly on Calon.

“You!” he snapped.

“Me,” Calon sighed.

“This shit again,” Suki hissed.

“How do we know you’re not part of this whole thing?” The sheriff stormed over to Calon’s wagon.

Calon grunted in annoyance and shook his head. “You’re going to have to enlighten me. What are you accusing me of? Potsmith had a few ideas too, and look where that got him!”

“You threatening me, boy?” the sheriff snarled.

“Only if you’re dumb enough to drag me to the magistrate on false charges,” Calon shrugged.

The sheriff narrowed his eyes. But it was Florence who came to Calon’s aid with a tired sigh. “Sheriff, what exactly are you accusing this man of?”

“I’m enquiring of the possibility of it being his pets out there hassling good folks on the road,” the sheriff growled.

“Same ones who probably attacked us,” Florence looked at Calon.

“Probably,” Calon agreed before turning back to the sheriff. “Bunch of beastkin? Mostly armed with crude stone spears, clubs and bows?”

“Sounds like them,” the sheriff frowned.

“You’ll find a bunch of corpses matching that description a day and a half to the south,” Florence added in. “I and the rest of the men in our train will vouch for the summoner. He’s done right by us.”

“Still don’t trust him. How do you know it wasn’t set up in advance?” The sheriff narrowed his eyes.

“Sheriff,” Evie leaned out from behind Calon. “You suggesting we managed to sneak unnoticed through your town weeks ago? We didn’t even have a cover on our wagon until we hit Southport.”

The sheriff opened his mouth before frowning deeply and closing it again. “I could hold you for questioning,” he growled.

“At least this time we have a few dozen witnesses who will and can testify for us,” Calon shook his head. “Are we done?”

“I want you out of my town,” the sheriff growled.

“Is that before or after we unload a few things at the trader?” Florence asked.

The sheriff looked like he was about to punch someone before shaking his head. “Just the summoner. He can sleep outside the wall with the rest of the beasts.”

“Were we planning on staying overnight?” Calon asked the caravan leader.

Florence snorted and shook his head. “Nope.”

“Works for me,” Calon shrugged.

The sheriff kept pace with Calon’s wagon as they travelled through town. The train turned off to visit the traders, while Calon continued on to the north exit. Unlike the south one, this gate wasn’t quite finished. The walls were up and the hinges were in place. The walkway above was little more than a scaffold, and Calon shook his head as they passed underneath.

“You don’t come back now,” the sheriff called.

Calon answered with a raised middle finger, but didn’t bother turning around to face him. He rode along, taking the wagon a short distance away. Just enough to get them around the corner of the road and into the trees, enough to not be visible from town unless someone came looking.

“So, what now?” Clarissa asked.

“S’pose we wait,” Calon shrugged. “Can’t leave Florence behind.”

The beating of wings made everyone look up as Chrissy flared her wings to slow her descent. She lowered her legs before lightly prancing across the dirt road and came to a halt beside the wagon.

“Sheriff being an arsehole?” she asked.

“Pretty much,” Calon snorted.

“That’s too bad,” she shrugged. “I’d have recommended we stay the night in town. There’s a storm coming.”

“Shit,” Calon swore. “Another one?”

“That was just rain,” Hannah’s voice echoed from the back.

Calon winced. “Sorry for waking you.”

“Sleep isn’t… sleep,” Hannah replied softly. “Though I will be extremely glad to end this adventure. I wish to see your new home.”

“Our home,” Evie corrected before Calon could.

Calon looked back towards Chrissy. “How far off is the storm?”
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The wind had picked up again by the time Kuraby came into view. Florence looked relieved when the old wooden buildings came into view. Calon had taken a quick walk to get a better view of the approaching storm clouds. He remembered from home that this part of the country got frequent storms in the hotter months. They came in fast and strong, blistering winds, heavy rain and could hang around for hours. Down south, near Beenleigh, it was similar, but far, far shorter in duration. Waiting out the bad weather wasn’t really an option unless you had shelter. Which was a shame, since they’d been hit by several smaller squalls on the trip north.

“It’s a bad season for it,” Florence called as he passed by. “At least it’ll be a good crop for the farmers.”

Calon nodded in agreement as he climbed back into the driver’s seat and took the reins. The second wagon in line left a gap that Calon quickly filled before they were once again on the way.

“Make sure everything’s tied down back there,” Calon called.

There was the sound of movement, and Calon felt the oil-cloak as someone dropped it on his shoulder. Calon nodded his thanks before pulling it over his shoulders once more. The wind had started to shift. Coming in bursts that howled through the trees. Leaves were torn loose with each gust, and a few branches were as well. Calon found himself staring up into the trees. He felt a bit of dread, knowing at any point, one of the nearby trees could fall. Best-case scenario, it would need to be cleared. Worst case, someone could be killed.

There was nothing they could do, though. Florence was determined to push through the last few storms. Likely he would have stopped in Coomera, but the man softened his views towards Calon and the ladies. Their competence had won the man over in the end, and stopping for a bit of weather seemed more trouble than it was worth. Florence wasn’t about to make friends like Sahm and Nette had. But he wasn’t about to disdain Calon, either. He’d already put down one ambush. One that would have taken their usual guards without an issue.

The telling moment was when the wind suddenly stopped. It was surreal how quiet things got. The trees stilled, the birds fell silent and even the bugs refused to chirp. Calon felt a nudge at his side and glanced down as Suki pried the front of his cloak open. He grinned at her while she slipped inside his cloak and curled into his lap. They weren’t far now. Safety was in sight.

“Be a good kitty,” Calon whispered.

“Yes, Master,” Suki murmured back.

They continued on for a moment before Calon heard the first rumble. The sky was dark, and he watched as a lantern swung into view on the side of Florence’s wagon. Calon stared at it before leaning back.

“Evie, got a storm lantern back there?” He asked.

“Ahhhh,” Evie mumbled.

“Here, dear,” Hannah answered.

“Yup.” Evie stuck her head out. “Oh, right, that’s a good idea,” she spotted the one hanging from Florence’s wagon.

In no time at all, she had the lantern lit, before hanging it on a tent pole that she wedged in behind the seat to stick out to one side. Calon nodded in approval before he heard the shift in the wind.

“Bundle up,” Calon turned and pressed a kiss to her cheek. “Stay warm, I have Suki.”

“She’s there to keep YOU warm,” Evie nodded.

“Shit,” Calon frowned. “What about Chrissy?”

“Oh crap,” Evie gasped. “Why hasn’t she come back?”

Calon grimaced and shook his head. “I don’t know. Have you worked out how to fly yet?”

Evie shook her head. “I think I can glide a little. I’m not sure I can actually fly, though.”

“You’ve got wings, but can’t fly?” Calon frowned.

“Maybe an upgrade like you did for Chrissy will change something?” Evie offered. “Either way, unless you’re willing to let me crawl into your lap for a two-pump-challenge, I don’t think that’s an option right now.”

“Shit,” Calon swore. “Wait, Hannah?”

“Not in the wind,” she called back. “My Mist ability doesn’t work properly if there’s too much wind.”

“You can’t solidify it?” Calon asked.

“That’s what’s wrong with it. The solid form is only a small part of me. If I solidify my entire form, it burns through my mana rapidly. Even then, I’d still be affected by the wind.”

“Shit,” Calon swore. “Fuck Chrissy. Where are you?”

As if she had been called, Calon spotted a familiar shape hurtling over the trees. She was flapping hard, trying to get back, when the trees themselves shook. Calon watched as they moved like a wave. The wind driving them hit the side of the wagon, making it lurch. Even the horse skipped a beat as the wall of air tore past.

“CHRISSY!” Calon roared as the wind hit her head on.

Her body contorted as her wings were ripped back. She tumbled back, spiraling out of control. Calon watched as she fell out of view and reached into the front of his cloak. Suki yowled as he pulled her free, before yanking the cloak off his shoulders.

“Evie. Drive!”

“NO! I should–”

“Drive so I can go and make sure she’s okay!” Calon snarled.

Evie’s eyes flashed pink before she shook her head and accepted the cloak. Calon only had the vaguest idea of where Chrissy had gone down. With the fading light, he needed to be quick about it. This close to town, Calon could probably find his way back. He just needed to find Chrissy first. Leaping down from the driver’s seat, Calon ran for the treeline. If anyone saw him, he didn’t notice. All he knew was that Chrissy was likely injured out in the bush. She would be pissed about him, risking himself for her. But if she were injured, Calon would never be able to live with himself.

He pushed into the trees, shoving his way through some low shrubs. Something he’d never thought about before was how the trees themselves blocked the wind. On the open road, there was nothing to stifle it, but as he pushed further in, the howling wind was more a stiff breeze. Up above, the trees still bent and swayed. Leaves tumbled down in all directions and the occasional large stick tumbled past. But for the most part, it was almost… pleasant, considering the circumstances. At least until he recognized the spot where he and Evie had pressed up against that tree… That was a complicated set of feelings.

“CHRISSY!” Calon yelled, shaking off those thoughts. “CAN YOU HEAR ME?!” He pushed on through the trees. Still heading in her direction, he was desperate to find her. Before he heard something yell back. Calon paused and took a deep breath. “KEEP SHOUTING!”

The wind picked up, obscuring whatever reply may have come. Calon felt the patter of rain and grimaced as he realized how much worse this just got. Calon pushed forward, trying to move quickly, without making so much noise he couldn’t hear Chrissy. Which was when he noticed a beat coming through the trees.

Thump. Thump. Thump. Followed by two slower Thumps. Followed by three more.

“You brilliant bitch,” Calon grinned as he homed in on the sound.

He kept his eyes down, looking for signs of her. The thumping echoed through the trees, and Calon narrowed in. As the wind ebbed and flowed, occasionally he heard her voice and, as it got clearer, he knew he was getting close. He pushed on, climbing over a fallen tree, before suddenly the sound stopped.

“Chrissy!” Calon shouted.

Before a stick smacked into his shoulder. Calon grimaced and turned, only to spot the oddest sight he’d ever seen. Chrissy was in a tree. She hung limply. Her lower half had gotten hung up in some branches, with head swaying below. Clutched in her hand was a branch she’d ripped from the tree and the obvious dents in the wood from where she was beating it.

Her face was scratched and bloody. One of her legs was at a funny angle, and she had a very obviously broken wing, judging by the bones sticking out in a few places.

“Oh shit,” Calon scrambled closer. “Chrissy, shit!”

“Fuck, I don’t know if I’m more mad, or relieved to see you,” Chrissy swayed as the tree did. “Fucking wind…”

“Shit,” Calon swore. “What the fuck am I going to⁠—”
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“Well that’s fantastic,” Calon threw his hands up as he missed the last popup. “I just levelled up and nothing about it will help get you down!?” Calon shook his head.

“Clarissa?” Chrissy guessed.

“She’s with the wagon, and they probably haven’t stopped,” Calon sighed. “Big ol’ mamma bear would have–”

Confirmed!

Summoning Ursa Ashley Wilson!

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.” Calon stared in horror as the portal snapped open.

It was far larger than any of the portals before. Which was odd, considering the five foot tall figure that stepped though, falling directly into Calon’s arms.

“C-Calon?” She trembled.

“Hi mum,” Calon smiled, trying to keep his hands to appropriate areas of her nude body.

“CALON!” she screamed and hugged him far tighter than she ever could have managed back home.

Calon felt something pop in his back before she released him. Only to smother him in kisses. Her sobs came next, and Calon desperately tried to rein her in before Chrissy made a noise of pain. That caught Ashley’s attention, and she looked up. Seeing Chrissy, she screamed, and Calon stared in awe as the curvy, five foot tall image of his step-mother exploded upwards into a nine foot tall mountain of muscle, claws and fur.

“STOP!” Calon threw himself at her leg.

Ashley looked down at him in confusion. “Calon?”

“Mum! That’s Chrissy!” Calon pointed.

Ashley frowned before her eyes went wide. She held up her paws and gasped in shock. She wasn’t all… bear. Sure, she was bulked and on her forearms and legs she was fuzzy. But the rest of her was as sleek as she was muscular. Like any stereotypical steroid abuser… With enormous tits.

“Where are my clothes?!” she squealed.

Calon grit his teeth and shook his head. “Fuck–”

“And watch your language!” Ashley growled, loud enough to vibrate the air.

“Mrs. Wilson, HELP!?” Chrissy screamed.

That snapped Ashley back to the Griffon, where she gasped. “You poor thing!”

“There we go,” Calon sighed as she hustled to the tree.

It wasn’t glamorous. Nor was it clean. She tried at first to lift Chrissy out of the branches. Not only was that not working, but Chrissy began to sob as her wings twisted and contorted. That set something off in Ashley’s mind and she began ripping down branches. That was painful for Chrissy as well. But it ended quickly, and the Griffon tumbled out, straight into Ashley’s open arms. The massive bear-woman fell back on her rump, cradling Chrissy like an oversized kitten.

“Oh, you poor thing!” Ashley began stroking her fur.

Calon grimaced as the rain started coming down heavier and rushed to Chrissy’s side. “Let me get the worst of it.”

“Wings,” Chrissy cringed. “Please, the wings?”

Calon looked Ashley in the eye. “Can you carry her if I can’t do this enough?”

“Do what?” Ashley stared at him.

Calon shook his head and raised his hand. “Heal.”
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Well, this is a whole new level of fucked,” Clarissa mumbled from the back of the wagon. Calon was driving once more, heading towards the familiar sight of Kuraby, where the caravan had made it while Evie pulled to the side and waited… Despite Calon’s orders to do the exact opposite. Chrissy was curled in the back, with Suki and Hannah doing their best to not stand on her injuries. Evie was currently swinging limply from Ashley’s arms. After patching up the worst of Chrissy’s injuries, she still couldn’t walk. That was apparently nothing to worry about, as Ashley, in her bear form, cradled her like a sick kitten and followed behind Calon as he led the way back to the road.

Calon ignored the stares of the other drivers and even had to wave off Sahm when he came to investigate the intimidating alpha-predator in their midst as Calon rolled through the wet haze into town. It was Evie’s reaction when she spotted her mother coming that was the real conundrum. He hadn’t meant to bring her here. Same as Evie. It just… happened, and now he had to figure out how to fix things, or at least not make them so much worse.

“So, what are you going to do?” Clarissa asked.

“If you’ve got any ideas, I’d love to hear them,” Calon sighed.

When Chrissy was resting comfortably, Ashley had shifted back to her normal proportions. She looked just the same as she always had. Just with a fuzzy set of round ears atop her head. If you didn’t look twice, you’d probably never have realized she wasn’t human. Now, dressed in the spare oiled-cloak that Calon was given, she had hauled an extremely surprised Evie off the driver’s seat and into a walking hug.

“Well, you’re already fucking your step-sister,” Clarissa giggled.

“That’s…” Calon grunted.

“You were going to say it’s different,” Clarissa snorted and began to laugh.

“It… it is, though,” he offered weekly.

“Is it?” Chrissy asked from inside the wagon.

Calon rolled his eyes and concentrated on the road. The storm was beginning to wane… right on time for Calon and his lovers to reach safety. The wind and rain still came down in sheets, but the sheer ferocity of it was long gone. Under the cloak, he was quickly warming up, despite being soaked to the bone. There just wasn’t a good opportunity to change anything right now.

“MUM FOR FUCK’S SAKE!” Evie screamed.

“I really don’t like that language!” Ashley complained.

“And I don’t like being tossed about in the rain!” Evie shouted back. “I’m cold!”

“Oh, then you should have said something!” Ashley snapped. “Calon–”

“Nope!” Calon shook his head. “I’m driving, and I’m already cold.”

“Calon!” Ashley snapped. “Be nice to your sister!”

“I’m plenty nice!” Calon snapped. “Just let her go!”

“Fine!” Ashley pouted and released Evie before frowning. “Tail?”

“Yes, Mum,” Evie climbed up on the side of the wagon before looking inside. “Shit.”

Calon shuffled over before opening the front of his cloak. Evie looked from the stuffy interior of the wagon, back to Calon, and shook her head. It was a little awkward as she crawled into his lap. It wasn’t like with Suki, where she could just cuddle in. There was a bit of effort to get her balanced, and only then did Ashley clutch her face and squeal.

“You’re so cute together! When was the last time I caught you two cuddling?” She demanded. “Where’s my phone and… What was it that thing said when I first came here?”

“She’s missed everything,” Evie sighed. “Do I even want to know?”

“Chrissy was stuck in a tree and I referred to Clarissa as a mamma bear,” Calon sighed.

“You’re so not good at this,” Evie snorted, before clearing her throat. “Are you really going to fuck my mum?”

Calon groaned and shook his head in reply, only to turn and spot Ashley staring directly at him. Almost as if…

“Calon dear. I think I deserve an explanation.” She smiled thinly.

“Climb up.” Calon patted the seat beside him.

They continued into town, ignoring the stares form the wagon train. Calon explained everything… at least the broad strokes. Starting at the beginning. How he’d saved Emily’s life in the house fire. Only to fall almost immediately into the goblin trap. Then into summoning Evie and their fight with Goodman and the Magistrate. He then explained how they’d gotten to where they were right now, and what was happening when he accidentally summoned her.

“That’s all well and good,” Ashley nodded along. “The part about the sarcastic pop-ups is a bit of a weird one, I admit. But what has that got to do with Evie asking if you’re going to…”

“To fuck you,” Evie muttered.

“Y-yeah,” Ashley looked away with a fierce blush.

Calon sighed. “It’s how I upgrade you.”

“Excuse me?” Ashley turned a fierce glare to Calon. “What’s wrong with me?”

“Not like that!” Calon shook his head. “Mum, I told you. I’m a summoner. I have levels and stats.”

“Like… those silly games you used to play?” she frowned.

“Yeah,” Calon nodded quickly. “Just like that.”

“Okay, and why would you need to upgrade me, then?” She asked. “You said you had a farm? I can run the house. You can run the farm, just how you always wanted. There’s… there’s no need for that.”

“I know,” Calon nodded. “I’m not trying to be weird about this. It’s just… something we’ve had to… deal with.”

Ashleigh frowned and looked down at Evie, who blushed and looked away. “You fucked your brother?”

“Step-brother,” Evie replied softly.

“That’s not the point,” Ashleigh frowned.

“Hi! Mrs Wilson?” Suki called, making Ashleigh turn around to look.

“What on earth are you?” she asked. “I know you’re Suki, but what ARE you?”

“I’m a Neko,” Suki smiled. “Master brought me here. He makes me very happy.”

“He turned you into a fuck toy!” Clarissa snapped.

Calon cringed internally, as he felt a pair of eyes boring into the side of his head.

“He did what?”
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Calon sighed in relief as he pulled the wagon to a halt a little further into town where he wasn’t in the way. Brandt had hired a few spare hands from Sal’s tavern to help unload everything as the tail end of the caravan reshuffled across the width of the road to make the work easier. The men were just as eager to help as Brandt. Clearly, this spirit was a popular drink and with the offer of a bottle, they got to work without complaint.

Calon watched them for a moment, before spotting Ashleigh step out of Brandt’s store, wearing a simple dress. She gave it a swish from side to side, before spotting Calon staring at her. Immediately, her happy smile turned into a blush and she turned away. The two hadn’t been able to look one another in the eye since she found out the depth of Calon’s relationship with the ladies. The most shocking part was Suki going into great detail, how much she loved the depraved things Calon subjected her to. Though that could have been the part where she specifically asked for a few things while Ashleigh was in earshot.

“Calon!” a familiar voice called.

Calon grinned and looked back, spotting Ben coming his way. On his chest was a familiar badge, and Calon smiled warmly. “Sheriff!”

“It’s just Ben to you.” Ben clapped Calon’s shoulder. “You’ve picked a good day to come back. Your maid usually comes in for supplies about now.”

Calon nodded before freezing in place. “Maid?”

“Yes, she knew you by name. Needed a little directions getting to your farm, but she… You didn’t hire a maid?”

“No,” Calon frowned. “What does she look like?”

“About your age, with long dark hair and some freckles. She knew who you were, knew all of your ladies by name.” he shifted nervously. “I’m so sorry, we just assumed with all that, you’d actually hired her.”

“Chrissy!” Calon called. “Chrissy, you and me, to the farm. We’ve got a squatter!”

“Oh fuck,” Chrissy grumped as she crawled out of the wagon. She had been recuperating while Calon  invested heavily in getting her back to full strength. She wasn’t perfect, but in the last hour, he’d gotten her mobile again.

“Wait!” Ben snapped. “She’s right there!”

Calon whirled around and spotted a young, smiling woman whose eyes went wide at the sight of him. Calon didn’t recognize her, but she clearly recognized him. She froze, as if terrified, before crossing her wrists before her in a pose that was supposed to make her look submissive as she quickly made her way over to join them.

“She’s the one squatting in our house?” Chrissy growled.

“Yes,” the young woman nodded nervously. “I… I didn’t have anywhere else to go and… And Burt told me you’d be kind.”

“Burt?” Calon frowned. “You spoke with Burt?”

She nodded nervously as Evie brought Ashleigh over to join them. “I… I spoke with him. He… he came to town and… Said I should find you. But you weren’t here, so I just… I lied. I’m sorry. But I’m good. I can cook, and I can clean. I can keep a home. Please, just don’t hold my father against me.”

“Father?” Calon frowned.

“Oh shit,” Evie gasped.

“She has his scent,” Suki nodded. “It’s not the same though, just… similar.”

“Calon Wilson,” the young woman curtseyed. “My name is Amberlie Potsmith. And I want you to know that I had nothing to do with my father’s schemes.”
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Chapter One




“Gonna take me down to pound town, gonna fuck me uuuup! Pin me down and ream me out, I want to cuuuum! Master’s gonna stretch me out and use my buuu–”

“Suki!”

“Hmm?” the neko turned her head at the hissed voice and sighed when she spotted the source. “Mrs. Wilson, are you okay?”

“I’m fine, dear,” the older woman stepped out from beside the house. She checked each direction, looking for signs of the others. “I just… Are you okay dear?”

“Of course I am!” Suki hopped lightly in place.

“Okay, it’s just…” Ashley paused. “I heard things… last night.”

“Oh,” Suki sighed. “Ashley–”

“I need to know you’re okay,” the protective mama bear stepped closer.

“I’m fine, really–”

“Because the way you were screaming. It’s just not natural, and I worry,” Ashley continued.

Suki let out a long sigh. Then reached into the little purse she had started carrying with her. She actually liked wearing it. The grass skirt was more of a necessity for her. But the purse was custom ordered from the polite fox beastkin in Kuraby. Ufal had been wonderful to them, and accepted all their peculiarities and always did his best to fill their orders. To everyone’s surprise, Calon’s repeated business seemed to have gotten the rest of the town in, and now Ufal’s daughter was helping run things.

Popping open the clasp of the small purse, Suki reached in and plucked out a tightly rolled piece of paper. Ashley’s shoulders slumped when she saw it, and she adopted a pleading expression.

“Really?”

“Ahem,” Suki unrolled the paper. “Article four, subsection C. The Possessed, in an emergency, may use a safe word. Barnacle.”

“Suki, really–”

“Mrs. Wilson, did you hear me scream the word barnacle?”

“Suki–”

“Please answer the question, Mrs. Wilson.”

Ashley frowned and shuffled from foot to foot. “... No.”

“No,” Suki nodded. “And if you recall, I screamed more than one legible word, so subsection D does not apply.”

“I was drunk when I signed that!” Ashley protested.

“You were drunk when you signed it the first time.” Suki turned the paper over to show Ashley her own scribbled signature. “The version you signed while sober is in the safe. I keep this copy on me for reference.”

“I just don’t like how he treats you!” Ashley snapped. “You’re half his size! You can’t tell me that he doesn’t hurt you!”

“That’s the thing, Mrs. Wilson,” Suki sighed. “He does hurt me. Then he heals me. Then he hurts me and heals me. And it makes me cum, soooo hard.”

“Suki,” Ashley slapped a hand to her face. “This sounds like an abusive relationship.”

“Not at all,” Suki shook her head. “An abusive relationship implies that I am being abused. I am fully consenting, willing and eager to live this life with Calon. He cares for me as much as he does everyone else and never makes me do things outside of my comfort zones. He is a perfect gentleman outside of the bedroom, and what happens within the bedroom happens with my blessing. Not that he needs my blessing, Article One, subsection–”

“Alright, alright, I know what it says,” Ashley sighed. “But really. I have a hard time believing you enjoy painful sex.”

Suki frowned slightly. “It’s not that I enjoy painful sex… Were you ever spanked while being fucked?” Ashley froze, and Suki smirked. “It’s a little like that. Where extreme pleasure blends with a few sharp jabs of pain, just to force me to live in the moment and experience everything on a higher plane of reality.”

“It almost sounds like I’m talking to an addict,” Ashley pointed out.

“You’d be addicted to his cock too if you tried it,” Suki grinned.

Ashley shook her head. “That’s my son you’re talking about.”

“No, it’s not,” Suki shook her head. “Mrs. Wilson, Calon might look like him. Might think like him, might act, smell and touch like him. But it’s not him, and you’re not you. You’re not even the same species anymore.”

“He’s still my boy–”

“By marriage,” Suki reminded her. “Same with Evie. There’s no blood relation there. No wrongs to right. No actions necessary. Even then, that marriage wasn’t with you. You’re a copy. A bunch of memories and personality stuffed in a body in a different world on a whole new timeline. None of what you were has any relevance to the now, outside of the importance you put on it yourself. Did Calon ever tell you about me?”

“Evie mentioned you a few times. She thought you had a crush on Calon. He was pretty oblivious to the whole thing,” Ashley admitted.

“Exactly!” Suki grinned. “If I had my way, and Calon was still alive in your time. I think I’d have tried to be his wife.”

“That’s…” Ashley frowned.

“Mrs. Wilson,” Suki stepped up and hugged the older woman’s side. “I appreciate that you’re trying to look after everybody. My own parents loved me in their own way. But beyond demanding that I excel at everything, they weren’t particularly big on affection, showing love or caring about how I felt. Having someone worry about my safety is really, really sweet.”

“I just want what’s best for everyone.” Ashley placed a hand on Suki’s head and rubbed her ears.

“I know,” Suki smiled. “Please stop trying to convince me that the mind blowing sex I have with Calon is anything less than what I absolutely want and deserve. Or I’ll bite you.”

Ashley stopped rubbing Suki’s ears, and the neko gave her hand a quick lick of appreciation, before darting out of arm’s reach. She giggled furiously and rushed over to the front door of their new home and vanished inside.

“Annoying little bitch has a point,” Clarissa sighed as she raised from the grass where she’d been hiding.

“Do you have to be so crass?” Ashley frowned. “And how long were you sitting there?”

“Like an hour?” Clarissa guessed. “I don’t know. I heard someone talking about doing dishes and slipped out the window.”

“Young lady, that is not an appropriate response.” Ashley put her hands on her hips. “This is a household. All of us need to pitch in.”

“We literally have a fucking maid!” Clarissa gestured back towards the house.

“That is beside the point!” Ashley snapped. “This is a respectable home, and you will act like it, young lady.”

“Yes, mom,” Clarissa rolled her eyes. Not that anyone could see it, with her eyes being the same shade of transparent green as the rest of her.

“Sarcasm is unbecoming of a young lady,” Ashley sighed.

“Well, I wasn’t taught to be a lady. My parents just bought me things when I bothered them. My friends were all the same, fucking bitches. All of us.”

“… Walker?”

“Hmm?” Clarissa tilted her head. “Yeah, that’s my surname.”

“Oh…” Ashley softened slightly. “Come here a moment, dear.”

Clarissa froze in place, as Ashley stepped up and hugged her.

“Mrs. Wilson–”

“Shhhh,” Ashley hushed her as she rubbed her back. “When was the last time you had a proper hug from your mother?”

“Mommy didn’t like hugs,” Clarissa whispered.

“Well, this mommy does.” Ashley held the slime a little closer.
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“Suki, you’re back,” Amberlie smiled, seeing the neko. “Did you get what I asked?”

“I sure did.” Suki opened her purse once more and plucked out the small jars.

“Wonderful,” Amberlie smiled and hurried over to accept them. “Dinner has been rather bland without them. It’s not quite the collection I had at home, but… well, this is a start.”

“Well, make a list of whatever else you need. The walk was nice,” Suki grinned. “How long till dinner, anyway?’

“I’m about to start, so you’ve plenty of time if you want to freshen up,” Amberlie informed her. “Going to make a nice roast for everyone. I’m glad the oven is large enough.”

“This was a farmhouse. I think they fed the workers during the busy season,” Suki said as she strode off towards the newest section of their home.

The farmhouse was rebuilt. But not quite to the original specifications. The walls were solid after the fire, but the roof and most of the interior had been rebuilt from scratch. The kitchen was in the same layout as the original. It was spacious, well equipped and outside of a few unfamiliar discomforts—like a barrel and a pump, rather than a tap—it wasn’t much different from anything Suki had seen in any popular fantasy anime. The living area was nice too. A sort of couch was laid out, along with cushions and chairs, before a large fireplace where they could cuddle up for the winter.

Calon already had a designated spot. It was the largest chair, most central to the fire. It was designed large to make it easy to curl up on his lap. Suki took advantage whenever Evie wasn’t already occupying the spot. To Chrissy’s secret delight, there was even a spot for her as well. A strange cushion like chair, with a backrest that attached to a post at the side, rather than the back. It gave her the ability to curl up her body like a cat, but leave her torso propped up comfortably if she wished. Suki giggled, remembering the time she caught Chrissy purring as Calon slowly fucked her front pussy in it not three nights ago.

She thought they were adorable together. But made herself scarce. The Royal Griffin, even now, could be prickly. She liked to keep a certain reputation for appearances. Truthfully, though, Suki knew she was just a kitty in their master’s paws. She just needed some love and a little comfort.

Then there were the stairs that took them up to the bedrooms. That had led to some discussions. Amberlie slept downstairs on a cot. She insisted that as the family servant; it was her spot. It also kept her as far away from the noises upstairs as possible, without leaving entirely. Calon had insisted on getting her a nice one. It had a thick mattress and a small tent that went over the top to give her privacy. Which, from what Suki could smell on her midnight strolls, was well appreciated.

The upstairs, though, were separated into several rooms. A short hallway, with a room on either side, sat as a place of storage, and a spare room for visitors. At least, that was the plan, before Ashley moved into one. The end of that hallway opened into the master bedroom. It took up the rest of the entire top floor. Several beds were brought up, then pushed together into a single large one. With plenty of pillows, blankets and cozy spots to curl up, get pinned down, or get pressed into the juicy, cum filled crotches of the others.

Suki shuddered for a moment. Thinking about the last time they’d had a big orgy. It didn’t happen as often as she thought it would. Despite all the ladies getting along, it was rare for Calon to indulge. He was a loving and caring master who tried to have individual relationships with each of them. Just one of the many reasons Suki adored him. That would be something she’d show him later. Right now, the offer to freshen up likely meant…

“Suki,” Hannah smiled as the neko pushed through the door into the new extension of their home.

It was a late addition, and had only been completed that week. It wasn’t a large room. Not comparatively to the rest of the home. But it was something everyone was extremely happy to see. The large wooden tub was the hardest part to source. It ended up being one of Brandt’s contacts that came through for them. An old fermentation tank. It cracked at the top and was going to be chopped up for firewood, when he was told someone was interested in buying it.

It took a team of woodcutters three days to separate the barrel into sections we could use. The largest of which was set in the middle of the room. There was a large stove at one end, with a large copper pot. Above that was a hand pump. It took a while, but by taking turns, and with Chrissy’s physical prowess, it didn’t take all that long to fill and heat a bath of water.

“Got a spot for you right here.” Chrissy patted her rump.

“No, master?” Suki asked as she slipped off her purse and grass skirt.

“Missed him by minutes,” Hannah sighed as she leaned back against the wall of the tub.

“Evie?” Suki guessed.

“Evie,” Chrissy grinned. “She was practicing her aim today, and conned him into a little special treatment.”

Suki nodded and climbed over the lip of the bath. The water was hot, but not uncomfortably so. It did, however, come up uncomfortably high. Which was why Chrissy had offered her ass. Curled into the tub, there wasn’t a lot of room. Group baths happened, but it was a squishy affair. Not that anyone was complaining. Suki climbed up Chrissy’s hip and lay herself down on the warm fur of her back.

“Oh, don’t look so depressed,” Hannah drawled. “Evie always leaves you with a little midnight snack.”

Suki smiled at that. Hannah was right. Evie was always affectionate and almost never said no.

“I’ll head up later then,” Suki giggled. “Amberlie said we’re having a roast tonight.”

“Beef, if you can believe it,” Chrissy sighed. “Found a stray cow out in the forest. It didn’t have any tags, so I brought it down and carried it home.”

“A whole cow?” Suki sat up. “How strong are you?”

“Not that strong.” Chrissy shook her head. “I made a few trips and left the unpleasant parts out there for the forest creatures.”

“The beastkin, you mean,” Hannah added.

Chrissy nodded. “Yeah. There’s a small tribe of them.”

“Are they a problem?” Suki asked.

“Not so far.” Chrissy shrugged. “There were a few tracks here and there when we arrived. But since we moved in and stuck around, they’ve been keeping their distance.”

“Why were they coming onto the farm, anyway?” Suki asked.

“Water,” Hannah whispered. “They were taking water from the dam.”

“That…” Chrissy frowned. “No, now I feel bad.”

“Yeah, if we’re stopping them from getting water, where are they getting it then?” Suki asked.

“It’s not as easy to find water without access to a dam, but there is water out there,” Hannah pointed out. “In the cooler spots, you can find tree ferns. Their shoots are filled with water. Then there are certain plants that grow that collect it in their leaves.”

“Still,” Suki sighed. “Maybe we should talk to Calon about it?”

“Tomorrow,” Chrissy declared. “Let him have his fun tonight.”

Suki smirked. Evie knew what that meant. She might get her midnight snack, but Evie was always extra affectionate after a night with her master. Something Chrissy would never admit aloud to enjoying.
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“Calon,” Evie whimpered.

He glanced up, seeing those lovely pink eyes of hers. She struggled limply against the leash and collar she was wearing. It wasn’t something she wore all the time. But Evie had requested it. The submissive succubus was chewing her lip and looking down at him with all the lust she could muster. Which Calon ignored as he traced the tip of his tongue, in circles around her clit.

She squirmed and made a face, rolling her eyes back as he teased her. That spaded tail of hers, wriggled around, and tried to reach between Calon’s legs to wrap around his erection. He saw it coming though and took hold of the dexterous appendage, pulling it away.

“Nooo,” Evie whined.

“Yes,” Calon chuckled, and pressed the tip of her tail into her pussy.

He knew she derived some kind of pleasure from the tip of the strange appendage. And while Calon wasn’t about to suck on it like Chrissy sometimes did. He had no problem using it as a toy and fucking her with it. Driving it slowly in and out of her dripping, perfect pussy, Calon leaned in and closed his lips over the succubi’s clit. She gasped, and Calon gently sucked, pulling on it as he continued thrusting her own tail into herself.

“C-Calon,” Evie gasped.

“Mmm,” Calon replied, not switching things up even for a moment.

“Master, please?”

Calon pulled his mouth free. “You don’t need permission. I like it when you’re a cummy mess.”

Then he replaced his lips and continued to pleasure her. Evie gasped, and her core throbbed. Her hips jerked and Calon leaned some more weight on her hips to hold her down. Her tail jerked in his grip. Despite its dexterity, there was an awful lot of strength in it. Calon secretly believed that she could use it as a weapon, but hadn’t brought it up.

“CALON!” Evie screeched.

Calon closed his eyes and withheld a sigh. Ashley still wasn’t all that comfortable with all this. Evie screaming his name at the height of passion likely wasn’t helping things. Still, though, he wasn’t about to let that break the mood and ignored the way Evie’s body began to writhe as she came all over his face.

Counting the contractions that pulsed through her core, Calon waited for just the right moment and suddenly sat up. Evie gasped as her clit popped out of his lips. Then cried out as he pulled her tail free. Then let out a muffled moan as Calon slipped up the bed and kissed her on those perfect lips of hers. Evie shuddered in his arms as he held her close, before pushing his hips forward, spearing his cock into her still spasming pussy.

She was a succubus. A being of pleasure, and she was consistently ready for sex. Especially after mastering her. That had been a bad day. When Clarissa had essentially clam-jammed her. She’d broken and been stuck in an activated ability that turned her into a sex crazed monster. To save the woman he loved, Calon had forced her to submit, even while in that form. The end result was the pink-eyed fiend that would crawl into bed, literally begging and whimpering for attention.

Something that likely would have freaked him out. Had it not been for the lessons he learned from Suki. Instead of fighting it, or trying to reason with her. He accepted that this was how things were now. They didn’t always have sex when she was like this. But in their one-on-one sessions, it was how it usually turned out, eventually. She remembered everything. All the depraved things she did and said. Which only turned her on again after she had rested and had a chance to reminisce on their time.

So the way Evie raised her hips. Hooking her ankles behind Calon’s back. It gave him a deeper thrust, which he took eagerly. Her pussy gripped him with every thrust. A pussy built for sex, as it squeezed and massaged him even as he fucked her. She was a goddess of sex, built for the thrill of it, and loved every moment of their time together. Calon might have loved all his ladies, but Evie was his first, and that made her special to him. Even if Suki made a solid case for his number one spot.

Calon held Evie close and thrust into her. She moaned into his mouth, and her tail curled up to lay across his back, as if desperate to feel more of him. Calon felt the touch and drove himself harder into her. Which made her tail twitch. He chuckled into her mouth and continued to fuck her as she clung to him in desperate pleasure. She was a vessel of pleasure. Trapped in this form, she was a single nerve, ready to set off at a moment’s notice. Every thrust of Calon’s cock sent spikes of pleasure through her body, and she could only cry out for more.

He felt the moment her tail shifted. But ignored it as she slipped it down his back. He almost stopped, when he felt its warmth slowly wing around the base of his cock, but Evie was close to cumming once again. Calon kept pumping his cock into her, driving Evie closer to the edge, before she arched her back and squeezed around him.

Calon knew this well. And he knew she only wanted to be fucked harder as she came apart around him. What he hadn’t expected, was for her tail to suddenly tug. As he withdrew, the shift in angle, and his inability to process what happened, caused him to spear ahead once more. Straight into Evie’s ass.

Going suddenly from her pussy, to her ass was quite a shock. But her tail squeezed and massaged the base of his cock, holding him deep inside her. His shock vanished the moment he realized it was intentional. Evie had told him repeatedly that her ass was as pleasurable to her as her pussy was. So he didn’t hesitate a moment longer to start driving himself into her again.

Evie howled into his mouth. Cumming hard the whole time he fucked her. There was no mercy wanted, and none given as Evie took everything Calon had to give her. He was driving his entire length into her now. Brutally, and without any thought to her level of comfort. Which clearly wasn’t an issue as she dug her fingers into his back, urging him on to take her harder and harder.

Until finally, with a shuddering sigh, Calon forced himself deep into Evie’s ass and fired deep into her bowels. His cock throbbed as he filled her, and Calon watched the pink light from Evie’s eyes, fade back to her natural blue.

“How–”

“I love you,” Calon cut her off, before kissing her with as much passion as he could muster.

Evie moaned happily and kissed back, as Calon slowly worked his cock back and forth in her ass for a time. She had always been his favorite person. This world had given them something neither had considered before and the sex was always fantastic. The second round was more gentle than the first. Calon reached between Evie’s legs, and massaged her clit, as he pumped his cock into her ass once more. And this time, when she reached her peak, it was with a soft sigh of delight and a beaming smile.

“Okay, that’s twice now,” Suki announced from the foot of the bed where she had snuck in.

Her fur was sticking in weird directions from where Chrissy had rubbed her down with a towel. She was staring at the point where Calon’s cock vanished into Evie’s ass, and licked her lips.

“Hey Suki,” Calon chuckled, and slowly withdrew, much to Evie’s disappointment as he left her feeling empty once more. “How was the walk?”

“I think if I had to do it every day, I’d be bored by it. But I appreciated being able to run for a while,” she said as she crawled towards Evie. “I think neko’s live like they have moments of activity and long rests in between. So I’ve felt a little pent up until now.”

“Suki, you don’t–”

“Succubus ass is clean,” Suki purred. “Kitty wants her treat.”

As the neko leaned in, Evie let out a soft gasp, before locking eyes with Calon. “How nasty would it be if I asked to suck your cock right now?”

Calon swallowed as his cock twitched. “Ummm… pretty nasty.”

Evie’s eyes flashed pink, and her smile widened. Calon looked down at his cum soaked cock and gave a small shrug.

“You better tell me later if this is something you didn’t enjoy,” he grunted and moved up the bed, as Evie opened her mouth in anticipation.
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“Sir?” Amberlie’s voice came through the door. “Dinner is ready.”

Calon jerked awake, and that disturbed Evie, who was playing at little spoon. She gave a small stretch, which woke Suki, who was an even littler spoon.

“Food smells good,” Suki purred as he sat up. “But that nap was good too.”

“And the sex?” Evie gave a tired chuckle.

“Always the sex,” Suki sighed. “Weirdly enough though, I’m not jealous that you got to be the succubus. I think if it were me, I’d insist on living off master’s cock.”

“Mmm,” Evie stroked the neko’s ears, before glancing back over her shoulder at the man in question. “He is pretty delicious.”

“Really?” Calon chuckled.

“Really,” Evie licked her lips. “But next time you go ass to mouth with me,” she whispered. “I want to be in control, so I can tease you about it.”

Calon swallowed nervously, before the door burst open and Chrissy stuck her head in. “Come on, get up. I’m hungry and things with your mom are getting weird.”

“I’ll talk to her,” Evie sighed.

“I bet she’s just horny,” Suki mumbled.

The three of them looked at her, and she shrugged. “What? You said she didn’t date. What’s the bet that under all her anxieties, she just needs a good dicking down like the rest of us?”

“That’s my mother you’re talking about,” Evie frowned.

“Not technically,” Suki shrugged as she slipped off the bed. “Like the rest of us, we’re not even the same species. It’s hard to make that argument when the only thing holding us together are the memories of the real versions of us, from a world where master is dead.” Suki pulled on her skirt. “So fuck it. Or her,” she giggled, as she skipped out of the room.

Calon rolled his eyes and sat up.

“You know, she’s probably right,” Evie pointed out.

“That doesn’t make it any less weird,” Calon protested.

“What part of any of this isn’t fucking weird?” Chrissy hissed. “I have two vaginas, and you’ve cum in both of them!”

“And you loved it,” Evie giggled as she sprung off the bed and pulled the griffin into a deep kiss.

Calon turned his back to them both. The last thing he needed was to navigate the stairs with an erection.

“After dinner, which one do you wanna cum with first?” Evie asked Chrissy.

Calon rolled his eyes. It was too late.


Chapter Two




“That’s awful,” Ashley frowned.

Calon exchanged a look with Chrissy, who gave a sad nod of her head. “I don’t think the problem is anything we’ve done directly. But they haven’t come back since we moved in.”

“Water is a human right,” Ashley growled.

“To be fair, I don’t think the human rights charter exists here,” Evie offered.

“I’ve never heard of anything like that,” Amberlie frowned. “And it sounds like something that wouldn’t apply to the beastkin, anyway.”

Ashley leveled a glare at the young woman, who shrank back in her seat.

“Mom, cut it out,” Calon chided her. “It’s not her fault this world is the way it is. Even by a historical record of back home, this time was shit for the native population.”

“That doesn’t mean we have to be… unpleasant about it!” Ashley protested.

“That’s why we’re discussing it,” Calon shot back. “Because you’re right. This situation is wrong. I’m not about to go out on a limb and offer to house and feed them. They probably wouldn’t want it, anyway. But I can certainly let them know they’re welcome to collect water from the dam.”

The ursa slumped in her seat, before nodding. “I suppose that’s all we can really do then, isn’t it?”

“They have their own culture, their own histories, stories and beliefs,” Suki spoke up. “If we tried to interject in their lives, it’s likely they’d take offense.”

“You think that’s what happened last time?” Calon asked, thinking of the ambush on the way to Coomera.

“That was probably part of it,” Hannah sighed. “Not that it did them any good.”

“You… didn’t talk about much of that.” Ashley frowned as she looked around the table. “Just how much fighting have you done since you got here?”

The table fell silent, and Ashley frowned.

“It’s not like that,” Calon tried to defend the situation. “I got here and was taken captive by goblins. Evie and I had to fight to get away. Then we took a quest to hunt a monster who was killing sheep.”

“Sheep?” Ashley frowned.

“Not regular sheep, mom,” Evie cut her off. “They’re intelligent, humanoid, walk on two legs and were terrified of the thing that was coming in the night to kill them.”

“Then can we stop?” Ashley begged softly. “You’ve done enough, haven’t you? You’ve got the farm now. Maybe you can just… stay?”

“I’d like to agree with you,” Calon frowned.

“But we seem to be a bit of a magnet for trouble,” Evie patted Calon’s shoulder.

“It’s mostly because he’s a summoner,” Amberlie added. “If he ended up with a menial class, like mine, nobody would have cared. But he shows up with the likes of Chrissy, Hannah, or Clarissa and people assume the worst.”

“What is wrong with summoners, then?” Ashley frowned.

Calon let out a long sigh and started to explain the situation in Kuraby before they arrived.

Ashley’s arrival in this world was at a strange point in their new lives. Things got busy, and Ashley wasn’t all that keen on fitting in. She was set in her ways and was having trouble finding her place. Small arguments, disagreements and ideals got in the way. Because of that, they’d never gone into much detail about what they’d been up to since arriving. She’d been more interested in asking about schools, shopping and the state of the government, than she was about putting two and two together, about dealing with the bandits who ran through the old farm.

With reality setting in, she found herself withdrawing, and Calon pulled Chrissy away to let the gentler ladies comfort her.

“The mornings are getting colder,” Chrissy remarked.

“Winter,” Calon grinned. “Hopefully that’ll be the end of the big storms.”

“Don’t remind me. That really sucked.” Chrissy shook her head. “But it was nice too.”

“It was nice being stuck in a tree?” Calon asked.

Chrissy turned to him with a glare, then rolled her eyes. “It was nice that you were worried enough about me, that your dumb ass ran off into the woods to find me. Then you went all dumb and ruined the moment.”

“Sorry,” Calon shrugged.

“You should be,” Chrissy leaned in. “I hate how much I love your stupid arse.”

Calon kissed her, and she kissed back. He knew, deep down, beneath the angst and attitude, she was as soft and gentle as the rest of the ladies he had found himself loving. Even Clarissa and Hannah had wormed into his heart. They were all special in their own ways. Clarissa was devoid of affection growing up, and used snark and attitude to hide the fact she was utterly desperate for it. Chrissy simply had a reputation to uphold as the strong one of the group.

Hannah was unashamed herself, to the point of taking what she wanted, when she wanted. Whether that was Calon’s food or his pants. Suki was… his pet. In all the ways, and more, that a pet could ever be. And then there was Evie. The first woman he’d ever known he’d loved. Back home, she was his best friend. Calon had studied agriculture, while Evie studied to be a veterinarian. Together, they were going to start a farm and run it as a family.

Instead, Calon had died saving a girl from a house fire. And had been rewarded with a trip to Tech Duinn, and this fantasy version of eighteen-hundreds Australia. Here, with Evie, now his lover, at his side. Calon had never been happier, and he liked to think, neither had any of his ladies. How they all didn’t hate one another was beyond him, but the situation worked. Calon wasn’t dumb enough to look a gifted horse in the mouth. She smirked when she pulled away, and Calon just smiled like an idiot.

“Get on,” Chrissy rumbled.

“You don’t want me to walk?” Calon asked before spotting Chrissy’s expression. “No, no, you’re right.”

“Fucker,” Chrissy snorted as Calon climbed onto her back.

She wasn’t dressed in her armor. Nor was she carrying her spear. Her crossbow was attached to a belt on her hip, though. Already strung and ready to be loaded and fired. Not that they expected to use it. Chrissy plodded along through the grass, passing by the wagon. They’d parked it on the flat spot where they were planning to build the barn this winter. The horse, still unnamed, roamed around in a large paddock, roped off to keep him there.

Of all people, it was Clarissa who seemed to be taking care of him the most. Apparently horses were a thing she did for a while.

“So, how are we going to find them?” Calon asked.

“Same way I did last time,” Chrissy shrugged. “Find some tracks, follow them, and see what direction they take. Then maybe fly around and see if we can spot them from above.” “They might have hidden themselves if they know you fly around,” Calon pointed out.

“Then we walk.” Chrissy shrugged again. “It’ll be nice. We haven’t spent much time together.”

“What about–”

“I’m not saying you don’t make some time for me,” Chrissy huffed. “But there’s a difference between a quickie in the living room while everyone is distracted, and going for a walk in the woods together.”

“No quickies in the woods? Got it.” Calon smirked.

Chrissy glared over her shoulder. “Not now, there won’t.”

“Shit,” Calon chuckled.

“That’s what you get,” Chrissy huffed, before letting out a girlish giggle.

“Are you happy?” Calon asked.

Chrissy’s shoulders slumped. “Don’t you start.”

“Sorry,” Calon apologized.

Chrissy let out a groan and reached behind herself. Calon had been keeping a respectful distance from her torso, but she took hold of his legs and pulled him closer. Adjusting his posture to not put too much pressure on the backs of Chrissy’s wings, Calon found himself leaning into Chrissy’s warm back.

“I’m happy,” she murmured as a cool breeze ruffled her hair. “I’m the literal definition of a strong, independent woman. With the love of my life, and a guy who treats me just the way I deserve.”

“Ummm–”

“Yes, you, dumbass,” Chrissy huffed. “And yes. I love you too. I know you love me. You’ve said it. I just… I’ve loved Evie for a long, long time. But I just want you to know that I love you, too. I love this life and even if I’m still mad about this fucked up body… It has its advantages.”

“Okay, now are you talking about a sex thing?”

Chrissy snorted and gave a small nod. “Yeah, that time I was. And there is something deeply, deeply satisfying about Evie going down on me, while you fuck me from behind. I have two g-spots, and doggy really lets me feel it.”

“So, nothing you’d change then?” Calon asked. “I mean, if we could?”

“Only thing would be babies.”

Calon froze. “What?”

“We can’t have children, Calon,” Chrissy glanced over her shoulder. “I never planned on having kids. But Evie? Let’s just say she was very open to the idea.”

“As in–”

“Look. It doesn’t matter, because it isn’t possible. But if it was. Find a way to get her a kid. She always wanted to be a mom.” Chrissy shook her head.

Calon thought about it for a moment. Chrissy was right. It wasn’t possible. But if it was, he’d do anything to give that to her. Surely, in this world, there would be someone, somehow, that had an idea, or a solution. Evie was a succubus. Nothing here was technically rational.

Turning his attention back to their surroundings, Calon could see the dam. They circled it, and Chrissy kept her eyes down, looking for signs of anyone coming onto the farm.

“Anything?” Calon asked.

“No, even the old tracks are covered up,” Chrissy mumbled. “The few tracks I’ve found recently were near the fence. They still come close, but they never come in.”

“They’re not like… watching us, are they?”

“Oh, they probably are,” Chrissy nodded. “Can you imagine living next to a group of monsters? You’d keep an eye on them too. The key part is they don’t cross the barrier. They stick to their side, and we stick to ours. It’s a silent truce so far.”

“Then if we break that truce?” Calon wondered.

“Hopefully it’s for the best,” Chrissy shrugged as she turned to the fence.

Calon was able to see what she was talking about. There were plenty of tracks here. Some were older than others, with dirt, grass, and leaves covering them. Others were far fresher. One of the things he noticed, though, was the four toes.

“They’re the dog type,” Calon nodded.

“Makes sense. Most of them around here look like dingoes.” Chrissy nodded.

“Think they’re going to have an issue with a big cat running around?” Calon chuckled. Chrissy looked over her shoulder, and Calon stopped, pulling a straight face. “Sorry.”

“No, I’m sorry,” Chrissy huffed, before hopping over the fence. “You’re clearly into catgirls. And I’m definitely on the receiving end of that.”

Calon wanted to argue, but… well, she sorta had a point.

As they moved away from the farm, Calon was able to look around and appreciate the forest. They’d never really been able to do this before. He’d always had some goal that made things dangerous. Hunting bandits, stalking prey, or finding a fallen griffon who’d been knocked out by the first wave of a nasty storm.

Going for a stroll, to find some people and offer them access to water was a far nicer opportunity. The birds chirped, the insects buzzed. The trees rustled gently as a breeze filtered through.

“It’s always so peaceful out here,” Chrissy chimed in, as if noticing what had Calon’s attention.

“It is,” Calon agreed with a smile. “You’d know better than most, though, wouldn’t you?”

“Up in the air is a little different to roaming through the trees,” Chrissy shook her head.

“It’s still something. How peaceful is it up there?”

Chrissy looked up and sighed. “It’s wonderful, Calon. I should take you up one day.”

“You should,” Calon patted her hip. “I’d like that. And you can show me your favorite spots.”

“You think I have favorite spots?” Chrissy asked.

“You saying you don’t?” Calon challenged.

Chrissy made a small noise, then sighed. “Yeah. There’s this clearing. It looks natural, and the land slopes. I took a rest there, and the grass is really soft, and all you can see is the tops of the trees. Makes me feel like I’m all alone in the world.”

“It sounds nice,” Calon smiled.

“I want to take you there. Look at the stars, one night. Maybe have a little candlelit dinner,” Chrissy smiled.

“That sounds even better,” Calon leaned in and hugged her from behind.

“Then I’ll suck your cock for dessert.”

Calon snorted, and they both shared a laugh. She wasn’t always the fierce warrior, but nobody outside their circle knew that.

“I can smell something,” Chrissy slowed.

“Like… something bad?” Calon asked.

“Like there’s people this way,” she turned and followed the direction of the wind.

It then became a bit of a game. She’d follow the wind until the scent vanished. Then we’d turn and walk across the wind until she found the scent, before following the wind again. They walked in a zigzagging pattern through the trees for a time. The camp mustn’t have been terribly far from the farm if they were using the dam to collect water. But it wasn’t close enough to see them if they lit a fire.

What Calon hadn’t expected was to simply run into them. Chrissy was marching along. Her large body was surprisingly suited for the Australian bush. The smaller shrubs were easy for her to push aside, and her fur protected her from scratches. The large trees were wide enough apart. She could walk around them with ease. Which is what she was doing, when a burst of moment ahead of them brought Chrissy to a halt.

A furry woman rushed out of the trees, looking behind her. Only to spot Chrissy at the last moment. She put on the brakes, but was going too fast and crashed into the griffon’s front.

“OOOF!”

“Watch it!” Chrissy snarled, rearing back.

Calon clung to the woman for dear life as she dropped back onto all fours.

And that was when two males of the woman’s kind burst out of the treeline. With their eyes up, they spotted Chrissy and skidded to a halt. The woman on the ground curled into a ball, whimpering softly as the men shifted uncomfortably. One of them had a bone knife on his belt. The other carried a club with animal teeth embedded in the head.

“She ours,” one of them grunted, pointing at the woman.

“That’s okay,” Calon grinned, leaning around Chrissy and catching their attention for the first time. “We’ll follow you back. I wanted to talk to you, anyway.”

“No,” the other male glared. “No follow.”

“Why not?” Chrissy asked.

“Need permission,” the first spoke up.

Calon rolled his eyes. “Permission from who?”

“Elder,” came the reply.

“Then we’ll come speak to the elder,” Chrissy huffed.

The two males began muttering to one another. Calon couldn’t make out the words, but Chrissy could hear enough to know one wanted to try an attack. That brought the other up cold, who mentioned the farm.

“You come with us,” the first speaker turned to Calon and Chrissy. “We want something.”

Calon frowned. This didn’t sit right with him. He’d come to offer them water. But now they wanted to bargain with him, simply for the right to speak.

“Maybe we’ll come back another time,” Calon suggested.

“You not want to talk?” the second man frowned.

“You know where to find us,” Chrissy smiled, before looking down at the cowering woman. “What about you? You wanna go with them? Or come with us?”

She froze and peeked up. She was clearly terrified, but that was nothing compared to the men. They shouted angrily and the one with the club drew his weapon. That was enough for Chrissy to snap. Calon dived off her back before throwing himself over the woman. It was enough to make sure Chrissy leapt as she went on attack mode. Her beak was out as she screeched. Her Rage ability was in full swing, and the men suddenly looked like they were about to shit themselves.

That moment of hesitation was enough to give Chrissy the chance to tear one down. Not a figment of speech. Her front paws hit him in the chest, before she beat her wings for balance and ripped apart. His skin opened, and his ribs snapped. Part of a lung fell out, and the second male with the knife dropped it.

As Chrissy slammed the dying beastkin to the ground, she let out a low, feline snarl. It echoed through her terrible beak and this time, he really did void his bowels. Calon could hear the female whimpering beneath him and decided to speak up.

“Chrissy, I think we made our point,” Calon offered.

She stopped growling before stepping back. The beastkin at her feet was silent, while the other looked ready to bolt as a foul smelling substance ran down his legs.

“Please?” the female began to whimper. “They’re killing my people.”

Calon closed his eyes, and Chrissy let out a terrifying shriek. The second male didn’t last as long as the first.
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“This way,” Erena waved for them to follow.

Calon and Chrissy could hear it and smell it. The fire burned, and the beastkin roared. There were screams, too. Not the good kind, but the kind that comes from something truly monstrous. It made Calon think of the goblin camp, and his brows knit in frustration. They had hurried back the way the three beastkin had come from. And the source of it was clear.

The small camp that had been using Calon’s dam for water, were a quiet, relatively peaceful bunch. But they’d been in contact with a few neighbors who were looking for a place to settle. Not knowing that those neighbors had come from the south, with an attitude and an ax to grind. When they arrived, they were rude, demanding, and scoffed at the idea of avoiding the nearby farm. And when Erena’s people finally tried to stand their ground. Their neighbors became their oppressors.

“How many?” Chrissy asked.

“Two of two hands,” Erena whimpered.

“Two of…” Chrissy frowned.

“Twenty?” Calon guessed.

Erena frowned, before holding up ten fingers, then closing her hands into fists, and opening them. Like a child counting on their digits.

“Twenty,” Chrissy nodded. “We can’t fight twenty.”

“If you fight, and I fight, my people will fight,” Erena begged. “Please?”

“This is such a fucked idea,” Chrissy growled, but didn’t stop.

The sounds coming from the camp were awful. There was a bit of jeering, too. What that was, Calon didn’t know, but he was about to find out. They approached the camp with the wind in their face. Nobody was on the lookout, which made sense for a small camp in a quiet area. There wasn’t any reason to post a sentry.

Until now.

Chrissy hissed, as Erena made a whimper and clutched her hand to her mouth. The camp was in shambles. A fire, much larger than necessary for the half dozen small structures, set out. A male beastkin was stepping out of one, grinning at another who went in. Only for a feminine, dismayed cry to cut off as if he’d struck her.

In the center of the camp were all the men of Erena’s village. They were dirty, disheveled and most were on their knees. The ones that weren’t were face down and from the red stains around them, weren’t long for this world. The source of which… A familiar looking beastkin. Jakus. Calon stared at him as he strode around with a knife in his hands. He looked even skinnier than Calon remembered. But the beastkin was the same one Calon had tried to offer a place to live. Instead, his clan village, whatever they wanted to call themselves, had attacked Calon’s wagon train on the trip back north.

With their failure, the surviving members had moved further north on their own. Whether this was intentional to end up here, Calon didn’t know. But he wasn’t in the mood to find out.

“Chrissy,” Calon nodded. “Berserk.”

“Fuck, Calon wai–”

“CUUUUUUUUUUUUNTS!” Calon roared as his shirt burst open.

The camp froze at his roar, but Calon was already moving. His eyes were set on Jakus. That sack of shit who lied through his teeth and was now as big a monster as the people who burned down his home. Jakus’s eyes went wide. He seemed to recognize the face of the bloated man running towards him. But that didn’t save him.

Calon threw himself forward, slamming the beastkin into the ground. He rolled, yanking Jakus along, before coming to a stop with the man firmly in hand. Jakus had a pained look on his face before raising that knife to stab Calon in the chest. Which Calon responded to, with a violent series of back-and-forth thrashing that caused the beastkin to snap his head forward and back. Calon climbed to his feet as Chrissy tore past, biting down on a beastkin that had been just about to brain Calon with a large rock.

Which is when Calon remembered that there was more than one target. Dropping Jakus on the ground, Calon bent down and took him by the ankle. Club in hand, he watched as Erena rushed in and threw herself at the back of another skinny beastkin and dragged him to the ground. Her arrival was like a breath of fresh air, and the camp exploded into action.

Calon barked out some laughter as he gripped his club with both hands. Swinging it around felt awkward, but the first beastkin he crushed with it made an interesting wet crunch. Calon felt like he was playing a game of hitting moles, but the club was heavy and floppy, and the targets weren’t as cute. He smashed them into the ground, one by one. He felt something painful stab into his side, but when he turned, there was nothing there but Chrissy, tearing one to pieces.

There was a brief moment where Calon raised his club into the air, only to frown at the beastkin before him. They were male, but they weren’t skinny. He was bleeding, though, and turned to Calon. At that moment, Calon lost track of the male and decided that he probably wasn’t one of the squishy ones.

“CALON!” Chrissy screeched.

He spun and saw Chrissy standing in front of him. She was bleeding badly from a gash in her side. Calon’s anger fumed, and he was about to roar when she grabbed him.

“Calon, please. Listen to me big guy!”

“Listen,” Calon blinked dumbly.

“That’s right,” she smiled. “I’m hurt.”

“HURT!”

“You wanna help me, right?” she clung to his arm.

Calon frowned. “Help.”

“Just change back, big guy. Change back for me.”

Calon groaned and released his skill. All at once, the sensations he was too dumb to react to flared. The stab in his side was a knife. With his increased size, it was little more than a flesh wound, and as he shrank, the blade slipped most of the way out. Calon was more worried about Chrissy, though.

“Heal,” he slapped her side.

Chrissy sagged slightly, feeling the power sealing up her wound.

“Heal,” Calon cast once more.

“I’m okay–”

“Fuck you,” Calon swore. “Heal.”

Chrissy hid the smirk on her face as her man made her right again.

Bonus!

Rescued the friendly beastkin clan!

100 exp awarded!

“And fuck you too,” Calon dismissed the pop-up, only to realize he was standing amongst a group of bloody and disheveled beastkin. “Ah… not you.”

“Father!” Erena rushed into the fray.

“Erena!” an older beastkin barked out a laugh and caught her in his arms.

“This farmer!” she yipped. “He helped. He saved me!”

The elder turned to Calon and frowned. “Why?”

Calon shrugged. “Seemed like a good idea at the time. Before we get into that, I can do a bit more healing. Does anyone need it?”

The elder looked around, and bowed his head. “My daughter.”

Calon’s mood shifted as he remembered the sounds coming from that hut. “Take me to her.”

When they reached the hut, and it was in fact the same hut that Calon first saw. The inside was a mess. She had put up a fight. That much was obvious. But her bruised body was limp in the middle of a pile of leaves that had once been a bed. Her chest rose and fell, but her face was bloody and swollen. Calon fumed as he moved up.

“N-no,” the girl whimpered, as she held up a hand with a broken finger.

“Heal,” Calon responded softly.


Chapter Three




“We can’t thank you enough,” the old beastkin bowed.

They’d tried to leave him behind. He was injured, hobbling along with a makeshift cane. He wouldn’t hear of it, though. The beastkin woman Calon had healed was his eldest daughter. Erena, the youngest had remained behind to care for her. When her sister had fully awoken, she was horrified and screamed until Calon left.

Nobody blamed him. But that didn’t make him feel any better. What had happened to her was monstrous. From a survival standpoint, it was logistics. The eldest daughter of the clan elder. Get her pregnant, and your people, becomes their people. Calon couldn’t do anything about the potential for pregnancy. But she fought and fought hard, earning a series of vicious injuries, and those he was able to repair.

Calon had no doubts that she would carry some of those wounds for the rest of her life. He did what he could, though, and left as soon as he was certain his presence would only make things worse. Once again, on Chrissy’s back, they were making a far slower return home.

“We’re just glad we got there when we did,” Chrissy sighed. “What are you going to do with the rest of them?”

“The survivors will be punished,” the elder beastkin muttered.

“Good,” Calon growled. “Fuck Jakus.”

“I knew his father once,” the elder sighed.

“I met him a few weeks ago. Someone burned down their home and they were living like bandits, attacking trade caravans along the roads,” Calon recalled. “Gave him an offer to come live on my land where it was safe. He returned that favor by attacking us when we made our way back north again.”

“He mentioned a slaughter.” the elder frowned. “He painted it in a different light.”

Calon glanced over at the old man. His expression was down, but he didn't look surprised.

“So, how did he end up here?” Calon asked.

“They arrived in the night. Sick, injured and starving. Our village is small. We forage mostly for food and trap rather than hunt. After Jakus regained some of his strength, he started pushing for change,” the elder shook his head. “I told him he was a fool. That if we acted too aggressively here, that your people would hunt us.”

That made a bit of sense to Calon. Their village was entirely burned down. If they’d been problematic, it explained why. But then… Were they always problematic? Or were they forced to become what they were to survive initially? How far back did one have to go in history, before you found an answer to who was in the wrong? Did it even matter when innocents were dying?

“So he tried to take over,” Chrissy growled. “Calon, I’m glad you beat his arse.”

“Yes, that… was an impressive feat,” the elder glanced at Calon.

“Don’t worry,” Calon sighed as he spotted the fence up ahead. “I meant what I said. We want to be good neighbors, and we knew you were visiting the dam.”

“We stopped when we noticed life at the farmhouse,” the elder beastkin sighed. “The ones who came across this land before did not stay. We kept to ourselves and they never knew we were here.”

“The bandits,” Calon nodded. “They had a camp nearby, and were using the burned out farm as its cover.”

“Yes, we knew about that camp. It was one of the reasons I called Jakus foolish,” he chuckled. “Those bandits are long gone now.”

“Dead,” Chrissy hissed. “Thanks to us.”

The elder slowed and gave a small nod. “For the best, I think.”

“The whole situation was bad,” Calon nodded. “They were being fed information by the town sheriff, so they knew which farmers to attack. Then rejoined the trade convoys and sold the crops themselves. Nobody cares about the problems of a small farming town, so long as the supplies don’t dry up.”

“Well,” Calon cleared his throat as they arrived at the fence. “This is it.”

“Aye,” the elder nodded. “Your terms?”

“Mind the farm,” Calon shrugged. “I’ll talk to someone about putting in a gate. I’ll make sure anyone coming to the farm knows to leave you alone. If someone gives you trouble, come speak to us at the house.”

“And in return?” The elder tilted his head.

“It’s just a bit of water,” Calon shrugged. “If it starts getting low, we’ll probably have to work something out. But where I come from, having access to drinking water is a… it’s a right. And I’d feel bad denying your people that, without a good reason.”

“You’re a very strange man,” the elder frowned.

Chrissy snorted as she bent over. Barely containing her laughter.

“Yeah,” Calon nodded as he patted Chrissy’s back. “I’ve been told that.”

“Master?” Suki’s voice called out.

Calon spotted her coming their way. She looked a little confused, but otherwise fine. In her grass skirt, she hurried over to the fence and looked up at the elder.

“Hi!”

“Hello,” the elder frowned. “We heard you had a neko, but this is the first time I have seen her personally.”

“You’ve been watching us?” Suki asked.

The elder smiled and gave a small nod. “We have indeed little miss.”

“Did you see the time Master folded my legs behind my head and choke-fucked me on that hill over there?” she gestured to a small rise in the field.

The elder looked at Suki, then at me, then back at Suki. “I believe we have made a few incorrect assumptions about your kind.”

“She’s not a child,” Calon spat.

“No,” the elder shook his head. “No, she is not.”

“Great!” Suki giggled. “Master, your friends, Sahm and Nette, are here. They said it was important.”

“Oh,” Calon frowned. “I was hoping we’d have more time than this.”

“Problem?” The elder frowned.

“Not for you,” Calon shrugged… “Or at least, I hope not for you. There’s something going on with the beastkin in the north. It might be about that.”

“Ah,” the elder nodded. “Yes, several of our members moved away for that.”

“You mean?” Chrissy prodded.

“Yes, I’m afraid,” the elder sighed. “I will welcome them home should they return. But… I won’t harbor a fugitive for the sake of the clan.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” Calon nodded. “If anyone gives you trouble, come find me, okay?”

“I shall do so… and… About the healing?”

Calon smiled. “If there’s anything that requires attention, that too.”

“Thank you,” the elder smiled. “You’ve given me hope again.”

With a quick goodbye, Chrissy rolled her eyes and let Suki join Calon on her back. She crawled into his lap and remained quiet, even if she looked extremely pleased by the turn of events. With a small hop, Chrissy was over the fence before hurrying back over to the house, where he spotted a pair of unfamiliar horses.

“They didn’t say anything about why they were here?” Calon asked.

“No master,” Suki shook her head. “But they looked like something was going on.”

“Makes sense.” Calon nodded as Chrissy slowed at the front door.

The horses were giving her solid stares. If not for them leashed to a beam at the front of the house, they likely would have bolted by now. She ignored them as Calon and Suki dismounted.

“Uh, uh,” Chrissy grabbed Calon’s hand. “Payment before you leave?”

“Pay–mmm!” Calon hummed as she kissed him hard.

When Chrissy pulled away, she gave him a smile and opened the front door herself, before stepping inside.

“Chrissy,” Sahm’s voice called.

“Hello Sahm, Nette,” Chrissy made room for Calon and Suki.

“Hello you two,” Calon smiled seeing their friends. “What can I do for you?”

“Hopefully a few things,” Sahm smiled.

“You first,” Nette nudged her brother.

Sahm nodded and pulled up the bottom of his trousers. Where a horrible, dark blotch of skin that looked like it was burned with acid..

“What the fuck?” Calon moved up.

“Got me just this morning. I’ve taken something for the chills, but it’s getting worse,” Sahm muttered.

“Some kind of spider or something?” Calon asked.

“Little black thing, with a red stripe on its back,” Sahm nodded.

Calon shook his head. Of course it was a redback. Americans had their black widows, but the redback in the same family was almost as venomous.

“Neurotoxin,” Suki spoke up. “It can cause heart failure in the worst cases.”

“Calon,” Nette stepped up.

“Already on it,” Calon nodded. “I’ll do what I can, but you might need to spend the night. I’ve been healing today and I’m low on mana as it is.”

“We can do that,” Sahm nodded.

“Thank you,” Nette smiled.

Calon bent over and lightly touched the inflamed wound. “Soft Touch,” he cast.
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“That stew was wonderful,” Sahm smiled.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it, sir,” Amberlie gave a small nod from her spot at the table.

They had broken up a bit for the evening meal. Their table wasn’t large enough to let them all sit. With two extra guests, Calon had joined Chrissy and Suki in the living room to eat, while Sahm and Nette had remained at the table.

“I have to admit, even I’m impressed,” Ashley nodded. “I’m baffled by how easily you can control temperature without modern appliances.”

Shit.

“These are modern appliances,” Amberlie frowned in confusion.

“We traveled from somewhere else,” Calon spoke up suddenly. “We… cooked things differently. Not modern, just… different.”

Ashley frowned at him, but Suki let out a small giggle.

“Smooth,” Chrissy nodded. “Real convincing.”

Calon rolled his eyes.

“Yes, well,” Ashley tried again. “It’s lovely, Amberlie. Thank you for the wonderful meal.”

“You’re welcome Miss Wilson–”

“Mrs.,” Ashley sighed. “It’s Mrs. Wilson.”

“Oh… okay,” Amberlie glanced at Calon. “Sorry Mrs. Wilson.”

“That’s quite alright,” Ashley smiled at the young lady.

“You done?” Chrissy asked.

“Hmm?” Calon looked at her, then down at his bowl. He scooped up the last mouthful and popped it in his mouth with a nod.

Chrissy shook her head and got up before taking his bowl. Then, with far more grace, accepted Suki’s as well. She carried them to the kitchen for Amberlie to wash later. She had insisted it was part of her role. They helped out around the house when they could, but she still took care of most things.

“Calon, Suki, can I get some help?” Chrissy called out.

Calon glanced at the neko and saw her slight confusion. “Ummm… sure.”

“Great,” Chrissy nodded. Then gestured at the door.

“I guess we’ll be back soon then,” Calon told the room as he got up. “Sahm, you’re staying the night, aren’t you?”

“We are,” Sahm nodded. “Get you to check me again in the morning. Then we’ll likely be off.”

“Oh,” Calon paused. “You didn’t come from the magistrate?”

“Not yet,” Sahm chuckled. “Though it’s likely. Chief Magistrate Gordon knows we get along. He’ll likely send for us to deliver whatever message he intends when he does.”

“Works for us then,” Calon nodded.

“Ahem,” Chrissy opened the front door to let Suki out.

“Right,” Calon laughed. “I’m coming.”

“Not yet,” Chrissy whispered as she stepped outside.

Calon hurried past the table, ignoring Evie’s laugh and made his way outside. Suki was already perched on Chrissy’s back and Calon paused as they grinned.

“Mush!” Suki pointed out into the fields.

“No ride this time?” Calon laughed and started moving.

“Not yet,” Chrissy grinned and took his hand.

He recognized where they were going. The dam was right ahead. Bathing was possible in their home, thanks to the extension on the back of their home. But out in the dam was still nice if the weather was right.

“It’ll be cold,” Calon pointed out.

“We’ll keep you nice and warm,” Chrissy promised.

Calon could only grin as they brought him to the dam. Suki was first slipping off Chrissy’s back as she dropped her skirt on the bank.

“Help me, master, I can’t swim!” she giggled as she splashed into the water.

Chrissy let out a laugh as she took off the assortment of clothing she wore. With a button-up shirt, a modified skirt, and a penchant for keeping her tail down, she was more or less presentable at all times. Calon watched as she shrugged out of the garment before quickly joining her.

“It doesn’t take a lot to get you interested, does it?” She nodded at his erection as Calon dropped his pants.

“Can you blame me?” Calon asked, looking her up and down.

“You just wanna fuck me because I’ve got an extra pussy,” Chrissy laughed and started into the water.

“Pick one, and I’ll only ever fuck that one again,” Calon offered as he followed her in.

“Fuck no,” Chrissy snorted.

The water was cold. Not horrible, but enough to be uncomfortable. Any thoughts of doing anything funny in the dam vanished as they dunked their heads under the water.

“This is way colder than I thought it would be,” Chrissy complained.

“Master, hold me!” Suki yowled pathetically.

Calon rolled his eyes and scooped up the neko into his arms. She plastered herself to his front and started purring as she nuzzled close.

“Excuse me,” Chrissy crossed her arms. “If you think I’m going to lick that furry little cunt, you better wash it first.”

Calon and Suki stared at the royal griffon before Suki let out a small shudder. “O-okay.”

It was a few minutes later that the three of them left the water. There was a soft breeze, but the grass was thick enough to be warm as they walked. Chrissy led them over a small rise and Suki crept along silently beside her.

“Are you really?” Suki asked.

“Really what?” Chrissy asked.

“Going… going to lick me?”

Chrissy sighed. “Look. I’m a big, scary, monster girl, okay?”

“You know we don’t think of you like that,” Calon protested.

“I know,” Chrissy nodded. “But… Suki and I have always had a small distance between us. A distance I made.”

“I never wanted that.” Suki moved over to Chrissy’s side.

“I know,” Chrissy sighed. “Look. I’ve been a bitch. I know it, you know it, everyone knows it. You’re just so fucking adorable, and I’m… This,” she gave her wet wings a light flap. “You’re just… so fucking adorable. And I’m going to fuck, adorable.”

Suki’s eyes went wide as Chrissy bent down and kissed her. Calon’s cock twitched as he watched the tall griffon lift the smaller neko into the air. Suki’s tail thrashed from side to side in excitement as they purred together in unison. Chrissy’s was deep and full of bass, while Suki’s was sharper and higher pitched.

Chrissy palmed Suki’s ass, slipping a hand between her legs and gave Suki’s already wet pussy a light rub. The neko squirmed deliciously and Calon swallowed in anticipation. When they broke apart, Suki mewled softly as Chrissy continued to massage her pussy.

“I wanna taste you,” the neko begged.

“Soon, pet,” Chrissy whispered. “I’m going to taste you first.”

Suki nodded as Chrissy set Suki on the thick grass. Her legs fell open as Chrissy knelt down before her.

“So small,” Chrissy shook her head. “It almost seems cruel to fuck you. But part of me is also curious how many fingers I can get inside you.”

“Two in my pussy,” Suki volunteered. “Three, if you want me to feel the stretch.”

Chrissy gave a small chuckle. “We’ll start with two, then.”

“Same for my ass,” Suki whispered.

“You’re a bit off a freak, you know that?” Chrissy shook her head.

“I can only hope the real me gets to cum as hard as I do,” Suki trembled.

Chrissy spread the neko’s labia with her fingers. “We can only hope.”

Chrissy’s tongue lapped gently over Suki’s pussy. From opening to clit in a single motion. Suki gasped and arched her back. Calon could remember the rough texture of Chrissy’s tongue. Like any feline, but she was capable of controlling it and making it soft when she wanted it to. Suki was experiencing that control now as Chrissy gently lapped at her.

“Calon?” Chrissy paused as she slowly pushed a finger into the neko. “Why aren’t you fucking me?”

Calon blinked in surprise, before noticing the way she was positioned. On her feline knees, with her tail high. Her juices were glistening between her folds, showing Calon just how excited she was about this. He reached out and gently rubbed his fingers over her clit, making Chrissy moan.

“I’ve been rubbing my thighs since I got in the fucking pond. Just shove your cock in me!” She snapped.

“I wasn’t sure that was a real thing,” Calon admitted, as he took hold of his cock.

“M-master?” Suki called softly.

“Yeah?” Calon paused at Chrissy’s entrance.

“I used to squeeze my thighs together in the library when you sat near me.”

Calon cleared his throat. Then pushed forward, spearing into Chrissy’s molten depths. The griffon let out a soft moan of pleasure as she stretched around him. Her pussy was the same as any regular human woman. Her physiology was surprisingly human. The plump ass that met Calon’s thighs was no different to Evie’s as she bent over in front of him. Other than the tail and the thin layer of fur, it wasn’t any different.

“Fuck,” Chrissy moaned, before leaning in to lap at Suki’s pussy again.

The neko let out a series of chittering mewls as Chrissy pleasured her. Calon, not to be left out, stroked his cock in and out of Chrissy’s body. Her pussy was soaked and more than ready for him, and he took his pleasure as he wanted it. Chrissy was a strong woman, and in this form, there was little he could do to hurt her. He leaned in, making sure to driving his cock into her front wall. Making sure to get her g-spot with each thrust, just how she liked it.

“Calon?” Chrissy let out a soft moan.

“Yeah, Chrissy?” Calon glanced up as he continued to smack his hips into hers with each thrust.

“I’m going to cum,” Chrissy moaned. “I don’t want you to stop.”

Calon couldn’t see Suki, but from the sounds she was making, she was very much enjoying herself as it was. Closing his eyes, Calon tried to think of something other than the feeling of Chrissy’s delicious pussy. It squeezed around him, and Calon grit his teeth as he tried to do as she instructed. Her pussy clenched down hard, and Calon heard the soft whine escape her lips around Suki’s pussy. The neko was gasping too, and Calon could only assume she had joined her larger counterpart.

With a snarl, Calon drove himself continuously into Chrissy. Her pussy squeezed him like a fist as her wings fluttered and her legs shook. It was all too much, and with a groan, Calon forced himself to the balls inside her and let the tapering end of Chrissy’s orgasm milk his own. Pulse after pulse of his seed filled her from behind. He hunched over at the intensity of the situation. Which, unfortunately, caused his legs to slip out from under him. Calon tumbled to the grass in a heap, where Chrissy rolled to follow him.

She ended up on her back beside him. Laying with her legs splayed out as Suki gasped and moaned, coming down from her own high. But that’s not all they could hear. Over the faint wind and rustling of the tall crass, there were a series of soft footsteps.

Chrissy was still resting, and Suki wasn’t much better. So Calon rolled onto his stomach and sat up. Through the grass, over the small ledge, he could see someone coming. They were alone, and coming from the house. Calon was about to announce himself when they got close enough and he realized who it was.

“Oh,” Chrissy gasped.

Nette froze in place as Calon pressed a hand to Chrissy’s mouth. He stared at her while she glanced around. It was clear she’d heard something, but hadn’t been sure what. After a few moments, she shook her head, set down her bow… And started to strip. Calon closed his eyes and glanced back. Only to freeze as Chrissy stared up at him with wide eyes. As Suki did the same from between her legs.

Even as he watched, the neko lapped out a string of his seed, slurping it up while maintaining eye contact with him. Then she leaned back in and licked the griffon again. Calon glanced back at the now mostly naked woman on the banks of the dam and shook his head. Silently, as he could, Calon slid down and moved behind Suki. Her fur was matted between her legs from her first orgasm, and if Calon had his way, she was going to get a second.

Lining himself up behind the smaller of the two catgirls, he pushed slowly into her from behind as she hissed softly in pleasure.

“Harder–Mm!” Suki’s demands were muffled as Calon pressed her face into Chrissy’s crotch.

Instead, the neko purred beautifully as Calon forced his too large cock into her too small body. It always impressed him that she could actually take it. And he wasn’t entirely convinced it didn’t hurt to do so. Despite the fact, she always seemed eager. Chrissy was watching him as he withdrew and drove forward once more. With deliberate slowness, she reached down to her upper pussy, and slipped a pair of fingers into herself. As Suki lapped at the griffon’s pussy, Chrissy played with herself in unison.

He was rather proud of his staying ability. Trying to keep so many lovers satisfied took some work, and he was getting the hang of things. Fucking the neko from behind, she kept her face firmly where he shoved it. Giving him the opportunity to palm her furry ass while he fucked her.

And when Calon glanced up, he froze in shock. Nette wasn’t bathing. She had stripped down. But she was lying on her back. Legs splayed open, with her fingers swirling over her clit. One hand was up, holding her breast, while she gyrated slowly in place.

“Oh shit,” Calon whispered as he watched her.

Nette was clearly enjoying herself. Calon felt a little bad for not announcing himself, but it wasn’t like they weren’t in a similar, compromising situation. He gripped Suki’s hips and drove himself into her. She loved it when he let loose, and Calon wasn’t really thinking straight as the beautiful archer on the banks of the dam pleasured herself. The hand from her breast had slipped down between her legs.

She was balancing on her shoulders, with her feet planted and her ass raised. One hand rubbed back and forth on her clit. The other was wrapped beneath her, with two fingers buried inside herself.

“Oh fuck, she’s gonna make me cum,” Chrissy whispered as she stared down at Suki.

It didn’t matter where Calon looked. Down was Suki’s ass, with Calon’s cock vanishing between her furry thighs. Immediately in front of him was Chrissy’s rocking torso while she pawed at the air, careening towards her next orgasm. And above was Nette, her hips jerking, as she let out a gasping cry. Her pussy sprayed. Not gushed. A jet of fluid literally jetted out from between her fingers. Calon had a moment of sympathy for the beastkin who were to drink at the dam, but for now he watched as the beautiful woman came on her own fingers.

With a roar of his own, Calon unleashed into his pet. Suki accepted his brutal pummeling with reckless greed. Chrissy let out a shriek as she, too, came apart at the scenes, only to freeze as he spotted movement ahead.

Raising his hands, he stared at the tip of an arrow. Pulled back in the bow, being held by Nette. Her eyes were wide, her breathing was frantic, and she trembled as she held him at the end of her weapon.

“Calon?” She frowned.

Chrissy lay on her back, staring up at the armed, naked woman. While Calon’s attention was dragged down once more.

“Fuck,” Suki yowled. “I’m cumming!”

“Suki–”

“I’M FUCKING CUMMING!”

Calon was frozen in place as Nette slowly lowered her weapon. Suki, either ignorant or uncaring of the situation, threw herself backwards, violently impaling herself on Calon’s cock. Her pussy throbbed, and Calon winced as his sensitive member was wrung once more inside a willing woman. Nette’s expression fell from anger to shock and slowly into disbelief as Suki continued to yowl and curse.

“Put it away,” Chrissy huffed.

“I’m fucking trying!” Suki snarled.

“Not you,” Chrissy snapped.

Suki froze and gave herself a shake. “Hey… Nette?”

“S-sorry,” Nette lowered her weapon fully. “I was…”

“You’re cute,” Suki smirked. “No wonder master was so worried about telling us about the time he touched your pussy.”

Nette turned white as a ghost, and Chrissy let out a long sigh. “I think we should talk about this later.”

“Yeah,” Suki agreed. “Master fucked you through your orgasm. He just stood there and let me do all the work. I deserved to be fucked properly!”

“Wasn’t it you that said that you wanted whatever I was willing to give you, even if that meant you were my pet?” Calon asked.

Suki giggled. “That was before you stretched me over your cock and made me your toy, master. Leash me, pet me, feed me and don’t forget to fuck me.”

“I’m going to go,” Nette stepped back.

“I’m ah… sorry,” Calon called.

“I’m not,” Nette threw back as she gathered her clothing.


Chapter Four




“Alright, if you’re sure,” Calon shook Sahm’s hand.

“We’ll be in touch. Got a delivery to make to Beenleigh,” Sahm chuckled. “Turns out, when somebody left, she didn’t tell anyone. A missive went out to find her.”

“Please don’t let anyone know where I am,” Amberlie spoke up.

“Not my place, miss,” Sahm shook his head. “Quest was to find you, not bring you back.”

She sighed in relief, and Calon noted that he’d need to talk to the woman later. Right now though, he and the others were bidding Sahm and Nette goodbye. The latter had already stepped outside. She hadn’t been particularly talkative since their little indiscretion at the dam. After a final check of Sahm’s bite wound, Calon was happy to see it was all cleared up and the two of them made plans to leave. Nette, taking the opportunity to escape had gone to saddle their horses in preparation.

What wasn’t on anyone’s agenda—was a group of armed and mounted men. Or the carriage coming down the driveway towards them as Calon followed Sahm outside.

“What are they doing here?” Sahm muttered.

“You know them?” Calon asked.

“No,” Sahm grunted. “But also yes. They’re from the church.”

“Fuck,” Evie swore.

“Language,” Ashley nudged the succubus.

Evie sighed, but it was Hannah that spoke up. “This could get violent.”

“Surely it can’t be that bad,” Ashley frowned.

“Calon,” Sahm glanced back. “You were honest about what happened on the beach, weren’t you?”

“One-hundred percent,” Calon nodded.

“What happened on the beach?” Ashley asked.

“You weren’t there,” Calon told her. “I think we glossed over it a bit.”

Their conversation died down as the carriage rumbled forward. The armed men kept wary eyes on their group. Paying special attention to Calon and Sahm. Likely unsure which of them was the summoner if Calon had to guess.

When the carriage came to a stop, the driver climbed down and hurried to the door. He gave it a light knock, before bending to lower a step. Only then, did he open the door. Calon let out a sigh at the theatrics as a wizened man in a white robe stepped out. He was helped down by a woman dressed in a similar outfit, who clung to his side. While he had a passive expression on his face, she looked like someone had wiped shit across her top lip.

“Ah…” the old man gave a narrow smile. “Which of you is the summoner?”

Sahm glanced at Calon. Almost like an unspoken question. Calon wasn’t about to hide though. If they got this far, lying now would only slow down whatever happened next.

“That’d be me,” Calon moved closer.

“What the fuck do you want?” Chrissy asked.

“Chrissy!” Ashley hissed, before stepping forward. “I’m very sorry about that… sir?” she smiled in confusion.

“Mom, get back here.” Evie reached out and tugged at her mother’s sleeve.

“I’m just being polite,” Ashley protested. “This isn’t becoming of guests.”

“They aren’t guests,” Calon spoke up, making Ashley frown. “The church views me as a threat,” he looked at the old man. “Am I wrong?”

The old man chose not to respond. But the way the woman was glaring made it obvious.

“So what do you want, then?” Calon asked. “Sooner I can deal with you, the sooner you can leave.”

“One of our senior members was found dead on a beach in the south,” the old man spoke.

“Calon…” Ashley turned and glared at him.

“Probably bandits,” Calon ignored her. “We were attacked by a group on a beach. Shot our tent with a burning arrow, tried to murder us in our sleep. One of them was dressed in robes similar to yours.”

“You admit to killing him, then?”

“I admit to killing a group of bandits that attacked us in the night.” Calon crossed his arms. “If members of the church are taking up banditry, I’d happily take up a quest to help cut out the problem.”

Ashley’s eyes bulged. She looked confused. Like she had just realized there was a deeper situation going on. They had given her an explanation of their time here. But they hadn’t gone into much detail about the inherent biases of this new world. Nor had she much opportunity to experience them.

Calon turned to Sahm. “What’s the proper procedure for bringing matters to the magistrate?”

“I’m not sure that’s entirely necessary,” the old man held up a hand, though he now watched Sahm with caution.

“Sure it is,” Calon shrugged. “Someone killed one of your priests. Took his outfit, then showed up on a beach at night and tried to kill me and mine. Sounds to me the exact kind of thing the magistrate would be interested in investigating.”

“This was an attack on the church,” the old man intoned. “It is an internal matter.”

“Which is strange, since you’re here, on my farm, making accusations against me, with zero evidence.”

“Why not just tell us what it is you actually want?” Evie asked.

“Compensation,” the old man spat, as if addressing anyone other than the humans in their group was beneath him.

Hannah let out a dark chuckle, while Clarissa said something creative under her breath that attracted Ashley’s attention. Chrissy moved around, as if getting in position to attack, which drew the attention of the armed guards who came with the carriage.

But this all seemed too orchestrated to Calon. He thought about things for a moment. How the priest had demanded Suki. Before coming after them in the night. He knew what was going on. The first contact was a shakedown. Likely, the church had some plan for the summon. Why Suki specifically, Calon wasn’t sure. But coming for them in the night, after refusing… They knew what happened. They knew he’d killed the priest. What Calon didn’t know was what they planned to do about it.

So he played dumb.

“You want to compensate us for the damages we received in the attack?” Calon asked.

The priest fumed and shook his head. “We are seeking damages–”

“For what?” Evie demanded.

“For…” the old man frowned, then let out a sigh. “We have need of the aid of a summoner.”

“No,” Calon snorted.

The old man grimaced. “You don’t understand.”

“I don’t need to understand–”

“Calon,” Ashley spoke over him.

Calon glared at his step-mother for a moment and shook his head. “No.”

“At least hear him out. He’s investigating a murder,” she tried.

“Did you not hear all the other things we’ve talked about?” Calon snapped. “No. I’m not helping them.”

“I’m not saying we have to,” Ashley pushed. “I’m saying we listen and make a decision from there.”

“Thank you, miss–”

“Mrs.,” Ashley corrected the old man.

“Mrs.?” He paused.

Ashley flinched and gave a small nod. “Mrs. Wilson.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Wilson,” the old man smiled kindly. “We fear the ah… bandit attack. Was in relation to a series of attacks in the north.”

“This is to do with the beastkin?” Calon asked.

“Likely related,” the priest said evenly. “We have several members in the north who have not been in contact lately. We had hoped to employ your… neko. To aid us in tracking them.”

“Funny,” Calon narrowed his eyes. “The guy we spoke to didn’t explain any of that. He just demanded her and expected I hand her over.”

“We are pressed for time,” the priest tried to explain.

Calon shook his head. “Well, we’re not interested. I’ve had nothing but trouble from the church, and I’ve no reason to trust you now.”

“Calon–”

“Mrs. Wilson, please stop,” Suki nudged her. “You don’t know what they’re like here. The guy they’re talking about tried to snatch my leash from Master while attempting to buy me.”

Ashley frowned and looked down at the neko. “They’re the church.”

“Not the church you’re thinking of.” Evie gave her mother a side hug.

“Why not ask the magistrate?” Clarissa asked. Everyone glanced at the slime. She was in her normal human form. Even wearing clothing. “What?” She asked.

“Why NOT ask the magistrate?” Calon asked, turning to the old man. “This is important, isn’t it? Why are you coming to me, rather than the magistrate?”

“The church and the magistrate don’t see eye to eye on a number of things,” Sahm crossed his arms.

“Politics,” Calon shook his head.

“I don’t buy it,” Evie frowned.

“You won’t take the job?” The priest glared.

“We likely will be in the north soon,” Ashley spoke up. “I’ll keep an eye out.”

Calon groaned. The last thing he wanted was for them to know their plans. But the damage was done. The old man had a glint in his eye as he nodded to himself.

“Very well. I hope to see a change of heart when the time comes.”

“Want us to follow them?” Sahm asked as the old man turned and hobbled back into the carriage once more.

“You’re heading south, aren’t you?” Calon asked.

“Aye.”

“Well, let us know if they passed you on their way back,” Calon clapped the man’s shoulder. “We’ll be okay.”

Sahm looked him up and down before giving a small nod.

“Be safe, Calon,” Nette called as she started riding off without her bother. Leaving Sahm to scramble onto his horse and hurry after her.

They both passed the carriage and the armed men gave them wary glances. As if expecting some two pronged attack. Calon figured that was everything he needed to know about the church of this world. It took a certain kind of person to expect violence, and if their default position was overly protective armed guards… Well, combine that with their hesitation to work with the magistrate, and the situation didn’t look very promising.

“I’ll follow them,” Hannah volunteered, but Calon shook his head.

“No.”

“Calon,” she frowned.

“You’re the most vulnerable to that weird magic attack they use,” Calon snapped. “You’re not going anywhere near him.”

There was a slam, and everyone turned, only to notice Ashley’s absence. Calon narrowed his eyes as Evie hurried inside to check on her. Calon wanted to go too, but he had to make sure that Hannah wasn’t getting any dumb ideas.

“I’m not sending you. I’m not sending Suki either,” Calon warned them both. “Chrissy?”

“On it.” Chrissy opened her wings.

“You weren’t even going to ask me.” Clarissa crossed her arms.

Calon smirked. “Did you want to go running off through the trees to see where the big bad priest goes when he leaves here?”

Clarissa opened her mouth, then closed it and adopted a pout. “Okay… You have a point.”

“You’re also getting pretty good at giving your face details.” Chrissy patted her head.

“Thank you,” Clarissa murmured as she awkwardly accepted the compliment.

Chrissy cast a smile back at Calon before setting off at a run. She accelerated quickly before beating her wings. With a small leap, she rushed into the air, climbing quickly as the priest’s carriage vanished from view into the trees. Chrissy swooped around, drawing Calon’s attention towards the lake, where several beastkin suddenly took cover.

“Shit,” Calon grunted and hurried over as Chrissy turned to head back towards the road.

The beastkin saw Calon coming and started heading back towards the fence.

“Hey!” Calon called.

That, if anything, made a few of them hurry, while the last, a male, turned to face Calon. He looked ready for a fight, though it was obvious he was more confused than anything.

“We apologize!” He called.

“What?” Calon called as he slowed down. “No, sorry. I think Chrissy was just letting me know you were here. We just had some… unwelcome visitors.”

The beastkin’s eyes went wide before he nodded. “They… are not friends?”

Calon snorted as Suki caught up. “Friends?” She growled. “Fuck no.”

The beastkin sagged in relief. “We… were not sure. And when the griffon swooped, we thought it best to leave.”

“That’s why I came over,” Calon grinned. “You’re welcome here. Those bastards,” Calon gestured over his shoulder with a thumb. “They can fuck right off.”

“See, Bechmal!” Erena’s voice carried over the fence.

Calon looked over and waved as she started making her way back, while holding a small barrel.

“Erena,” Calon smiled. “How’s your sister?”

That made her expression shift. She looked sad, but met Calon’s eyes easily enough. “She… is damaged, but… Not in a way I fear you can help.”

“I’m sorry I couldn’t do more,” Calon offered. “If that changes, I will offer what help I can.”

Erena smiled and gave Bechmal, the male, a small nudge. “We appreciate it.”

The way she stood by Bechmal, if they weren’t a couple already, she was hinting at it. He seemed pretty oblivious if Calon had to guess. It made him wonder how many times he’d been oblivious to attention. Clearly, he hadn’t spotted anything from Suki back in the old world.

“Have you two been together long?” Calon blurted.

Bechmal’s eyes went wide, but not as wide as Erena’s. She took a whole step to the side, getting further away. But the subtle shift of the fur on her face. Well, he’d recognized that from Suki often enough to know that he wasn’t wrong about the impression he got from them.

“Erena?” Bechmal frowned. “No. I am not worthy of being her mate.”

“Huh,” Calon nodded as he saw Erena cast a subtle glare at the large man. “I must have been mistaken, then.”

“Mistaken?” Bechmal asked.

Calon shrugged. “Either way. You’re free to use the dam. I’ll talk to Chrissy later. Make sure she’s more careful.”

“Take it from me,” Suki spoke up. “If she didn’t want you on our land, she wouldn’t have flown away afterward.”

Bechmal nodded slowly, before glancing at Erena. “In that case. We should collect some water.”

“Boil it first,” Calon nodded at the man. “Boiling will remove any contaminants.”

“Con-tam-ants?”

Calon sighed. “Yeah. Bugs and stuff. Things that can make you sick.”

“Our healers boil rags. Is this for the same reason?” Erena asked.

“Probably,” Calon guessed. He didn’t actually know the reason they boiled rags. It could have been coincidental.

“Hmm,” Erena nodded. “We shall see.”

“Cool,” Calon smiled. “In that case, I’ll be off. Please enjoy the dam and… well, I guess I’ll take a trip into town and talk to somebody about a gate.”

The beastkin who had returned after running off threw Calon and Suki small waves. Calon waved back and Suki did as well, before plastering herself to his side as they started walking back. Clarissa was nowhere to be seen. Neither was Hannah nor Amberlie. Not that either was out of the ordinary. Hannah liked the dark, so she was likely inside. Clarissa, on the other hand, liked to sit in the bath when nobody was using it. Amberlie was likely inside doing housework or… From the time of morning, perhaps preparing lunch.

Suki’s stomach rumbled, and Calon glanced down at her.

“I eat a light breakfast,” she shrugged.

“I’ve noticed that,” Calon nodded.

“Makes it easier to fold me in half,” Suki giggled.

Calon rolled his eyes before bending to swat her ass. “Bad kitty.”

“Really?” She pouted.

“You need to eat a proper breakfast.”

“I could get a shot of protein or two,” Suki purred.

Calon bent and swatted her again. Though this time, he was pretty sure she not only expected it, but wanted it. “If you’ve eaten and feel uncomfortable during sex. You need to tell me, so that I don’t make things worse.”

“But I LIKE when you’re rough with me,” Suki pouted.

Calon rolled his eyes, and Suki raised her tail in anticipation of being spanked again. “Not falling for that.”

“Awww,” Suki pouted.

“Brat.”

“You love me.”

Calon smiled. “Yeah Suki. I really, really do.”

Suki leaned in, and Calon spent a few quiet moments hugging her close. She purred happily in his arms and Calon kissed the top of her head. Her ears flicked and they both let out a quick laugh before making their way back home. Where they found a bit of a mess.

“Mom,” Evie begged.

Ashley was holding her hand out, holding the succubus back. The other hand was wrapped around the neck of a bottle. One of the ones they got from Brandt in return for bringing it up from Southport. Judging by the four other empty bottles on the bench where Amberlie was awkwardly washing up a fifth, this was not going well.

“Oh wow, that’s strong stuff.” Ashley dropped her hand before letting out a loud belch.

“Seriously?” Evie snapped. “Do you know how expensive that is?”

“Tasted expensive,” Ashley chuckled, before moving to toss the bottle.

Evie let out a frustrated growl, but it was Clarissa of all people whose form rose up to catch the bottle.

“MOM!”

“Don’t you mom me,” Ashley shook her head. “Do you have any idea what it’s like for me here?”

“Yes,” Evie sighed. “Yes, I do. I really do.”

“Really?” Ashley snapped. “You just happen to be transported into a fantasy realm where your stepson is fucking his step-sister.”

“Language, Mrs. Wilson,” Suki called.

“And you!” Ashley rounded on the neko. “Always going around. Strutting your stuff. I try so hard to respect your boundaries, and you always insist on pushing them!”

“What the fuck, mom!” Evie stomped her foot.

“Watch–”

“Shut the fuck up!” Evie snapped. “You’re drunk, but that isn’t an excuse! We’re a family! You do not have the right to go on a drunken tirade just because you can’t accept what’s going on around you!”

Ashley deflated slightly and looked around the room. Amberlie was the only one not staring at her. She was just awkwardly washing the last bottle that Clarissa had handed her.

“It’s just… a lot,” she sniffed.

“It is.” Clarissa moved over and stepped between Ashley and Evie. “I get it. That big idiot made me a fucking slime.”

Ashley snorted and gave a mirthless chuckle. Then she staggered. “Oh,” she pressed her hand into the wall. “I don’t normally drink this much.”

“You don’t normally drink at all,” Evie pointed out as she stepped in and took her mother under the arm.

Calon hurried over and slipped under her opposite side. Clarissa watched with a frown as Suki moved over to sit at the table. Calon and Evie were left to help their inebriated mother up the stairs and into the spare bedroom where she slept. There, Calon was disappointed to see even more empty bottles.

“How long has this been going on?” He asked as he and Evie kicked a few of them aside as they approached her bed.

“Mom?”

“Hmm?” Ashley blinked, before growing. “Oh, sorry dear, my room is such a mess. I’ll clean it right now.”

She staggered, and only Evie was quick enough to get out of the way, before Ashley dragged Calon to the floor. There, laying amongst the empty bottles, in a strange room, in a strange home—Ashley began to cry. Calon’s heart broke, and he tried to sit up. But Ashley wasn’t having any of it. She hugged him close, and Evie was left staring at the strange situation, wondering what to do next.

“I’m sorry,” Ashley sobbed. “I’m so sorry.”

“You’re okay,” Calon muttered from between Ashley’s breasts where she had pressed him. “Just need to get you on the bed.”

“Your father would have been disgusted with me.” Ashley shook her head. “I’m a mess.”

“You’re drunk,” Evie grumped. “But you’re not a mess.”

“Really?” Ashley swept her arm out, knocking several empty bottles around. “The fuck is this?”

“Mom, language!” Evie chided her.

Ashley rolled her eyes. Evie let out an exasperated sigh, but released Calon. He sat up and straightened his shirt.

“You’re just like him, y’know?” Ashley smiled sadly. “You remind me of him in so many ways. When you died, it was like… Losing him all over again.”

“Come on,” Calon took her hand and tried to help her up. “You need to lie down.”

Ashley complied, and with Evie’s help, they got her up again.

“But you’re not him,” Ashley muttered. “You’re just as strong, handsome and kind as he was. Only a few years younger than when we met.”

“Mom, the fuck?” Evie shook her head. “Are you really trying to drunkenly proposition him or something?”

“What if I am?” Ashley pulled her arms free and fell onto the bed. “This… this isn’t our world anymore.”

“This is a hell of a time to remember that,” Evie frowned.

“Does he treat you as well as I think he does?”

Calon froze, and Evie rolled her eyes. “Mom. Calon’s been a perfect gentleman.”

Ashley snorted and shook her head before rolling onto her back to stare at the ceiling. “How’s the sex then?”

Evie froze, and Calon blushed.

“I’m sorry.” Ashley closed her eyes. “I just miss him so much. And… And if this world is a fantasy, it just…”

“Calon, you should go,” Evie nudged him.

Calon nodded. “What about you?”

“I’m going to stay here and when she passes the fuck out, I’m going to clean up her room,” Evie grunted.

Calon gave a small nod before looking down at the woman who raised him. He knew the demands of his class. The caveats he would have to deal with. In the right light, Ashley looked like an older version of Evie. But… neither of them was who they were.

“Let me know if you need anything.” Calon turned and stepped out of the room.

Clarissa was in the stairwell, looking worried. She opened her arms and Calon smiled as he leaned in for a hug. Her body was cool, and she let out a soft sigh.

“Would it make you feel better if I sucked your cock?”

Calon snorted and shook his head. “You sound like Suki.”

“How is that a bad thing?” The neko giggled from the dining table.

“It’s not,” Clarissa pulled away. “But you’re still a slut.”

“And proud of it,” Suki giggled.

Calon shook his head, but gave Clarissa a quick peck on the lips in thanks. Their antics had made him feel better. He hadn’t quite realized how badly Ashley was taking all this. Her anxieties were clearly getting the better of her. And the drinking… well, that was definitely problematic. Calon wondered if he could fix that. Perhaps curing any lingering addictions with a blast of soft touch?

“How are you holding up, Amberlie?” Calon asked as he crossed the room.

“Ummm… I’m fine,” she smiled as she wiped down the kitchen bench.

“With everything. Not just… That little incident,” Calon pushed.

Amberlie nodded, before rinsing out the cloth she was using, and turned to the table next. “I’m… adjusting. Father had me doing a lot of this stuff at home as well.”

“It’s not too much?”

“Would that matter?” Amberlie asked.

“Of course it would,” Suki spoke up. “You’re not a slave.”

Calon shook his head. “What she said.”

“Ah, hello?” Clarissa held up her hand. “What do you mean? You literally own us, don’t you?”

“Clarissa, bang your head against a wall,” Calon ordered.

“What?” she snapped. “Why would I do that?”

“Exactly.” Calon turned to face Amberlie. “No slaves.”

“I’m kinda a slave,” Suki put her hand up.

“You literally have a contract you wrote up.” Calon shook his head.

“Article four, subsection b. The possessed, which is me, shall accept all demands,” Suki giggled.

Calon rolled his eyes as Amberlie smiled in amusement. “She’s a brat. But I love her.”

“He loves all of us,” Suki corrected. “Evie, because she’s his equal in all things. Chrissy for being our worldly protector. Hannah for keeping us safe when Chrissy cannot. Clarissa for reminding him to have fun like back home.”

“And what about you?” Amberlie asked.

“Oh, master loves everything about me. From how adorable I am, to how deep he can shove his–”

“Okay,” Calon said loudly. “That’s enough of that.”

Evie giggled. “Master loves me, because I worship the ground he walks on. In my world, he is my priority, and he can’t help but adore me for the lengths I go to make him happy.”

“You are not the favorite,” Clarissa snorted.

“No, that’s Evie,” Suki pointed out.

Calon frowned. “I don’t have a favorite.”

“Sure you don’t,” Clarissa snorted and took a seat at the table beside Suki.

“We don’t blame you for it,” Hannah wafted into view with a wink of her glowing orange eyes. “But your bed toy is correct.”

“What’s Suki correct about?” Evie asked.

“That you’re Calon’s favorite,” Clarissa pointed out.

Evie froze in place and shifted nervously from foot to foot. “What?”

“That’s what I said,” Calon shrugged. “I just told them I didn’t have a favorite.”

“Oh,” Evie frowned cutely. “I thought Suki was your favorite.”

“I’m just… going to take a walk,” Amberlie smiled as she made a hasty exit from the room.


Chapter Five




“Ilike master’s cock and I cannot lie!”

“Suki–”

“His other wives won’t deny!”

“Wives?”

“That when he pushes in, with that meaty part of him!”

“Oh, for the love of–”

“And I stretch just to fit, I CUM!”

“How many of these have you come up with?”

Suki shrugged as she bounced in place, still humming the tune. “I get bored.”

“Is the farming life too slow for you?” Calon asked.

Suki shook her head. “Not really. I just thought I’d have more time to spend wrapped around that cock of yours.”

“Is that seriously all you think about?” Evie asked from the back of the wagon.

“No,” Suki giggled. “I think about plenty of things. Like the pros and cons of fucking master while he’s in his berserk form.”

“He’d literally split you in half,” Clarissa pointed out.

“Definitely a con,” Suki nodded. “But what a way to go.”

“I thought you just said you thought about things other than sex?” Calon shook his head.

“That… sorta is,” Suki protested. “I’m well aware that giant meat hammer would kill me. I just… Really like when you fuck me.”

Evie giggled. “In other news, the sky is blue, water is wet–”

“Water isn’t wet,” Clarissa mumbled.

Calon frowned and looked back into the wagon, where the slime girl was a puddle in the corner. “Come again?”

“What?” Clarissa. “Water isn’t wet?”

“Water being wet is like a defining trait.” Evie tilted her head in confusion.

“No,” Clarissa disagreed. “If you put something in water, it’s submerged, not wet. Only when you remove the item from the water and expose it to the air does it become wet.”

“The fuck?” Evie frowned.

“See,” Suki shook her head. “This is why I concentrate on sex.”

Evie slumped. “No, but…”

“Evie, wanna suck master’s cock for a bit?” Suki offered.

Evie frowned, then gave a small nod. “Actually–”

“We’re just around the corner from town,” Calon announced. “Even if I stop here, there’s a chance somebody will come along.”

“I don’t mind–”

“Damit Evie,” Calon chuckled. “If you wanna suck my dick that badly, I’ll leash you up like Suki when we get home and you can beg me for permission.”

“Promise?”

“Oh my fucking god,” Clarissa huffed.

Calon let out a chuckle as Evie settled herself back in the wagon. Kuraby came into view as they rounded the corner, and Calon chuckled as a wagon came back in the opposite direction. From Evie’s sigh, she had been overconfident in her original statement.

“You’re welcome,” Calon laughed.

“I’ll show you whose welcome while you cum down my throat later,” Evie huffed.

“If you’re good,” Calon smirked.

“I’ll be good,” Suki offered.

“Why do I feel like I get fucked the least out of all of you?” Clarissa asked.

Calon frowned at that. She had a point. She was the least sexually aggressive out of all the ladies. Even Chrissy would track him down when she was in the mood. Clarissa just happened to be there in the right place at the right time on the odd occasion.

“This sounds like part of a larger discussion,” Evie spoke up. “One we should have at home.”

“Fine,” Clarissa huffed. “Just not fair. You’re always talking about sex.”

“Wanna rub my ears?” Suki offered.

Clarissa huffed. Before forming an indent in her center. “Yes.”

Suki giggled and slipped off the bench beside Calon before hopping up into the slime. Rather than forming a humanoid body, Clarissa formed a few tentacles that cradled Suki and started to rub at her. Calon smiled and sat still as Evie joined him in the front while he continued into town.

“So, what’s the plan?” Evie asked.

“Nothing major. I just want to speak to Ben and Brandt, then find out who can put a gate on the fence.”

“For the beastkin?” Evie asked.

“That’s right,” Calon nodded. “They won’t move onto our land. But they’ll take the water from the dam. I want them to feel comfortable, and putting in a gate is like leaving an open invitation.”

“Some days you’re a complete dumbass,” Evie giggled. “Other days, you can be really sweet.”

Calon smirked. “And today?”

“Sweet for the fence. Dumbass for not pulling over the wagon, closing the curtains and choke fucking me while using Clarissa as a blow up mattress.”

“Hey!” the slime protested.

Calon chuckled and continued into town. The first stop they made was to the sheriff’s office. The four of them stepped inside, and Calon beamed as he spotted Marge behind the front counter.

“Calon, Evie, Suki and Clarissa,” she beamed. “No Chrissy or… Hannah?”

“Chrissy, Hannah, and Ashley are back at the farm,” Calon smiled.

“Right, the Ursa,” Marge nodded. “She hasn’t come into town since you left.”

“She’s been adjusting to her new life.” Evie gave an apologetic smile. “We all have, really. Some of us just took it harder than others.”

“I could take it hard–”

“Suki!” Clarissa cut her off.

Evie smirked at the neko’s antics, while Calon caught Marge’s attention once more. “I was curious if a priest came through to speak with you?”

“No,” Marge frowned. “I knew they came through, but they didn’t stop. Did you have a run in with them?”

“We were attacked in the south. A bandit in priest’s clothing,” Calon intoned to show he didn’t believe what he’d said. “Attacked us in the night. He wanted to take Suki, and when I told him no… well, I thought it was just that he wanted her. This one came up and was asking for compensation for the death. And he wanted Suki to track whatever happened to some lost priests in the north.”

“Sounds like them,” Marge sighed. “The church hasn’t been what it used to be. Probably about a decade ago, there was a shakeup in their hierarchy. About the same time, the problems started up north.”

“Related?” Calon asked.

“Not that we can tell, but then… The church doesn’t have much to do with the magistrate. Even when priests are caught breaking laws, they insist on their own methods of punishment. It’s… been problematic.”

“Are they above the law?” Calon asked.

“No, but… The further south you go, the harder it is to make that point,” Marge admitted.

Calon nodded slowly as Evie pressed into his side. “Chrissy said they headed south again. So that makes sense.”

“That’s where they came from to begin with,” Marge nodded. “If we’re lucky, they’ll stay down there.”

“Take it as a win, then,” Calon nodded. “No word from Brisbane about that?”

“Not yet,” Marge frowned. “I thought it might when I saw Sahm and Nette pass through.”

“They came to me with a small personal issue,” Calon shrugged. “But they’re confident when word comes, it’ll be through them. Something about the Magistrate knowing we get along.”

“Must do, if they’re visiting,” Marge laughed.

“Oh, before we go. Who do you recommend for fencing? I want to put a gate in.”

Marge thought for a moment. “That lot you had come and build your home couldn’t do it?”

“This is something new,” Calon nodded, before frowning. “Actually, I should probably let you know in case it comes up. There’s a tribe of beastkin living nearby my farm.”

“Aye, we suspected as much. Though we’d thought the bandits might have driven them off. Nobody has seen them in a while.”

“They’ve been avoiding the bandits and had some troubles of their own. The ones left are polite enough. The gate is for them, actually.”

“You’re letting them stay on your land?” Marge asked.

“They’re not interested,” Calon shook his head. “But they’ve been using my dam for water. And I invited them to continue doing so.”

“I see,” Marge smiled. “In that case, I know someone suitable. Should I send them around?”

“Please, if you could,” Calon grinned.

“Wonderful,” Marge smiled. “And… again–”

“You don’t have to thank me for being a decent person,” Calon shook his head.

“I’m not,” Marge smiled. “I’m thanking you for saving my life.”

She leaned over the desk and gave Calon a firm hug. He accepted it, and with a gesture, Suki, Evie, and Clarissa joined in as well.

“Oi, oi, am I missing something?” Ben’s voice called as the front door swung open.

“Ben,” Marge beamed in delight as she pulled away from the hug. “I was just saying thank you to my saviors here.”

“I can see that,” Ben smiled. “You have my thanks as well.”

From the way he moved around the desk to stand beside the clerk, Calon figured they were closer than they were letting on.

Unfortunately, what was clear to Calon was blindingly obvious to Suki, who snorted. “Has he bent you over that desk yet?”

Marge froze in place, and Ben went pale.

“Dammit Suki,” Clarissa grabbed the neko.

“We… haven’t told anyone yet,” Marge gave a nervous chuckle.

“She means well.” Calon rubbed his eyes. “I’ll make sure she keeps her mouth shut.”

“One way or another,” Evie snorted.

“Never tried a gag be⁠—”

“NOT. ANOTHER. WORD!” Clarissa snapped. “Bad kitty!”

“We’ll be off,” Calon waved goodbye. “Thanks for the help, and send whoever for the fence up as soon as you can, please?”

“I’ll do that,” Marge grimaced slightly while Ben stood by, looking worried.

“Dammit, Suki,” Evie sighed as they exited the office.

“What? They’re a cute couple,” the neko pouted.

“That’s not the point. This is like the eighteen-hundreds or something. Have you noticed none of the ladies around show their ankles in public?”

“Ooo,” Suki giggled. “Not the ankles.”

Calon rolled his eyes and led the way over to Brandt’s store. He always took the opportunity to step in when he had the chance. Brandt hadn’t always been on the level. A xenophobic, money hungry thief. Chrissy had spotted him stealing a gemstone out of the loot they’d taken from the bandits, and since then, he’d been on his best behavior. Even if he was a bastard.

“Calon,” Brandt sneered a little. “Haven’t seen you in a while.”

“Farm life,” Calon shrugged. “How’s the sales of the spirits gone?”

That made him grin. “Very profitably. How’s the wagon?”

“Well made and upgraded. Thank you again.”

“You’re welcome,” the man said gruffly. Then sighed. “Got a load of crossbow bolts in.”

“How much?” Calon asked.

To Calon’s surprise. The haggling went much smoother than he expected. Brandt was a shrewd businessman. But since their dealings, and the fair treatment Calon had given rather than haul the trader to the magistrate. He’d been fairer. To that, he’d sold a healthy bundle of crossbow bolts. Perfect for Chrissy. And he’d done it at about what Calon guessed he paid for them. Still a profit, but it was nice to see they were starting to rub off on the man. He was keeping Calon happy, which would keep Calon’s business coming straight to him.

“And I have a bit of news as well,” the shopkeeper nodded. “One of the traveling merchants. He mentioned in passing that there have been some attacks in the north.”

Calon frowned. “I was worried about that.”

“You know already?”

“Not really,” Calon shook his head. “Just that the magistrate was waiting for me to level a bit. Then he wants my help.”

Brandt nodded. “You’ll need some equipment then.”

“We’ve got some leather–”

“Leather is fine and all,” Brandt nodded. “Look, I have a job, and I’m good at it. I know the basics of how you summoners work, but I also know that you don’t act like the rest of those bastards.”

“None of us are warriors, either,” Calon pointed out.

“You don’t need to be trained to walk around in a bit of armor, do you?” He scoffed. “What about your horse? I know someone with a padded vest for the beast?”

Calon looked at Evie and saw the worry in her eyes. Even Suki was eyeing him, while Clarissa browsed a few of the shelves.

“How much is this all going to cost?” Calon asked.

“It won’t be cheap,” Brandt admitted. “But I’m not going to ruin you either. And I might have another proposition if the timing’s right.”

Calon nodded. “At the very least, I’ll need supplies for a trip, anyway. And we buy all that from you.”

Brandt nodded. “And thank you for that. After… After everything, there were a few rumors but… You kept coming to me, so most of it went away again.”

“Here I was thinking you were starting to like us,” Evie smirked.

Brandt shot her a glare, but didn’t take the bait.

“We’ll keep you posted,” Calon nodded. “We can talk prices when you’ve got things to sell us.”

“I can work with that,” Brandt nodded.

Plucking the basket of crossbow bolts off the bench, Calon turned and made it outside. Where Clarissa snatched it from his grip.

“Let me, dickhead,” she snarked as she carried it to the wagon.

“I had it,” Calon frowned.

“Shut it,” Evie nudged him. “She’s been cooped up at home since we got back. When we were on the road, that was fine, because she helped out with things. But since being at home… Well, she’s not even getting laid.”

“That’s because every time I turn around, either you or Suki show up naked, and when I finally get out of the house, Chrissy literally carries me off!”

Evie opened her mouth, then closed it and frowned. “I… Yeah, okay.”

“Yeah,” Calon snorted softly. “Not that I’m complaining, mind you. I just…”

“Like to cum in beautiful women,” Suki whispered loudly enough to earn a scandalized glare from a passerby.

“Dammit Suki,” Evie shook her head.

“What?” Suki giggled. “I’m a product of my upbringing.”

“You were practically raised in a monastery,” Evie pointed out.

“And you either grow up like your parents,” she smiled. “Or the opposite.”

“What did I tell you about making mommy have an existential crises!” Clarissa snapped as she returned from the wagon and rounded on the neko. “Bad kitty! Bad!”

Calon smirked and shook his head. The town was much the same as he remembered. Kuraby was basically a rest stop for the nearby farms. Burt was along the south road, which likely spared him most of the trouble when the bandits were active. The others weren’t so lucky. Then there was the sheriff’s office. Sheriff Goodman was the man in charge for a time. At least, until it came out that he was the one in charge of the bandits. Then there was Brandt’s trader, Ufal’s workshop, the tavern and a handful of others Calon hadn’t visited.

“Alright, so,” Calon cleared his throat. “We’ve confirmed that the priest and his posse went south. Sahm and Nette did as well. We’ve spoken to Ben and there’s no word from the magistrate. Brandt has implied that won’t stay that way for very long. Is there anything else we need from town?”

“Not unless you want to spend a fortune on some more of those spirits mom drank,” Evie huffed.

“Yeah,” Calon frowned. “About that. What are we going to do?”

“We?” Evie frowned. “She’s my mother. I’m… Look, I know it sounds hypocritical. But no. Not going there.”

“And you think I should?”

“She needs it,” Suki spoke up.

Calon looked at her and saw Clarissa shake her head. “Don’t look at me. This is weird as fuck to begin with. I doubt shticking it to your step-mom is going to make it any weirder.”

“You’re okay with it, then?” Calon asked.

“Do I have a choice?”

Calon sighed. “You always have a choice, Clarissa. All of you.”

The slime rolled her head back and let out a groan. “Why do you have to be so cool with shit?”

“I…” Calon frowned. “What?”

“She’s right,” Evie spoke up. “You heard her.”

“You mean her drunk ramblings?”

“She wasn’t that drunk.” Evie shook her head. “I mean, when the alcohol set in, she was pretty drunk. But when you were there. She wasn’t drunk. Just… vulnerable and probably said more than she would normally have admitted in a fit of… whatever you want to call it.”

“Psychotic-break-off-dat-dick?”

“Fuck,” Clarissa scooped up the neko. “Enough!”

“I can’t help it!” Suki protested.

Evie groaned and shook her head. “Just… think about it. Okay? As…. as hypocritical as it is. I don’t… I don’t wanna know. But… I’m okay and… well. We’ll need her if shit goes wrong up north.”

“This is so fucked.” Clarissa turned and wobbled back to the wagon with her protesting, furry companion.
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The following days were both quiet and worrisome. Sahm and Nette hadn’t returned. There weren’t any signs of the church and no word had come down from the magistrate. Calon had almost begun to relax on the third day, when a harried looking beastkin knocked on the door in the middle of the night.

It turned out that one of the warriors had tried to brave out a stab wound he’d received. Thinking he’d impress Erena. She, on the other hand, had spent the entirety of Calon’s visit, standing beside Bechmal, while belittling the feverish beastkin. That had been an uncomfortable few hours.

On the fourth, one of the builders from town arrived. He had a small wagon with him, some tools, and the rest of the equipment he needed. Using mostly the materials he was cutting from the fence, the old man whistled a tune as he cut and installed a new section to act as a gate. Complete with a metal hinge to allow easy access. The following day, when Calon had gotten up, there was a leg of meat trussed up neatly on the gate as a thank you gift.

Meanwhile, on the home front. Life had continued. Evie, growing into her new powerset, found that she enjoyed both aspects of herself during intimate moments. Calon adored her both in control of herself, and as the pink-eyed Suki-runner-up. The neko—as usual—when she wasn’t with Calon, idly plying him for attention, she was roaming the farm. Hannah was a bit of a homebody. Preferring to rest in the daylight hours, and slink out into the darkness at night.

Nobody forced her, or even asked her. And she spent most evenings joining Calon and the rest in bed. Only leaving when everyone was asleep and she was feeling her most active. Clarissa, while still moody and distant, had made a point to be present in the home when Calon was around. In return, he spent quiet moments with her. Sometimes just sitting with her. Other times, talking or even cuddling. They had even worked out a quiet routine, where she would join him in the bath. Her slime form was perfect for playing in the water.

Even Amberlie had settled into their new life with a grin. She was happy with her place in their home. Nobody looked down at her. Nobody scoffed or questioned her decisions. The more she spoke about her previous life, the more Calon and the others tried to make her feel welcome. Even to the point where Calon had argued successfully to start paying her an actual wage. Rather than as some indentured servant, trying to make up for her father’s faults.

The only one not embracing their new life.

Was Ashley.

“CALON!” Ben roared.

Calon jerked in bed as Suki tumbled off his chest.

“WAKE UP!” Ben shouted again.

The rest of the ladies started moving, and Calon rushed over to the window. He stuck his head out as Ben beat on the door.

“Ben?”

“Calon!” Ben looked up. “It’s the Ursa!”

“Shit,” Calon swore.

“She said she wouldn’t!” Evie growled.

“Sal’s pitching a fit. She’s ruined one of his tables, and won’t leave,” Ben protested.

“Chrissy–”

“I got it,” the griffon pulled on a shirt. “Bring Clarissa as well.”

“Why me?”

“If she’s drunk enough, she gets a little handsy,” Calon grunted.

They hurried down the stairs, where Ben was already getting back onto his own horse. Calon, in a pair of pants and a shirt, helped Clarissa get onto Chrissy’s back, while Evie and Suki watched on. Hannah, being able to move quickly, would meet them there. With a few firm beats of her wings, Chrissy had them airborne.

“This has been happening a lot, huh?” Clarissa called over the sound of the wind.

“More often lately,” Calon grunted.

It had started when they found her at home. Ashley had promised not to make a mess in the house. Then snuck down the road in the evening and started a tab at Sal’s freshly rebuilt tavern. Knowing who she was, and who was picking up the tab, Sal had accepted her presence. And shocked the hell out of Calon when he came to collect.

What started as an occasional drink turned into the occasional binge. And when Sal started trying to cut her off, she got argumentative. Usually, the demure woman would have been a pushover. But when she got angry, Sal risked her shifting into her battle form. And the massive, overpowered, were-bear, drunk out of her mind and angry… well, that just wasn’t something anyone wanted to deal with.

And from the sounds coming from town, that’s exactly what Calon was heading towards. He could see from the lights in the windows as people streamed out of the tavern. Already, there were a few wagons heading for home, while others were shouting and cursing in the street. Over it all was the deafening roars of Calon’s drunk step-mother in a rage.

“Get us down there!” Calon shouted.

Chrissy made a curse he didn’t quite catch. Likely it was to do with stating the obvious, and being an idiot, which made sense. But he didn’t want to deal with that right now. Pulling into a shallow dive, Clarissa made a noise of shock as they picked up speed. Chrissy was better practiced these days, though. She swooped around, flaring her wings to slow them and beat backwards to drop steadily onto the road before the tavern.

“She’s wrecking the place!” Sal roared as he stepped out the front door. “You’re gonna pay for all the damage!”

“And there’ll be more if you don’t get out of the damn way,” Chrissy snapped as she tried getting around the man.

Sal spun when there was a wooden smash from inside, and Chrissy used that to move past. Calon slipped off her back while Clarissa sloshed to the ground beside him. The trio rushed inside, where the hulking, black furred form of Ashley was half slumped as she crushed part of the bar, with her mouth around the ale tap.

“MOM!” Calon snapped.

Ashley jerked and fell over, crushing a table. Calon hurried over before spotting several more patrons hiding in the corner.

“Out,” Calon hissed.

They gave small nods and rushed past as Calon got in his mother’s face.

“Dammit, mom,” Calon grunted. “You’ve wrecked the place.”

“Whole things a fucking wreck,” Ashley rolled onto her front. “All of it!”

Calon shook his head. “This isn’t like you.”

“You think?” She shouted hysterically. “Look at me, Calon! LOOK AT ME!”

He’d been mid eye roll when her massive paw smacked him in the chest. Calon tumbled to the floor. He’d have hissed from the line of claw marks torn through his shirt. Except the blow had knocked the wind out of him. Which… was probably the worst thing that could have happened in front of Chrissy, who let out an ear-splitting shriek of rage.

“No!” Calon croaked as the griffon tackled the ursa to the ground.

They went down together, biting and scratching. Chrissy’s ability was activated, and she was clawing and biting down on Ashley’s arms. The ursa, though… well, it didn’t appear she was injured at all. Her fur was a defense all on its own, and Chrissy’s claws either couldn’t carve through it, or weren’t long enough to reach her skin beneath. The same issue with her beak as she furiously bit down on Ashley’s shoulder.

Which unfortunately, put Chrisy in range of retaliation. Ashley shoved back. Letting out a furious roar as she threw Chrissy to the ground. Her eyes were wide and wild as she reared up to slam down on the fallen griffon. Only for a green blur to shoot out and wrap around her head.

“Mrs. Wilson, stop it!” Clarissa screamed.

Calon looked at the chaos and saw Chrissy regaining her feet. And shook his head. “Berserk.”

Like a big dumb brute, he saw three women he loved coming to blows. And without the intelligence to understand the full ramifications. He began to act. Chrissy shoved off the floor to tackle Ashley. Who was tearing at the slime wrapped around her face. Calon picked the griffon, clamping a hand down on her wing. Chrissy let out a confused squawk as Calon pulled her to the side and shoved her away. Then lowered his shoulder and charged into Ashley like a footballer. She jerked backward, lifting entirely off the floor as Calon slammed the two of them to the ground. Clarissa, still in control of herself, melted into the floor, leaving Calon staring in confusion about where she went.

“GET OFF ME!” Ashley roared and punched out, catching Calon in the jaw.

“You…” Calon frowned as he stared down at Ashley. “Hit me?”

Ashley’s eyes went wide. And she slapped a pair of paws to her face. “Oh… Oh Calon.”

Before Calon’s eyes, Ashley began to shrink. The fur receded, leaving pristine human skin. On a buxom and curvy five foot tall figure. With Calon’s hulking berserk infused form, kneeling above her.

“Hey big guy!” Clarissa appeared in Calon’s vision. “Remember these?” She bent and gave Ashley a quick fondle. “You like the titties, don’t you?”

“Titties,” Calon murmured, before frowning. He looked down at Ashley and tilted his head. “You hit me?”

Ashley shook her head. Between being drunk, the fight and then being randomly fondled, she was in no state and simply shook her head while sobbing quietly on the floor.

Which made no sense to Calon. Forgetting all about being struck, he scooped her up and set the drunk woman against his chest.

“Calon,” Chrissy hissed in his ear. “Big guy, you gotta change back.”

Calon frowned as he looked from naked Ashley to Chrissy’s beaming smile. Then there was Clarissa, now literally dancing in front of him. Which was when Calon’s mana finally ran out. Without kills to fuel the ability, he burned through quickly. And was unconscious before he hit the floor.


Chapter Six




“Calon!”

“Mm–”

“CALON!”

Calon blinked and let out a snort. “Wha’s wrong?”

“Ben’s here to arrest mom.”

Calon froze and opened his eyes properly. Evie was hovering over him. He was in his bed, in his room, and all the memories of the night before came crashing down. The brawl in the bar, Ashley trashing the place. Then she’d hit him, and Chrissy had gone on the attack.

Calon rubbed his jaw, feeling a slight bruise where she’d struck. That was a problem to handle later. He fell out of the bed, finding himself in the buff. Evie stuffed a pair of pants into his arms and Calon pulled them on. He didn’t bother with a shirt as he rushed down the stairs. He could hear voices below, and slid to a halt in the living room.

Chrissy and Amberlie were in the middle of the room. Suki was at the table with Hannah, while Ashley sat in the far corner, holding her face in her hands. Then there was Ben, looking extremely uncomfortable as he stood just inside the front door with a folded paper in his hands.

“Calon,” Ben frowned.

“Whatever damages it is, I can pay for it,” Calon said as he crossed the room.

“It’s not that simple.” Ben shook his head. “Sal’s tavern is only freshly rebuilt. So damaging it is considered a higher crime. Then there was the value of the destroyed furniture, drinks and her remaining tab.”

“I can afford it,” Calon pushed.

“I’m sure you can, but anything over one-hundred gold and I have to arrest her,” Ben murmured. “And… since she’s a summon.”

“You’re going to arrest me too–”

“NO!” Ashley yelped as she threw her hands down.

“We won’t arrest you.” Ben looked at the floor. “But you have to surrender her.”

“Why her, and not Hannah?” Evie frowned.

“If the law was applied correctly, Hannah’s crimes were committed while she was independent. She hasn’t committed a crime since being a summon, and as a summon, she’s legally a different being.”

“I bet this is one of the reasons summoners are distrusted, huh?” Calon sighed, before looking back at his stepmother.

“I’ll go,” she pleaded. “It… it was me, after all.”

Calon looked around the room at everyone. There was plenty of thought going into alternatives. But nobody had a solution other than to let her go.

“Ben,” Calon turned to the new town sheriff. “Make this easy for me. What are my rights, and how can I help?”

“Ah…” Ben frowned. “If you accept fault, you can be trialed in her place–”

“No,” Ashley snapped. “It was me. All me. He was trying to help!”

Ben nodded. “Otherwise… Perhaps working to aid the magistrate, you could garner some good faith.”

“How long do I have?” Calon asked.

“That depends. I’ll have to send for the magistrate. They’ll have to transport her to Brisbane for a trial,” Ben muttered.

“Send me,” Calon offered.

“I can’t do that.” Ben shook his head. “You’d need to go with a representative of the magistrate.”

“Like Sahm and Nette?” Evie asked.

Ben nodded, and Calon grinned. “Offer me a quest to retrieve the magistrate. Sahm and Nette are only in Beenleigh. With them, they can officiate and I can escort Ashley to Brisbane⁠—”

“Calon you don’t–”

Calon spun towards Ashley with an angry glare. “Shut up!”

Ashley flinched and took a step back. “I’m–”

“If you’re about to apologize, save it,” Calon snapped. “I get that this has been a bit of a change for you. But everyone here, Clarissa included, has gotten over it. You don’t get to stand there and make demands after causing this fucking mess!”

Ashley dropped her chin, and Calon had a moment of concern as he saw her shoulders bob. It was too late for sympathy now, though. He turned back to Ben and saw a thick pair of manacles tucked into his belt.

“Any chance you’ll let me wrap those in something, make them more comfortable for her to wear?” Calon asked.

“Ah…” Ben frowned. “I don’t believe there’s a law against it.”

“Great,” Calon nodded as he rubbed his wrists. “Because wearing them all the way to Brisbane really sucked.”
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“Character Sheet,” Calon muttered.

Name:

Calon Wilson

Class:

Summoner

Level:

10 (530/4000)

Perks:

5

Mana:

60/60

Skills:

Heal 2- Repairs targeted injury - 5 mana* **

*Repeated casting over major injury will stack effect.

**Chance to remove status effect

Revive 2 - Fallen summon is returned with no mana - 15 mana

Soft Touch 2 - Cast over time, moderately removes status effects - 1 mana per second Buff - Doubles power of summon’s next attack - 5 mana

Berserk - Double strength, mass and size at the cost of intelligence - 15 mana*

*Additional 15 mana for each minute of skill usage

Drain - Killing replenishes mana instantly*

*This is a passive skill and is active at all times.

Summons:

Evie-Rae Wilson - Succubus

Chrissy Smith - Griffon*

*Royal

Suki Shio - Neko

Clarissa Walker - Slime

Hannah - Nightmare

Ashley Wilson - Ursa

Current Quest:

Retrieve Sahm and Nette from Beenleigh - 5 bronze

Other Quest:

None

Seated on Chrissy’s back, she soared through the air wedged between her torso and her saddlebags. It was cold, but not horribly. Which was nice, since they hadn’t packed a tent. Just some sleeping rolls. Calon wrapped his arms tighter around her torso and sighed as she gave his arm a squeeze. They had tried talking, but they could barely hear each other without yelling. Instead, Calon lulled himself into a trance as he rode upon the back of this beautiful woman.

Burt’s farm passed by, far below. He could make out figures working the fields. Before spotting the large form of Marge, the centaur stepping off the front porch. The figure at her side was likely Burt himself and Calon gave them a wave. Whether they waved back, he wasn’t sure. The wind was too much and Calon faced the front as he leaned into Chrissy’s shoulders once more.

The trip from Kuraby to Beenleigh was usually an overnight trip. More if you were on foot. Calon had to admit, though, with Chrissy’s speed in the air, they were making excellent time. It was barely noon when they spotted smoke wafting up from various chimneys. Only an hour after that, the two of them were descending and finally on the outskirts of town. Chrissy brought them in for a rather soft landing. Her great wings swept out, and she flew just a few inches off the ground, slowly beating her wings backwards to slow their headlong flight.

When her feet finally dropped to the ground, it was at a brisk run, and Calon barked out a laugh as Chrissy slowed to a trot.

“Hey,” she glanced over her shoulder. “I expect you to ride me later, okay?”

Calon grinned. “I think I can set aside a little time for you.”

She smiled and gave herself a shake. “Great. Now get the fuck off me.”

“Yes ma’am,” Calon chuckled and dismounted, so Chrissy could fold in her wings.

Their arrival hadn’t gone unnoticed. Several people were rushing about. They were on one of the side roads, behind the street where Marge’s shop had been when they first arrived. That, now, was a burned husk. With a glance in either direction, Calon noted the total lack of beastkin. They didn’t seem happy to be there when he was here last. But their total absence was a concern.

“How many?” Calon asked softly.

“Don’t think about it,” Chrissy huffed. “In fact, better you don’t. Look who’s coming.”

Calon shook his head before turning to face the main street. There, a familiar smiling man approached.

“Summoner,” the old priest grinned. “Have you changed your mind?”

“Fuck no,” Chrissy snorted.

“Magistrate business,” Calon stared blankly at the man. “Seen a pair of adventurers? Sahm and Nette?”

“Them,” The priest nodded. “I believe they’re still in town. They visited the sheriff’s office.”

“Great,” Calon nodded and started walking.

“Hold on,” the priest turned to walk beside him. “I still haven’t ascertained why you’re here.”

“Are you the sheriff?” Calon asked. The priest scowled, and Calon shrugged. “None of your business then.”

“You’re making me think you’re going back on our deal,” the priest frowned.

“We don’t have a deal.” Calon shook his head. “You showed up at my farm, made some idiotic demand, then balked when I mentioned the magistrate. All I know, is that you’ve got a problem in the north and think I can fix it. But you haven’t even told me what it is you want me to fix.”

“I told you we hadn’t heard from some of our members,” the priest snapped.

“You also came straight to me and outright admitted that one of your priests was working with bandits,” Calon snorted. “You really want me to believe that you want me to do a welfare check?”

The priest growled as he stormed alongside Calon and Chrissy. “Yes. That is exactly what I want.”

Calon frowned and slowed to a stop. “You’re serious?”

“Yes.”

“Why can’t you just send more priests or offer a quest?” Chrissy asked.

“It’s not that simple,” the priest frowned. “We abhor the quest system. It is ungodly and grants…” he stared at Calon for a moment. “Being’s like you, unholy power. Especially of that over the other abominations in this world.”

“So you’re a bunch of racists, poking their business into the very people they hate,” Calon chuckled. “No wonder they’ve stopped contacting you. They’re probably dead.”

“They’re not dead,” the priest reached out and took Calon’s arm. “That, I know for certain. These men live.”

Calon frowned as Chrissy let out a hiss of anger. The priest pulled his arm away, and Calon thought about the situation for a moment. It was one thing to assume that somebody had gotten word back about him being in Southport. That was a given. But the timing of the church showing up with the information they had. Combined with this man’s insistence on finding their people alive…

“You have some way to tell if they’re alive or not?” Calon questioned.

“I can’t give you that information,” the priest all but admitted it.

Calon chuckled and shook his head. “Course you can’t. S’pose that goes the same way as admitting one of your priests went rogue and tried to extort my neko, right?”

“That, I cannot speculate,” the priest frowned.

“Probably goes double for why you can’t just hire any old beastkin too, right?” Calon nodded. “Then your little disagreements with the magistrate mean you won’t ask for their help, either.”

“You think you have this all figured out, don’t you?” the priest sighed.

“Probably not,” Calon shook his head. “Evie’s the smart one. I’m sure she could figure it out if you wanted to sit down and answer a few questions.”

“The succubus–”

“So you are keeping notes,” Calon smirked.

“Not us,” he denied. “Sheriff Potsmith.”

“Which just proves how corrupt he was–”

“Sheriff Potsmith was a devout man–”

“Who murdered dozens of beastkin, framed me for their murders and then attempted to murder another magistrate officer.” Calon turned and glared at the priest. “Can you even give me a good reason why I should care about your people up north? Because from where I’m standing, all you people do is involve yourself with criminals and hold innocent people accountable.”

“You can’t prove any of that.”

“And I’m not particularly interested in doing so,” Calon shrugged. “Look, I’ll make this simple. You stay on your side of the fence, I’ll stay on mine. If I see your people up north, I’ll let you know. But I don’t owe you shit and if you get in my way, I’ll make it my problem to deal with. Just like the last guy, understand?”

Accepted!

Discover the whereabouts of the clergy members in the north

Rewards may vary

Calon dismissed the pop-up and glanced over at Chrissy, who started moving once more. The priest remained behind, grumbling to himself as the pair left. Calon was still shaking his head as he made it onto George Street.

“Still amazes me that this is the same place from home,” Chrissy muttered as she scowled at everyone who stopped to stare. “Though it doesn’t feel much like it.”

“Just remember that if you wanted to, you could pick just about anyone up like a rag doll, fly up into the air and just let them fall,” Calon snickered.

“Oh, that’s a great mental image,” Chrissy giggled. “Think they’d wave their arms about like they do in the movies?”

“Probably,” Calon shrugged. “I imagine it would be up to personal taste.”

“Some kind of weird, falling-to-their-death connoisseur,” Chrissy laughed.

“Oh bloody hell,” a familiar voice rang out.

Calon turned and grinned as Sahm put his sword away. Behind him was Nette, who smirked and lowered her bow as she approached from a spot behind where she had taken up a firing position.

“Can you show up anywhere without making a scene?” Sahm shook his head.

“That depends. Who told you we were here?” Calon asked.

“Nobody,” he frowned. “But when people started running into the inn, yelling about a summoner attacking the town, it makes an impression.”

“Attacking the town?” Chrissy frowned. “We just got here, and the only person we’ve spoken to was the priest who visited the farm earlier!”

“Him?” Sahm frowned.

“We haven’t seen him,” Nette spoke up as she arrived. “Didn’t think we’d be seeing you so soon, either.”

“About that,” Calon sighed. “We’ve had a bit of a problem. If you two aren’t busy, I really need you to head back to Kuraby. It’s magistrate business.”

“That makes sense,” Sahm nodded. “They sent you to fetch us. Is it from Brisbane?”

Calon shook his head. “Not directly. We can explain on the way. I’m sure there’s a bunch of people listening in right now and I’d rather not spread more rumors than we’ve already started.”

Sahm glanced around before giving a small nod. “True. I suppose we won’t be spending the night then.”

“We don’t mind you taking the night,” Calon admitted. “It’s us that’s in a rush.”

“We don’t mind,” Nette smiled. “I’ve already had a bath. Another night in a warm bed would be lovely, but… Well if it’s the magistrate.”

Calon gave them both a smile before Sahm offered his hand. “Maybe wait for us on the edge of town. People here don’t like you much.”

“That, I can do,” Calon smiled and headed west along George street where the road exited the town.

It was barely twenty minutes later when Sahm and Nette appeared once more. On their horses, the two of them rode up. Calon looked at Chrissy and she rolled her eyes.

“Get on,” she snorted. “But you’re rubbing my back later.”

“I thought I was–”

“After,” Chrissy gave a narrow smile. “If I’m going to be stuck carrying your ass, you’re going to make me feel better about it.”

Calon thought for a moment, then nodded. “That’s fair.”

“If you’re both done?” Sahm frowned.

Nette shook her head, but smiled shyly. Calon wasn’t sure what was with her. He got along with Sahm, but Nette. Things had been rather professional since the incident with the spear. Now, she was laughing and smiling more than she usually did. He didn’t know quite what to make of it, and chose to say nothing as he mounted Chrissy.

“Hands and feet inside the ride at all times. If you put your hands on my tits, I’m going to tie a rope around your ankle and drag you the rest of the way,” she snorted as she set off alongside the horses.

“I get it,” Calon laughed. “Not on the road.”

“Not on the road,” Chrissy agreed. “Also, you’re cooking dinner tonight.”

Calon nodded.

“And setting up the beds.”

“You’re pushing it,” Calon frowned.

“And later you’ll be pushing into me, so deal with it or I’ll fly home and sit on Evie’s face for a while.”

“She’d be mad if you left me out here,” Calon pointed out. “Even with Sahm and Nette.”

“Probably,” Chrissy nodded. “But then I’d just make her sit on my face and she’ll be less mad for a while.”

“What about Suki?”

Chrissy was silent for a moment. “I’ll set up the beds.”

“Thank you,” Calon smirked.

“Thank me by pulling my hair a little while you rail me,” Chrissy huffed.

“I thought I’d get used to your particular brand of banter,” Sahm muttered. “There’s really nothing else quite like it. Even the whorehouses aren’t as open as the things you talk about.”

“And just what do you know of whorehouses?” Nette asked.

Sahm straightened in his saddle. “Never mind.”

Chrissy snorted out a laugh, and the four of them continued on for the day. Despite leaving far later in the day. Their lack of a wagon made significant gains on their travel time. They made it to the regular rest stop as the sun dropped below the trees. There was enough light in the sky that there was no trouble setting things up. Sahm and Nette placed out small tents. More of a canvas sheet suspended at one end and pinned down at the other.

Calon had a different setup. The bedrolls he brought along were designed for their party. His was closer to a standard swag. A thick blanket in a waterproof canvas sack. It rolled out and wouldn’t do anything to stop the rain outside of a hood. Chrissy’s bedroll was only called that by default. It too was contained in a waterproof canvas sack, but was closer to a bundle of blankets she could curl up inside of.

True to her change of heart. Chrissy got them ready as quickly as she could. Without her armor, she was light and comfortable. Calon took the rations they brought and set up a cookfire for the evening. Nette joined him after setting up her bedding, while Sahm did an inspection of the campground.

“What have you got there?” she asked.

“Salted pork mostly,” Calon shrugged. “It was a short trip.”

“We’ve got biscuits,” she shrugged. “Add a bit of water to it and it turns into a kind of soup.”

“That doesn’t sound appetizing,” Calon admitted.

“It’s not,” Nette smiled. “Which is why I was hoping you wouldn’t mind sharing?”

Calon grinned and pushed the pack towards her. Calon’s original plan was to fry some of the pork on a rock. The salted meat was plenty for him on short notice and perfect for Chrissy with her carnivorous diet. They brought plenty, in case their trip took longer than expected. So it was no loss giving some to Nette. What he hadn’t been expecting was for her to take the pork he had already gotten out. Taking control of the situation, she went about preparing a large pot, with enough for all four of them.

Calon nodded and took out a few more pieces of pork before setting them up to fry like he originally wanted.

“Don’t trust my cooking?” Nette asked.

“It’s not that,” Calon assured her. “Chrissy’s got a hell of an appetite, so we always prepare a bit extra.”

“Oh,” Nette glanced over at Chrissy, who was now lounging on her bed. “No, I understand that. Sorry.”

“No harm done. If I’d offered to make someone a meal, and they’d gone right ahead and started cooking something else, I’d be offended too,” Calon smiled. “So, sorry for not explaining things before I started.”

Nette smiled and glanced over at Sahm as he came towards the fire.

“Calon supplied us a bit of pork,” she called out.

“Better than the mush we usually eat,” the man grinned. “Thanks.”

“We brought enough for a few days,” Calon shrugged. “I don’t mind sharing like this.”

“Well, thank you anyway,” he smiled. “Now… About the reason you came to fetch us.”

Calon grimaced and shook his head. But it was no use hiding it. That was the entire reason he came to fetch them. “So, you met Ashley, my Ursa?” he asked.

“Older lady,” Nette nodded. “She seemed an odd choice for a summoner.”

“It was an accident,” Calon sighed. “And she’s gotten herself into a bit of trouble.”
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“I wasn’t sure you were serious,” Calon chuckled.

“You can explain that to my wings,” she huffed. “Carrying you all day was a workout.”

She was laid out in front of him. They’d found a soft patch of grass away from the camp. Chrissy had laid herself out, stretching her legs out behind her, with her human torso lying flat ahead. Her wings were opened out, laying on the grass on either side, giving him access to her lower torso.

“And this stuff?” Calon picked up the small bottle.

“It’s an oil, but it works like a conditioner for our hair. I thought that might make it easier for you.”

“It will,” Calon nodded as he poured a little over her fur. “I’m just not sure how far it will go.”

“Don’t care, getting my back rubbed,” Chrissy mumbled as she rolled her face down into her folded arms.

Calon shook his head and laughed before running his fingers through the thin fur on her back. She had started a little fluffier when she first arrived. The orange fur had been thin, but obvious. With her upgrade to a Royal Griffon, her fur was much, much finer. Almost like felt, it was just a soft fuzz over her natural skin. Skin, covering a musculature and skeleton that wasn’t all that different from a human. Her upper and lower torsos were pretty much identical. The same bone structure, shape and size as her natural body back on earth. Only with four limbs that pointed down, and a few extra joints and muscles for the wings. Calon could only assume the chest cavity on her lower torso contained muscles to power those wings, rather than lungs. But that was just a hypothesis. One he didn’t care much for as Chrissy let out a soft groan of pleasure.

“That’s so fucking good,” Chrissy mumbled, as Calon rubbed up the sides of her spine.

“Glad I’m doing it right,” Calon smirked as he swirled his fingers into the dense muscle at the top of her ass.

“Wanna make it a little more, right?” Chrissy groaned as she looked over her shoulder.

Calon smirked. “I thought you–”

“Shut up and get inside me. If I’m going to cum, I want to cum properly,” she huffed.

Calon thought about it, then glanced back towards camp. The fire glowed behind them, but it also obscured Nette and Sahm’s view. Though it wasn’t exactly a secret what they were getting up to.

Rather than argue, though, Calon undid the front of his pants and shuffled a little lower. “I’ve never done this before.” he rubbed an oil-slick hand between her legs, finding her already wet and ready.

“I have,” Chrissy mumbled. “But it was just Evie’s fingers.”

“Well, hopefully with two free hands,” Calon pushed his cock against her entrance and rocked his hips forward. “I can compete.”

Chrissy moaned as his cock stretched her lower pussy. He settled into a slow rhythm. Rocking back and forth, he slowly fucked her. The angle forced his cock into the front wall of her vagina and drove her crazy as she clawed at the grass ahead of her. Calon then took it to the next step, massaging up around the base of her wings. He followed the muscles, admiring how they twitched and trembled, all the while trying to ignore the powerful contractions of her pussy muscles. He grinned, knowing that even just this little movement was enough to drive her wild. But he wasn’t quite satisfied himself.

Leaning forward, Calon braced himself on Chrissy’s upper hips. She let out a gasp as he weighed her down. Then moaned as he gave her a short, hard stroke. The depth of the penetration from this position wasn’t great. But Chrissy was going out of her mind, and Calon wasn’t complaining.

“You’re not done,” Chrissy groaned.

“Quite complaining, and cum,” Calon hissed.

“You’re such a dick,” Chrissy gasped.

Calon reached up, and as if realizing what he was doing, Chrissy lifted her head to meet him. His fingers twisted into her hair. Chrissy’s pussy squeezed as he pulled her upright. With her lower torso still flat on the ground, her upper torso rose up ahead of him. Calon pulled her back and dragged her head around. Her eyes were wide, but her lips found his without a moment of hesitation.

When she finally jerked on the ground, Calon moaned into her mouth. Her pussy squeezed down hard as she started to cum. Chrissy mewled into his mouth, not letting up her kiss, even as her technique flagged.

“There’s a good kitty,” Calon grunted as he continued to fuck her.

“Fuck…” Chrissy gasped. “You.”

“Literally my pleasure,” Calon laughed as he kissed her again.

“Mmm–wait!” Chrissy pulled back. “Don’t cum in me.”

Calon froze. Then nodded. “Okay–”

“I don’t want to leave a mess tomorrow while we’re walking,” she smiled sheepishly. “So…”

“Should I stop?” Calon asked.

“That depends.” Chrissy took his hand. “Think you can make me cum again? Or do you need to finish in my mouth?”

Calon stared at her for a moment. Then leaned in and kissed her. She made a delighted sound that cut off into a moan of pleasure. Calon had slid one hand down her upper torso to her front pussy. With a cock buried in her from behind, and Calon’s fingers dancing over her clit. Chrissy was helpless at the double-ended assault and came apart with her second release.

It was then, as Calon sat in the grass. Chrissy was slurping on his cock as he slowly rubbed her head, that he spotted Nette. She was sitting off to one side, watching with a smile. He’d have to talk to Chrissy about it. But… as she took him deep into her throat, it was a distant concern as she swallowed the first pulse of his seed, and every one that followed.


Chapter Seven




“Morning, you lot,” Sahm called.

Calon blinked himself awake. Buried between and beneath the bodies of his lovers, he was in for a rough start. Things had actually been pretty smooth for the most part. They had taken the short trip back to Kuraby, where Calon had been met by Evie and the rest. She had hitched the horse, packed their wagon and, after paying Sal for the damages, they had picked up Ashley and moved on.

Without the wagon train, or the magistrate slowing them down, they had made excellent time. And aided by a small quest to deliver Ashley to the magistrate, Calon had a conflicting but small bonus waiting for him.

“Ladies, come on,” Calon grunted as Suki nuzzled into his chest.

“Five more minutes,” she complained.

“Sure,” Calon kissed the top of her head. “I’ll edge you for five minutes and refuse to let you cum.”

“What?” she sat up, looking both tired and confused. “Why?”

“Unless you want to get up and then I’ll need to reward you instead,” Calon smirked.

Suki frowned. “What kind of reward?”

“Maybe I could edge you for a lot longer than five minutes. Then play a game of, how hard can I fuck the pretty neko?”

“Enough flirting.” Hannah’s bored voice broke the soft panting of the excited catgirl.

Her form shimmered into view, leaving a conspicuous gap by Calon’s side. She had taken to the night shift once again. Though she didn’t need to put quite so much effort into it. There was no need for her to constantly patrol the dark, so long as she paid attention. Something she was more than comfortable doing from the confines of the tent.

Her words, though, were enough to spur the others into action. Evie let out a tired groan before rolling over Chrissy’s side. The two shared a gentle kiss before Evie crawled back to place a second kiss on Calon’s lips. Clarissa melted into the floor, shifting out of the way, before reforming into her humanoid shape, already wearing clothes for the day.

She then handed out a few things to the others before helping Chrissy get into an outfit. Rather than her armor, Chrissy had taken to wearing a custom version of a shirt and a horse blanket. Only much shorter, and much lighter. The shirt went on as normal, but hung lower at the front than a normal shirt. The blanket went over her back and tied on around her hips, providing a bit of modesty.

Calon thought she had a bit of a sexy librarian look going on. But didn’t have the balls to say it to her face. The looks she shot him as he watched her dress reminded him of that fact.

Once dressed, the six of them made their way out. Sahm was packing up the tent, while Nette was hovering over the fire, making some breakfast. Side by side with Ashley, who was chatting lightly with the woman.

“Morning mom,” Calon smiled.

“Morning,” she smiled back awkwardly. “I was just talking to Nette. I’ll have to go in the manacles today.”

“Right,” Calon sighed. “We’re not far from Brisbane.”

This was the same spot they’d made it to last time. That long-drop toilet was on the far side of the clearing. They’d used it, but preferred to stay away. Someone from the magistrate had clearly been through the area recently, and churned up all the grass, making it annoying to find a comfortable place to camp.

Ashley let out a long sigh and shook her head. After returning to Kuraby, she had been let out of the cell they’d kept her in. It was more of a policy issue than a practical one. The Ursa was more than capable of breaking out if she wanted to. But by now, in the sober light of day, she understood the situation she was in, and knew that acting out any further would land on Calon’s shoulders. Something they were all glad she understood.

Nette, too, was something to think about. Calon had noticed on more than one occasion. She was older. Not by a lot, but enough that Calon hadn’t given it any thought. That was until he noticed the way she watched them. There was the night by the dam, sure. But then she had found and watched them for a time on the trip back from Beenleigh. Since then, he’d noticed she liked to watch him. With Sahm’s original words ringing in his ears, Calon just hoped he was imagining things.

They ate quickly, packed up the rest of the camping ground and moved on towards Brisbane, passing a familiar-looking wagon heading south. Calon shuddered, thinking about being chained in the back of it again. He was also pretty sure he recognized a few of the guards. Especially when one of them nodded at him as he drove by.

Suki stuck to his side, while Ashley sat in the back, manacled and quiet. With Chrissy trotting alongside, Nette and Sahm took up positions at the front and rear. They weren’t worried about anyone doing anything dumb. It was simply to make sure to observers that they were still doing their job, and not playing favorites.

Brisbane looked much different this time. At least from Calon’s perspective. They hadn’t really seen much of the town when they left the first time. Arriving, of course, had been in the back of a wagon, chained in place. The city looked just like an old photograph, only in color.

Calon followed along as Nette led them into the town. A few of the stores looked familiar. Calon hadn’t had a chance to stop the first time. Most of their money was back at home with the wagon they now had with them. It would be an interesting trip and Calon couldn’t wait to spoil his ladies this time around.

“Master, do we need to be on leashes?” Suki asked.

“Not here,” Nette called back, overhearing the question.

“Can I be on a leash, anyway?” Suki asked.

Calon smirked. “Only if I can get you a new collar.”

Suki purred and rubbed herself on his side. Calon gave her head a scratch as the magistrate building came into view. They weren’t invited inside this time. Parking out the front, a team of men arrived as Sahm went ahead and explained the situation. Unlike the official magistrate representatives and the guards they sent out, Calon was being treated as a bounty hunter. That meant they had to confirm who he was and the reason he was here. That, and who he had actually brought, which made a few of them nervous when it was discovered he was surrendering his own summon.

From what Calon could hear, there was a discussion about arresting him as well. That was until a messenger rushed out and passed along a note. That answered whatever questions they had, and Calon was relieved to see a familiar face approach.

“Summoner Calon,” the gleaming, breastplated man gave a small nod. “We’ve been instructed to take your ursa into custody. Will you be staying in the city?”

“As long as we can find someone happy to let us stay,” Calon nodded. “We didn’t have a lot of luck down south.”

The man nodded. “Chief Magistrate Gorden will send a runner when your ursa will be called in. He has requested to deal with you and your summons personally.”

“Please give him my thanks,” Calon smiled, before turning around to see Ashley.

She gave him a tight smile, while Evie hugged her close. Even Clarissa was hugging the woman and Calon set down the reins. He joined them, with Suki hanging on as well. She wasn’t quite so forgiving while Chrissy waited outside and Hannah remained hidden. It was when Calon helped her down and the magistrate surrounded her that she began to cry.

Quest Complete!

Escort Ashley Wilson to Brisbane city to face her crimes.

10 gold awarded!

The gold appeared in one of the guard’s hands, and Calon accepted them with a frown. “She’s my summon?”

“And you delivered her. That’s the standard bounty for a dangerous criminal,” the guard with the gleaming chest plate shrugged.

“Right,” Calon frowned. “It’s just…” He wanted to explain that Ashley was his stepmother. But decided against it. “She’s not dangerous. Please… don’t put her down the bottom.”

The guard grimaced. “Normally, I would have been forced to. Unfortunately, there was an incident three days ago, and we haven’t pumped it out yet. Understand, that means she will be under strict guard.”

“I won’t be a problem,” Ashley offered, as tears rolled down her cheeks. “This was all my fault, anyway.”

“We already paid Sal,” Evie pointed out. “This is just mandatory.”

“If you have already compensated the victim, then this should be a rather quick process,” the guard offered. “Beyond that, I cannot speculate.” He gave their group a tight nod before turning to Ashley. “Let’s go.”

“We’ll see you soon!” Calon called as Ashley began to cry once more.

“Calon, if something happens–”

“It won’t,” Calon looked Evie in the eye.

“But if it does,” she stared right back.

Calon swallowed nervously, before looking at the dark form of Hannah hidden within the wagon. “Then we take care of it.”

Hannah smiled darkly and let out a low chuckle. With Ashley now in the hands of the magistrate. Calon and the others returned to the wagon, where Nette and Sahm were waiting.

“What are you two planning now?” Chrissy asked as she reached them first.

“We’re not sure,” Sahm frowned.

“Though a hint or two was dropped about the possibility of a quest in the north,” Nette hedged.

“Funny, I’ve been asked a few times for the same,” Calon pointed out. “But, until we know more… Either of you have a recommendation for a place to stay?”
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“Dammit Sahm. I knew you were holding out on me!” Nette ribbed her brother.

“Don’t you start. I keep my mouth shut whenever you buy those fancy creams,” he ribbed her back.

“Will they seriously just let us rent a room here?” Evie asked.

“Not to mention me, and the horses,” Chrissy pointed out.

Calon stared blankly at the nondescript building and blinked as the doors opened, and an orc man stepped out. He was dressed well enough, but paused as he found himself between the now closed door and a group of monster girls.

“Ah…” the man frowned.

“Sorry,” Calon waved for them to move.

The orc took the chance and darted off as the front door opened once more. This time, it was a woman. The green tinge of her skin and small tusks made her look like an orc. But her frame was much closer to human as she frowned at them.

“Is this a robbery?” She asked.

“No,” Evie jerked. “Shit, this looks bad, doesn’t it?”

“We get all sorts,” the orc woman relaxed slightly. “What can I do for… the new summoner?”

“We were looking for a place to stay for a night or two,” Calon said. “We just… weren’t sure about finding a place for all of us.”

“And Sahm led you here,” the orc smiled, as Nette swatted the back of his head.

“Hi Toothy,” Sahm muttered as he rubbed the back of his head.

Whether it was her stage name, or her real one, Calon had no idea. The strange orc woman’s lips quirked before she turned her eyes back to Calon. “We can offer the master suite. It includes meals, but entertainment is extra. The room is five gold a night.”

“Nette and I will–”

“We may as well stay here too,” Nette sighed. “But I want my own room. Something… small. Preferably quiet.”

“We have a servants’ quarters, if you want to be away from the fun,” Toothy smiled.

“We’ll take two–”

“What?” Sahm balked.

“I want to know if he brings back a lady,” Nette stared unblinkingly at the orc. “I want to know if I’m getting my money’s worth in our arrangement.”

“Nette–”

“Discretion is a part of this business, I’m afraid,” the orc nodded. “But I cannot help if you learn things firsthand.”

Nette smiled, while Sahm wilted. Evie giggled before giving Calon a nudge. Which was enough to remind Calon that he had the ten gold pieces from the magistrate in his pocket already.

“Well,” Calon cleared his throat. “Here’s ten. We’ll probably stay two nights at least.”

“Wonderful,” Toothy smiled brightly. “Come right in. I’ll show you to your rooms. There are bathing facilities available to both. Though the servants’ quarters are shared.”

“That’s fine,” Sahm muttered as the orc opened the door.

Calon’s first impression of the brothel was… Rather more mundane than he thought. It was morning, though, and things were quiet. Most of the people inside… the men, at least, looked tired and hung over. The ladies, dressed modestly though… They came in all shapes and sizes.

Some were recognizable. The dingo-like beastkin that reminded Calon of Erena back at the farm. There were even a couple of sheep girls, sitting at a table eating breakfast. But it was the massive, cow-like man who stepped up to Evie with a grin that caught Calon’s attention.

“Welcome mistress,” he smiled, ignoring the rest of them. “Have you come for a treat?”

“Oh,” Evie giggled, before looking up into his smug face. “Charm.” The man’s posture went rigid as Evie glared. “Go stand in the corner.”

He barely grunted in response, before practically falling over himself as he rushed to the closest corner of the room. The entire brothel, customers, girls and apparently guys alike, all stared as the orc let out a sigh.

“Summoner, everyone.”

That sounded like a magic word, and the room relaxed once more. The orc woman turned to Calon and smiled. “Saxon has a prideful streak a mile wide, but he is one of our highest earners. I thank you for not allowing your succubus to do him permanent harm.”

“Ah,” Calon glanced at Evie. “You’re welcome, just… Yes, I’m a summoner, but these ladies are not my slaves. They’re as independent as you or I.”

The woman blinked slowly, before looking at Evie. “In that case, thank you for not harming him. I should ask, though, is anyone here available for extra services?”

She looked at all the shaking heads and nodded to herself. “I shall make a note. And miss,” she looked at Evie once again. “There is no need to hide yourself in this establishment. Our girls dress in similar outfits when they are working. You will not be confused for one of us.”

“Awww,” Evie snickered. “Maybe I might want to pretend. Just for tonight.”

Calon shifted slightly, and the orc woman gave a smirk. “Come along. Let me get you upstairs.”

As she led them towards a flight of stairs, Calon spotted the cow man slowly coming back to himself. He would be disorientated, but otherwise fine. The room they were brought to was large and rather well decorated. Those decorations didn’t hide the fact everything looked like it was built to be nailed down. The bed was a huge, heavy thing, and the wardrobes were fixed on the walls. Suki couldn’t resist rushing over to one, only to giggle frantically as she spotted a row of toys attached to the inside of the door.

“Everything here is cleaned after each use. The sheets are fresh and you have your own bath in the back. It’s private and a bellpull will signal someone to heat water and fill it for you,” Toothy instructed. “Otherwise, while we remain open during the day, it is more of a case-by-case basis for additional services. A menu of standard selections will be set up as nightfall sets in. If you need anything, either myself, or the madame will attend to you personally.”

“Any rules we need to know?” Chrissy asked.

“No violence,” Toothy listed. “No unwelcome advances to the staff. No bothering other clients, unless they indicate their approval.”

“Seems simple enough,” Calon nodded.

“What about nudity?” Suki asked.

“Of fucking course,” Clarissa muttered.

“We ask that everyone remain clothed during the day. When nightfall sets in, things… can get a little out of hand,” Toothy smiled.

“So if Master wants to stretch me out on a table downstairs?” Suki continued.

Toothy giggled and gave a small nod. “I think we are in for an interesting evening.”

She didn’t give a proper response as she turned and swiftly left the room, taking Sahm and Nette with her. Calon shook his head before looking around. The bed looked like it was designed for orgies. There was enough room for all of them, with plenty to spare. Even Chrissy, who hopped up on the bed to test it, could handle her weight.

Evie went and checked the other wardrobes. It was mostly sexual paraphernalia. Lubricants, toys and, to Suki’s delight, a box filled with restraint devices.

“Down kitty,” Calon joked.

Suki dropped to her knees and smiled widely up at him. “Yes, master.”
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“Sir, we will have a noon meal ready in an hour,” a woman with a plume of reddish-gold feathers running down her arms nodded from the bar as Calon passed by.

“We might be back for that, but I’m not sure. The others are upstairs,” Calon nodded.

The woman gave a small bow and disappeared into the back. Leaving Calon to tighten his grip on Suki’s leash and push the front door open. The sun was high, and the cool breeze was lovely. Suki bounced excitedly at his side as they stepped out onto the street.

“What are we doing, master?” Suki asked.

“We are going gift shopping,” Calon smirked.

Suki grinned widely, before rubbing herself frantically on Calon’s side. He laughed and rubbed her ears. “You already know what you’re getting.”

“Mhm,” Suki nodded. “But if you buy them all a gift, there’s going to be a line, and I want to be first on the list when you take us all upstairs.”

Calon rolled his eyes and ruffled her ears once more. “Naughty kitty.”

“Naughty kitties get punished,” she growled cutely.

Calon couldn’t argue with that, and said nothing as he started to walk. Brisbane wasn’t as large as the modern-day counterpart. It was rather spacious, though. The wide streets designed for wagons to turn around made walking a breeze, so long as they kept their eyes out. Which was when Calon spotted his first stop of the day. The shopkeeper’s head snapped up, before frowning as he spotted Calon walk in with Suki on a leash. The old man seemed more confused than upset by the situation, but gave a professional smile.

“Good day, sir. Is there anything I can help you with?”

“I saw stuffed animals in the window,” Calon gestured. “I’d like to see what you have available.”

“I have a few, but if you would like something specific, I can take a few days and create whatever you need,” the man offered as he stepped around the counter. “But over here is where I have the rest of them.”

Calon followed the man. This toy shop wasn’t like the ones back home. It wasn’t endless boxes of cheap plastic. Instead, it was well made wooden and metal devices. Hoops with sticks, blocks and toy wagons. Amongst it all was the occasional stuffed animal. They weren’t the soft ones that Calon remembered. Far heavier, too.

“I use a straw blended sawdust for my filler. It makes them last a little better for the tikes that like to roughhouse,” the old man gestured to the display.

“That… yeah, that’s fine,” Calon nodded.

He had no idea when cotton or polyester became the norm, so he didn’t want to be picky. Suki went up first, and the man watched her with confusion as she sifted through the available animals. The man wasn’t sure which of them to address as he looked between them. Calon wasn’t sure what Suki was looking for though, and instead browsed the higher shelves for something that caught his eye.

“Ah ha!” Suki pulled back. “This one!”

Calon looked down and smirked. It was a cat. Stretched out, it would be a little smaller than Suki would be. And it matched her fur rather well.

“Clarissa would love it,” she smiled.

“Glad you and I are on the same page,” Calon stepped back, before looking at the bemused old man. “How much?”

“Materials and labor…” He frowned. “Three silver.”

Calon nodded to agree, before frowning. “Dammit, money’s back with the horse.”

“I’ll get it,” Suki unclipped her leash and darted from the store on all fours.

Calon stood there awkwardly beside the old man, who frowned.

“Do I want to know?” He asked softly.

“It’s… probably not as bad as you think,” Calon muttered. “One of my summons. She had a cat when she was a girl. She’s taken a liking to Suki, but I saw you had stuffed cats in the window and… Well I’m hoping she’ll like it.”

“Wonderful,” the man nodded. “The alternative I was thinking was…”

Calon nodded as the old man fell silent.

Suki returned a short while later. Too excited to care about the tension in the room. She bounced in, handing Calon a pouch of coins. He took out the three silver he needed to pay the man, and they left as quickly as Calon could get Suki out the door. Their next stop was for a jeweler. It ended up costing far more than Calon wanted to admit. But after spotting a lovely golden topaz necklace, he just had to get it for Chrissy. Only to spot a small bracelet. Silver, with a piece of dark jet encrusted in the center. Calon couldn’t let that go and picked it out for Hannah.

For Evie, Calon remembered the times back home when she liked to draw. So he found a supplies store and picked up a box of charcoal pencils and a blank book for her to draw in. Which left Suki, who bounced in excitement as he took her into a store selling leather goods. The man behind the counter, a sturdy-looking fellow who looked like he was part troll, seemed to have a greater understanding of things than he let on. The collar that he sold them included small clips and matching bracelets. Much to Calon’s embarrassment and Suki’s delight as they realized exactly what their use was for.

“What about Ashley?” Suki asked.

Calon frowned. “I’m… really not too sure. Maybe clothes?”

“Don’t buy a woman clothing,” Suki growled in mock anger. “If it’s too small, that’s a sign she’s fat. Too large and you think she’s fat. And if it’s just right, you’re a controlling jerk.”

“You like being controlled,” Calon pointed out.

“But I’m not naïve enough to think the rest of them do,” Suki smiled brightly.

Calon nodded and let his eyes roam before spotting something that made him pause. It was something he hadn’t seen before. Not since arriving. He’d recalled from the vague history lessons back in school. Certain items, purely from the scarcity of materials, modern conveniences were not as prominent. So seeing an umbrella was something of a novelty. One that made Calon think of all the times Ashley had taken a stroll through the yard beneath her favorite one whenever it rained.

“Got it,” Calon nodded and brought Suki over to the bench.

A young woman smiled brightly at Calon, before frowning in confusion at the sight of Suki. “Welcome sir,” she turned her attention back. “How can I help?”

“The umbrella?”

She brightened and turned, plucking it off the stand where it was on display. “It’s the last one. They’re hard to find out here. I had it imported all the way from London.”

Suki made a noise, and Calon almost did as well. The woman noticed too, and she suddenly looked concerned.

“Sorry,” Calon smiled. “I just… London. That’s so far away.”

“Yes, it is. Unfortunately, it’s driven up the price quite a bit. I wouldn’t be able to let this go for less than five gold.”

“For Ashley, master?”

Calon nodded.

“A gift?” The woman smiled. “I have a selection of pretty bows. I can toss one in for the price.”
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Suki giggled and Calon grinned as he carried back his presents. That wasn’t the source of their amusement, though. Around Suki’s neck was the largest bow the woman had in stock. Doubling down on the adorableness, she had a smaller one tied around the end of her tail. Which was what she giggled at as she flicked the furry appendage from side to side as she rushed through the brothel door.

The brothel smelled of roasted meats and garlic as he stepped inside. To his surprise, Hannah was at the bar, drinking an ale, of all things, while Evie was sitting with Chrissy off to one side. Where Clarissa was, Calon wasn’t sure, but his arrival didn’t go unnoticed. Especially not from the furious looking cow man on the landing above.

“Calon!” Evie grinned.

Hannah glanced back and shot him a smirk as she raised her ale. Calon shook his head, not rising to the bait as the nervous-looking bar woman from earlier ducked back into the kitchen. She appeared as Calon reached Evie’s table. With a fresh plate of the meal they could all smell.

“Thank you,” Calon smiled as she gave a small curtsey.

“What have you got there?” Evie admired the bags.

“I got this for Ashley.” Calon set out the umbrella. “And this,” Calon took out the book and pencils, “Is for you.”

Evie looked confused at first, and then gasped as she realized what it was he had just handed her.

“Calon,” she muttered, before kissing him hard.

Calon held her close before she pulled away and gave him a smoldering look. “Not now, my love.” Calon pecked her lips. “I have gifts for everyone.”

“O-okay,” Evie nodded, before pulling away with a hungry stare.

“For you,” Calon looked at Chrissy.

She raised an eyebrow like a challenge. One that Calon matched as he withdrew a small fabric bag. He checked it to make sure it was the right one before plucking out the necklace. Chrissy’s eyes bulged for a moment and Calon barely contained a laugh as he moved over to her.

“I hoped it would look good on you,” He slung the golden chain around her neck. “And I was right.”

“I’m going to fuck you to death,” Chrissy whispered, before kissing him hard. Calon kissed back just as enthusiastically before she finally released him with a growl. “Stupid. I love you. Fucking stupid though,” she hissed, before touching the necklace as if not believing it was real.

“Is there something for me?” Hannah whispered as Calon felt a cold wash run down his spine.

Rather than joke, Calon plucked out the second bag from the jeweler and showed it to her.

“I’m not sure I’m the kind of girl who wears jewelry,” she muttered, though didn’t seem upset.

Calon smiled and patted her ass. That made her frown, but he bent and hooked a hand behind her thigh. She fought for a moment, then caught on, and let him raise her leg. Only to stare in confusion as he set her foot on the table. There, Calon opened the bag and took out the bracelet. It wasn’t designed for this, but he still liked the way it looked as he clipped it around her ankle.

Hannah looked at it for a moment before leaning around Calon. “Is this what you were talking about?” She asked.

“About what?” Evie asked, confused.

“About the anal. When he does something to be rewarded,” Hannah continued.

“Anal doesn’t have to always be a reward,” Suki pointed out.

“This time it will be,” Hannah locked eyes with Calon.

“Just know how much I love you,” Calon kissed her.

When she pulled away, it was with a smirk before she made her way to the bar and sat down. Only now, she kept her foot tucked up so she could admire her gift.

“Now, where’s Clarissa?” Calon asked.
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“Clarissa?” Calon called, as he stepped into the room.

“In here!” Clarissa answered.

Calon nodded and hurried into the bathroom. Where it wasn’t just Clarissa in the bath. With her was Nette. She was blushing, but gave a small shrug and pursed her lips. “You’ve seen more of me than anyone else in a long while.”

“Right,” Calon coughed. “Still, sorry to interrupt. I just wanted to give Clarissa something.”

“Give me something?” the slime-girl raised herself from the water.

“Ah, yeah.” Calon opened the last bag and plucked out the stuffed cat. “I… thought of what you said about⁠—”

“Mr. Sooky Pants…”

Calon had expected her to be happy about the gift. But the way she clutched at the stuffed animal and sobbed. Well, when she formed a second pair of arms, Calon stepped into the hug and held her close while Nette sat awkwardly nearby.


Chapter Eight




“Where’s Clarissa?” Evie asked.

“She decided to have a quiet one this evening,” Calon sighed. “Toothy sent up a meal for her earlier.”

“I’ll go and check on her–”

“Eat first.” Calon turned and snagged her arm. “Really. She got a bit emotional when I gave her a stuffed cat.”

“I’m not sure how I feel about being replaced,” Suki pouted cutely from her seat across from Calon.

Their small group had occupied one of the larger tables. Chrissy took up a huge amount of room to begin with. And nobody else in the establishment was particularly keen on getting close to Hannah. The woman, even now, was terrifying. Though the staff had enough sense to put it aside to serve them.

“Oh good, we’re just in time,” Sahm chuckled, as he and Nette stepped into view.

“We got a large enough table,” Calon smiled, before looking towards the bar.

Toothy gave a nod and hurried off into the kitchen to fetch extra meals for the newcomers. Like for lunch, it was a roast. Not that Calon was complaining. Who would? Roasts were delicious and having everything cooked in a wood fire gave it all a wonderful, smokey quality that had everyone drooling.

“They have the best pork,” Sahm muttered as he noted Calon’s plate.

“Of course you’d know that,” Nette grumped.

Sahm winced, but gave a small shrug. “I never spent much.”

“That’s not the point. The money, even if you just came to watch and eat, was part of our combined funds,” Nette growled. “At least I paid for my creams out of my own share.”

Sahm let out a sigh, but didn’t have a reasonable response. His mood didn’t last though, as Toothy came out a short time later with an extra couple of plates. Sahm dug in eagerly, while Nette rolled her eyes.

“It is actually pretty good,” Calon pointed out.

“Not the point,” Nette smirked before tucking in.

They hadn’t heard from the magistrate yet. Calon didn’t think they’d be hard to find. Their group had been out and about that day. Plenty of opportunity to pick them out of a crowd. Not to mention the likelihood that someone would have seen them head this way. It wouldn’t be hard to track them down, so Calon didn’t put too much thought into it. What he did think about was Ashley. She was likely alone, locked in a cell like they had been. It wasn’t fair, but then, there wasn’t much Calon could do about it, either. Her parting words were accurate. This was her fault.

As the afternoon went on, their little group had taken a chance to relax. Farm life, even the little they would do before the growing season, was a busy time. Calon’s plan back home was to keep livestock. Similar to how McReedy had sheep. He figured he could keep some cows. Though Calon had some vastly different ideals about it. Those sheep were intelligent, if not educated. It wouldn’t be a hard sell to offer cows and their families to stay on the farm. In return, helping grow feed and other vegetables, they had a hidden weapon.

Calon knew how to pasteurize milk. And Hannah’s power could conjure ice, which would make short-term storage and delivery, a viable prospect. Most people in town only had small supplies of milk, and even then, it was only if they had their own cow.

Calon shook his head. Those weren’t important right now. He didn’t even know any cows. Not outside of Saxon, the cow-man at least. He was still shooting daggers out of his eyes whenever he glanced their way. Calon didn’t care, so long as he kept his distance and his hands to himself.

“Excuse me, Miss Evie?” One of the working girls called as she approached.

“Is it time?” Evie smiled brightly.

“Not quite.” The woman, who Calon could now see, was human. “We’re just letting you know that we’re setting things up to start soon.”

“Great,” Evie nodded. “I’ll come find you when I’m ready.”

“Ready?” Calon questioned as the working girl rushed off.

“Don’t worry about it,” Evie winked.

“I feel like–”

“If you finish that sentence, there is more than one of us who would be extremely disappointed in you. And you know exactly why,” Evie leveled a glare at him.

Calon thought about it for a moment. And she was right. There was no way that Evie, Suki, or any of the others, Clarissa included, would go traipsing around like a working girl. They wouldn’t do that to him, or themselves, which meant whatever Evie had planned was something else.

“I trust you,” Calon looked her in the eye before glancing at each of the ladies. “All of you.”

“Y’know,” Chrissy sighed. “I’m not quite as on board with all this as I was when you first told me about it.”

“Shhhh,” Evie glared, while Suki let out a giggle.

Calon glanced around the table once more, before looking Sahm in the eye. The man shrugged, and Calon grinned.

“Whatever,” Calon chuckled.
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“So you don’t think it’ll be harsh?” Calon asked, sipping the dark ale he’d ordered.

“Naww,” Sahm shook his head slowly. “Sal wrote up a statement already. The damage is paid for. Ashley didn’t put up a fight. You surrendered her immediately. It’s just bureaucracy to deal with now.”

Calon nodded before letting his eyes drift over the stage. The night had started slow. A few dances had started things off. The music almost sounded like old blues, but that wasn’t quite right either. It had a slow beat, and the piano by the corner was amplified by a pair of violinists. At least they were right now. Earlier they had been fiddlers, but things had toned differently as the night started up.

The older folks who came for the meals had begun to leave, as the girls got more active. A few more had come in, having stayed away during daylight hours. Toothy, who Calon could only assume was the house madam, had been meeting with various men and women, accepting money with a smile. Saxon, the big cow-man, had already vanished with a rather well dressed older woman. He had returned a while later, with no sign of the woman who he’d left with.

That didn’t surprise Calon, though. He didn’t think that there were any problems going on. More likely the old gal had left via other means, or was sleeping off whatever she had paid for. Which brought Calon’s attention to the stage once more. A woman was dancing. She looked like one of the familiar beastkin ladies. Her pale fur glinted with sweat as she twisted and gyrated. There wasn’t a pole, like in a modern strip bar. But a long horizontal one, like that of a ballerina studio.

She used it to stretch herself out, giving tantalizing views of herself. It wasn’t the most risqué show Calon had ever seen. Not that he’d ever visited a strip club, but he’d seen enough videos on the internet to know what to expect.

Calon sipped at his ale before glancing around. Hannah was nowhere to be seen. But Chrissy was curled up behind him. Her large, feline body was touching the back of his chair, while her top half sort of leaned against a chair with a cushion. Toothy had apologized for their not being the right kind of chair for her to sit on. But she had been as helpful as she could, setting up a small area off to one side for them all to watch.

“What do you think my chances are that he sends us north?” Calon looked away from the dancing woman.

“That I can’t say,” Sahm chuckled. “But if you were right about him wanting you to get your next summon. Well, this is going to be the chance for him to do it.”

Calon nodded as Toothy came striding over. “A refill, gentlemen?”

“Why are we getting preferential treatment?” Calon asked.

Chrissy let out a growl, and Toothy giggled. “Don’t you worry. This establishment has a clear hands off rule. Nothing will happen without the approval of the dancers.”

Calon frowned as she set down fresh drinks and headed off once more. Calon sipped his ale, only to chuckle at Sahm, who was chugging his like he needed it to live, before scooping up the freshly delivered mug.

“Not going to say no to a free drink,” Sahm chuckled.

“Not sure it’s entirely free.” Calon shook his head before looking at Chrissy. “You’re part of this, aren’t you?”

“Somewhat,” Chrissy smirked. “Just shut up and keep your eyes open.”

“Right.” Calon rolled them instead.

Even as they watched, the beastkin woman let out a shriek of laughter. One of the men had caught her eye. Clutched in her hand was a small money pouch, which she tossed to one of the other girls. That was because she had just been lifted over the shoulder of the orc man Calon had seen earlier. He had a gleam in his eye as he carried off his giggling prize, while the other men in the club laughed and clapped along.

“Not long now,” Came Nette’s voice.

Calon flinched and looked. She was carrying a mug of ale for herself as she sat down beside her brother.

“Not long?” Calon asked.

Nette made a gesture, crossing her fingers in front of her lips. Calon rolled his eyes and Nette let out a laugh before taking a big gulp of her ale. The next woman on the stage was human. One of the ladies Calon had seen when they first came in. She was quick to pull down the front of her dress, letting a smaller, but perky pair of breasts spill out.

That set off the laughter and catcalls once more. It was clearly something that was tolerated here, and none of them were overly pushy. Loud, but not disruptive to the others. When Calon glanced around, there was more going on as well. The girls weren’t just at the stage. Others were at individual tables. Some were sitting with clients, others were dancing. Calon was rather certain from the way her shoulder was moving. One man in the far corner was getting more than any of the others.

He shook his head and turned back to the stage, only to gulp as the woman had slipped out of her dress. She was wearing a fishnet body stocking. It came up under her breasts, and down to her ankles on each leg. Some of the crowd began tossing coins up onto the stage and she lay down to roll on them. Calon felt an uncomfortable tightness in his pants at the scene and turned back to his drink to distract himself.

Whatever the rest of the show was, Calon wasn’t sure. But it ended with more jeers and clapping as she hurried off under the arm of a paying customer. Which was when Chrissy gave Calon a nudge. So far, the dancers had come out, and stood in the middle section of the stage for all to see. Not that Calon didn’t have a good view. But that wasn’t happening this time, as he spotted two familiar figures walking out onto the stage.

“Seriously?” Calon mumbled.

Evie. Wearing a maid outfit. One that had been propped up at the skirt to give tantalizing views of her legs. The top of the dress was open too, showing a generous amount of her petite chest. Her horns were out as well. Sharp and curled, she grinned wickedly as her tail flicked around, yanking on a small chain. That chain was attached to Suki’s collar, as the neko crawled up onto the stage beside her.

Unlike Evie, Suki was entirely nude. Not only that, but between her front teeth, was a metal ring buckled in place. Her eyes were wide and mischievous, ignoring the others in the room as she stared directly into Calon’s eyes.

“I’m… going to go,” Sahm mumbled, before getting up.

Calon didn’t respond, but sensed that the moment he was gone, Nette shifted over to sit closer to Calon.

“Did you know this was going to happen?” she asked.

“I knew they were planning something,” Calon admitted. “But not what.”

There were a few gruff complaints from the other attendees in the building. Calon barely paid attention as they shifted to stand around Calon’s group. A dark mist surrounded them, just high enough off the floor to keep them all back, while letting them enjoy the show.

“Another drink, sir?” Toothy dropped off yet another ale.

Calon, staring at Evie, followed Sahm’s example and upended his mug. Chugging it down in moments, he handed the empty to Toothy, before picking up the next.

“I’ll have something with a bit of kick,” Chrissy murmured to the half-orc.

“I could go for another ale,” Nette smiled.

Toothy nodded and vanished once more, as Evie strode over to the edge of the stage. The music was slow, and Evie rolled her hips to the beat. She moved differently to the other ladies. They seemed to stretch themselves out. Just a simple presentation of their bodies to gain the attention of those in the audience. Evie was in her own world, eyes locked on Calon as she blew him a kiss.

Suki finally got off the floor. But only to make a small show. Evie held out one hand. She wore long gloves that covered her up to the elbow. Suki kissed her fingers as she took the edges of the glove and worked it down her arm. There were some cheers behind them, but Calon couldn't care less as he watched the loves of his life dance for him.

Suki was pulling a face as Evie rubbed her ears. Only for the neko to reach up slowly to take her other hand and pull that glove off, too. Then, to Calon’s confusion, she handed them both back to Evie, who smiled as she tied the gloves together at the wrist. That confusion didn’t last long, though, as Evie held up the DIY strap that she brought down to Suki’s wrists. The neko had a look in her eye that Calon recognized from their more intimate moments.

Evie took her time, slowly tying the glove around her wrist, before folding Suki’s arm behind her back.

“She enjoys this?” Nette asked.

Calon nodded dumbly while Chrissy let out a snort. “She’d be worse if we let her.”

“Being tied up, though,” Nette muttered. “That takes a lot of trust.”

“We have safe words,” Calon mumbled as Suki squirmed through having both arms tied behind her back. “It’s not all one sided. If something happens she doesn’t like, we all stop straight away.”

“Has she ever asked to stop?” Nette asked.

Calon smirked and shook his head. “No. She usually begs for more.”

“Being a toy for her master is just about the only life goal she has,” Chrissy snorted. “I’m almost jealous.”

“Jealous?” Nette turned.

Chrissy shrugged. “If you’ve heard how hard and how often she gets to cum, well… Yeah, I’m a little jealous.”

Calon blinked slowly, then frowned. “If you want–”

“Shut the fuck up, Calon, and watch the pretty kitty take her spanking,” Chrissy shook her head.

Calon twitched, but did as she said and looked back on the stage. Suki looked pitiful, though not uncomfortable in the least. She was laying across Evie’s lap, tail raised in the air, as Evie smacked her hand sharply across her furry ass. With Calon’s attention back to where Evie wanted it, she gave him a wink and swatted Suki’s ass once more. Then fiddled with something between the neko’s legs that made her squirm.

If Calon wasn’t erect at the start, he was practically throbbing as Suki’s legs shook slightly. Evie was making a twisting motion and slowly pried free one of the neko’s butt plugs. She still hadn’t admitted to Calon where she got it. The options were limited, but that didn’t discount the possibility she had made it herself. She had a small collection of them now. And had taken to wearing around one of the larger ones whenever she felt it had been too long since Calon had paid that hole any attention.

But Calon’s eyes went wide as Evie tugged the plug free. It was a bulbous thing that she looked over. Before bringing it around to Suki’s mouth. The neko made a small noise, but didn’t fight in the least as Evie pushed it through the ring gag into her mouth.

“That…” Nette frowned.

“She cleans before she does that,” Chrissy chimed in. “She spends a lot of time making sure that part of her is good and ready.”

“I never thought about it.” Calon frowned.

“You wouldn’t,” Chrissy snorted. “Only Evie is lucky enough not to need Suki’s services. Clarissa doesn’t count.”

“Wait, you’ve done it?” Calon turned to the griffon.

Chrissy rolled her eyes. “Of course I have. All of us tried it out so we know how to do it. Now pay attention.”

Calon blinked slowly before looking at the stage once more. Evie was grinning as she swatted Suki’s ass. That made the neko jump slightly before Evie pushed a pair of fingers into her. That made Suki’s tail twitch, and her toes curl as Evie massaged her insides for a moment. Before pulling free and spanking her once again.

The crowd still clustered around was going crazy. Shouting and hollering. Calon could see some of the working girls weaving amongst them all. Calon spotted Toothy over by the wall with a drink. She raised it and gave him a knowing smile. It was then, Calon realized that the drinks were to keep him calm and relaxed, while the ladies made a fortune after being riled up by the show Evie and Suki were putting on. Luckily, he wasn’t a mean drunk or this could have backfired.

He turned back to the show as Evie rolled Suki onto the floor. The neko was staring wide eyed at Calon and he could see her desire as easily as the wet mess between her thighs. Evie took a moment, unlacing the shoes she wore. There were a few whistles as her feet came into view. Something of a kink that Calon hadn’t thought much about. Feet were… well, feet.

Evie was wearing stockings, though. They were dark and pulled tight against her skin. She gave her toes a wiggle, earning a few more jeers, before standing up. She lightly kicked Suki’s legs open, before pressing the arch of her foot down on Suki’s crotch. The neko made a desperate sound through the plug and gag as she humped up, trying to stimulate herself. Evie chuckled darkly, ignoring the neko’s plight as she pulled the front of her dress open.

Nette distracted him for a moment. Slipping past, she sat beside Chrissy and they shared a whispered conversation as Calon continued to stare at his lovers on the stage. Suki was thrusting as quickly as she could before Evie turned her back to the stage and stepped away.

The pathetic mewl that escaped the neko’s mouth made Calon’s cock jump in his pants. He glanced around, seeing more than one instance of a man having his needs met by one of the working girls. Calon glanced at Chrissy, who was still whispering to Nette, and let out a disgruntled sigh.

Suki, without being pinned, rolled onto her front and tried to push herself up. That got as far as her knees, before Evie’s tail swished around and slapped across her ass in place of her hand. Suki yowled lightly and fell forward onto her front. This time, the tail was more exploratory, as it worked down between her legs. Calon knew the moment it sank into her. Suki’s eyes crossed and her fingers curled.

Evie, with her back turned, had untied the rest of her dress. Casually tossing it aside. She stood before them all. With a pair of crotchless stockings and nothing else. She glanced over her shoulder, ignoring the other customers as she caught Calon staring, and gave him a wink before turning around.

Running her hands up her sides and breasts, Calon began to drool. She was the sexiest woman he had ever seen. The horns and tail gave her an otherworldly air. The fact she loved him just made it all the better. He was transfixed as Evie squatted down. Spreading her legs and showing the sticky mess that dripped onto the stage as she leaned down onto her elbows.

Suki, clearly in on the action, opened her thighs, before mewling softly as Evie kissed between her legs. Calon stared, as the room fell silent around him. Evie’s mouth moved, and Calon was locked in place. He got up, not understanding why, but didn’t see a reason not to either. The table was an obstacle, and he shoved it aside.

“Take it out,” Evie’s whispered words reached his ears.

Calon tugged at the front of his pants, letting his erection spring free. Evie smiled widely, before sliding forward along the neko’s body. She gestured for Calon to approach, and he did so, trembling in anticipation as she smiled down at his erection. She was so perfect. His world, his everything. He’d do whatever it took to please her. It didn’t matter that she only just kissed the tip of his cock. It mattered even less when she plucked the plug from within the neko’s gag and steered his cock in to replace it.

He felt a firm, slightly scratchy tongue. But rather than push back, it swirled around the head. Calon couldn’t be distracted, though. Evie was urging him closer. So closer he went. What his cock was doing didn’t matter. He stared into his dream woman’s eyes as she placed a finger on his nose.

“That’s enough,” she whispered. “Now watch.”

Calon nodded dumbly as Evie leaned down. He vaguely recognized the furry labia that Evie parted with her fingers. They weren’t as important though as Evie, who licked between those labia with a smile. The body beneath her gave a slight jolt, but Calon held still as he was instructed, while Evie continued lapping at the pussy in front of her face. The tongue of the neko was going crazy, lapping at his cock with frantic abandon. He ignored that though, as Evie closed her mouth over the tiny clitoris and moaned.

All the while, she stared up at Calon with a seductive smile. He watched with rapt attention as she shifted her grip. Pushing two fingers into… somewhere Calon couldn’t quite make out. Her elbow moved back and forth, and the tongue increased pace, as Evie continued to suck on the nub of flesh before her.

Evie shifted her other hand, pushing a pair of fingers into… somewhere a little lower than the first. The body between them jerked, and Calon felt a strange pulse. All at once, he snapped back to reality. Shouts, jeers, cries of ecstasy. Suki’s hips started thrashing up and down, while Evie refused to stop sucking the poor neko’s clitoris. And that’s when it hit. All the pleasure of being in Suki’s mouth. Her tongue went ballistic while she swallowed frantically over the tip.

Calon howled as he tipped forward, gripping the edge of the stage as he erupted in place. His whole body shook as spurt after spurt of his seed was injected into Suki’s gullet. She made not a sound as she spasmed around Evie’s fingers. Calon clenched his eyes shut at the intensity of the sensations he was experiencing. It all became too much, and he pulled back as the last couple of spurts sprayed across Suki’s face. She gasped, heaving for air, as she screamed out her own orgasm.

Calon fell back, landing in Chrissy’s awaiting arms, as the crowd screamed and shouted. They were loving it, and Calon shook his head. The movement led him to see Nette, whose eyes were locked on his straining erection. There was a dribble of seed coming from the tip, and she glanced up at him, noticing that Calon was watching her.

“I’m…” she stood. “Goodnight.”

Calon watched her go before turning back to the stage. Suki was whimpering as Evie kissed her way up her sides. And before the entire room, began to lick the mess from the insensate neko’s face. Calon watched in stunned silence before Evie finally ended the show. Picking Suki up in her arms, she gave the room a wave before strolling into the back.

“Well,” a familiar voice chuckled. Calon turned and spotted Toothy leaning down towards him. “I wasn’t sure about what they had planned,” the orc madam shook her head. “But I know a trend when I see it. Is there any chance I could persuade you to lend me your girls for a day or two?”

“Ah,” Calon frowned slightly. “No… not… Not like that. I mean, you can talk to them but…”

“Nothing practical,” the orc nodded. “It’s a shame. I wouldn’t mind getting a little hands on experience after a show like that.”

Calon noticed the way she was staring at him, and blushed, before Chrissy let out a soft growl.

That had the madam step back. “Understood. I meant no offense.”

“Good,” Chrissy huffed. “Because after that, I better be getting fucked tonight and the only man I want, I already have.”

Toothy smirked and gave a small nod. “Ladies too?”

Chrissy frowned. “You’re hot. But you’re not one of our group.”

“I see,” Toothy shrugged. “Still, you can’t blame me for trying. Are we going to see you up on the stage later, then?”

“Nope,” Chrissy snorted. “I’m not as pretty as those two,” she nodded.

Calon turned and spotted Suki and Evie coming towards them. The crowd surged over, as men tried to buy their time. Only for a cold wash to flood past. Hannah’s dark smile bracketed the ladies, and the men got the picture, backing off as quickly as they arrived. That left the ladies to scurry over, where Evie sat the still bound neko in his lap.

“Master?” Suki questioned.

“Are you okay, after all that?” Calon asked.

Suki giggled and nodded. “I’m fine. I was just going to ask. That thing you did, where you forced yourself into my ass and healed me to fit. Do you think that would work with my throat?”

Calon blinked slowly before letting out a long sigh. Suki would always be Suki.


Chapter Nine




“How many times did you charm me?” Calon grumped as he made his way down the stairs.

“I… don’t know…” Evie frowned. “Sorry, has it done something?”

“Not… not really?” Calon tried to think. “My memories are all disjointed, like I drank way too much.”

“You did though,” Suki pointed out.

“Not enough to have weird flashbacks,” Calon frowned. “Was Nette there?” He recalled a fuzzy memory. A blushing face, a nice pair of breasts.

“She was for a while,” Evie admitted.

“Nette seemed rather torn if she should join you or not,” Hannah purred. “The poor thing left in a hurry before she could pluck up the courage to ask for more.”

“More?” Calon looked at each of his lovers.

“Don’t ask me,” Clarissa huffed. “By the time I knew you’d all had some public orgy down here, you were staggering into bed to tell me about it.”

“Don’t pretend like you didn’t get a little for yourself when we did,” Chrissy smirked.

“That… He was covered in… stuff. It’s not my fault it got hard again when I was cleaning,” the slime girl protested.

“If that’s what you want to call it,” Suki giggled. “It’s okay Clarissa. We all love and respect you. There’s no shame in wanting a bit of attention.”

“Coming from you,” Clarissa huffed.

“Coming from me,” Suki nodded quickly.

The ladies laughed, and Calon shook his head. He’d need to track down Nette later and make sure she was okay. The last thing he wanted was to make her uncomfortable. Sahm hadn’t left the best impression on him back in Kuraby in Ufal’s shop. It seemed they were destined to butt heads, as the adventurer had accepted a quest to bring Calon in for a crime he hadn’t committed.

Only to then spend several weeks on a trip to Southport. That had softened the man’s approach and caused him to question a few of his beliefs regarding the beastkin. Likely because not a single woman attached to Calon was a human. Sahm’s sister, though, was the outlier. The siblings were obviously close. And after a particular gruesome injury where she took a spear to the crotch, they’d had an odd sort of rivalry between them.

Ultimately, after a couple of incidents where both of them had been caught in compromising situations. It was something Calon wanted to patch up, knowing just how much of the evening she would have been present for.

“Well, I for one, appreciate the hospitality you brought the place,” a familiar voice growled.

Calon spotted Toothy coming out from the kitchen. The low-cut gown she wore the night before was gone. Here and now, she wore a tight fitting top and a flowing dress, making her look more like a serving girl than a working girl.

“Come, sit. Breakfast is on us this morning,” she smiled.

“You’re not buttering us up, are you?” Calon asked.

“Not at all,” Toothy chuckled. “But I’ve been told to let you know that if ever you visit Brisbane. Your room fee is covered for any night you put on a show like that.” To emphasize the point, she set down a small pouch that clinked. And when Calon opened it and saw the contents, he smiled politely. “We made more in a single night while down a private room than we have in the last fortnight. The madame is greatly appreciative.”

“I thought you were the madame?” Evie tilted her head.

“I’m her head girl,” Toothy smiled. “The madame is beyond her prime and chooses to remain upstairs, where she’s comfortable.”

“Can I meet her?” Calon spoke up.

Toothy paused before nodding slowly. “I could see if she is available. I’m here for her breakfast.”

“You gonna see if you can help?” Evie nudged him.

Calon shrugged and gave a small nod. “If I can, I’d certainly like to.”

“Help?” Toothy questioned.

“I might be able to help a few age-related issues,” Calon smiled awkwardly.

“And the cost?” Toothy asked.

Calon shrugged. “Some good will? I’m not one to charge for healing. It costs me nothing but time and a bit of mana.”

“You’re a healer?” Toothy stared.

“No,” Calon grunted. “It’s… I’m a summoner. I just… seem to have made choices that other summoners don’t.”

Toothy turned on her heel and rushed for the stairs. Calon heard a series of muttering spring up around him. A few stares, an awkward frown. Saxon, the cow-man, was puffing himself up like he was getting ready for a fight if things turned nasty.

The ladies closed in. Suki standing directly on his toes, while Evie pressed against his side. Hannah loomed behind, while Chrissy turned her head and glared at anyone who looked like they might cause trouble. Clarissa, oblivious to it all crossed her arms and sighed.

“I thought we were getting breakfast?”

“Summoner Calon!” Toothy called, as she rushed into view. “Please come up?”

Calon nodded his head. “Yeah,” he muttered. “That checks out.”

The madame was an old woman. Far older than Calon had expected. Burt was old, but he was active and able-bodied for the most part. This woman, wrinkled and twisted, was barely out of bed. She stared at Calon with suspicious eyes as he entered her room.

“My Toothy tells me that you have a touch of healing?” she muttered in a scratchy tone.

“I took a skill for it, yes,” Calon nodded. “I don’t advertise. People don’t like summoners very much.”

“For good reason,” she gave a smirk. “Though from the way you conducted yourself last night, I figured you were a little different from most.”

“I wouldn’t have thought starting a drunken orgy downstairs was the best impression,” Calon joked softly.

“I’ve met plenty of summoners in my day, boy. Many of them would take their summons to their beds as well. Never have I heard them screech the way they did with you. So either you’re magnanimously gifted… Or you care.”

Calon felt his cheeks warming and Toothy let out a soft giggle. “I… would think the latter.”

“And from what dear Toothy has told me, I’m inclined to agree. Which is the only reason I’ve entrusted you to come to my personal chambers. I don’t let anyone other than Toothy see me like this. Age has not been kind to me,” the old madame sighed.
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“Well,” Calon cleared his throat after accepting the quest and clearing the following acceptance pop up. “Would you like me to start?”

“Do I need to… I don’t know, undress?”

Calon gulped softly before shaking his head. “No, it just requires direct contact. With the injury itself is best, but I can work with holding your hand.”

“Such a gentleman,” the old woman chuckled, before holding out her hand.

Calon saw it. The swelling from arthritis. Her joints were painful just to look at and seeing how the rest of her trembled, Calon could only imagine.

Moving closer, he took that hand in his own. She was cold. More than likely was safe for a woman of her age. She wasn’t long for the world, but…

“Let’s see if I can give you a new lease on life,” Calon smiled. “Healing Hands.”
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The room was silent as Calon made his way down the stairs after completing the minor quest. The eyes of the room were not locked on him, though. No, Calon was down and out of the way as quickly as he could. As Toothy held the hand of the madame, who smiled widely as she descended.

“Good morning, everyone,” she said in a firm, confident tone. “It has been a while since I have seen many of your faces.”

Before she could continue, though, the front door opened. A man in a familiar uniform looked around before nervously shuffling in.

“Ah… Summoner Calon?”

“That’s me,” Calon held up his hand.

“Wonderful. I’ve been sent to collect you,” the man smiled nervously.

“I shall explain more to you all later,” the madame attracted the attention of the room. “Ladies. Salute!”

Calon froze in place. Every woman in the room, bar the Madame herself, moved as one. Either lifting their top, pushing down the front, or like the orc girl herself, simply ripping open the front. Calon was surrounded by bare chested women, smiling in mixes of confusion and delight as the man from the magistrate cut a swift exit. Calon was stunned, before barking out a laugh as he spotted Evie following suit, while Suki was doing her best to force her chest out as far as she possibly could. Even Chrissy pulled her top down, flashing him one of her breasts before straightening once more.

“Great,” Clarissa snorted. “We all have tits. Can we go now?”

“Come back anytime,” the madame chuckled. “We’ll make an event out of it.”

“We’ll do that–”

“Why has everyone got their tits out?” Nette spoke from the back of the room.

Sahm was conspicuously staring at his boots, while his sister frowned in confusion.

“Doesn’t matter,” Calon shook his head.

“We need to go. They need us at the magistrate,” Evie continued.

“We ahh–” Sahm muttered before Nette grabbed his arm.

“Let’s go!”

The ladies, with their odd salute kept up their smiles as Calon and his group left the tavern. A burst of laughter followed, and he shook his head before spotting the man from the magistrate ahead of him.

“That… wasn’t a prank, was it?” he asked.

“No, Calon just healed the madame, so she put on a show for him as thanks,” Evie snickered. “Shame too. We didn’t get breakfast.”

“We’ll pick something up,” Calon shrugged. “Ashley’s gonna be hungry.”

That sobered the mood as they hurried over to the large stone building in the middle of the city. They entered and caught a bit of attention. This time, they hadn’t come in the back. They stood inside a hall, with various people milling about. A parent furiously dressing down a child held by the shoulder of the guard who’d caught them stealing. A young wife passing a wrapped lunch to a young guard who had forgotten to take it earlier. A disgruntled older man grumbling about idiots as he stormed past their group and exited behind them.

“This way,” the representative led them further in.

“We’ll wait here,” Sahm nodded, letting them go.

Calon remembered the courtroom they had been brought to the first time. Only, this wasn’t it. The corridor they were brought to was much smaller. Tighter walls, less guarded on the inside. The doors were closer together as well, which made Calon frown before the officer opened one of the doors and gestured for them all to enter.

“Summoner Calon,” Chief Magistrate Gorden smiled.

“Mom,” Evie squeaked, and went to rush in as she spotted her mother. Only to freeze in place.

“Go ahead,” the magistrate nodded.

Calon noted that Ashley looked fine. She was still in the clothing they had left her in. But she was tidy and didn’t look upset by her situation. The heavy iron cuffs were gone, too. Instead, replaced by a single one that wrapped around her ankle, keeping her in place if she decided to get up. It left her hands free as she stood and hugged Evie, before shooting a relieved smile in Calon’s direction.

“Yes, I’ve just been going over the statements,” Chief Magistrate Gorden nodded. “Problematic behavior, some damage over the threshold for a fine. Drunken disorderly and… I would have to ask if you wanted to press charges for your assault?”

“I do not, sir,” Calon smiled.

“I thought as much,” the older man chuckled. “It also says that the property damage was paid for, and other than a ban from the premises, Salvador Alloorman, does not wish to press charges of his own. Only, and I quote, ‘keep that furry bitch out of my tavern’.”

“That sounds about right for Sal,” Calon nodded. “He and I have an understanding, but I don’t think he actually likes me.”

“I have to agree,” Chief Magistrate Gorden chuckled. “So, as far as the legal requirements for compensation argue. I have already informed Mrs. Wilson here not to return to the tavern. I am stating it again, so that you, as her summoner, are informed.”

“I’ll make sure it doesn’t happen again,” Calon nodded.

“The damage bill has been settled, the main problems taken care of. All that is left is the magistrate’s ruling,” he sighed. “Which is where I end up in a stalemate.”

“What do you suggest?” Calon asked. “This is her first offense, after all.”

“Not quite, I’m afraid,” Chief Magistrate Gorden shook his head. “This statement details multiple incidents leading up to this one. You were forgiven of her previous crimes, but they were listed here and, as such, I cannot simply wash my hands of it. I am in my position for a reason, Summoner.”

“Please don’t take my mother away,” Evie whimpered.

“If it’s the law–”

“The law would dictate that I punish Calon,” Chief Magistrate Gorden sighed. “Which becomes more complicated as I work to determine what to do with your summons themselves. It could be argued that they are self-sufficient and could leave, but with Ashley’s history. Some may petition me to have them…” He trailed off.

Calon froze. “No–”

“I am trying to think of a solution,” the old man sighed.

“Anything.” Calon moved closer. “Anything but that. Please, they’re not just summons to me. They’re family.”

“Calm yourself,” the chief magistrate held up his hand. “You know and understand the problem. So do I. What I am working on is a solution. One that is favorable for you, without making it appear that I am letting you go unpunished. If I am removed from my post, the next Chief Magistrate may just call into question every decision I’ve ever made. That could go very badly for you.”

“What are you thinking?” Calon asked.

“Community service,” Chief Magistrate Gorden said. “One year, since you will be in direct employment of the magistrate.”

“What does that mean, exactly?” Evie asked.

“It means, dear,” he sighed. “That you shall receive regular work. For pay, of course. You will not be run ragged, from one place to the next. But you may be sent into dangerous situations.”

“Like the north?” Calon guessed.

“Yes,” he smiled. “I had hoped to employ you for that, regardless. Now, I can only hope that you see the wisdom of what I am offering.”

“Well…” Calon looked around. “I don’t see much of a choice if I refuse.”

“I’m sorry everyone,” Ashley bowed her head. “This is all my fault.”

“In that case,” Chief Magistrate Gorden set a document on the desk before him. “Can I assume that you can read?”

Calon strode up and saw the cursive handwriting. He’d done it in his youth at school and could make it out well enough.

Quest!

Accompany representatives of the Magistrate and guard them during their peacekeeping operations in the north!*

1 silver per day and variable exp!**

*This quest is not optional. Failure to accept may have unintended consequences.

**Rewards reduced for services owed

Y/N

“Ah, yeah. This works.”

Accepted!

Accompany representatives of the Magistrate and guard them during their peacekeeping operations in the north!

Calon saw the dotted line at the bottom and, after taking the offered quill. He set down his name in block letters that made Chief Magistrate Gorden frown.

“I can read it,” Calon shrugged. “I’m not much good at writing it, though.”

“I shall accept then,” he smiled. “I hope this goes well for both of us. The situation in the north is becoming unstable.”

“What can you tell me?”

“Unfortunately, not a lot,” he sat back in his chair, before pulling on a rope that Calon hadn’t noticed until now.

The door opened a moment later, and the Chief Magistrate smiled. “Unbind the prisoner. This session is over.”

“Yes, sir,” the attendant came forward with keys. With a small clunk, Ashley was able to get out of the chair and took a small walk around the room.

“Now,” Gordon turned his attention back to Calon. “We have conflicting reports coming in. Representatives that we send to the north sometimes don’t come back. Some that do say things are violent and getting worse. Others say the beastkin are simply fearful of the situation and are calling for calm. I am finding it difficult to determine whether specific accounts are truthful or not. As such, I have devised this solution. By sending a team that I trust guarded by yourself, I hope to get to the bottom of the situation.”

“Just guard duty then?” Calon asked.

“For now. Though if my agents feel it necessary, they have my permission to act as they see fit,” he continued.

“That… could be good or bad,” Calon grunted.

“What if they want to do something spectacularly dumb?” Evie asked. “I’m not going to let Calon throw his life away because some idiot wants us to fight a small war.”

“That would be up to you to hash out with my agents, I’m afraid. Though I do think you’ve got their measure wrong,” Gorden smiled.

“First sign of real trouble. I’m grabbing Calon and taking him away,” Chrissy huffed.

“Unless there’s a priest, or someone else with holy magic, I’m confident I can stop or at least slow any pursuers,” Hannah chimed in.

“Ah yes,” the chief magistrate sighed. “The church.”

“I was offered a quest already,” Calon grunted. “They’re missing people. And they’re pretty convinced that they’re alive.”

“Are they now?” the old magistrate narrowed his eyes. “Perhaps then our own missing people are alive as well.”

“I didn’t make them any promises, but… well, I’ll keep an eye out,” Calon nodded.

“See that you do,” he nodded. “Information of that variety would be extremely useful. Perhaps enough to absolve you of your sentencing.”

“We’ll look into it then,” Evie nodded. “We’ve got Hannah.”

“I’d be delighted to help,” the nightmare grinned, literally from ear to ear, making the old man shudder.

“If that is all then,” he straightened himself. “My people have been informed, and will meet you in the hall. Mrs. Wilson?”

“Yes, Chief Magistrate Gorden?” Ashley turned to face him.

“Lovely to meet you. I wish you all the best.”

“Thank you Chief Magistrate Gorden,” she smiled politely and looked at Calon.

The look in her eye was worry. She knew she had messed up. And that this was a second chance. For all that, she wasn’t sure how Calon was going to react to her. But the obvious relief in her eyes as he opened his arms made it all better.

Ashley hurried over, and Calon pulled her close. She hummed softly and Calon let out a sigh before nudging her.

“We’re blocking his office,” Calon whispered.

“Oh, of course,” Ashley straightened, and awkwardly wiped away a tear. “Let’s go then. Thank you for your hospitality,” she smiled back at the magistrate.

“Let’s not make a habit of it,” he chuckled back.

Calon was last out the door. Casting a final look back at Gorden. The old man gave a polite nod, and Calon closed the door. The way out was easy enough, and they soon found themselves in the entry hall, where Sahm and Nette were still waiting.

“It went well then?” Sahm grinned, noting the mature woman standing beside Evie.

“It did,” Calon nodded. “We’re just waiting for someone.”

“A representative of the magistrate?” Nette asked.

“That,” Calon stopped. Then sighed. “It’s you, isn’t it?”

“That’s us,” Sahm grinned. “Got a list of names and some descriptions to show everyone later. Already organized us some supplies as well, so we can leave as soon as you bring the wagon around, and I’m hoping you’ll be able to carry our supplies?”

“We can do that,” Calon nodded. “It’ll be squishy too, but if the weather turns bad again, Chrissy makes a pretty good bed.”

“Fuck you,” Chrissy snorted.

“Language,” Ashley frowned.

Chrissy opened her mouth to argue, then closed it and shook her head. “Sorry.”
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Evie returned shortly with the wagon. Calon had planned on retrieving it, but things hadn’t quite worked out the way he expected. Firstly, it was the ladies at the brothel itself that were caring for the horse and his wagon. Secondly, Evie was rather convinced that if he showed up there again, they’d be inclined to stay another night. Rather than risk that, she sent him shopping with the refunded gold Calon had received.

It was Ashley that suggested the trip. Nobody had disagreed with her either. The north was going to be a different kind of hostile. The south was hateful. Both the church and the beastkin that continued to live there. The north, though, sounded more like they were fearful. No doubt they would find plenty of hate, but the fact members of the magistrate had gone missing, while others returned, suggested a mixed group of ideals.

Taking into account the cooling of the days, he stocked up on a few things. The first was a jacket for each of them. Suki had been hesitant at first, still not wanting to wear much in the way of clothing. Calon had insisted though, and with the proper leverage of head pats and ear scratches, he had a small sized jacket for her to wear. Chrissy was the next most difficult, having to wear one designed as a trench coat, but cut up the sides to lie flat across her back.

Then, with the remaining coins, Calon stocked up with as many rations and blankets as he could get his hands on. It wasn’t anything particularly tasty or warm, but he had a lot of it and hoped it would be enough to garner some goodwill.

It took a few minutes to get everything packed. Most of the blankets were laid out across the floor to give everyone something to sit on. Sahm and Nette both had their horses, though they relieved their packs to the wagon with a pair of smiles. The rations were tied into bundles. Mostly wax-paper wrapped breads, with bundles of dried meat. Filling and nutritious, but not particularly tasty. Finally, after filling the water barrel for the horse, and setting aside another few bags of feed for him. It was time to be off.

Calon climbed up into the driver’s seat, with Ashley, of all people, at his side. The others were in the back, while Sahm and Nette rode on either side. To most, it looked like they were guarding the wagon, and not the other way around.

Calon admired the city as they passed through. This place was very different from Southport. Humans worked alongside beastkin on everything. Open carriages passed by, moving passengers and goods. As many humans as beastkin, though, Calon noted that the inherent sexism of this time period extended to all peoples. Most of the women weren’t working hard jobs. They were either passengers, shopping, or indoors. The workers that Calon saw hauling goods, hammering steel, or driving wagons were all men.

There were those amongst it all that stuck out, though. A team of identifiable people wearing armor. They were heavily armed, and Calon could only guess they were men under those helmets because a few of them had beards. Another walked past, wearing a strange robe, with a woman at his side that scowled at Calon when they stopped to let the wagon pass by.

He hadn’t paid much attention between the magistrate and the brothel. But their path to the north was showing far more adventurers than Calon had realized. They weren’t common. Not to the point that he’d been able to compare humans and beastkin. But frequent enough, that their choice to walk around armed, or dressed in odd clothing made them stand out from the regular citizens of the city.

“Calon,” Ashley nudged him.

Calon blinked and glanced over. Ashley was looking off to the left, and Calon followed her gaze. A pair of figures stood and watched. The building they were in front of resembled a church. So the fact they looked like priests was not out of the ordinary. Their hard stares at Calon’s wagon, though… that was enough to make him feel unsettled. Calon hadn’t forgotten the request he’d been given. He could only hope that with it in place, the church wouldn’t send anyone else after him.

He didn’t for a moment think he was attacked simply to apprehend Suki. There was more to this than he realized. So for now, Calon was going to be very, very careful.

“Fucking cunts,” Clarissa snorted.

“Language!” Ashley snapped.

“Sorry,” Clarissa mumbled. “I was distracted while bringing you this.”

Ashley glanced back and accepted the bundle of dried meat. “Thank you, dear.”

“One for you too, weirdo,” she poked Calon in the back with another serving.

Calon shook his head. This was going to be a long trip.


Chapter Ten




Calon awoke with a start. The night was cool. A soft breeze washed over him, ruffling his hair. That was likely the thing that woke him. After all, in the middle of the night, Hannah wasn’t there, causing mischief. So nothing was wrong. With a yawn, Calon sat up and looked around. Clarissa was behind him. Curled almost literally into a ball. Her head had fused with her knees, while a pair of wobbly arms clung to the stuffed cat he’d given her. It was cute, in a way.

On the other side of him, was Evie, Suki and Chrissy. Chrissy, being the largest, had curled down around them. Holding both Evie, with Suki trapped between them. Calon glanced down, seeing Evie’s tail, still embedded deeply in Suki’s ass. He shook his head, thinking that only those two could fall asleep in such a predicament. Let alone with the amount of Evie’s tail that had vanished inside the neko.

Hannah, as expected, was nowhere in sight. She would be patrolling the area. Her nocturnal habits made their travels safer and easier than most others. She was the boogeyman of this world. The nightmare in the dark that others watched for. During the day, she could be ferocious, but at night in her element, well… even in the diminished form she had since becoming Calon’s summon, she was a monster. Just… one with a strange fondness for her master. And that was before the summoning.

Who Calon hadn’t seen though. Was Ashley. She had stayed out by the fire while Calon had taken a couple hours to satisfy his lovers. When they were done, she had quickly arrived and gone to bed. Only for Calon to see her blankets tossed aside, and her bed empty. That, along with the loose opening in their tent, told Calon that it was her that had disturbed his rest.

With a glance back at his sleeping lovers, Calon pulled on a pair of pants and stepped out into the frigid, misty air. At once, he felt eyes on him. For any other, that would have been terrifying. For Calon, though, the sudden appearance of those glowing, orange eyes was a comfort.

“You too?” Hannah asked.

“I just want to check on her,” Calon smiled and reached a hand towards the eyes.

Her figure solidified just enough, for his fingers to brush along her cheek, before she faded into the darkness once more. The mist swirled and parted, giving Calon a clear path to follow. It wasn’t to the remains of their fire, and it drifted lazily past the tents that Sahm and Nette had set up. Calon crept along, hoping not to wake anybody as he slipped out of their small camp ground.

Unlike their trip south, north was far busier. There were other camps here. They were spread out, not wanting to get close to one another. Singular traders, for the most part. It made Calon wonder about the dangers of the north, if small caravans were roaming about. It made him think the problem was more direct. Perhaps it was only specific groups that were targeted. Or perhaps only on specific routes. Then again, it could simply be that they weren’t traveling far enough north for it to be a problem.

The road north was a long one. They had passed by Albion, Nundah and Toombul, where they turned off, heading further west and avoiding Nudgee. It was a long stretch to Bald Hills. A lot of empty land and it was there that the first few reports of incidents had started.

Calon was amazed when he saw a map that Sahm had set aside for the trip. It really did look like the early days of Australia. Without the major cities being cities. Or, not the cities of the modern day, at least. Few of the names and places had changed, giving the whole thing a strange feeling. The road Calon, his friends and his lovers traveled, would one day be a multi-lane highway… if this wasn’t an alternate place or world. Right now, it was a dirt road. The whole thing was just bizarre.

Still, Calon didn’t want to think about that. He was feeling cold as he trundled along without a shirt or shoes. The mist ahead of him stirred and he could see a figure up ahead, sitting on a mound in the grass, staring up into the sky. That figure twitched as Calon approached and slowly turned to stare at him with a slight smile.

“You should be in bed,” Ashley whispered.

“I could say the same to you,” Calon stopped beside her. “You okay?”

“It feels wrong,” Ashley sighed.

Calon frowned and sat down beside her. “What does?”

“Everything,” Ashley shrugged. “One moment, you’re this adorable little boy with the same big smile as his father. The next, you’re a man, with a big smile. Just like his father.”

“I’m still him,” Calon tried to assure her.

Ashley shook her head and let out a long sigh. “You’re not though.”

“I–”

“You. Are. Not. Him,” she turned and looked Calon in the eye. “You’re not. You may look like him. You might act like him. Smell like him, think like him. You might have all of his memories, his thoughts, his feelings, his temperament, humor and idiotic tendencies.”

“Why do I suddenly feel attacked?” Calon joked softly.

Ashley smiled and reached towards him. Calon saw her hand and took it. Giving her fingers a squeeze.

“Because all I have done since I arrived here is attack you,” Ashley sighed.

“No–”

“I believe that Evie would have just told you to shut up,” she interrupted with a smile. “I… still feel like me, Calon. But… I’m not me. Not… not the woman who married your father.”

“I don’t–”

“Shut up,” she snickered and shook her head. “You’ve no idea how many times I’ve said that under my breath.”

Calon smirked and gave her fingers a squeeze.

Ashley took a deep breath, then let it all out. “I’m going to try, Calon.”

He waited a moment, then tilted his head slightly. “Try?”

“To be what the others are,” she elaborated. “I… I don’t think I’m interested in a relationship with another woman though. Not… not like Evie.”

“I don’t make her, or the others do that,” Calon assured her.

“No, the only one you seem to make do anything keeps waving around a piece of paper whenever I bring it up,” Ashley muttered.

“It was the only way I could think of to stop her bratting quite so much.” Calon rolled his eyes. “Trust me, she was ten times worse after you tried to talk to her about it. Do you know how many times she got away with things without you finding out?”

“Not as often as you think.” Ashley shook her head. “Even without shifting, my sense of smell and hearing is better than it was when I was human. So while I couldn’t see her that time she blew you under the table, rest assured I knew it was happening.”

“Oh,” Calon blushed. “I ummm…”

“Yes, this is rather awkward, isn’t it?” Ashley laughed softly.

“It’s not that bad,” Calon protested weakly.

“I’m glad,” she smiled. “I’ve been out here all night, wondering if a virile young man like yourself would take any interest in an old gal like me.”

“I’m not sure if I should take offense to that or not,” Hannah’s voice echoed.

Ashley flinched in shock for a moment, before frowning. “What on earth do you mean?”

“What are you, forty?” Hannah scoffed.

“A lady doesn’t–”

“I’m more than ten times your age.” Hannah’s form shifted into focus before them. “If you think your age has anything to do with his ability to be attracted, guess again.”

“It’s more complicated than that,” Ashley pointed out.

“Not to him, it’s not,” Hannah scoffed as she nodded at Calon. “Clarissa’s entire body is fake. She’s a slime, her natural form is a blob and he can’t help but get himself up just from a little foreplay.”

“She said she was cleaning,” Calon tried to protest.

“Of course she was.” Hannah rolled her glowing eyes. “Just like I enjoy the warmth of your skin.”

“You do enjoy the warmth of my skin,” Calon pointed out.

“And I enjoy it a lot more, when certain, warm parts of you are ramming in and out of me,” Hannah grinned, showing her teeth.

“That is… terrifying,” Ashley mumbled.

“Thank you,” Hannah chuckled. “Which follows my point. Even with a smile like mine, he’s still cum down my throat on more than one occasion.”

“Language–”

“Young lady, I shall use the words I wish,” Hannah scoffed. “But don’t sell yourself short. Our Calon is a young man with a big heart. There’s room in there for you, the moment you get off your curvy ass and find it.”

Ashley blushed in the moonlight and shook her head. “It’s… been a very long time, since…”

“No pressure.” Calon squeezed her fingers.

“No pressure,” Ashley nodded, before letting out a long yawn.

Calon saw it and smiled before getting up. Ashley, in her human form, was a small woman. Curvy in all the right places, but only a hair over five feet tall. Her blue eyes shone in the moonlight, as her black hair glistened.

“You’re staring,” she smiled.

“I just thought I was never going to see you again. And… well, now you’re here and then the magistrate… I guess I’m just relieved.”

“So am I,” Ashley smiled. “Take me to bed?”

Calon blinked, “Is… is that?”

“Not that,” Ashley squirmed. “I just… It’s been a very long time since… I’ve shared a bed. Or I guess, technically, I never have,” she amended, recalling their earlier discussion.

“You want to cuddle?” Calon asked.

Ashley sighed, then nodded. “I would love to cuddle.”

Calon smiled and tugged her along. Hannah watched them go with a smile.
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“Stop it,” Ashley blushed.

“But you were so cute!” Evie protested.

“We were sleeping!” Ashley shot back.

“Which is why it was so cute!” Evie continued.

Calon shook his head. After getting back to their tent, Ashley had slipped into her bed. A little separate from the others. Calon had then shifted in behind her. Making her the little spoon. There, he’d put his arm around her waist, and the two had fallen asleep. Only for Suki, the early riser she was, to find them, and quietly wake the rest. Leading to a very embarrassed Ashley to wake up surrounded by watchers. While an equally embarrassed Calon woke up with a morning glory, he only barely prevented Suki from satisfying, right then and there. Instead, they had dressed, packed, eaten breakfast and gotten back on the road. Where they were taking turns walking alongside the wagon so the horse didn’t get overly tired.

“Looks like we’ve got a few tag-alongs,” Sahm called as he rode his horse up beside the wagon. “I spoke to a few of our neighbors last night while you were… busy. They’re heading north and asked if we minded them keeping up.”

“Pretty sure that’s what Gorden meant when he said that things would be up to you.” Calon shrugged.

Sahm chuckled. “You’re right. But I also know you’re not an idiot. If I wanted to do something spectacularly dumb, you’d abandon me in a heartbeat.”

“He’d try real hard to convince you not to be dumb first,” Suki called from inside the wagon.

“Or I could just charm you,” Evie pointed out.

Sahm frowned. “Didn’t think of that… Could you make me do things?”

“Eh,” Evie wiggled her hand in a ‘so-so’ gesture. “I can make you stand there, or do certain actions. I can’t use charm and have you write a letter absolving us of a crime or anything.”

“That’s… a relief,” Sahm frowned, clearly unsure if it was, in fact, a relief.

“What’s wrong?” Nette’s voice called as she rode up the other side, where Evie walked alongside Ashley.

“Nothing,” Sahm muttered.

“He’s worried I’ll charm him,” Evie shrugged.

“Oh,” Nette frowned. “You know she can’t use it on more than one person at a time, right?”

“No?” Sahm tilted his head. “How do you know that?”

“Even we didn’t know that,” Calon frowned.

“Takes eye contact,” Nette pointed out. “They don’t need to be able to see her, but she needs to be looking at them. She can’t charm someone from behind, for example.”

“Oh shit,” Evie gasped. “I didn’t even think of that. That might have caused problems.”

“You’re welcome,” Nette smiled. “Just don’t go getting ideas.”

“Too late,” Suki giggled.

Nette smirked and nodded. “The wrong ideas.”

“Define wrong?” The neko giggled again.

This time Nette rolled her eyes, and everyone gave a small chuckle. Only for their mirth to shatter as someone screamed.

Calon whirled around, looking back at the wagons following at a distance. The closest was being driven by an older lady, who was snapping the reins to get the horse moving faster. Because the wagon behind her had several figures climbing over it. The scream was their driver, who was lying on the ground, with his arm twisted at an unnatural angle.

Calon looked up. Trying to spot Chrissy, but she was scouting around as normal. With all the trees in the natural landscape, it was easy to lose things, so she roamed ahead. It was entirely possible this group showed up after she had already gone by. That or they used camouflage to hide until the last moment.

As quickly as it started. The ambush was over. And the bandits, if they were bandits, vanished back into the trees. The wagon they had attacked had been ransacked. A few crates of goods taken. Several more broken. A barrel of salted pork lay shattered on the side of the road where it fell. The driver was still on the ground, clutching his elbow, while his wife was cowering in the back. Poor woman had frozen up when they arrived. Though they hadn’t touched her.

“Suki, hold the reins,” Calon tossed them aside before leaping off the wagon.

“Wait!” Suki yowled. “MASTER!”

“I’ll help,” Evie grunted. “Mom, go with Calon.”

“Coming!” Ashley turned and hurried to Calon’s side as Nette and Sahm rode down to check the other wagons following along.

Calon headed for the driver first. He was a young man. Moaning softly from the terrible break.

“M-my arm,” he complained. “Gods, my arm.”

“Hold still,” Calon dropped to the ground beside him. “I have you.”

“You,” the man grimaced. “How do I know you’re not responsible for this?”

“Excuse me?” Ashley snorted. “What is that supposed to mean?”

“Heal now, argue later,” Calon grumped as he took the man’s arm. He thought about which of the spells would be best. A broken bone might be a status effect, but then, it might not be. With the absence of a better option, Calon decided to use his regular heal, knowing he could fix a status effect later, if need be.
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“You’d think he’d be more grateful.” Ashley glared at the ground as they made their way back to the others.

“It was worse in the south,” Calon muttered.

The man… was interesting. He’d been hostile. Right from the beginning. Even while being healed, he was barely able to keep a civil tongue in his mouth. His wife wasn’t much better. Scared out of her mind, she’d done nothing but glare at Calon the whole time he was trying to ask her if she was injured.

When that failed to yield results, Calon had turned to leave. Only to be accosted by the woman for not helping protect them better. Ashley looked like she was about to rip someone’s head off when Sahm showed up. With a legitimate representative of the magistrate to rant at, she and her husband had turned their ire to him. But not before loudly declaring that it was Calon’s fault they’d been attacked to begin with. Something that Sahm noted in the report he took, before angering them when he decided not to immediately arrest Calon.

“You don’t think that had something to do with them being attacked, do you?” Ashley asked.

Calon frowned as they reached the back of the wagon. Suki was hanging out the back, watching with a frown.

“Do I need to bite a bitch?” she asked.

“Language,” Ashley frowned.

Suki rolled her eyes. “Do I need to apply the pressure of my mandibles to the flesh of an irate, self-important, wannabe noblewoman?”

“No,” Ashley smirked. “And you’re a cat, not a bug. You only have one mandible.”

“Calon, I’m going to bite Ashley,” Suki growled.

Ashley let out a yelp as the neko launched. Suki’s claws were out, but Calon could tell it was more playful than angry. Ashley’s yelp turned into a squeal as she wrestled with the neko. Neither of them were getting hurt, and Ashley seemed to have caught on to the game. Calon decided to leave them to it as he hurried around to the front of the wagon and climb up.

“They okay?” Evie asked, as Ashley ran around the front of the wagon, with Suki on all fours rushing after her.

“They’re fine,” Calon shrugged and took the reins. “Thanks for the help.”

“You’re welcome,” Evie smiled. “I don’t mind driving. But it’s nice to relax in the back.”

Her eyes flashed pink and Calon chuckled before kissing her softly. “Down, girl.”

“I’d love to,” she purred, before rolling her eyes as Sahm’s horse came into view once more.

“Is… everything okay?” Sahm asked.

Calon glanced over at the side of the road, where Ashley held Suki by the scruff of her neck. The older woman was waving a finger dangerously in Suki’s face. Right before the neko jerked and nipped the tip of her finger.

“YOU LITTLE!” Ashley dropped the neko, who scampered off into the trees.

“They’re fine,” Calon turned back to Sahm. “How are the happy couple?”

“Unhappy,” Sahm smirked. “By their account, you convinced them to tag along deliberately, to be used as bait to spare yourselves from being robbed.”

“I mean,” Calon scratched his chin. “That might have been the case if we had anything but the supplies we needed for the trip.”

“That’s what I told them,” Sahm chuckled. “I don’t think they believed me, but… well, you can lead a horse to water, you can’t make it drink.”

Evie giggled. “I always preferred. ‘Think about how dumb the average person is. Then remember, half of them are dumber’.”

Sahm snorted and gave a bark of laughter. “You’re trouble, miss.”

“Thank you,” Evie smiled.

He shook his head and slowed his horse. Likely to patrol the rest of the line while Calon led the way.
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Bald Hills was… quiet. A few farms were dotted about. With homes and a small general store. What interested Calon the most was the number of beastkin. Brisbane had a large number of them. But here, it was almost one to one. Many of them were the familiar-looking dingo beastkin. But there were others here too. A rather tall fellow, with a tail, walking with a slight bounce in his step as he pushed a handcart of vegetables in from one of the nearby farms.

Then there was a strange being. A woman from the dress. But the fabric had been punctured in dozens of places, by sharp quills. Her face was entirely alien too, with a long nose that poked out. She was leaning on a fence, looking to be completely at peace with herself, and didn’t look up as Calon and the others passed by.

“Echidna?” Evie whispered.

“I think so,” Calon nodded. “Tall guy might be a kangaroo?”

“This is so weird–”

“Would you two stop whispering?” Ashley stuck her head out from behind them. “If I can hear you, they probably can too.”

“Sorry,” Calon muttered aloud, just in case.

What they hadn’t expected, though, was for a heavyset man with a sword at his hip to burst out of a nearby building and rush towards them.

“You there!” He shouted. “Stop!”

Calon pulled on the reins, and his wagon slowed. The man hurried over, gasping for breath as he looked at Calon, before frowning. “You’re not from the magistrate.”

“Ah,” Calon frowned. “Actually–”

“Barnabus!” Sahm’s voice called.

The man before them turned and gave a relieved smile. “Sahm, just the man I was hoping to see. I thought this one was with you.”

“He is,” Sahm corrected the man.

Calon watched with amusement as the situation got awkward.

“Right,” the panting man straightened. “Sorry.”

“No harm done.” Calon let it go.

“Anyway,” he turned to Sahm. “I’ve got a bit of a problem. When I sent for help, I was told someone was already coming.”

Sahm grimaced, “Nobody told us.”

“No?” the rounded man frowned. “Surely… No. This needs to be handled. We’ve got missing people.”

Calon let out a sigh. First the priests. Then the magistrate representatives. Now villagers.

“Who’s missing?” Sahm asked.

“Two teens. Boy and a girl. They were spotted heading north along the road for a while. Then vanished into the trees, they haven’t been seen since,” he muttered.

“Have you given them time to come back?” Evie asked.

The man turned and leveled a glare at her. “Three days ago.”

Calon squeezed Evie’s hand as she shrank back slightly. Sahm turned and looked Calon in the eye, and Calon gave a small nod.

“We’ll do what we can. Who can we talk to for more information if we need it?”

“My assistant is the mother of the boy,” he offered. “The girl’s father is coming up behind you.”

Calon looked back and saw the tall kangaroo looking fellow again. This time, Calon was paying attention, and saw the haunted look in his eyes.

“We’ll do what we can,” Sahm told the man.

“Thank you,” he smiled, before turning to Calon. “I ahhh…”

“It’s not a problem,” Calon smiled awkwardly. “I’m Calon. This is Evie.”

“Elder Barnabus,” he introduced himself. “Though, only recently do I have the title. My father ran this little town for most of his life. I simply picked up where he left off.”

“I’m sorry for your loss,” Evie nodded.

“Not as sorry as I am,” Barnabus muttered. “One day you’re listening to arguments over land boundaries, the next we’ve got missing kids. Next thing you know, we have bandits.”

“One of the groups behind us was attacked on our way here,” Calon told him.

Barnabus appeared to deflate slightly. “You don’t say?”
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“Chrissy.” Calon smiled as the big griffin approached.

“I saw you were sticking around and came in to check on things. How bad was the attack?”

“You saw that?” Calon frowned.

“The aftermath,” Chrissy huffed. “I don’t know where they were hiding. I saw them head into the trees and tried to follow. They went to ground somewhere, and I lost track of them.”

“Well, hopefully you’ll get a second chance then,” Calon smiled. “We’re looking for a pair of missing teens.”

“Have they–”

“Don’t joke,” Evie grimaced. “It’s been three days.”

“Shit,” Chrissy frowned. “No, that’s not funny now.”

“What’s not funny?” Sahm asked as he approached the wagon on foot.

“Nothing,” Calon cut him off. “That’s why it’s not funny.”

Sahm saw the looks he was getting and dropped the subject. “Alright. I’ve spoken to the girl’s father. Her name is Emily, she’s six foot seven, and it’s out of character for her to leave like this. He did mention, though, her pack was gone, and food for a small trip was missing from the larder.”

“I got much the same from the boy’s mother,” Nette said as she strode up to join them. “Food missing for a few days, no news. It’s almost like they ran away together.”

“That’s… better than the alternative,” Evie pointed out.

“Still need to find them,” Sahm frowned.

“Not saying we won’t,” Calon assured him. “Just… if they’ve run off together, that’s better than the idea they’ve been captured by bandits.”

Sahm nodded, and Nette gave him a smile.

“I think we prioritize this for a day or two. See where it leads and make a decision from there,” Sahm looked around.

“We can spare a couple of days at the most,” Nette agreed. “They’ve been gone for three. If they went into the bush, they wouldn’t have gotten far. Chrissy might be able to spot them from the air.”

“I didn’t notice anything when I checked the area before. But I was looking for larger camps and ambush points. Not a couple of horny teenagers,” Chrissy nodded.

“Where are we staying tonight?” Calon asked.

“We’re welcome to camp beside the road,” Sahm gestured. “It’s a quiet spot here. Not big enough for a tavern or a proper sheriff’s office. But they treat visitors well.”

“Great,” Calon smiled. “I’ll grab the tent.”

He turned and made his way to the back of the wagon. With practiced ease, he hoisted himself up and pushed through the rear flap. Only to freeze as Ashley let out a quiet squeak. They stared at one another. Ashley was in the middle of getting changed. Her breasts were far larger than he’d imagined. Rounded, with a small amount of natural sag. He stared for a full, deep breath, before snapping himself out of it.

“Sorry,” Calon mumbled as he grabbed the tent.

“You’ve seen them before,” Ashley whispered. “When you were a boy.”

Calon swallowed nervously and glanced back at Ashley, who was blushing furiously. “I’m not a boy.”


Chapter Eleven




“Really?” Calon frowned.

“I’m fairly certain, yes,” Ashley smiled nervously.

“I have one of his shirts. I haven’t done any washing since… since he vanished.”

The boy, Danyel, and his mother, Yasmeen, were rather close. She’d lost her husband years before and raised him alone on the salary paid by the elder of the small town. Elder Barnabus had kept her on. Both out of kindness, and it seemed she really did know her job and took most of the mundane things off his hands.

“Think we’ll need anything from Chara?” Evie asked.

“If they went together, I should be able to pick up her scent.” Ashley shrugged slightly. “I just hope it hasn’t been too long.”

They had rested for the night. Letting the rest of their impromptu caravan catch up and bed down as well. A few of the followers, the disgruntled couple included, had been rather upset to learn their group wasn’t moving on yet. Though only the couple had actually started packing, making it obvious they weren’t waiting around. Calon wasn’t sure their problem was anything more than fear and hatred. He didn’t particularly care either.

Even now, their wagon slowly trundled north, out of view of the town. Leaving Calon and his ladies to start their own quiet investigation. Everyone, Sahm and Nette included, thought it was for the best. Yasmeen, with a plan in mind, rushed home to collect the shirt she was talking about, while the rest of them huddled around.

“Alright,” Calon nodded. “We’ll do the standard. Chrissy up high. Take Suki with you.”

“What?” Suki mrowed.

“She can drop you off anywhere she can’t fit,” Calon pointed out. “I’ll have Evie and Clarissa with me, and we’ll be following Ashley as she tracks the scent.”

“And what about me?” Hannah hissed softly as she hovered nearby.

“You’ve been on a night watch,” Calon pointed out. “I won’t say no to having your help. But you need to get some rest as well.”

Hannah smiled and gave a small nod. “I can rest later. I’ll follow you. Make sure nothing slips around us in the trees.”

“Then I’m happy to have you.” Calon took her hand and pulled her close for a kiss.

The terrifying woman accepted with an eager smile before pulling away. She wasn’t comfortable in the sun, but it wouldn’t do any long-term harm either. She’d have it easier in the shade of the trees once they got going.

Their group waited on for a short time before Yasmeen came running into view. Clutched in her hand was a brown shirt that she held out towards Ashley as she slowed to a stop before them.

“Here,” she huffed. “This was the last shirt he wore before he left.”

“Thank you,” Ashley accepted it and brought the shirt to her nose with a slight frown.

“Gross,” Clarissa made a face, earning a sharp glare from Chrissy.

“If… if it helps. He’s been going somewhere on free days,” Yasmeen continued, ignoring the byplay. “He didn’t say where. Just that he had a favorite spot. I don’t know where it is, but it can’t be far. He used to visit it and return on the same day.”

“Secluded area to take his girlfriend?” Chrissy mused.

“Only they haven’t come back,” Evie nodded.

“Well, I have his scent.” Ashley pulled the shirt from her face. “Let’s hope I can track it.”

Suki pouted as she climbed onto Chrissy’s back. Only a kiss, and a promise to do terrible things to her later, changed that. Calon gave Chrissy a kiss as well, wishing her luck while she cocked and set her crossbow in a sling around her shoulders. Calon had a strange thought about mounting an arbalest to her back, while Suki fired down at things, but he didn’t voice the idea. Suki would have loved it, but Chrissy might have maimed him.

As the duo took off running along the north road, they took to the air, leaving Calon standing with the rest of them. Sahm and Nette shuffled nearby, looking nervous.

“We’ll stick together for now. If we find something, we’ll spread out,” Calon suggested.

“That’s how we usually do searches,” Sahm nodded.

“We don’t usually have trackers, though,” Nette chimed in.

“Let’s get it over with then,” Calon nodded.

They made their way along the north road. Ashley leading the way. She looked nervous and made obvious sniffing sounds, but didn’t speak or comment on anything. Calon didn’t know if she was actually following anything, but he didn’t have a better idea. The few townsfolk watched them leave, while the traders and travelers who had accompanied them watched from the road.

Despite it being the north road, it angled quickly to the west, taking them further inland. That followed the coast, avoiding the widest point of the Pine River that opened into the sea. From memory, it was Bramble Bay, but Calon had only visited once for a school trip.

“How much food did they take with them?” Calon asked.

“Unless Chara took some as well, not enough for the two of them to be out here for four days,” Nette called out from the rear.

She and her brother were staying out of the way. They were the representatives of the magistrate. Not to mention their skill sets. Nette, being an archer, didn’t need to be up front. But if she were attacked, it was best to have someone beside her with a skill set like Sahm, to keep her safe. The fact that Hannah was sweeping along behind them, hidden in the treeline meant even that would be a long shot.

The town behind them slowly vanished from view. Calon gave a small sigh, remembering the hammer he’d broken in his berserk form. All he had was his knife. Which was the same for Evie. Ashley, like him, was unarmed, though her transformation didn’t turn her into an idiot.

“Need to sort out a new weapon,” Calon grunted.

“Hammer, wasn’t it?” Nette called from behind.

“Broke it,” Calon nodded. “Never found the bits. I was in my berserk state when it happened.”

“Ouch,” Sahm muttered. “Maybe get a bigger one next time. Something you can’t break.”

“When he’s in that form, he’s big enough and dumb enough to manage more than you think.” Evie shook her head. “But you’re right. You need something.”

“Could train you to use a sword eventually,” Sahm offered. “Not that it’ll help now.”

“Can you imagine him playing with his sword?” Clarissa giggled.

“That’s why I liked the hammer,” Calon laughed. “Didn’t need to train to learn to bonk something over the head.”

“Some training can still help,” Sahm pointed out.

“Yeah, but we also never planned to be going out in places like this. A few goblins, a bandit or two. Not… not whatever it is we’re walking into here in the north,” Calon sighed.

“Hoping to avoid pitched battles, personally,” Sahm muttered.

“Hold up,” Ashley stopped.

“What’s wrong?” Evie asked.

“I lost it,” Ashley sniffed. “The scent, it vanished.”

“Gone past it then,” Sahm muttered. “Double back, they must have gone into the trees.”

Ashley nodded and turned around. She made her way back, sniffing the air. Calon was actually the first one to spot it. A break in the treeline. Nothing large or obvious. Just a gap large enough for a body to pass and a few broken twigs to show someone recently had.

“There,” Calon pointed, and Ashley nodded a moment later as she approached.

“Good spot.” Evie nudged him as Ashley pushed her way in.

“Careful of snakes,” the ursa called back.

“Aye,” Sahm muttered. “Hate those damned things.”

“You’ll be fine,” Nette promised her brother, before slipping in behind Calon as he followed Evie into the trees.

“Do you think a snake bite would hurt me?” Clarissa asked.

Calon and Evie exchanged a look before Evie shrugged. “It might make you venomous, or something.”

“What’s the difference between venomous and poisonous?” The slime girl asked.

“If an animal is poisonous, and you bite it, you die,” Calon grinned. “If the animal is venomous, and it bites you, you die.”

“What if it’s venomous and you bite it, and you die?” Clarissa asked.

“Then it’s both,” Calon shrugged. “Do try not to get bit. Because I don’t mind how you taste and I’d rather not risk it.”

Clarissa’s green form darkened a shade, but she remained quiet as they continued. The path was tight. But it was easy to follow. A few spots here and there, Calon could see signs of life. Old boot prints, a torn piece of fabric on a stick. A strand of long hair that Ashley paused to sniff.

“Definitely two of them,” she nodded. “I don’t know enough to know genders or anything beyond the difference in scent. But there’s definitely two.”

“Heading in the right direction, then,” Calon nodded. “Should we call out to them?”

“Not yet,” Nette said from behind him. “Best-case scenario, they come out to find what we want. Worst-case scenario, they’re already dead, and what killed them is listening to see who’s coming.”

“You think they’re dead?” Evie asked from the front of the line.

“I think they haven’t come back home, despite being within walking distance,” Sahm muttered darkly.

Calon had to agree, and they trudged on. They were silent for a time. Ashley kept ahead and Calon looked up into the sky, hoping to glimpse Chrissy or Suki as they flew by. Other than the sound of the occasional beat of wings, he didn’t actually manage to spot them.

“Can you smell a camp or anything?” Nette called softly from the back.

“There’s no wind in here,” Ashley answered. “The leaves above aren’t rustling all that much. The scent I’m following is old, and only because they moved through recently.”

“More recent than three days ago?” Evie asked.

“I’m not a trained tracker,” Ashley sighed. “I just know I can smell them. Not how old the scent is, or the direction they were heading or anything else.”

“Sorry,” Evie muttered.

That wasn’t the information Calon had hoped to hear. But being able to track them at all was a bonus. Ashley might be able to track the priests and whoever else was missing later on. Suki had some skills as well. Her nose was better than any human’s, even if it wasn’t quite as good as an ursa’s.

“There’s something up ahead,” Ashley called.

“Should we spread out?” Calon asked.

“Not yet,” Ashley said in a soft tone.

They walked for a few minutes, and the trees began to break up. There was a small clearing ahead. Not large enough for Chrissy to land, but enough for a small hut to be made in the trees. It looked like young Danyel had been busy. Small trees and saplings had been cut. The branches stacked, using a pair of trees on either side. The structure would have been just big enough for a couple of adults to stand or lie down. It even had a small chimney, which made Calon think he’d built it with an idea in mind.

Beside the small hut was a patch of dirt. It had been freshly turned, like a farm plot. Only it had dozens of footprints carved through it.

“I’ll check inside, “Ashley rushed ahead.

“We should spread out,” Calon suggested.

“This looks bad,” Nette commented.

“Signs of a struggle. Look,” Sahm pointed at a scuffed area. “They fought someone.”

Calon frowned as he made his way through the clearing. A cold waft passed by as Hannah swept the trees. Calon moved in the other direction, getting behind the small hut as he checked what was behind. A covered area, with a stack of firewood. A stump, an ax and a small hand pump.

“Looks like he planned to make a go of this,” Calon sighed.

When he looked away from the hut, though. His heart sank.

“Danyel!” Calon called as he rushed over.

He’d barely made it three steps when the true horror of what he was witnessing came over him. Hannah swept in, creating mist to blind him. But it was too late.

He was there. Tied to a tree in a sitting position. His eyes were blank and glassy as his lips swelled, as his body had begun to putrefy. His brown shirt was stained darker from the blood that had run down from his slit throat. The worst of it was Chara. From the state of her dress and the footprints in the dirt around her, things…

“It’s bad,” Hannah whispered.

Calon nodded. He could hear the others coming. They’d heard him shout. Evie was the first, coming into view through the mist.

“What is it you found him?” She asked.

“You found one?” Sahm called as he waded into view with Nette behind him. “And what’s with the fog?”
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“MY BOY!” Yasmeen wailed as she charged up to the small cart. Calon saw her coming, but Sahm rushed to intercept. She threw herself against him, beating his chest with her fists. “LET ME SEE HIM!”

“It’s not–”

“I WANT TO SEE HIM!”

Sahm grimaced and stepped back. It had taken some time. With the bodies located, Sahm and Nette had remained behind with Evie. Ashley and Calon had then made their way back to the road. The shouting must have alerted Chrissy because she landed only a few moments later. Calon sent them back to tell the elder they needed to bring back two bodies. And Calon, with Sahm and the others, had been given the grim task of carrying out the bodies. The elder came himself, driving a small flat cart, pulled by a horse.

“NO!” Yasmeen collapsed as she threw off the sheet that had been covering her son. “NOOOOO!”

Calon felt the anguish in her voice. His chest hurt and his heart thudded. When he looked further down the road, he could see another familiar figure. Chara’s father. He was frozen by the side of the road. When Calon met his eyes, the old man slumped for a moment, before slowly making his way towards them.

“Two,” he muttered.

“Two,” Calon nodded.

The kangaroo-beastkin trembled and his face screwed up. “What happened?”

“We don’t know for sure,” Calon tried to ease off the question.

“Please?” the broken father begged. “I… I need to know.”

Calon swallowed and gave a nod. “We don’t know who it was. We’ll go back and track from their camp. It looks like Danyel had built a small home for him and Chara.”

“She loved him,” he sniffed. “Were they together, at least?”

Calon swallowed and sighed. “It was bad.”

He froze. Then shook his head. “They hurt her?”

“We guessed a lot from what we found,” Calon nodded. “It looks like they made him watch.”

“Oh Chara,” he sobbed.

Calon stood awkwardly between the two broken parents as Evie and Ashley hugged him from each side.

Whatever plans the merchants and travelers had were put on hold. Funerals in this part of the world weren’t put off. There wasn’t any need. The only people who knew and cared for the teens were already here. Calon and the others were invited to stay, and even Sahm didn’t have the heart to refuse them. Chara’s father, who went by the name Jurda, ended up picking a nice spot. He didn’t know about Danyel’s plan for a home, and had purchased an extra plot beside his home.

With Yasmeen’s blessing, they took the bodies to the plot, where a lovely old tree stood in the middle. At the base of that tree, Calon helped dig a pair of graves. It wasn't that he felt obligated to do so. But the people of the village took turns. This wasn’t like when they buried Sheriff Goodman. These kids were wanted. Loved. They were missed, and the town turned out to send them off the only way they could.

Yasmeen and a few of the other ladies took the bodies. Washing and dressing them, before binding them in white cloth. It was nightfall when the town gathered. Torches burned while the townsfolk sang songs. Calon felt the pain in their midst, alongside the awkwardness of their arrival. Sahm and Nette stood back, while Calon and his ladies stood to one side.

Jurda was first. He sobbed. A broken man, despite his tall stature. He hunched over, letting tears fall from his eyes as he and another beastkin helped lower his daughter into the grave, upon a wooden board. He clasped his hands and offered a muffled prayer. To whom, Calon didn’t know, but it was sincere and he shook with both grief and fury as he did so.

Yasmeen came next. She cried softly as she stroked her son’s chest. Men who looked like her family helped carry Danyel’s body. It, too, was on a wooden plank, and they lowered the teen into the grave with the same gentle care as Chara before him. After bowing her head, and offering a prayer of her own, she went over to Jurda, who was clutching his face tightly enough, the small claws at the tips of his fingers were drawing blood.

She pried his fingers free and held his hand as Elder Barnabus stepped up and stood before the open graves.

“Never would I have thought I would see the day,” he started. “Two young lives, taken from us. Well beyond their time. I remember when dear Chara first earned her legs. That bright eyed smile as she bounced along main street, with her father rushing after her.”

Jurda dropped to his knees as Yasmeen continued to support him.

“Then there was Danyel. He and his mother moved here shortly after his birth. And from the moment he saw Chara, he was determined to be her friend,” Elder Barnabus continued. “Never in my mind did I doubt that one day they would be together. But it should never have been like this. I can only ask that those before us with the power to right this wrong—do their utmost to find their killers. And bring them to justice.”

“We’ll set off first thing in the morning,” Sahm nodded solemnly.

“For now,” Elder Barnabus continued. “I invite you all to the office for a quiet drink in remembrance of our lost.”

“We should go,” Evie nudged Calon. “We can set off in the morning when everything’s quiet.”

“I don’t think they need our company tonight,” Calon agreed. “We’re strangers.”

Sahm was of the same mind. He and Nette both agreed, and they headed back to the tents for the night. A couple of the traders had watched on from where they had stopped. Nette broke off to let them know we’d stay another day or two. The killers might still be in the area, after all.
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“Sahm?” Barnabus called.

They had woken at sunrise. The funeral hadn’t gone much later than the drink. This wasn’t a wealthy town. Nor did they have the facilities to throw a party like in other places. No, it was a somber event that ended quietly, while the grieving parents were taken home by their loved ones.

“Yes, Elder?” Sahm halted their group.

After a long, quiet night. They had slept uneasily and risen early. Nobody wanted this job. But it had to be done, and getting it over with was on everyone’s mind. They’d barely had breakfast before setting off to return to the camp and look for a way to track the killers.

“If you find them,” Elder Barnabus sighed. “The killers are now responsible for three deaths.”

“They struck again?” Sahm gaped.

Barnabus frowned. “Not exactly. Jurda… We found him this morning.”

“Oh no,” Ashley covered her mouth.

Barnabus nodded. “Yasmeen has family. Her husband died, but she’s got a pair of brothers who moved into the area. Jurda… he didn’t. We found him this morning, by the graves. Noose around his neck.”

“Fuck,” Calon swore.

Sahm breathed out a long sigh. “We’ll list the cause of death in our report as grief.”

“Thank you Sahm,” Barnabus smiled thinly. “I hoped you would understand.”

As the elder turned and headed back, Calon met Sahm’s eyes. The other adventurer saw the question, even without Calon having to ask, and gave a small shrug.

“I’ll have to write a report about all this. If I say he hung himself, the church can claim his land.”

“What?” Evie gasped.

“The fuck is wrong with people?” Clarissa snarled. “Seriously, like, what the fuck?”

Sahm gave the slime girl a strange look before choosing to ignore her outburst. “That’s why we’ll state he died of grief. The church doesn’t usually interfere. Not this far north, but… well, you know how they are.”

“Yeah,” Calon sighed. “Still don’t know why they wanted Suki so bad.”

“They can’t have me.” Suki crossed her arms. “Only master gets to own me.”

“I can still pat you, though, right?” Clarissa asked.

“Of course,” Suki bounced in her step. “But if I gotta pick between getting my ears rubbed, and getting my cunt⁠—”

“SUKI!” Ashley whirled.

Suki rolled her eyes. “Sorry Mrs. Wilson.”

“That…” Ashley sighed. “No more Mrs. Wilson. Okay?”

“Mom?” Evie frowned.

“Just… call me Ashley. Okay, everyone? Just Ashley. No more Mrs. Wilson.”

Evie hurried over to the ursa and hugged her. Ashley hugged back before kissing Evie’s cheek.

“I’m still gonna call you mom though,” Evie smiled.

Ashley sighed softly. “I think I can handle that.”
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Calon stood inside the small hut. The meager belongings were scattered about. Uneaten food stamped on and mushed into the ground. Chara had, in fact, brought food. They hadn’t planned on staying long. This was likely a test outing to see how it all went. A small bed lay nearby. Just big enough for two people to curl up together. The fire had burned out and there was no sign of a cooking pot. Either they hadn’t brought one, or it had been taken by whoever came through.

There was very little that Calon could find that was evidence of anything beyond some dirty footprints. When he finally gave up and stepped outside, the others were milling about. They weren’t doing much. Just checking the area for anything of interest, while Suki, Hannah, and Ashley did the real work. Even Chrissy was sticking around, keeping an eye on everyone.

What nobody had been expecting was for Hannah to wash in through the trees and reform into herself before Calon.

“They’re waiting back at the road,” she sighed.

“At the road?” Calon frowned.

“We followed the tracks. Whoever it was came from near the town. Curved around to find the teens here. From the angle, it doesn’t look like they had been intentionally targeted. And then when they left, they rejoined the road and kept moving. Whoever it was, they’re long gone from here.

“Fuck,” Sahm swore and shook his head.

“They could be anywhere,” Calon muttered. “What are we going to tell Yasmeen?”

“The truth,” Evie sighed. “We tell her the truth.”

Calon sighed. She was right. This whole situation was just awful. Finding out those responsible had left was just another layer to add. It wasn’t their fault. The teens were dead long before they arrived. Likely before anyone realized there was an actual problem as well. With nothing for it, they took one last pass over the camp and made their way back to town.

Understandably, their information wasn’t received well. The funeral for Chara’s father had barely wrapped up. The town was in mourning twice over. Loss of an old family hit hard to a small place like this. Elder Barnabus had to hold Yasmeen as she once again broke down. The news was particularly rough for her, since she had spent most of the night with Jurda, keeping him company in his own grief.

In the end, all they could do was promise to do what they could before letting the travelers and merchants know they were going to continue moving. The mood was somber as they packed the wagon. The only one who seemed keen to move was the horse. Bored with being tied up for two days, he was ready and happy to start hauling once more.

“Ashley,” Calon turned to the ursa, sitting in the back.

“Yes Calon? What is it?”

“Keep… an eye out, or… a nose out, I guess. If you smell those responsible, I want you to tell me,” Calon told her.

“I’ll do that. I’m not sure how many there were. But I know one of them smelled like those… those beastkin back home on the farm,” she sighed.

“Their elder said some had headed north,” Calon muttered. “I hope he doesn’t mind us killing them.”

“He said he wouldn’t harbor fugitives,” Evie reminded him.

Calon nodded. “Hopefully, it won’t come to that. I don’t even know if we’ll find them again. But if we do… We’ll handle it.”

“That… that’s something else,” Ashley mumbled. “I… I saw what happened. To that poor girl.”

“So did I,” Calon frowned as he steered the wagon north.

“I can’t let that happen. It was bad enough knowing it could happen to anyone, but… my girls…” Ashley sighed. “I need to be stronger, Calon.”

Calon stiffened for a moment. Then glanced back and saw the nervous look on Ashley’s face. “You know what that means, right?”

Ashley nodded. “Not… not right away. But… if something happened. Something goes wrong, and I could have helped if I had been just a bit stronger. I’d never forgive myself. And the only cost to me for getting that strength…” she looked up and gave him a nervous smile. “Is… to be with a rather handsome young man.”

“Oh my god, suck his fucking dick already,” Clarissa huffed from back in the wagon.

“Way to kill the mood, Clarissa,” Suki growled.

“I wouldn’t be opposed to that,” Ashley said a moment later.

Calon swallowed nervously. Before turning back to the road with a nod. “Right. Need to concentrate.”

“Do that,” Evie whispered as she leaned in close. “And remember that I can sense how much you want to fuck her.”

“Evie,” Calon groaned.

“She’s nervous,” Evie continued in a whisper. “So be good to her.”


Chapter Twelve




“Mom?”

Ashley jerked and looked over at Chrissy and Evie. She hadn’t even noticed them approach. Lagging behind the wagon, she had been enjoying her walk, while Nette and Sahm had kept their distance.

“Sorry,” she smiled at Evie. “I was miles away.”

“Thinking about tonight?” Chrissy asked.

Ashley blushed, and didn’t respond. Evie was perched on the griffin’s back, riding along to keep up with the wagon. There was room for them to have curled up inside, but it was stuffy and nice to get out for a stretch now and then. Especially to give Hannah a chance to rest, since she would be the one watching their camp at night.

“I’m nervous,” Ashley admitted. “He looks so much like his father. Part of me just wants to kiss him and the rest of me is terrified I’ll wake up one day to an empty bed like before.”

“Oh, shit.” Evie slipped off Chrissy’s back and hugged her mother. “I’m sorry, mom. I never thought of it like that.”

“I’m okay,” Ashley sniffed as she accepted Evie’s hug. “It’s just been a very long time since I’ve seriously considered a man before.”

“You haven’t gotten laid in that long?” Evie asked.

Ashley sighed. “Once or twice. But… not since you two hit your teens.”

“Damn…” Chrissy sighed. “I haven’t gone a week since…” she glanced at Evie, who winked.

“We’ve been pretty active,” Evie admitted. “Even back home.”

“I know.” Ashley blushed and gave both of them a smile. “So we’re on the same page. The last person I was with wasn’t a man, either.”

“Seriously?” Evie bounced. “Who?”

“Remember that, babysitter?” Ashley smiled slightly. “She moved on when she finished her degree, but… well, let’s say we left on good terms.”

“Damn,” Evie giggled. “Mommy’s got game.”

“Oh gods,” Ashley giggled and swatted Evie’s arm. “Don’t call me mommy. Not while discussing these things.”

“Would it be better if I called you mommy instead?” Chrissy asked.

Ashley glared at the griffon, only earning herself a pair of giggles. “You’re both terrible.”

“Probably,” Evie skipped alongside her mother. “But we’re a good distraction from whatever it is on your mind.”

Ashley rolled her eyes. Truthfully, Evie was entirely right. She did need the distraction. At least, until now, when she realized she could get a few answers straight. “What’s he like?”

“You mean during sex?” Evie asked.

Ashley nodded slowly. “I’ve… seen the things he does to Suki.”

“Don’t think about that too much,” Chrissy growled. “That furry little toy of his, lives the life of her dreams.”

“He’s just so rough with her,” Ashley sighed. “It’s hard to think about sometimes. She’s tiny!”

“And the only reason she hasn’t ripped his throat out with teeth and claws is because she’s deliriously happy,” Evie sighed. “Trust me. I’m a succubus. I can literally smell sexual tension. From the moment she opens those big, beautiful eyes of hers to the moment she closes them to sleep. Just about the only thing on her mind is whether or not she could sneak in a few minutes with her master.”

“But he hurts her, doesn’t he?” Ashley pointed out.

“Yup,” Chrissy nodded. “And she likes it.”

“She says she does–”

“She does,” Evie interrupted. “It makes her excited. Seriously, this was a whole thing when he first summoned her. She literally dragged him off into the woods and laid her feelings out so he understood exactly what she wanted.”

“She wants to be hurt?” Ashley frowned with concern.

“No,” Chrissy snorted. “She wants to experience life to the fullest.”

“Suki wasn’t raised like you raised us,” Evie continued. “You loved us, nurtured us, and cared for us. Suki was pushed to achieve. She didn’t get love and affection, only pushed to do more, work harder and be more than she ever was.”

“That’s not healthy,” Ashley pointed out.

“It’s not, you’re right,” Evie nodded. “But then, she got summoned. And not just in some random happenstance. She was summoned to a magical world by the guy she’d been fawning after. The fact she was furry and cute just made that better. She absolutely thrives on affection, from the tiniest smile, to the way Calon rubs her ears at night.”

“She’s been shifted from a life where she was pushed to achieve at all costs, to a life where she’s loved and nurtured like she has never been before. But that part of her, that works hard to be the best no matter what, is entirely directed towards pleasing Calon. She’s completely and utterly devoted to him in every way.”

“Someone should talk to her,” Ashley frowned. “That can’t be healthy either.”

“Probably not,” Evie admitted. “But that’s assuming that Calon is some bastard taking advantage of her. And he’s not. He loves her almost as much as she loves him. And I’m saying almost, only because that little psycho would cut my throat in my sleep if she thought I’d hurt him.”

“She’d rip your still beating heart out through your ass and take a bite out of it just to show you,” Chrissy snorted.

“She’s terrifying when she’s angry,” Evie giggled. “Imagine all the stealthiness and quick reflexes of a cat. Then make that cat a highly intelligent being with opposable thumbs, and what you have left is still not as terrifying as Suki could be when her master is threatened.”

“What we’re trying to say, Ashley,” Chrissy pulled their attention. “Is that Suki is where she is, because she wants to be. There is nothing any of us can say or do that will change that, and trying will probably get you bitten.”

“She did bite me,” Ashley nodded.

“Either way. She and Calon have their own thing.” Evie shook her head. “When he’s with me, he’s very different.”

“Not by much when you’re in your sex kitten mode,” Chrissy snorted.

“Sex kitten mode?” Ashley gave her daughter a strange look.

“It’s related to my mana, but I can turn it on whenever,” Evie shrugged. “Basically, if I run out of mana, my instincts take over, and since I’m a summoned succubus, he’s my target.”

“You attack him?” Ashley frowned.

“I did the first time,” Evie admitted. “But… he did something, and now, instead of being all femdommy, I… I get real submissive.”

“Some days, I still feel like this is all a dream,” Ashley muttered. “Other times, a nightmare.”

“No, she’s in the wagon sleeping,” Evie giggled. “But if you’re referring to the sex, Calon is… well, he’s Calon. If you want it hard, he can do that.”

“He can also be extremely gentle and loving,” Chrissy added in. “We have our moments together, and… it’s nice that he cares so much.”

“If you’re nervous about it,” Evie smiled at her mother. “We can talk to him.”

“No,” Ashley shook her head. “It’s bad enough we’re going to sharing a man. But… well, I’d like for at least this part of our lives to remain separate.”

“That’s probably for the best,” Evie nodded.

“Just remember that Suki will probably ask to join you,” Chrissy grinned. “She’s his favorite for a reason.”
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“It’s been years since I have come this far north,” Hannah whispered.

“Good afternoon,” Calon turned and kissed the terrifying woman.

She moaned softly, accepting the affection as Suki pouted, as if jealous. Truthfully, though, she’d been getting affection all day. Curled up beside her master, she’d been keeping an eye and a nose out for danger. Clarissa was in the back of the wagon playing with her stuffed cat, while Evie, Ashley, and Chrissy came and went. Preferring to get in exercise where they could.

“Well, do you remember anything? Because it’s going to be dark soon and there hasn’t been anywhere to stop,” Calon pointed out.

“I believe the next town should be coming up,” Hannah frowned in confusion. “From memory, they should have a hotel.”

“Really?” Calon looked at the nightmare. “They had hotels this far back?”

“North Pine?” Suki sat up. “I did an assignment on it at school once.”

“I always feel like I’m behind on these things,” Calon shook his head.

“Dad always pushed me to work harder, so I got carried away. We were learning about the gold rush. They built the North Pine Hotel to accommodate the miners traveling to and from the gold fields at Gympie.”

“Gympie,” Calon sighed. “I hope we’re not going that far.”

“We’ll find out tonight,” Suki shrugged. “But they built the hotel in eighteen-seventy-two, so hopefully the same happened here.”

“It’s fascinating listening to you talk about this world in the historical context,” Hannah chuckled. “I’d have thought you mad, had I not known better.”

“So would we,” Calon pointed out as he continued to drive onward.

Like before, there was a trail of merchants following them. A few heading the opposite direction as well. Calon was interested to notice not all of them were human. Some of them even looked like they had done well for themselves. What didn’t make Calon particularly happy, was how many of them were armed.

Calon had noticed, even in Brisbane, how many people carried weapons. But while those in Brisbane appeared to have them on hand. The people further north seemed to be twitchy with hands close to their weapons at the sight of a stranger. More than a few had given Calon a nervous nod as he’d passed by, and a few more had refused eye contact all together. Strangely, it was the human travelers who were the most likely to look away.

Which was on Calon’s mind, as the road made a hard turn around a collection of large rocks. Through the trees, the view was obscured and Calon had to think about whether this would make a good ambush point. It prevented people from seeing ahead, and would leave them vulnerable if unsavory types were in the forest. What it also did was completely obscure an approaching carriage and its guards.

Calon was looking ahead, as he steered wide. Only for a horse to appear, not quite galloping, but still moving far quicker than it should have been, considering the circumstances. The rider, a human man in armor made of interlocking metal plates, went wide eyed at the sudden appearance of a wagon in his way. He snapped the reins to one side, which caused his horse to misstep. The poor creature, thrown off balance, twisted its ankle.

There was a horrible snap, before the horse screamed and went down in a plume of dust, right as a wagon burst into view from behind the horse. This, too, was being driven by a man in armor. He saw the rider ahead fall, and was already hauling back on the reins. Unlike Calon’s single horse, this wagon was drawn by a team of four. The wagon began to slide as Calon did his best to get out of the way.

With the speeding wagon going wide, Calon cut up the middle. And to his dismay, it wasn’t quite enough. The front left wheel of the speeding wagon cut too close, slipping between the front left wheel of Calon’s wagon. The impact threw Calon forward, tipping out of the seat, before the sound of crunching wood and screaming horses filled the air.

Calon hit the ground as his wagon lurched. With the wheel snapped off, the weight of it came down. He felt the weight only for a moment, before he found himself trapped. Pinned by a section of the axle, wedged in the dirt, pinning his arm against the ground at the same time.

“CALON!” Suki was screaming.

“ATTACK!” someone roared.

All Calon could do was wriggle. He could breathe. And nothing was broken. The axle had left a bruise, and he was pinned, but unharmed. Instead of worrying for himself, Calon looked around. Men in armor were forming up. Several horses had charged into view. An arrow skipped off the dirt beside his head as someone shot at him.

“HOLD YOUR FIRE!” Sahm’s voice roared.

“FIREBALL!” another shouted.

Calon’s eyes went wide. That wasn’t Evie’s voice. He spotted a figure. Stumbling out of the back of the crashed wagon. He was middle-aged, wearing a cloak, and carrying a staff. He looked straight out of some fantasy video game as he threw a whirling ball of flame. Calon watched it whisk through the air as Chrissy and Evie charged into view. Calon froze in horror. The ladies saw it coming. Chrissy’s eyes went wide in shock. Evie’s mouth opened as she let out a scream.

And a massive, fur-covered Ursa shoved them aside. Ashley’s pained roar echoed in Calon’s ears as the flames soaked into her fur. She didn’t seem to be bothered by it, dropping onto all fours and charging the spellcaster. Several armed men rushed over to help, but they were too late to stop her.

Ashley hit the mage like a linebacker. The man was likely dead even before her teeth found his neck. The impact snapped him around her shoulder before she thrashed him from side to side. His body fell limp and his limbs flailed lifelessly as she roared her fury to the world.

None of the armed men could do anything as they got closer. She batted and swatted at them, all the while continuing to thrash the spellcaster’s corpse.

“CALON!” Sahm was yelling. “CALL HER OFF!”

“Sahm!” Calon yelled.

“MASTER!” Suki screeched as she dropped to the ground. “HELP!” She screamed. “HE’S HURT! MASTER IS HURT!”

“Calon!” Chrissy turned and spotted him.

Her face twisted in horror, and Evie spotted it just as he did. Chrissy’s face changed, altered and her lips expanded as her rage activated. A deafening scream tore out, causing everyone but Ashley to freeze in place. And then there were two monsters tearing into the armed soldiers.

“It’s okay, master!” Suki sobbed. “I’m here!”

“Help me out!” Calon didn’t want to snap, but she was pawing at him like she thought he was dying. “I’m okay! I’m just pinned!”

“Fuck!” Sahm grunted as he slid in the dirt. “You okay?”

“Fine!” Calon snapped. “Get me out!”

“NETTE! EVIE! Fucking everyone who can hear me. You’re all fucking dead unless we get him out!”

“Who the fuck are you?” someone shouted.

“Magistrate, now do as you’re fucking told!” Sahm ordered.

Calon watched as several people ran over. The guards who were fighting Ashley and Chrissy were not doing well. Several of them were dead or too badly injured to move. The rest were trying to space themselves out. Ashley looked horrifying, with her fur smoldering and smoke wafting around her head and shoulders. Chrissy had forgone her spear and crossbow, using the claws on her feet to rend flesh from bone as she grabbed and bit down on the first soldier she reached.

“They’re killing my men!” an armored soldier snapped.

“They’re summons!” Sahm snarled. “They won’t stop, because you fucking idiots hurt their summoner!”

The soldier looked down, seeing Calon as if in a new light. Then he drew his sword. Calon’s eyes went wide as the soldier drew back to kill him. That was it. He was going to die. The soldier would kill him. Then everyone else would die. Evie, Chrissy, Suki, Hannah, Clarissa and Ashley.

“HEY!”

A green jet flew out of the wagon, catching the soldier’s arm as he stabbed down. Calon gasped as the tip of the sword dug into the ground. Before Clarissa pulled hard. The soldier slammed face first into the wagon. His eyes glazed and his body fell limp, before that same green arm flung the soldier away.

More of the slime girl spilled out, pooling beside the wagon, before a long strand shot off into the trees.

“Someone grab the idiot!” She snapped.

Suki’s claws dug into Calon’s shoulder a moment before a terrified looking Evie took his hand. Clarissa didn’t wait a moment. She could exert huge amounts of force with her body. Like a pneumatic press, she tried to close the gap between the wagon and the trees. It wasn’t quite the right angle, but Calon felt the pressure on his arm lessen before Evie and Suki started to pull.

“Should I berserk?” Calon called.

“No!” Evie grunted. “Fucking help us!”

“I’m here!” Nette appeared, slipping underneath. She dug her hands under the axle and started digging to shift the soil even further.

When Sahm came around and took Calon’s hand with Evie, the combined strength of them finally managed to wrench Calon free.

He was dragged clear before twisting free of his rescuers. His hand hurt, but Calon paid it no mind as he rolled to his hands and knees.

“STOP!” Calon roared, pushing himself upright. “ASHLEY! CHRISSY! STOP!”

He charged over. Chrissy was biting down on the arm of a man who was screaming, while Ashley had sunk her claws into the chest of another. The armor was split down the middle, while the man desperately battered at the ursa with a broken sword. But at the sound of his voice, Ashley froze.

Calon saw the moment she came back to reality. Chrissy did not. He continued running. Before throwing himself onto the griffon’s back. Chrissy let out a screech and threw the soldier aside. Her wings beat and the two of them shot into the air.

“CHRISSY!” Calon yelled. “CHRISSY I’M OKAY!”

Chrissy let out a scream and then went limp in the air. It was only for a moment. But they hadn’t gotten very high. Calon clung to her as Chrissy woke up. And the two of them crashed into the trees. Calon felt the world spin as Chrissy screamed in pain. Before suddenly hitting the ground.

He lay there. Unable to breathe for several moments. His body ached, and there was a window blinking in front of his eyes.

Summon: Chrissy Smith, has died.

“Chrissy,” Calon choked, before reaching out for her. “Chrissy!”

“Calon!” Evie’s voice echoed.

He tried to move to her. He was still. Laying on the ground, twisted and broken. He had to reach her. To save her. But… he wasn’t moving. Calon coughed and tasted blood.

“CALON!” Evie’s voice came again.

Before Suki appeared in his vision.

“Master!” Suki gasped, before looking up at Chrissy’s still form. “No…”

“Ch…” Calon’s vision started going dim. “Chrissy.”
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“CHRISSY!” Calon jolted upright, only to find himself sitting on a stretcher.

Still blinking in his vision was that awful notification.

Summon: Chrissy Smith, has died.

“Calon?” an unfamiliar voice called.

Calon whirled and spotted a young woman. Teens, maybe fifteen years old. She looked… rather average. A little shorter than Calon, with brown hair and a distant sort of gaze like she had seen things she shouldn’t have as she fiddled with a pearl necklace. Though she looked relieved to see him, sticking her head through the flap of a tent he was laid up in. Alone too, looking like there had been other stretchers that had been removed.

“MOVE!” Suki’s voice snapped, before the familiar sight of Suki pushed between the teen girl’s legs.

“Careful!” the girl held up her hand. “Ian did what he could, but he might still be in pain.”

Calon grunted as Suki ignored all of that and threw herself onto his chest. She clung to him and let out a wail of anguish. Burying her face into his chest, she sobbed as Calon held her close.

“I’m okay,” Calon told the girl. “Where are my friends?”

“They… they were burying the griffon.”

Calon flinched, then gave a small nod. “If I get up? Are you doing to stop me?”

The teen gave a small sigh, then shook her head, and stepped out of view. Calon held Suki for a few moments. She was genuinely distraught. Every time she looked up at him, she broke down in fresh tears and clung to him once more. All Calon could do was slowly get up before checking to make sure he was still dressed. He still wore the clothes he had from earlier. Dirt covered, grimy, but otherwise whole.

When he pushed out of the tent, it was a whole different world. The girl who had checked on him was walking between tents. There were beastkin seated about. The day was almost over and the sun was a faint glow on the horizon. A fire burned in the middle of the camp and Calon realized all at once that this was some kind of field hospital.

“What is this place?” Calon asked as he approached the girl.

“This is… well, it started as a camp,” the girl straightened. “We came here, to this world after… Well, that doesn’t matter. Ian thinks this place is an afterlife, but of which one, we aren’t sure. But where there are sick and injured, Ian will heal in the name of Rao.”

“Rao?” Calon frowned.

“Our patron god,” she smiled. “I’m Ingrid, by the way. Ian… I think he’s with your friends. Head that way, you’ll spot them,” she gestured over her shoulder.

Calon nodded, before shifting Suki in his arms. She was trembling softly, but no longer crying. He held her close and headed in the direction indicated. Several beastkin eyed him warily, before Calon spotted a few familiar looking men. One of them glared angrily at Calon, before spitting on the ground as he passed by.

As the camp broke up, Calon could see out by a set of trees. A rather tall man, with a battered bronze cap, standing beside Ashley. She had her arms crossed and was shaking her head. With them was Hannah, Clarissa and Evie, before a mound of earth that…

“Chrissy,” Calon sighed.

The tall man noticed him first. He glanced back, frowning at Calon. Up close, Calon could see he was heavily scarred. As if burned in a fire long ago.

“The god’s smile favorably upon you, friend,” he nodded. “May Rao be with you.”

“Calon!” Evie turned and threw herself at him. Calon caught her, and she cried against his shoulder as Ashley turned to watch. She moved slowly, and Calon could see she was still burned.

“Now that he is awake, will you allow me to heal you?” the tall man, who must be Ian, asked.

“You didn’t heal her?” Calon asked the tall man.

“She wouldn’t allow it while you were unconscious,” he replied.

“Dammit, Ashley!” Calon snarled, before seeing the look on her face. “Dammit…”

She let out a whimper before she too joined the hug. Ian let out a sigh and stepped closer, before bowing his head as if in prayer. “I beseech you Rao. I beg once more for your power to heal the pains of this woman, so that she may fight once more for her family.”

There was a soft glow that emanated from the man, and Ashley let out a whimper before her grip around the three of them tightened. They clung together, while Clarissa and Hannah watched on. Ian took a respectful step back, where he waited in silence.

“Please Calon?” Evie begged softly. “Bring her back?”

“Resurrection magic?” Ian mused. “I lack the materials to do so.”

“It’s not quite resurrection,” Calon frowned. “And… Ingrid, she said she came from somewhere else?”

“My apprentice,” Ian bowed his head in acknowledgement. “We… died. And woke up here in this world.”

“We did the same thing,” Calon nodded. “I came from a different version of this world.”

“You did?” Ian tilted his head. “Not your companions?”

“That’s more complicated,” Calon sighed. “I’ll show you.”

He cleared his throat. “Revive, Chrissy Smith.”

Confirmed!

Reviving: Chrissy Smith

Ian’s eyes went wide for a moment as the familiar portal opened before him. He stepped back, giving more room as Evie pressed a kiss between Calon’s eyes and threw herself at the gateway, as a familiar figure stepped out.

Chrissy swept Evie into her arms, pulling her into a firm kiss. Ian gaped for a moment before smiling widely and bowing his head once more.

“Your time is not now. Go forward with purpose,” he intoned.

Chrissy frowned and looked at him with a bemused expression. “I thought priests didn’t like us monsters?”

“I…” Ian frowned. “I’m a cleric.”

“He’s from another world,” Calon came to Chrissy’s aid as he stepped up and hugged her.

“Calon,” Chrissy sighed and hugged him, too.

They all bundled together. Even Clarissa and Hannah came to join them this time. Calon found himself crushed between his two largest lovers, with Suki still clinging to his chest, and everyone else jammed in between. At least until Hannah had enough and slipped out, taking Clarissa with her.

“So what happened?” Calon asked as they slowly broke away. “And where are we?”

“A little ways south of North Pine,” Ian informed the group.

“After… the attack,” Evie huffed. “We gathered up what we could, while Sahm and Nette took care of the others. We brought a few with us, but you were the worst injured.”

“I am glad Rao saw fit to heal you,” Ian smiled. “I felt a need and sent Ingrid to the road to collect you. You were close to death when you arrived.”

“You landed on a small tree. It went right through Chrissy and broke off.” Evie leaned into the griffon once more. “You landed on the stump and it went into your side. We weren’t sure you were going to live,” she started to cry again.

Calon leaned in, hugging her between Chrissy and himself.

“Ian!” Ingrid’s voice called out. “We’ve got more coming!”

“If you’ll excuse me,” the tall cleric stepped past before hurrying back to the camp.

Calon ignored him for now. Instead, he focused on his lovers, holding them tightly in place.


Chapter Thirteen




“So what actually happened?” Chrissy asked.

Calon sat beside the griffon. Curled into her side, she lazily draped an arm around his shoulder. Suki was with him too, perched on his lap. She was there for his comfort. A silent companion, offering herself to him for head pats, or simple proximity to love. Evie curled up on the opposite side, leaning on Chrissy, while Clarissa, Ashley and Hannah rested before them.

After healing Chrissy’s revival and Ian’s exit, Ingrid had brought them to a large tent. It wasn’t much. Just a space to lie down and some bedrolls. More than they apparently had already.

“Sahm and Nette stayed behind,” Ashley spoke in a soft tone. “After… after everything went wrong, they took control of the mercenaries that survived the attack.”

“Mercenaries?” Calon frowned. “They were guarding that wizard, weren’t they?”

“The wizard was apparently their leader,” Ashley shuddered. “Their client survived the attack, but requested help to get back to Brisbane. Sahm and Nette stayed behind to patch up the wagon and escort them south to safety. Then they’ll come back up.”

“So we’re stuck here for a few days,” Calon grumbled before putting an arm around Suki. “What about this place?”

“Best we can tell, it’s a field hospital,” Evie sighed. “He was telling the truth. Ian, that is. They woke up, set up a camp, stumbled across someone needing healing and never left.”

“He’s needed that badly?” Calon frowned.

“There’s a lot of conflict up here,” Hannah huffed. “Humans and beastkin alike. Even a few monsters if they play nice.”

“He heals monsters?” Calon brightened.

“Well,” Hannah chuckled darkly. “He heals those who deserve it. I’ve never seen magic like his before. He has a way to tell if someone is trouble. If that someone turns out to be worse than a monster, well…” She grinned. “He’s good with a hammer.”

“It glows,” Evie nodded.

“Holy, but… not,” Hannah agreed. “It’s strange. The light it emitted felt… uncomfortable, but it didn’t actually harm me. More like a warning. Very different from the magic used by the local priests.”

“Makes sense if he worships a different god,” Calon shrugged.

“Like a Buddhist or something?” Clarissa asked.

“Rao,” Calon recalled. “Definitely not Buddhist, but… well, I don’t know from where, but… If you’re listening, Rao. Thank you. Ian saved my life.” Calon chuckled to himself and shook his head. “So now what?”

“We’re not going anywhere,” Suki pointed out. “Maybe you could do some healing?”

Calon glanced around, seeing the looks on everyone’s faces. “Y’know what? That’s not a bad idea.”

[image: ]



“Character Sheet,” Calon muttered to himself.

Name:

Calon Wilson

Class:

Summoner

Level:

10 (750/4000)

Perks:

5

Mana:

3/60

Skills:

Heal 2- Repairs targeted injury - 5 mana* **

*Repeated casting over major injury will stack effect.

**Chance to remove status effect

Revive 2 - Fallen summon is returned with no mana - 15 mana

Soft Touch 2 - Cast over time, moderately removes status effects - 1 mana per second Buff - Doubles power of summon’s next attack - 5 mana

Berserk - Double strength, mass and size at the cost of intelligence - 15 mana*

*Additional 15 mana for each minute of skill usage

Drain - Killing replenishes mana instantly*

*This is a passive skill and is active at all times.

Summons:

Evie-Rae Wilson - Succubus

Chrissy Smith - Griffon*

*Royal

Suki Shio - Neko

Clarissa Walker - Slime

Hannah - Nightmare

Ashley Wilson - Ursa

Current Quest:

Discover the whereabouts of the clergy members in the north. Rewards may vary

Other Quest:

None.

“What’s a character sheet?” Ian asked, before blinking in surprise.

“That’s a character sheet,” Calon chuckled.

“Rao provides,” Ian nodded. “Would Ingrid have access to this?”

“She probably has her own,” Calon nodded. “I don’t know if there’s a way to see anyone else’s. The people native to this world don’t seem to have character sheets.”

“I’ll talk to her about it later then,” Ian nodded, before frowning softly. “How… how do you make it go away?”

“Oh,” Calon laughed. “Just… sorta poke at it, and then swish it to one side.”

Calon had gotten the movement down to a flick of his hand, similar to waving off a fly on a hot day. Watching Ian do a strange pointed gestured and slash his hand off to one side like he was backhanding a pickpocket… Well, Calon had to stifle a laugh, even if Ian seemed to make it work for him.

“Just be careful. The system in place here, it… doesn’t take into account the context of the situation. You got a tutorial, didn’t you?”

“Never completed it,” Ian grunted. “We haven’t gotten to the nearest town yet. Though they’ve sent a few people out to ask if we would.”

“North Pine?” Calon asked.

Ian nodded. “And some… Narangba place.”

“That’s even further,” Calon muttered. “Still, I’m glad I could help where I could. My mana’s out, though, so I think I should stop.”

“Yes, it’s strange to see how this… works,” Ian nodded to himself. “Where I come from, you could only use a certain number of slots in a day before resting. Now it’s attached to a numerical system. Very strange.”

“Right,” Calon frowned, wondering if this was some Gaols’n’Drakes reference. Hopefully, there wasn’t some crazed bastard missing his favorite characters.

“Ian!” Ingrid’s voice called. “One of the visitors brought down a pig. They’re bringing it in for a feast!”

Ian smiled softly and gave a nod. “Good eating.”

“Good eating,” Calon agreed.

The two of them made their way outside. It was midafternoon. The sun was still up and the lines for healing came and went. Calon had helped out where he could. His skills worked, but were less practical than whatever Ian did. Ian’s ability to heal seemed almost tailored to the injury he was presented with. Whether a broken bone, a bad cut or a painful burn, he’d offer a prayer and the wound would heal.

By comparison, Calon took on the simpler healing. Restoring status effects that weren’t life threatening, or intervening faster than Ian could when a severely injured woman came in. Her story was that she had fallen and impaled herself on a stick, similar to what had happened to Calon. But the shape of the cut, and how clean it was, made him think it was more likely a knife wound. However, Ian didn’t question it. He seemed to know there was more going on than what was being said, but he didn’t stop Calon from touching the woman and doing what he could.

And now, in the afternoon sun, Calon found himself amidst a busy little camp. Most of those here were either walking wounded, or family and friends of those who were wounded. It also apparently made a nice rest stop for those who hadn’t quite made it to North Pine, or those who didn’t want to visit for whatever reason. Even a few of the traders that had followed Calon had pulled in to stay. A few more, like the annoying couple, had continued north, leaving the rest behind.

Joining him outside was Suki. She hadn’t wanted to stay in the tent where Calon had been healing. The smell of blood and death had gotten to her. Not everyone that got this far lived. A sizable cemetery was growing out the back. Home to a few dozen, including Chrissy’s old corpse.

True to Ingrid’s words, a team of hunters appeared. One of them had a bandage around his hip. The red patch clearly from the wound he’d come here for. But something that wasn’t pressing enough to stop him from hunting, going by his smile. Over his shoulder was a thick branch, and hanging from it was a wild pig. A big boar, with long tusks and a cut throat.

They set about hanging the creature and cleaning it nearby the large fire in the center of the camp. Which was when Suki gave him a nudge.

“Come on Master. You need a bath.”

“That bad?” Calon frowned.

Suki gave a small nod and led him back towards the tent they were staying in. It wasn’t much. There, they met up with the rest of the ladies, who had been in the middle of a conversation. They brightened, seeing Calon walk in and the conversation quickly turned to bathing. It turned out that just south of North Pine was a river, and that was only a short walk from where they already were. It would be salt water, this close to the ocean, but it would be nice to bathe properly.

As one, the ladies grouped together and left Calon rolling his eyes as they marched him back out of the tent. He ended up taking a rest on Chrissy’s back. Riding along while the others chatted and walked. Calon was tired after the long day. It wasn’t just exhaustion from depleting his mana, but the mental exhaustion that went into trying to fix so many people’s problems. From small cuts and bruises to life-threatening injuries, Calon had been careful not to expend himself needlessly. But there were so many who needed healing and so few capable of doing so magically.

“This looks like a good spot,” Evie announced.

Calon blinked. He’d drifted off for a moment there. The comfortable swaying of Chrissy’s hips had lulled him into a trance. They were making their way through a less used trail and the river itself was ahead of them. Thick mangroves covered the area, but the mud here was hard packed and solid to walk on.

Chrissy made her way down the bank and came to a stop by the water’s edge. “It’s not the cleanest, but it’ll be better than sharing a bucket back at the tent.”

“It doesn’t stink either,” Suki pointed out.

“Probably all the chemicals and sewerage and shit,” Chrissy muttered. “They don’t have any of that here.”

“We’re also pretty close to the ocean,” Calon pointed out. “Nothing around here would last long before being swept out.”

“That too,” Suki nodded.

“Do we need to worry about crocodiles or something?” Ashley frowned. “Did they ever used to come this far south?”

“Not really,” Suki shrugged. “It’s not impossible, just unlikely.”

“How unlikely?” Ashley asked.

Suki giggled. “There was a crocodile shot in the Logan River in nineteen-oh-five.”

“Wonderful,” Ashley sighed.

“More likely there are bull sharks, though,” Suki pointed out. “Crocs aren’t a problem, but those sharks have been in this river since there were dinosaurs for them to hunt.”

“Is that supposed to make me feel better?” Ashley asked.

“Look.” Calon pointed to a section of the bank that curved in. “That’s a shallow. It’ll be nice to sit in, and you can see the bottom. No sharks, not crocs.”

Ashley deflated a little, while Suki giggled mischievously. The rest of the ladies shuffled over, taking Calon with them as he sat perched on Chrissy’s back. Here, he was finally able to dismount and then stood awkwardly by as his ladies began to strip down around him. Clarissa was already nude, choosing to not bother with clothing, over shaping herself to look clothed when in human form. Suki was next, shoving down the small skirt she liked to wear.

Hannah’s lithe form was next, vanishing the clothing she wore, reminding Calon that the darkness itself was what she wore. Evie was next, pulling her outfit off with a grin, before turning to help Chrissy, who appreciated a hand, with all the extra straps and ties she needed for her custom fitting outfit.

Which left Calon to glance at Ashley. She stared at him for a long moment. Before turning her back. She wore a top that she yanked up over her head. Beneath it, she wasn’t wearing a bra, the same as Evie. The long skirt she wore came next. With a wiggle of her hips, Calon swallowed nervously as her ass came into view.

“Here master,” Suki made him jump as she snuck up on him. “Let me help.”

Calon just stood there while Ashley glanced over her shoulder and made her way to the water. Evie worked the front of his pants open and giggled as his erection dropped out.

“You looked worked up, master,” Suki smiled up at him.

“You would be too, if you were surrounded by all these beautiful naked women,” Calon grunted.

“I’d lick any cunt here,” Suki purred. “But what really gets me wet is thinking about you.”

“Bad kitty.” Calon shook his head.

“Yes, I am,” she agreed as Calon continued to strip down.

He followed down last. The ladies were sitting on the bank. Getting their legs wet in the water. It wasn’t too cold. The shallows had warmed in the sun and Calon lay down, with his legs in the water, as Suki took her usual spot, perched between his legs. Only now, with his cock trapped between her ass cheeks.

The ladies talked. Calon dozed. The sun was warm, but it didn’t last. The sun moved across and began to filter through the trees. Before clouds gradually rolled overhead. It was nice to just lay there. Not think about things. Nicer still, when it was declared that someone would help him bathe. Calon was dragged further into the water with a laugh, before finding both Evie and Suki scrubbing him down, using handfuls of grit to exfoliate his skin. It was odd, but it worked, and Calon let them go for it.

Until finally, he felt a pair of lips press against his cheek. “We’re going to start heading back,” Evie whispered.

“Cool,” Calon groaned. “You all going?”

“Some of us are staying,” Evie giggled.

Calon smirked. He knew what that meant. He listened as they began to make their way off. Suki made it obvious she wasn’t staying when she pressed a kiss to his lips on the way out. Surprisingly, so did Clarissa. Calon made a note to spend some more time with the slime girl. She needed more affection, and he’d been distracted lately.

For now, though, Calon lay on the bank of the river as a cool breeze wafted through. The smell of salt was on the air, and a single drop of rain struck his chest. Someone moved in the water. A soft, feminine grunt reached his ears, and then he heard footsteps as she approached.

Calon had his eyes shut. He wasn’t sure which of them stayed. Hannah or Evie, by his guess. Since Suki and Chrissy were definitely gone. A warm hand touched his stomach, and Calon grinned to himself as she stroked his skin.

Calon’s erection grew, and the fingers on his skin slowed. He was disappointed when they lifted, before grinning as they began to trace along his length.

“I almost thought you were going to stop,” Calon smiled.

“So did I,” Ashley admitted.

Calon’s eyes snapped open, before he felt those fingers grip him. He glanced down, seeing Ashley. She was blushing furiously. Calon hadn’t wanted to be caught staring at her. But that hardly mattered now as she gently stroked him, fully erect.

“Is this wrong?” Ashley asked, glancing up at him.

“Umm,” Calon grunted as her hand continued to work up and down.

“I don’t think it’s wrong,” Ashley continued. “I’m… I’m not her. Not even the same species anymore.”

Calon slumped back against the sand as she continued to stroke him. “I still love you.”

“And I love you, Calon,” Ashley sighed. “Just… now, it has to be different.”

“Does it?” Calon asked.

“You and I both know that it does,” Ashley muttered. “I’ve seen the state of this world. I… I can’t let that happen… Not to someone I love.”

Calon sighed and sat up. “You’re doing this to get stronger?”

Ashley turned and glared at him. “I’m allowed to want multiple things. Yes, I want this, so I’m stronger, but…” Ashley deflated slightly. “You also remind me a lot of your father and I didn’t marry him just for his looks.”

“I’m not him,” Calon pointed out.

“I know that,” Ashley smirked. “I’ve spoken to your ladies. And… well, I wasn’t opposed to it, but if your father was here, I’d be wearing toenail polish and he’d–”

“Yaaaah!” Calon covered his ears. “No thanks. None of that.”

“I didn’t mind so much, but… I think I’m glad about that,” Ashley giggled. “I much preferred… somewhere else.”

Calon raised an eyebrow, and Ashley let out a nervous giggle. “We’re not prepared for it this time,” she shifted nervously, before slowly raising one leg.

Calon watched as she settled herself over his thighs, still with one hand wrapped around his cock.

“I’m not some delicate flower,” she admitted as she continued to stroke him. “Your father wasn’t particularly keen on it. But Evie’s father was, and from what I’ve heard from Suki and Evie, you might be as well.”

Calon was breathing hard now as Ashley’s hand stroked up and down on his shaft. She’d picked up speed, and was staring at his cock as she chewed a lip.

“Grandma would be appalled to know how much her daughter likes taking it in the ass,” Ashley whispered.

Calon grunted. And his seed sprayed out from Ashley’s fist. She froze in shock for a moment before continuing to stroke him. Calon groaned softly, cock spasming as Ashley milked him for every drop. She giggled softly and let him go after a few moments. Calon lay on the bank, catching his breath, before looking down as Ashley licked her fingers.

She reminded Calon of Evie. Just… an older version of her. With bigger tits. Where Evie was toned lines, Ashley was curvy desire. She was far from plump, but her hips caught his eye, and her smile brought him back to clarity as she leaned down and slid back. Her mouth opened and Calon’s slightly softening cock was her target.

He groaned softly as she lapped him from balls to tip. Swallowing the seed she could get before using her mouth to shift his cock around. She licked his skin, ignoring the salt as she feasted on the seed she could find, before making her way back to his cock. Calon was back to full mast just watching her, and she eagerly took the head in her mouth to suckle.

Staring up at him, she looked nervous as she bobbed her head back and forth. Calon just stared in shock and pleasure. His cock throbbed and Ashley pulled her mouth off the tip.

“I’ve never really done that before,” she announced.

“It was amazing,” Calon admitted.

“Not as good as Evie, though, right?” Ashley asked with a smirk.

“Ahh…” Calon paused.

Ashley giggled and nodded. “It’s fine, Calon. She… she’s had more practice. And… well, I haven’t even before now.”

“Right,” Calon nodded.

“I might just have to ask her for some tips though,” she said, licking her lips. “You… taste good. But… I want more.”

“More?” Calon asked.

Ashley nodded before blushing furiously. “Look at me. I’m a damn mess.”

“I’d argue you’re hot as fuck,” Calon snorted.

Ashley narrowed her eyes at the curse before shaking her head softly. “In the context, I guess I can accept that kind of language.”

“You’ve done a lot of accepting recently,” Calon nodded as Ashley sat up, and then slowly turned around. Her ass had a bit of mud on it, but her pussy glistened from arousal just the same.

“Every time I act up, I either make someone mad at me. Or I make a mess of something and get you in trouble.” Ashley leaned down, resting her head on her crossed arms as her ass hovered in the air. “So it’s about time I just shut up and do as I’m told for once, right?”

“You haven’t been that bad–”

“I ended up in jail,” she snorted. “I… I don’t think I want things as rough as Suki–”

“Nobody does,” Calon grunted. “You do know the story to all that, right?”

“I… yeah,” Ashley sighed. “She, then Evie, both sorta jumped on me about it.”

“About fucking time!” Suki’s voice carried over from the trees.

Calon glanced over and rolled his eyes as Ashley sat up, looking mortified. “Yeah, sorry. She doesn’t like leaving me alone. I doubt she’s watching us but⁠—”

“I can definitely hear you!” Suki called.

“Think she heard the part about me liking anal–”

“Fucking hypocrite!” Suki shouted.

“Yeah,” Calon chuckled. “Yeah, she did.”

Ashley sighed. “Well…”

“Well,” Calon chuckled. “What now?”

Ashley thought for a moment. Then let out a long sigh, and bent back over again.

“Ashley?”

“It’s not up to me,” Ashley muttered softly. “I made my decisions. It’s time I left things up to you.”

“Honestly,” Calon chuckled. “Seeing you like this has me thinking with my dick.”

“Has your dick led you to poor decisions yet?” Ashley glanced back at him.

Calon swallowed. Then shuffled closer. Ashley twitched as his hand brushed her ass. He wiped away the spots of mud.

“Do you want this?” Calon asked.

“Yes–”

“No like,” Calon sighed. “Like really. For you. Not for what I’m able to do to upgrade you after this. Do you want this for you?”

“Calon,” Ashley turned and glance back out of the corner of her eye. “From a purely selfish standpoint. I hope that I feel as good wrapped around you as you do stuffed inside me. Because it has been years since another person has made me cum. And I’d reaaaaaaly like to cum.”

Calon swallowed. Then gave a small nod and took hold of his cock. Ashley’s pussy was hot and covered in a layer of fuzz. She kept herself mostly natural, but trimmed it down thin. Calon didn’t care. Each of his ladies was a little different, and Ashley was so very wet already. He slipped his cock through her labia and the mature woman flinched, before letting out a giggle.

“It’s been a long time since I’ve felt that,” she admitted.

Calon nodded and pressed his cock to her entrance. “You ready?”

“Make me one of your women, Calon,” Ashley whispered.

The stretch was delicious for them both. Ashley moaned as she parted for him, and Calon grunted as her tightly gripping pussy opened to accept him. Her fingers dug grooves in the mud as Calon continued to push further inside. If he had any concerns about Ashley’s discomfort, they vanished as she pushed back to meet him. When her ass rested on his crotch, Calon took a deep breath and palmed her hips.

“Would it be weird to admit this is the biggest thing I’ve had inside me?” Ashley whimpered.

“A little,” Calon muttered.

“Then I won’t say it,” Ashley snorted softly. “But I’d still really like it if you started fucking me.”

Calon grinned and swatted her ass. “Language, little miss.”

“Sorry,” she giggled. “Maybe I’m more like Suki than I thought.”

“Don’t compare yourself,” Calon sighed, before rocking his hips forward.

Ashley let out a soft moan before Calon repeated the motion. His cock slipped back and forth inside her. She felt amazing, wrapped around him. Her pussy was tight, and she squeezed down, while his hips lightly patted against her ass.

“Oh, god,” Ashley moaned. “Harder, please?”

“Harder,” Calon nodded and tightened his grip.

Ashley let out a broken moan as Calon thrust firmly into her from behind. She was digging a small hole from where her fingers dug into the mud. Her head rested on her forearms as her breasts swayed back and forth with each thrust.

“Calon!” she gasped.

“Ashley,” Calon grunted back as he stroked the full length of his cock into her.

Balls, to tip and back with a smack of their hips in between. Calon ground his cock inside her and repeated the process again and again. Ashley could only spread her knees and arch her back. Giving Calon better access to fuck her, and he took everything she had. Ashley let out a whine before her hips jerked up and down.

“Calon!” she gasped.

“You gonna cum?”

“I’M GONNA CUM!”

Calon grinned. He couldn’t help it. She was beautiful and felt amazing. He kept it up. Thrusting into her as she started to tremble and groan. Her pussy squeezed tightly, and Calon slowed his pace to enjoy the sensation. Her pussy throbbed, and Calon pushed himself deep inside. With short thrusts, he fucked her through her orgasm. Ignoring her squeals and groans. He enjoyed her pleasure as much as she did, even reaching back to grab his hand, where she squeezed it. Not that it stopped or slowed him in the least.

But as she came down from her high, suddenly Calon found himself dealing with a new side of her. Ashley pushed back. Calon was knocked off balance and flopped onto the bank once more. Ashley had followed him. Keeping his cock trapped within herself, where she leaned back over him. And rapidly began to bounce.

This time it was Calon who let out a groan. Her pussy slid up and down, squeezing him from tip to base. She rode him quickly, desperately trying to milk him to the best of his ability. It was all too much. Calon let out a growl and took Ashley’s hips in his hand. Pulling her down hard, he erupted deep inside her. Ashley squirmed, rocking her hips and stirring his cock. Calon felt it all and continued pumping an even larger load than the first time, deep into Ashley’s pussy.

Until finally, he slumped back on the bank and grimaced as another drop of rain hit him in the eye. Ashley shifted as Calon wiped it, and when his vision was clear, it was as she lowered her head, taking him in her mouth once more. All Calon could do was groan as she cleaned him softly. Before a disgruntled snort shattered the atmosphere.

“I get it. Master’s cock is the best. But it’s going to rain and if I’m not getting fucked, neither are you. So let’s hurry back to the tent and if you’re still horny, I’ll eat you out while master fucks the only hole he hasn’t gotten today.”

“Suki–”

“Don’t you even start, Mrs. Wilson,” she crossed her arms. “Don’t you fucking start.”


Chapter Fourteen




The rain was coming down again. The soft patter of it echoed through the tent. Calon lay on his back. Uncharacteristically nude. Uncharacteristically, for the woman curled against his side. Ashley. Calon’s biological father’s widow. Now his lover. They’d dressed to make the walk back. Getting a little wet on the way back to the tent. Only to find a feast in full swing. The people in this camp were grateful for all that Ian and Ingrid were doing for them. With Calon’s healing hands coming along, they had gotten more done in a single day than Ian had in the week before.

One might think the older cleric might be a bit put off by someone coming in and stepping on his toes, so to speak. Instead, Ian had praised the fact. Blaming it on his patron god, Rao, and hollering at all that would listen about his greatness. Calon and the others found it amusing, but… With the strangeness of this world, and the strangeness of the others that apparently linked it all together. The idea there was a god out there like the one Ian spoke about was both expected and humbling.

“So what do you think is best?” Ashley whispered.

Calon sighed and thought about her character sheet once more.

Name:

Ashley Wilson

Owner:

Calon Wilson

Race:

Ursa

Level:

1

Mana:

0/0

Skills:

Shapeshift*- A lesser form of shift. Ursa’s are able to assume a familiar humanoid shape at will.

*This is a passive skill and is active at all times

Mother’s Instinct** - When a nearby cub is under threat, strength, speed and durability double, at the cost of intelligence and reasoning

**Summoned Ursa will default to their summoner and any close companions.

Aura - Push your aura into the area. Lesser beings will flee your might.

Modifications:

None

“Well,” Calon mused softly. “Of your skills, I’m not sure any of them are worth bumping up. I think the intended way to play a summoner is for me to take buffs that I can apply to you.”

“I sense there’s something more you want to say,” Ashley whispered.

“I mean… possibly,” Calon hedged. “If I were to modify you somehow, that might give us more options.”

Modify Ashley?

Modifications allow for specific changes to summons. Changing of species is not possible.

You have (3) options

Polar Ursa: Polar Ursa’s stand head and shoulders above their common counterparts. Their white fur makes them easy to identify. Polar Ursa’s are larger, stronger with greater defensive capacity due to a thicker coat. They are also immune to the cold up to -50 degrees Fahrenheit. *

*Further skills may unlock if you choose this option.

Moon Ursa: Moon Ursa’s are more elusive than their common counterparts. Their black fur makes them easy to identify by daylight. In the dark, they can be almost impossible to spot. Moon Ursa are smaller with shorter limbs and soft tufts of fur on their paws. This makes them lesser in terms of overall strength and defensive capabilities, but otherwise terrifying in an ambush situation.**

**Further skills may unlock if you choose this option.

Desert Ursa: Desert Ursa are the rarest of the Ursa’s. Their sandy brown fur makes them difficult to distinguish from some subspecies of common Ursa. Desert Ursa are smaller in stature, but retain longer limbs to help keep them above hot sand. This makes them excellent long-distance runners and are the most energetic species of Ursa.

…
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…

Error*

*This is an error

…

You have (4) options

Grand Ursa - A blessed form of Ursa of a Mythical status, gifted by a watchful god. A Grand Ursa will stand head and shoulders above all ursa. Their golden fur sets them apart from all Ursa and most living beings. Empowered by godly mana, a Grand Ursa can temporarily shrug off even the mightiest of blows, while raining down wrathful judgment with each blow.

3 perks

Polar/Moon/Desert/Grand*

*Choosing Grand will cost an additional (total available) perks.

“Well,” Calon blinked slowly, and read out the options.

“It sounds like we’re being pushed to pick something specific.” Ashley frowned. “But… all your perks. How many do you have?”

“Five,” Calon grunted.

“You use them to upgrade yourself.” Ashley frowned. “I’m not–”

“Do it.” Suki shifted around where she had curled into Calon’s hip.

“This is a big decision,” Ashley protested.

“Yeah,” Suki let out a small yawn. “But you got offered a mythic class. Which will make you as powerful as Hannah.”

“But if Calon spends those five perks on Hannah, he’ll make her even more powerful as well,” Ashley pointed out.

“I still think the better option would be having two Mythic summons, master,” Suki nuzzled in close. “Rub my ears?”

Calon rolled his eyes and did just that. Running his fingers across her scalp, she began to purr softly.

“It’s hard to see her being so cute when I know her sexual appetite,” Ashley muttered.

“You haven’t lived until you’ve experienced having all three of your holes fucked right through an orgasm,” Suki grinned without opening her eyes. “Which is what I want for my birthday, Master.”

“We did that last week,” Calon pointed out.

“We worked up to it, sure,” Suki nodded, before turning slightly to get more comfortable. “But for my birthday, I just want a quick warm up. Then as much attention as you and the others can give me until I pass out from cumming so much.”

“Alright, that’s enough,” Clarissa’s sleepy voice mumbled.

Suki made a soft mewl as a green tentacle swept her out of her comfortable spot. Her pout was adorable, but Clarissa wasn’t in the mood for arguments as she bundle the neko off in a cocoon of warm slime.

“I’ve never had it in both holes at once before,” Ashley sniggered in Calon’s ear.

“Fuck’s sake,” Calon shook his head. “Back on track, please?”

Ashley let out a sigh before sitting up slightly. She glanced over at the sleeping form of Evie, curled up against Calon’s opposite side, before leaning down once more.

“It’s up to you–”

“No–”

“Calon, I’m serious,” Ashley pleaded softly. “I meant what I said, back at the river. I’ve made a mess of things. I’m not asking you to take control of my life, but decisions like this, you have a better idea than I do. So choose an option, and do what you think is best, okay?”

Calon grunted as Ashley shifted on the bed once more. Only she didn’t stop. In the quiet of the night, Ashley’s hand wrapped around Calon’s shaft once more. He’d drained it a few times that night, but the little bastard quickly rose to attention once more.

Calon swallowed nervously and froze in place as Evie moved against him. He wondered if he was about to be caught in a compromising situation caught between a mother and daughter. Evie didn’t open her eyes, though, and her breathing went back to normal. Which was when Calon’s hitched. Ashley’s tongue lapped up the underside of his cock. She wasn’t paying attention to him. Just doing what she wanted, exploring his shaft at her leisure.

Calon knew this was a ploy. She simply wanted him to make a decision. Suki had already voiced her opinion. Clarissa likely wouldn’t care. Hannah definitely wouldn’t care. Chrissy would choose whatever made them stronger as a whole, which could be argued either way, and she usually agreed with Evie. And Evie was currently–

“Is she good?” Evie whispered directly into Calon’s ear.

Calon let out a soft groan as Ashley’s lips closed around the head. She wasn’t all that skilled, but very eager, and had clearly gotten some kind of instruction. Her enthusiasm was what really did it for Calon. Ashley just wanted him to feel good, for the sake of it, and that was a huge bonus for his ego.

“It turns me on, knowing my own mother wants a piece of you,” Evie whispered.

Calon’s cock throbbed in response, and Ashley sucked him deeper into her mouth.

“I felt it, y’know?” Evie whispered. “I could feel you. How much you wanted her. How much you loved her.”

“Fuck,” Calon grunted as Ashley continued to suck.

“And I know it’s wrong, but I felt her too. How much she loved the feeling of you sliding deep inside her,” Evie continued. “She’s thinking about it right now. Whether she should climb on top of you. If it would wake me.”

“Dammit,” Calon’s hips jerked as he felt his cum boiling up from within.

“Give her what she wants,” Evie whispered. “Spend the perks and give her everything at once.”

Calon was only barely conscious of the words that escaped his lips. Ashley’s breath hitched, and he gasped in pleasure as he released into the older woman’s mouth. Ashley moaned, slurping at him, tasting and swallowing every drop, as power rushed through her body. Her body lit up, filling the tent with light. There were several yelps from the ladies still sleeping, but other than a warm buzzing, Ashley’s mouth stayed firmly wrapped around Calon’s cock.

When the light dimmed, and the ladies were sitting up in shock and confusion, Calon gulped as he stared down at the glowing golden eyes of his newest lover. Ashley took a deep breath, sucking out the last little drop of cum, before slipping his cock out of her mouth. She looked around the tent at everyone watching her and blushed.

“Sorry.”
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“Holy shit,” Calon muttered to himself.

“Well, don’t keep us waiting,” Chrissy grumped. “It smells like sex in here, and if I’m not getting it, I’d rather be asleep.”

“Sorry dear,” Ashley apologized, making the Griffon pause in shock at the implication.

Calon gave a quick explanation of what he had done, and the changes made. Ashley sat there looking stunned, while the rest of the ladies muttered their congratulations. And this time, as they lay down once more, it was Ashley who whispered in his ear.

“My daughter deserves a spanking for distracting you like that.”

Calon opened his eyes, and Evie let out a small giggle.
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“There’s a wagon coming.” Ian stepped into the healing tent.

Calon looked up as the last of the infection cleared from the child’s leg. A beastkin, resembling some sort of small mammal. If Calon had to guess, it was a bandicoot, but it didn’t matter to him. The child’s parent was extremely grateful for even being allowed in the camp. When Calon saw the condition of the child, he took them in right away.

It had been two days since Ashley’s new transformation. To Calon’s surprise, Ian had realized immediately. He had spent several minutes going between praying and trying to ask Ashley questions, as if she had some kind of control over what and how it happened. Ian had quietly come to accept that it was a one-time thing and that she would be leaving with Calon eventually. To that, he offered yet another prayer to his god and left it at that.

Life had gone back to what it was. Waiting for Sahm and Nette to return with the wagon. Which, Calon hoped, they were done doing. It wasn’t that the camp was an unpleasant place to stop. But they still had a job to do and wanted to return home as quickly as possible. Sleeping in a bundle kept them all warm as the nights grew colder, but a proper bed would be far more comfortable.

“What do we owe you?” The mother bandicoot asked.

Calon shrugged. “I don’t accept payment. Talk to Ian here. He’ll take care of it.”

Calon left the man behind to deal with the situation. Stepping out of the tent, though, Calon sighed at the warm, midday sun. The camp was actually quieter now than it was. With Calon’s help, they’d whittled down the number of sick and injured. Most of them were from nearby tribes. Coming in from the wilderness to have their ailments looked at. Others looked more like they had been in fights. Coming in with odd wounds, broken bones and other problems.

Ian had flatly refused to heal one group. Sending them off with threats that Calon felt he almost needed to back up. At least, until Ian started waving around some giant war hammer. Honestly, it looked terrifying, and Hannah made a point to keep her distance from it whenever Ian took it out.

With quick steps, Calon crossed the camp. Meeting up with Suki, who had stuck around to keep an eye on him. Chrissy was lying in a warm patch of sunlight, beside Evie, who was…. wearing very little as she lay out beside her. Calon wasn’t sure what the appeal for tan lines was, but he wasn’t sure Evie was capable of getting them, either. Either way, Chrissy was busy death-glaring at anyone who stood around watching, and Evie looked rather comfortable on the grass spot she had taken up.

Which made even more sense, as Calon saw that grass shift, showing that Evie had somehow convinced Clarissa to act as a mattress of sorts. Calon shook his head. Whatever arrangement it was, he didn’t know. Clarissa was tougher than she looked and if she was okay with it, Calon wasn’t even going to bring it up. Instead, he made his way to the road, where a familiar face nodded in appreciation as he drove up.

“Sahm,” Calon grinned. “Good to see you.”

“And you,” Sahm sighed. “Got a couple injured in the back. They were hurt out in the woods. Ambushed by something they won’t talk about. I figured it was best to get them here rather than take another trip back to Brisbane.”

“That’s fair,” Calon nodded. “Where’s Nette?”

“Back here,” the woman in question called.

“I’ll get Ian,” Suki nodded, before darting off.

Calon moved aside as Sahm parked the wagon. Rather than wait, Calon hurried around to the back, where Nette was sitting with the flap open. On the floor was a trio of beastkin. They were heavily wounded. One of them looked like Chrissy had clawed him from his lip to the middle of his stomach. His flesh was peeled, and there were bandages around his chest and stomach that were stained bright red.

Beside him was a beastkin who was staring warily at Calon. He had a crushed shoulder from the looks of things. That, and various scratches and cuts, like he’d been injured and tried to run. The final beastkin was the worst. Missing both of his legs and most of his left hand, he was sweating profusely and breathing quickly.

“Shit,” Calon swore. “We gotta get them over to Ian. This is too much for me.”

“Isn’t Suki fetching him?” Sahm called from the front.

Calon halted mid-motion and glanced back. Sure enough, the tent opened and a worried-looking Ian hurried out. Ahead of him, Calon could spot Suki’s tail, dancing around as she rushed back on all fours.

What Calon hadn’t expected was for the massive, golden bear to push out of the tent flap. He’d seen Ashley in her battle form, but only the once. Seeing her march out just as she was had Calon pause in confusion. She looked angry as she huffed and strode over. Her appearance roused Chrissy, who gave Evie a smack on the hip. The two of them got up, as Clarissa reformed. Even Hannah appeared, stepping out into the sunlight with a squint, before hurrying over in Ashley’s wake.

“What?” Calon asked as Suki slid to a stop.

“What do you mean…” Suki sniffed the air.

“Suki–”

“Where are they?” She snarled.

Calon frowned, before looking into the back of the wagons at the three injured beastkin. The only one sitting up suddenly looked wary as he spotted everyone rushing over.

“What’s going–”

“It was them,” Suki hissed as she bared her teeth.

“Them?” Calon frowned before freezing in place. Calon turned and saw the most conscious beastkin was now trying to push himself to the front of the wagon, getting as far away as possible.

“What is this?” Ian frowned as he arrived alongside Ashley, who sniffed loudly and bared her teeth in anger.

“If I’m not mistaken, we’ve found our murdering rapists,” Hannah whispered softly as she wafted through the front entrance of the wagon, making the beastkin yelp and moan in pain as he jostled himself.

“Murder?” Ian froze. “Rape?”

“Two teens,” Calon narrowed his eyes. “A beastkin girl, kangaroo, with a human lover. They were making a small hut in the trees near their hometown and went missing. We found them. She’d been raped before having her throat cut. He was tied to a tree nearby like they’d made him watch.”

“It wasn’t me,” the beastkin began to plead.

“Detect Lie,” Ian cast a small spell. “I have to say, it’s nice to not need components. Now, say that again.”

The beastkin froze and clammed up. Hannah hissed and summoned a tendril of darkness to wrap around his shoulder.

“Gaah!” the beastkin wailed.

“Speak, fool,” Hannah hissed.

“IT WASN’T ME!”

“WHAT, wasn’t you?” Ian snarled.

“I didn’t do it!” The beastkin pleaded. “I didn’t touch her.”

Ian’s face darkened and Suki yowled in her throat. “Drag them out.”

Calon reached in as the talker began to wail. Hannah was the first to react, lifting him by his injured arm and tossing him bodily out of the wagon. Sahm and Nette stood by, shocked and unsure of what to do. Calon ignored them as he gripped the leg of the clawed beastkin and dragged him out as well. The final one, missing limbs, was tossed out by Hannah, who snarled deep in her throat.

“All of you step back,” Ian ordered.

“What are you going to do?” Sahm asked. “These three are criminals, they will face justice⁠—”

“They will face my justice,” Ian snarled. Anger twisted the many scars upon his face into a macabre caricature, yet, instead of making him grotesque, it made him almost noble. “Normally, I would offer them the choice for atonement, but I cannot forgive murder and rape of the young.”

“Please!” the beastkin speaker begged.

“Mercy,” the badly clawed one tried to hold up his hands.

The one missing limbs could barely open their eyes as Ian raised his hand. “Sacred Flame!”

They only screamed for a moment. Calon swept Suki up into his arms and pulled back, as the rest of them did the same. Hannah hissed in discomfort, shooting away to take cover behind the wagon. The flames weren’t just hot, but bright, too. Even in the daylight, it was like staring into the sun. Sahm pulled Nette back, and Calon grouped with his ladies as Ian stood as a bulwark above the impossibly hot flames.

When the spell ended, Ian was huffing. Not with exertion, but with unbridled rage. His shoulders flexed, and he lowered his hand before bowing his head in prayer.

“May they seek atonement in eternal damnation.”
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“It was for the best,” Nette nodded slowly.

“Still should have brought them in. That was no trial,” Sahm sighed, before shrugging at the looks he was being given. “I have a job to do. I know objectively they were the ones we were looking for, but that doesn’t change the fact we should have had them arrested. Then if they were found guilty, I’d have no problems having them burned in… sacred flames.”

When all was said and done. There wasn’t anything left. Scorched earth and a part of smoldering pile. Not even their bones had survived the flames. Ian had spent the next few hours assuring those at the camp he meant them no harm. Sahm had to intervene as well, speaking up for the man and going as far as explaining exactly what had happened and why. If anything, there were a few admiring looks after that.

Which was odd. Ian was a heavily scarred man with mismatched features. It gave him a patchwork, unfinished look. A kind man, but uncomely all the same. He seemed a little flustered by all the attention he was suddenly getting. Ingrid shot him an amused grin she went back to doing whatever it was she actually did.

Which left Calon and the others packing to leave once more. Their exit had gone relatively unnoticed. Ian had given them a wave as Calon cracked the reins. Ingrid had brought them some food. Leftovers from another roast the evening before. It would spoil before they ate it all. Or at least that was the excuse Ingrid gave when she handed it over.

Which left their group slowly trundling north once more.

“Fuck ‘em,” Chrissy pranced alongside the wagon. “They were scum. The worst of the worst. Letting them live long enough to be healed and dragged in for questioning was a mercy they didn’t deserve.”

“It’s not that–”

“Shut it, Sahm,” Nette nudged him. “I get it. I do, but this happened and we can either agree it was for the best, or you can head back there and try to arrest him.”

Calon frowned for a moment, before looking over at the magistrate representative who was once again on his horse. To Calon’s relief, Sahm let out a sigh and shook his head. “It’d never stick, even if I did. They’d hardly slap his wrists for killing beastkin and probably reward him after it came out what they’d done.”

“Exactly,” Nette smiled in relief. “So put it out of your mind, and think about what it is we’re doing next.”

“Right now, we need to be watching the road,” Sahm muttered, before looking over at Calon. “This is far enough north that things are getting messy. From here on out, there’s a chance we’ll bump into beastkin patrols, raiders or… gods knows what else.”

“Fuck,” Chrissy snorted, before jogging ahead.

Calon watched with an appreciative grin as she opened her wings and gave them a beat. Moments later, she was rising into the sky, climbing steadily as she went back to her usual job of scouting.

“Yeah, was gonna ask about that,” Sahm nodded. “For now, we’re looking for our people. I suspect that wherever they’re being held, likely the church members are with them.”

“Or they’re dead,” Hannah’s voice called from inside the wagon.

“Be nice,” Evie chided her.

“What if it’s a conspiracy?” Clarissa called out. “They could be in league with aliens!”

“What on earth is an alien?” Sahm frowned.

“Doesn’t matter,” Calon called, before shaking his head. “And it doesn’t matter. We’re not the ones investigating. We’re just following Sahm.”

“Right,” Sahm nodded. “So on that. We need to be on the lookout. Listen to people, conversations, maybe see if you can send one of your girls to talk to the beastkin. They’ll trust your girls more than they’ll trust me.”

“If they’re capturing members of the magistrate, maybe they’ll just try that,” Calon pointed out.

“They might,” Sahm nodded. “But the people who have escaped from those attempts describe it as an attack.”

“Oh,” Calon frowned. “Not ideal.”

“Especially not for us,” Sahm muttered. “I know your girls can respawn. Nette, you and I are another matter.”

“And the horse,” Calon smirked at the backside of the reliable beast.

“What about unusual smells?” Ashley asked.

Calon frowned while Sahm turned to the wagon. “What kind of smells?”

“If I’m not mistaken,” Ashley poked her head out of the flap over Calon’s shoulder. “I can smell Neko.”

“You can?” Suki perked up. “Wow, your nose must be sensitive.”

“It’s old,” Ashley frowned and sniffed the air. “But there’s definitely been Neko around here. Neko, that aren’t Suki,” she added.

Calon saw the look on Sahm’s face. He was confused by the information. But Calon let out a gasp. “The priest.”

“Holy shit,” Evie spat, as she came to the same conclusion.

“What?” Sahm asked.

“The priest wanted Suki–”

“Mother fucker can’t have me,” Suki pouted.

“No, no,” Calon shook his head, while pulling Suki close against his side. “That’s not what I mean. He was real desperate to have her. That’s what caused this whole thing. They attacked us on the beach because of it, then showed up at the farm. They really wanted Suki.”

“That’s a bit of a coincidence,” Nette muttered darkly.

“You think you can track the scent?” Sahm asked Ashley.

The Grand Ursa shook her head. “I don’t know. Right now, I don’t think so. But if we got closer to a more recent trail, then… maybe?”

“I think we have our direction then,” Sahm joked.

“Next stop, North Pine,” Calon nodded.


Chapter Fifteen




Calon eyed the patrol warily. Beastkin. Almost a dozen of them. They stepped out of the trees as Calon approached the town of North Pine. Only to hesitate as they took in the sight of all of Calon’s summons. Their eyes narrowed, almost like they wanted something. Only to hold back and press themselves into the trees once more. They didn’t go far. Remaining at the edge to watch. Calon was sure their intention was to make sure he knew they were watching, too.

Only for Hannah’s ghostly form to waft over them. Chilling the beastkin to the bone as she chuckled and drifted by. Calon smirked as they ducked, and a few of them even ran further into the trees. Hannah hadn’t harmed any of them, though. Just an uncomfortable chill that would take a few minutes to recover from.

Calon paid them no further mind as the dark-skinned woman drifted back to the wagon and settled on the step beside him. Up above, Chrissy and Suki were patrolling again. It was how Calon knew they were there at all. Chrissy had spotted them ahead and circled the area high above. Nobody watching the roads was looking up, so it was easy for Chrissy to loiter and make sure Calon knew what to look for.

“They won’t be much of a problem,” Hannah whispered as she leaned against her summoner.

“You don’t think they’ll go back and warn their friends about us?” Calon asked.

“I think that’s exactly what they’ll do,” Hannah smiled. “Which is why I don’t think it’ll be a problem.”

“I wish I could be so optimistic,” Calon shook his head. “So far, we’ve had a bad run of things outside of the few friendly towns.”

“You met me outside those towns,” Hannah pointed out.

“And if I was less polite than I was, you’d have killed me, wouldn’t you?” Calon turned and looked the nightmare in the eye.

Hannah sighed and nodded. “None of us are perfect.”

That earned a laugh from Calon and the few of his ladies still in the back. Secretly, though. This turn of events was a welcome one. The travelers and merchants that were following in Calon’s wake were still with them. Some had tried to move on, like the irate couple that had been attacked. Others had gone back. Neither seemed a great idea. There were more than a few empty and broken wagons dumped beside the road. Some might have been in working condition if you changed a wheel and hitched a fresh horse. Others were destroyed entirely, looking like they’d been chopped up for firewood.

The people here might be a little friendlier to outsiders, but their roads were not. It was strange in comparison to the trip south. Those roads had been quiet for the most part. With unfriendly faces at each stop.

The sound of an approaching horse caught Calon’s attention. He glanced over his shoulder and watched Sahm coming up alongside the wagon.

“You saw them?”

“We did,” Calon nodded. “Hannah says they’re not a problem.”

“Just a lookout, I think,” Sahm muttered. “If it were just one wagon, and without your girls, maybe. But they’re not willing to risk a confrontation of this size.”

“You think they’re the ones responsible for all the attacks?” Calon asked.

“Maybe,” Sahm frowned. “Some of them, at least. They weren’t just out here watching the road out of boredom.”

Calon nodded but didn’t offer anything else. They weren’t here for the random patrols. At least Calon didn’t think so. They were looking for missing people. The two might be related, but without proof, Sahm wasn’t willing to force the issue. Instead, they continued rolling into North Pine. The traders and travelers moved in, parking up and starting their business with a bunch of relieved smiles. Many of them cast grateful looks towards Calon and his wagon, while others were more interested in his women.

Something Calon did notice as he glanced around, was the sheer number of beastkin. Bald Hills had a much heavier population of beastkin, but North Pine, they were the clear majority. Almost the complete opposite of the south. More than that, the humans walking around didn’t do so looking any better off than the beastkin. There was still an obvious wealth distribution. But it wasn’t unanimously the beastkin that looked rundown and dirty. Then again, even the poor here didn’t look terribly run down. A patched shirt and dirty hands were the sign of a laborer, not a beggar. Considering the gold rush in this time period, it was likely a large shakeup for the working class. At least, from what Calon could tell.

“Calon,” Ashley called from inside the wagon. “I can smell the nekos in this town.”

“Are they more recent than down near Ian’s camp?” Calon asked.

“Much more recently,” Ashley confirmed as she pulled the flap open to speak to Calon directly. “I’m still getting used to how my nose works, but if I had to guess, they were here this morning. Maybe last night.”

Calon nodded and looked around. North Pine wasn’t the biggest of places. But they were well set up. There were traders, workshops and everything a small town might need. But there was more than that as well. The old North Pine hotel was up and running. It looked pretty new and was right across the street from the local sheriff’s office. This was a place to rest for those heading to the gold fields at Gympie. And Calon didn’t think it was a consequence that there were nekos nearby.

“You look like there’s something on your mind,” Nette’s voice cut through the sound of the nearby street.

Calon turned and shot the archer a smile. “More or less, yeah.”

“Sahm says we’ll stay here tonight, and continue north in the morning,” Nette sighed. “I might have insisted. Since the hotel is here. This’ll be the last chance any of us get for a hot bath.”

Calon nodded slowly. Then wondered if this was going to be like the brothel in Brisbane.
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It was not.

Not even a little. This place was set up like some grandma’s house. They came in, paid for their rooms and were told when dinner was going to be ready. The only problem was that there was only one room available to them. Sahm, ever the gentleman, rolled his eyes and opted to sleep out in the wagon. Nette muttered something and went after him. While Calon and the ladies took the last room indoors.

What Sahm and Nette could take advantage of was the baths and meals. It took a while. Pumping all the water they’d need, warming it on a stove and then carrying it up to the room on the second floor to put into the bath. To everyone’s delight, but Calon’s, he was to be last. There was talk, mostly from Suki, about sharing a bath. That ended up being the goal, though not with Calon. There was no doubt whoever ended up sharing a bath with him would lead to more. Instead, Calon was left seated out on the verandah surrounding the top floor of the hotel. Listening to the giggling and occasional moans from his lovers taking their turn to bathe each other.

“Surprised you’re not in there with them,” Nette smiled.

Calon looked over and saw the pleading expression on her face. The night was getting on and they were still figuring out their next steps.

“It was decided that if I was in there, they’d get up to too much mischief. Rather than risk one of them missing out, they decided to put me out here until they were done.”

“Oh,” Nette nodded. “I see. Listen, you don’t–”

The door opened, and Hannah leaned out with a predatory grin. “Nette, dear, you’ve been summoned.”

“Ahh–”

“Come on, Nette!” Evie’s laugh came from within. “We’re about to add fresh water!”

Nette glanced at Calon, who gave a small shrug. “I’m fine, really.”

“Right,” Nette nodded, then slipped into the room.

Hannah gave Calon a wink. That didn’t make him feel any more assured about the woman. Before closing the door behind her as she too rejoined the others. Calon shook his head and looked out across the town. Most of the buildings here were only single story. The trees sprung up between them, providing ample shade and cover for those staying within the town’s limits. There were plenty of small cook fires dotted about from all the travelers who’d come in and hadn’t taken a room at the hotel.

Soft music played from somewhere. A quiet fiddle and a makeshift drum to keep the beat. Laughter to go with a few drinks. Calon leaned back in the chair by the railing and closed his eyes.

It was Suki’s soft fur that roused Calon shortly after. The music had stopped and the giggling from inside had quietened down. Which was when Calon felt a small tug on his belt. Opening his eyes, he glanced down into the wide, feline eyes of a neko that was most certainly not Suki. And clutched in her paws were a small knife and Calon’s coin pouch.

“HEY!”

“NYAH!” The neko recoiled. And vanished.

Calon blinked before he heard a soft thump. Looking over the balcony, he spotted her reappear. The neko with his pouch. She held it up like a prize and let out a shrill giggle.

“THIEF!” Calon shouted, before running for the stairs.

He heard doors open behind him, but was in no mood to stop and explain. Calon reached the stairs and rushed down to the ground level.

“What’s going on?” one of the staff called after him.

“Thieving neko!” Calon called as he burst out the front door.

The neko was heading north. Following the road and Calon was a long way behind her. He broke out in a run, tearing off after the neko. Several people who had heard the shout stuck heads of windows. A few stepped out from the camps to watch.

“STOP THE NEKO!” Calon pointed at his target, who giggled madly as she continued to run.

Calon didn’t know what he was going to do. Part of him wanted to catch up, the other part of him wanted to transform. He reached the town limit and spotted the neko dart off into the trees. Calon slid to a halt beside the road, staring at the spot where she vanished and let out a snarl of anger.

“Thieving fucking thing!” Calon snarled and turned.

“Well, that’s not very nice,” a second neko crossed her arms.

“Not nice at all,” said a third, stepping out of the trees.

Calon glared at them. “Alright, what do you three want?”

“Three?” said yet a fourth neko, coming out with the thief still clutching Calon’s purse.

“Told you. He was easy,” the thief giggled.

“Perhaps,” Hannah’s cold voice broke the atmosphere as mist washed out of the trees. “Little kitties, little kitties. What have you gotten yourself into now?”

“Nightmare,” one of them, the one that spoke first from behind him, stood frozen in place.

“See, Master,” Hannah’s eyes glinted in amusement. “This is how you’re supposed to react when they see me.”

“Is this really the time and place for this?” Calon asked.

“Oh, I’m just keeping them occupied while the others catch up,” Hannah chuckled darkly.

“I’m sorry!” the thief began to whimper. “I didn’t know!”

Calon could hear the rest of his ladies coming. The neko’s looked utterly terrified. All four of them were trembling, their tails fluffed out, and Calon was second guessing the situation here.

“Hannah?” Calon called. “Can you tone it down a little?”

“Excuse me?” Hannah growled.

The neko’s mewled in fright, and Calon let out a sigh. “Hannah, you’re terrifying. I know it, they know it, everyone knows it. Now tone it down. Terrifying them isn’t going to help anything.”

To show his sincerity, Calon walked over to the closest neko and reached out a hand. She looked frightened as he reached towards the top of her head, only to let out a soft whimper as his fingers brushed across her ears. The soft mewl that escaped her lips made Calon smile.

“You don’t think–”

“Hannah,” Calon sighed.

“You’re serious?” Hannah sounded affronted.

“You catch more flies with honey than vinegar,” Calon chimed.

Hannah’s form wavered for a moment. Before she let out a sigh. The mist began to retract, and Calon smiled in relief as the neko in front of him let out a small purr of delight.

“NOW!”

Calon yelped as she ducked, sweeping up a handful of dirt in her paw, before flinging it into his face. Blinded, confused and slightly pissed off, he didn’t see the neko’s scatter. But he could hear them laughing as they ran off in all directions.

“Fuck!” Calon tried to blink.

“Oh, noooo,” Hannah whined. “They’re cute little nekos. They’re harmless. How about we go rub their ears and make them happy after THEY ROBBED YOU!”

“Mother fucking what?” Suki’s voice snarled.

“What’s wrong with his eyes?” Ashley cut in.

“Dirt,” Calon muttered.

“I have him.” Clarissa’s slime smacked him in the face. Calon blanched slightly as the slime forced its way beneath his eyelids. It was something he wasn’t prepared for, but it worked and when she pulled back, Calon was squinting and uncomfortable, but clean.

“Great, he can see now?” Suki asked.

“Ah,” Calon blinked. “Yeah. I can.”

“Great.” Suki nodded, before taking his hand. The one that he’d used to rub the other neko’s ears. And bit him.

“FUCK!” Calon yelped as Suki let out an angry feline snarl.

“YOU PET THE BITCH?”

“Yes?”

“Seriously?” Chrissy spoke up.

“I thought they were scared!” Calon protested.

“They played you for a fool,” Hannah coughed.

“I don’t care about that!” Suki snarled. “You touched her ears!”

Calon gaped for a moment, then sighed. “I’m sorry, I didn’t think.”

Suki opened her mouth, then closed it again. “I’m still mad at you,” she hissed. “But I want to cut a bitch first.”

“Think we can catch them?” Chrissy asked.

“Not likely,” Hannah sighed. “I had them, only because they were here. On the run, though, is another matter.”

Calon looked at his hand, seeing the puncture marks from Suki’s bite. He was about to heal it when he saw Suki’s scowl and quickly abandoned the idea. She really was mad at him. Even the others looked like they understood, which meant it wasn’t just that he’d upset her. Something about touching another neko’s ears was a serious thing.
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“She seems… agitated,” Sahm muttered.

“That’s an understatement,” Calon sighed.

Suki ignored them as she walked along, pulling at her lead like an untrained pup. It would be almost comical, except she usually walked like a dignified princess when he had her leashed.

The morning after the neko incident, Calon woke up to Suki sleeping at the foot of the bed. That wasn’t entirely unheard of to end up there. Especially on a fun night when she was set aside by one of the ladies after she’d taken her turn. Since waking though, she’d hardly said a word to anyone. Just dressing, eating and handing Calon her leash before leading the way into the trees to track the nekos.

Sahm had given the approval. The theft wasn’t huge. Calon didn’t carry all his wealth in one place. But it was enough for the magistrate to become involved. And with everything else, it may end up interconnected with the missing people. There was enough activity around Ian’s camp to know that there were conflicts going on. Someone was fighting something, and the magistrate needed to know what that was. Calon just hoped they’d get the priests back and be done with the church at the same time.

So through the trees they went. Chrissy, as usual, was flying high above. On her back was Evie. With Calon were Sahm and Nette, along with the remainder of Calon’s ladies. Clarissa, Ashley and Hannah in her humanoid form, with Suki leading the way. They had originally thought that Ashley would do that, but the trail was fresh enough not to need her more sensitive nose and… Well, Suki was rather forceful with what she wanted right now.

“Suki, c’mon, this has got to be uncomfortable for you,” Calon tried to get her to stop pulling on the leash.

“Oh, I’m sorry Calon, I wasn’t sure you cared,” Suki whirled around.

Calon froze. The look of hurt on her face made him wince. He really didn’t understand the depth of what he’d done. But clearly, it was far more serious than he’d thought. She wasn’t even calling him Master.

“NO!” Suki growled as Calon stepped up.

He ignored her. Keeping a tight hold of her leash, she couldn’t pull away as Calon bent down and grabbed her.

“No!” she snarled. “You touched that bitch’s ears!”

“I know,” Calon hugged her close. “And I’m sorry!”

“Not yet, you aren’t!” Suki struggled. “Let me go! I’ll find her! Fucking cut her head off and I’ll chew her fucking ears up and shit them out!”

“No, you won’t,” Calon tightened his grip on the struggling neko.

“Calon, I will fucking bite you!”

“Do it,” Calon muttered. “I fucked up. That’s on me. You have every right to be–YAAAH!” Calon winced as her teeth clamped down on his ear.

“Dat em-uff?” Suki mumbled between her teeth.

Calon took a deep breath and held Suki even closer. “I’m sorry Suki.”

Ten claws dug into his shoulders and Calon resigned himself to the sensation of having his shirt torn to shreds while he wore them. Only for Suki to let out a quivering sob. Her teeth came free of his ear, and she buried her face into the crook of his neck.

“I’M SORRY!” She yowled.

Calon sighed in relief as he held his neko. She sobbed quietly, and Calon took a few steps off into the trees for privacy. The whole way, Calon held her close, rubbing her back since he couldn’t quite reach her ears.

“No, no, Suki,” Calon whispered. “I’m sorry. I didn’t even think. I just saw a neko, who looked scared like you did. And without thinking, I wanted to calm her down. She wasn’t you. I didn’t think she was you. I just know how much you loved your ears being rubbed and thought this other neko would as well.”

“Fucking. Cunt!” Suki snarled.

“She tricked me, yes,” Calon nodded. “But it was still me that did it. And me, that’s apologizing.”

“I’m sorry Master,” Suki shifted her head to rub against his jaw. “I’m sorry I bit you.”

“I can heal it,” Calon smiled as he shifted Suki so he was holding her in front of him. It was a little awkward. She was the smallest of his lovers, but that didn’t make her light enough to carry around for long. “What I need right now is for you to tell me how I can make it up to you?”

“Never touch another neko’s ears,” Suki demanded.

“Done,” Calon smiled. “I won’t make that mistake again.”

“I want a new collar,” she continued. “A pretty one.”

“Okay,” Calon grinned. He’d already gotten her a nice one, but maybe something with jewelry in it would be better.

“And a matching leash,” Suki nodded.

“Yes, to all of it,” Calon smiled.

“I want you to buy a nice oil. The kind that makes my fur soft,” she said, nodding to herself as she thought about it. “I want you to take me somewhere nice. Rub it into me from head to toe, then brush it through so I’m really, really soft.”

“I’d do that anyway–”

“Then I want you to punish me for biting you.”

Calon stopped. “But–”

“I bit you, master. I made you bleed. You didn’t even heal your hand yet, and then I just bit your ear.”

“I kinda deserved–”

“Nuh uh,” Suki shook her head. “That’s domestic violence.”

“Seriously?” Calon shook his head.

“I’m not kidding master,” Suki frowned. “I bit you. I’m a bad kitty.”

“And you’re forgiven,” Calon replied immediately. “Look, I’ll even heal it now.”

“That doesn’t change it,” Suki protested. “I bit you. You need to punish me.”

Calon sighed. “And how do you want to be punished?”

Suki chewed her lip. Then laid out her idea.
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“We’re getting close,” Ashley spoke up.

Calon nodded. Suki still led the way. Despite their little talk, her emotions were still high. Calon had spent a bit of mana healing up and had recovered during the walk. Sahm was just happy that Calon and Suki were back on track. She was still leashed, but not pulling like she was. The rest of their group was far more relaxed. Or at least they were until Ashley spoke up.

“What can you tell us?” Calon asked.

“It’s a camp,” Ashley frowned. “Think I can smell their latrine.”

“Great,” Calon muttered.

“Not the first time,” Suki confirmed.

Calon saw the question in Ashley’s eyes and shrugged. “Bandit camp. Was actually near the farm. We found it by tracking the smell then, too.”

“Charming,” Ashley grimaced.

Suki led the way, directed at first by Ashley. It wasn’t long before Suki could smell the latrine as well. Between the two of them, they were certain that this was the direction the Neko’s went as well. Calon had no reason to disagree. The only thing that had him worried, was Chrissy and Evie high above. Calon couldn’t see them, but he was certain they were there. And whatever they were running into, Calon just hoped they wouldn’t be shot down. He’d revived Chrissy once, and that was one more than he ever wanted to again.

So it was a complete surprise when Suki suddenly came to a halt. She held up a hand, stalling any questions, before suddenly vanishing from view. There was a feline yowl and Calon listened as the two neko tore through the trees.

“GO!” Calon shouted and rushed after them.

“God, with the running!” Clarissa whined as she hurried after them.

They charged through the trees and broke out into a clearing. It was a tidy little camp. A pair of tents, a space for a fire and four nekos. One of which was under Suki, thrashing about as Suki tried to pin her down.

“Get her off me!” the neko shouted.

Before Chrissy swept two of them off the ground. It was excellent timing. Evie, brought to the ground, slipped off Chrissy’s back. She hit the third neko, taking her down in a heap to absorb all her own momentum. Chrissy went back up, holding the pair of struggling neko, leaving the rest of them to deal with just the two remaining.

“Hold up!” A voice shouted. “What’s going on?”

“Imma kill this fucking bitch!” Suki snarled.

Calon whirled around as a middle-aged man hurried into view. He was doing up his pants, clearly using that latrine that Ashley had picked up. He looked over the camp and threw up a hand at the neko under Suki.

“Buff!”

Calon froze. Before throwing his own hand up. “BUFF!”

The double strength punch thrown at Suki’s head was met with Suki’s double strength headbutt. The two neko smashed apart, with Suki falling aside, as the other neko’s nose popped horribly.

“Kit!” the man yelped and turned to Calon. “Bers–”

ROOOOAR!

The thunderous roar of Ashley shifting cut the man off before his power could activate. She was glowing golden and towering over them all. Hannah chose the moment to react, creating mist as she hovered over the camp, while Sahm and Nette prepared. Not to be outdone, Clarissa reached out a green limb and snagged the neko with the broken nose and yanked her over, to keep her close.

Calon, seeing the situation firmly in their favor, rushed over to Suki, who was groaning as she held her head.

“Heal,” he cast on her.

Suki let out a soft moan before smiling. “Thanks Master.”

“Alright!” the man shouted. “Alright, please! She’s hurt!”

Calon turned and saw him. He looked like he was somewhere between throwing a punch and breaking down in tears. The other neko, trapped in Clarissa’s twisted limb, was mewling softly as she snorted blood and spit.

“Whatever they’ve done,” he called, as he wrung his hands. “I’ll fix it, I swear. Just… don’t hurt my kitties?”

“You’re a summoner?” Calon asked to confirm.

The man turned and gave Calon an exasperated sigh. “Obviously! Look… You’ve won, where… Oh shit,” he looked up, seeing Chrissy circling above. “What happened?” He tried. “What did we do?”

“Bitch got her ears rubbed,” Suki spat at the one in Clarissa’s arms.

The man frowned, then turned to Calon. “You rubbed my Kit’s ears?”

“If you’re about to do anything stupid,” Hannah whispered. “I’d rethink it.”

“We’ve…. already had this discussion.” Calon held up his hands. “I’m not from this world. The only neko I’ve ever met is my Suki.”

The man narrowed his eyes. “So you’re not here to kill me or something?”

“No,” Calon admitted.

“Your summons committed theft,” Sahm called out. “We tracked them back here.”

The man grimaced and shook his head. “Look, I can fix it. I’m sure their stash is here somewhere. Just… let me heal her. Please?”

Calon glanced at Sahm. He didn’t seem interested in answering right now. He was leaving it for Calon to decide. Thinking about the last time he gave the neko’s the benefit of the doubt made him wary. But…

“Anyone struggles, kill them,” Calon snorted.

“They won’t,” the man promised.

“Great, because I gave them the benefit of the doubt last night when they cut my coin pouch, and Kit,” he gestured to the injured neko. “Literally threw dirt in my face before running off.”

“I’ll punish her severely,” the man promised.

And just the way he said it. Suddenly, Calon had to wonder if they understood one another far better than Calon wanted to admit.


Chapter Sixteen




Calon sat by the fire. Temithin, the summoner, looked extremely nervous as he gathered his nekos together. They fawned over him. Purring, rubbing and lightly clawing at him as he tended to their injuries. Apart from Kit, the one Suki had taken down, the rest were unharmed. Just a tad roughed up. All the attention, though, was getting to Suki. She was literally sitting in Calon’s lap, growling softly as she nuzzled into his shoulder.

The fact she was glancing over her shoulder to check on how things were going was the exasperating part. Suki was affectionate, sure. But Calon wasn’t entirely convinced she was watching for his benefit, or as some kind of neko dominance display. Knowing Suki, it was likely a mixture of both, since she preened every time he moved and provided him with every opportunity to touch her whenever his arms shifted.

Other than the mewling nekos, and the cooing summoner, things were quiet. Clarissa sat in a puddle nearby. Hannah stalked slowly through the trees, keeping to the shade as best she could. Evie and Chrissy were standing on either side, ready to pounce should anything go wrong. While Ashley stood at Calon’s back, ready to grab him and haul ass if something went wrong. Sahm and Nette were off to one side, waiting for the summoner to finish healing and fussing over his nekos.

“Alright, alright,” Temithin couldn’t help but smile as each of his nekos clustered around and offered their heads to rub.

Suki huffed and gave Calon a nudge with her chin. Calon rolled his eyes, but returned the favor, rubbing her ears just the same.

“Now, all of you on your best behavior,” Temithin warned them. “They’re from the magistrate, and they can make life difficult for us if you cause problems.”

“We could run,” Kit, who seemed to be the most senior of the nekos suggested.

“You could run,” Temithin nodded. “But it’s not likely I’d make it more than three steps before they caught me. And if they catch me, they’ll get all of you as well. So be good kitties and maybe they’ll put us all in the same place?”

Calon grimaced. That wasn’t something he wanted to think about. Depending on how things went, it might actually be possible for him to be jailed. His nekos wouldn’t like that. Calon shuddered at the thought of being separated from his lovers, and this summoner, unlike Sheriff Goodman, seemed to be the pleasant sort. Calon couldn’t imagine a neko, nor a group of four like that, being that good at pretending to adore the man.

“An arrest may not be likely,” Sahm called softly. “If that’s what you’re worried about.”

“It is,” the man nodded. “If you’re here with another summoner, that means things have gone even worse than I suspected.”

“What have I got to do with it?” Calon asked.

Temithin frowned. “You’re not here to put down, Joan?”

Calon looked over at Sahm and saw the frown on the man’s face. Then let out a soft sigh. “We’re here investigating a few things. Violence has been cropping up, people are missing. Murders, rapes and…” Calon shuddered.

“Yeah, I figured as much,” Temithin nodded. “That’s why I left. The heat was getting too much. My…” he winced, then let out a sigh. “My nekos make good thieves, but they’re not much for fighting.”

“Left?” Sahm stepped closer. “Left what?”

Temithin knew where this was going, and from his expression had decided that honesty was the best way to deal with this.

“I was recruited by a woman, going by Joan,” he muttered. “She starts off nice. Says the right things, gives you good feels. She offered me a summoning stone, and that’s what got me Kit here.” he rubbed the neko’s ears.
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“Temithin, how are things settling in?” Joan asked as she approached the happy couple by the fire.

“Great,” Temithin smiled. “Kit’s really settling in, isn’t that right?”

“Right,” the neko bounced enthusiastically as she chewed a piece of meat, plucked from her summoner’s plate.

“I’m glad you’re both settling in. Which brings me to an interesting point,” she smiled. “I need a hand for a bit of a job.”

“There’s a caravan coming?” Temithin asked nervously.

“That’s right,” Joan grinned. “And with your neko here, hopefully, we can get what we’re after without having to expose ourselves.”

Temithin nodded slowly before looking at Kit. She was all smiles. They’d discussed already what the goal was. The gold fields in the nearby town of Gympie were rich and made people and beastkin alike very wealthy. The problem was that not everyone was happy about the beastkin taking a slice of the pie, so to speak. It was getting harder and harder for the beastkin to find sellers for the gold, and more and more difficult for them to acquire licenses to start new digs.

That’s when the church got involved. They were buying land rights and employing the beastkin for a share of what they dug up. The beastkin found the gold, brought it up where the church cleaned and collected it, before shipping it away for inspection. What they were paid was determined by the church after the fact, and was clearly a smaller amount than they were originally told.

When the beastkin acted up, the church sent in hired thugs to round up the beastkin. Captured, chained and whipped, they conducted their own trials away from the magistrate’s notice. The beastkin, found guilty, were sent back to the digs and forced to work off inflated debts.

That’s where Joan came in. She’d seen the crimes with her own eyes. Saw the treatment of the beastkin. Rather than turn a blind eye to it, she decided to help. She started by trying to free the beastkin. Attacking the digs, cutting locks and freeing the workers. Only for them to refuse to leave. The church took their families and added their care to the worker’s debts. Those families had children, elderly and sometimes the infirm. Making it almost impossible to free both the families and the beastkin workers. There wasn’t an easy way to move that many people who couldn’t or wouldn’t fight without taking significant losses.

So Joan turned to the next best thing and hit the wagons laden with gold. The first few attacks went well. As a summoner herself, she brought in a pair of orcs who stepped out onto the road with weapons drawn. She sat back with a crossbow and made a point of anyone trying to use magic. Then it was a simple snatch and grab. Take what they can and run. The gold was used to feed and house those they could.

Until things went wrong. Temithin was the first on her payroll. When the wagons started moving with guards. Extra wagons to disguise the gold while hiding even more men willing to fight for it. In the end, Joan started taking too many losses. Being able to respawn her summons didn’t take away the memory of dying. So, rather than risk losses with confrontations, she turned to an alternative and sent Temithin in first.

“Ready?” Joan asked.

Temithin nodded nervously, before glancing up into the treetops. From their vantage point, Kit was easy to spot. Hanging from an overhead branch, she waited to hear the thump from the narrow ditch in the road. They’d timed it perfectly, for the echoing thud of the wooden carriage and the release of the branch. Followed by the thud of the second set of wheels as Kit landed on top of the wagon.

The neko checked the wagon over. Before, using her ability, Blink, to move down the line of wagons. Until finally she found the one that contained the gold. Using another blink, she entered the wagon, and then blinked free with as much gold as she could carry, vanishing into the trees to await Temithin and Joan, who stood by in case something went wrong.
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“So what went wrong?” Sahm asked.

“Nothing at first,” Temithin muttered angrily. “She found me another summoning stone. I took on some odd jobs that we found and… One of them was a disappearance.”

“Neko’s are good trackers,” Calon nodded.

“We’re the fucking best,” one of Temithin’s as yet unnamed neko’s growled cutely, making Suki hiss softly in return.

“It was the first time we thought something was wrong,” Temithin sighed. “By all accounts, they’d gotten word from someone, gotten up and left. Never to be seen again. The thought was that a yowie or something…” he glanced at Hannah as she stepped through the trees. “Well, we thought something was eating people in the night.”

“What was it?”

Temithin sighed. “It was Joan. She was looking for more summoners. Like me. She didn’t have the level for a fresh summon and summoner stones weren’t as common as you’d think. People didn’t like to talk about them. Nobody liked summoners.”

“Tell me about it,” Calon muttered.

Temithin nodded in agreement. “People don’t stay quiet for long. She’d go through the camps at the mines. Listening out for gossip and every now and then, she’d find someone who had a stone. The ones going missing were the ones who wouldn’t help her. Either by using the summoning stone themselves to have a summon that would help them dig, or by refusing to hand over the stone they found. So she didn’t let them leave.”

“Let me guess, she’s the one interfering with the magistrate?” Sahm asked. “Wanting to hide her crimes?”

“No,” Temithin shook his head. “When I found out about the missing people, I started keeping an eye on her. She’s got a dozen people working for her, and getting close wasn’t easy. That’s when I found out she had started capturing priests and extorting money from the church for their safe return.”

“That explains how the church knew she wasn’t killing them,” Nette sighed.

“What about the magistrate?” Sahm asked. “We’re missing people too.”

“That… that’s probably the church,” Temithin sighed. “They didn’t hire the magistrate, did they?”

“No,” Calon grunted. “They hired me. But I owed the chief magistrate a favor, and he sent me along with Sahm here since he was coming up to investigate.”

“Not sure if that’s better or worse,” Temithin muttered.

“How so?” Calon asked.

Temithin licked his lips and shifted slightly. “Because if the church has a way to find you, then you’ve led them to me.”

“That guy was really interested in getting his hands on a neko,” Evie grunted softly.

“Shit,” Calon swore. “Just how many wagons did you rob?”
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A lot. It was a lot. Far more than the man could recall. He was terrified of being imprisoned. Then again, just about everything terrified the man. When the truth came out that Joan was killing people and using the summoner stones she collected to empower others under her, Temithin decided to leave. He didn’t have the only neko summons, but he had the largest clowder.

They had moved south as quickly as they could. Swiping food and the occasional coin as they retreated from Joan’s influence. The problems in the north weren’t just a beastkin revolt. It was a whole damn conspiracy between the church, a woman devoid of morals and the people just trying to survive in the chaos that sprung up.

Caught in the middle of it all was Calon, his lovers, Sahm and Nette. Temithin was placed under guard for the evening. Hannah, on her regular night watch, had made various promises about the suffering he would experience should he run. His nekos, despite everyone’s distrust, seemed to agree that running was not in their best interest. With their ability to blink, they might be able to escape individually, but getting Temithin out would be next to impossible.

Which left him and his clowder on one side of the camp. While Calon and the others remained on the other. Temithin, to everyone’s surprise, was rather well stocked. His nekos were rather adept little thieves. Most of what they took, though, were supplies. Coin was great. Greater when returned to Calon with a pout and a half-hearted apology. But there was nowhere for them to spend it unless Temithin himself waved down a passing wagon. Which, according to him, was getting risky, since the church had started moving people without their usual ceremonial robes on.

“So, what do we think?” Sahm asked as they sat down to eat a hearty stew. The ingredients were supplied by Temithin, from a rather well-stocked supply of dried meats and vegetables.

“Are you asking me?” Calon glanced over.

“I think as a summoner, you have a unique outlook on what we should do here,” Sahm continued.

Calon shook his head. “I’ve no idea. Temithin, while technically guilty of multiple thefts, committed most of those crimes against a criminal element. Is it theft when you’re stealing something already stolen?”

“Possession of stolen goods is a crime,” Ashley chimed in.

“Not here it isn’t,” Sahm muttered. “It’s considered loot.”

“So the stolen gold is legal then,” Calon nodded. “I suppose the problem then becomes if Temithin is worth anything more valuable than his obvious gains while living away from Joan’s influence.”

“It’d be hard to tell what he brought with him, and what he collected on his own,” Sahm muttered. “I’d say most of the merchants coming through wouldn’t have even noticed when something went missing.”

“He’s still a criminal,” Chrissy pointed out.

“Aye. With his confession, I could bring him in and give him a box to live in for a few years,” Sahm nodded.

“I’m not sure that’s the best option though,” Nette spoke up.

Sahm glanced at his sister and gave a small nod. “I was thinking that, too.”

“He can lead us to Joan,” Calon guessed.

“She sounds like the right one to find first. I imagine if we go after the magistrate, they’ll just lock us up with the rest of them,” Sahm muttered.

“You think they’re alive?” Calon asked.

“Church is corrupt, not stupid,” Sahm chuckled. “They’re alive. Where they are is another matter. But I bet you they’re alive.”

Calon nodded. “So what… Get Temithin to lead us to Joan. Cuff her ass, rescue the priests and offer a prisoner exchange?”

“That about sums it up,” Sahm nodded.

“I doubt it’s going to be that easy.” Evie crossed her arms. “Joan sounds like the type that will run until she can’t, then fight dirty.”

“What makes you say that?” Calon asked her.

“Because she isn’t doing this on her own. She’s using people. I bet she’s sitting in a tent somewhere with two burly orcs, while everyone else does her dirty work,” Evie grunted. “I bet half the patrols around here are working for her. Keeping an eye out for summoners or the church. Probably the magistrate as well, but we’ve only just found out about her, so I doubt anyone else has.”

“Other than the rumors, a summoner was the one causing problems. No,” Sahm shook his head. “I just didn’t expect it to be quite this much of a mess.”

“What do you think the church is going to do once they realize the magistrate is onto them?” Calon asked.

“Probably go to ground,” Sahm shrugged. “When their obviously illegal acts get called out, they’re quick to open their coffers to the victims and keep everyone as quiet as they can.”

“S’pose that never fucking changes,” Chrissy grumped.

Calon couldn’t help but agree.
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“I can’t,” Temithin shook his head.

“What do you mean, you can’t?” Sahm asked.

“You’re right. Most of those patrols are with Joan. Or… at least being paid by her for information,” he said. “They know who I am as well. I worked with Joan for months. I was her right-hand man for a while.”

“You expect me to believe you were her right-hand man, but didn’t know she was recruiting and killing people behind your back?” Sahm growled.

“Yes,” Temithin crossed his arms. “I was the backbone of her organization. At least the part she sold me on. I was out there on the roads, scouting, stealing and doing what I could to disrupt the church and help the beastkin. And while my back was turned, she did all the horrible shit herself.” The summoner let out a long sigh. “So no. I can’t just lead you up there. Most of the patrols will recognize me. If for nothing else, than the number of neko I have.”

Calon glanced at Suki and saw the horror in her eyes.

“Master.”

“Suki.” Calon reached out and rubbed her ears. “You know how I can always rely on you, right?”
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“Hold up here,” Temithin whispered from behind Calon.

Calon pulled on the reins, bringing the horse to a slow stop. Suki, who hadn’t left his lap for longer than it took to pee, let out a soft hiss of anger. Which was getting kind of annoying after the week they’d spent traveling further north to Gympie.

The landscape here was more open in some places. The forests were thinning out, making room for craggy landscapes, rocky ground and grassy plains. Beastkin were getting more numerous than ever. Most of which kept their distance. Some of them doing so at a run, just seeing Calon coming.

“Stop that,” Calon chided her, before leaning down to kiss the top of her head. With his hands on the reins, it was the next best thing to petting her.

Chrissy slowed to a stop beside them, as Evie, with her horns and tail out, placed a hand on the side of the wagon for balance. They’d made a point to make it as obvious as possible that there was a summoner here. Beastkin and other non-humans were one thing. But the more exotic kinds like orcs, succubi and griffins were definitely not part of the local crowd.

“What is it?” Calon asked.

“Kit heard something,” Temithin whispered again.

Calon glanced around. Everyone fell still as they listened. Suki had a thunderous expression on her face. Having spent most of her time nuzzling and purring into Calon’s shirt, whatever Kit had heard, she had missed. Just another thing for her to be mad about since they’d bumped into the other nekos.

Before Calon could ask what it was that Kit had heard, everyone turned at once. The sounds of something crashing through the trees was obvious this time. Like a person running. A blind panic. Then a distant scream.

“How far away did you say we were from Joan’s camp?” Calon asked.

“Unless she moved, we’re still hours away from the turnoff point,” Temithin muttered.

“Well then, I think something has gone very wrong,” Evie huffed.

“Can anyone else smell smoke?” Ashley asked.

Calon frowned, and Suki pried herself far enough from Calon’s shirt to sniff at the air. “I think so. It’s faint.”

“Chrissy?” Calon called.

“I got it,” Chrissy nodded and made Evie yelp in fright as she broke into a sudden run.

It wasn’t long before she rose up above the treetops, circling higher, before descending once more. The look on her face said that she found it.

“We should hurry,” Chrissy muttered.

That was enough for Calon. Sahm and Nette were of the same mind. At least with the weather getting so much cooler, it wasn’t going to harm the horse to have it push on a little harder than normal. The reliable beast hadn’t complained at all the whole trip. It just wanted to haul and get rubbed down at night when they stopped.

They traveled on. People, or from what Suki and Ashley could scent, mostly beastkin, were getting more frequent. Groups were hurrying past instead of the singular sprinters. There were a few screams. From what Calon could tell, they were falling and injuring themselves. Most got up and kept running. He didn’t want to think about the ones that didn’t get up, but the large boulders off the side of the road told Calon more than he wanted to know.

The worst of it was the plume of smoke rising into the air. The fire, whatever it was that burned, seemed to be in control. Smoke drifted lazily upward and towards them. It distracted Calon from the small group that tumbled out of the trees and onto the road. Calon looked up, seeing the terrified expression of a pair of teens holding a bleeding older man. They took one look at Calon and kept going, yelling a garbled warning as they did so.

“Should we…” Suki frowned.

“We’re almost there,” Sahm said darkly as everyone continued on.

The people running seemed to slow before they arrived. Calon thought it likely that was because most of them had not gotten away. In the place of the people fleeing were the bodies. Some looked like they had tripped and fallen, bashing their heads on the rocks. Others were clearly injured in battle. Long gashes, missing limbs, and other horrible injuries.

Ahead, Calon could hear someone yelling. He didn’t know who it was, but could guess as Temithin leaned through the front flap. “That’s Joan’s voice,” he frowned.

“She sounds angry, not scared,” Calon noted.

“Angry is bad. She had a temper but tried to hide it.” Temithin slipped back into the wagon.

If it weren’t for all the bodies of those who had tried to run, Calon would have considered trying to wait until nightfall. But he couldn’t rationalize it with all the destruction going on. Instead, he got as close as he could from the source of the sound, before Temithin spoke up and said he would lead them from there.

Now, on foot, Calon and his lovers approached the source of the fire and the ranting woman in charge of it all.

“See what we can accomplish!” Joan’s voice roared. “We are not meek! We are not cowards! And if they will not follow our demands, then we will BURN THEM ALL!”

“Oh, fuck me,” Calon wavered as they broke through the trees and saw what was ahead.

The fires weren’t just fires. They had bodies. Blackened and ruined. A few of them had collapsed. A few more were still standing, even in death, as their flesh turned to ash where they stood tied to posts in the middle.

“Holy shit,” Evie gasped.

“That is fucked.” Chrissy shook her head.

“This is awful,” Ashley said, patting the shoulder of a horrified looking Clarissa.

“People call me monstrous,” Hannah muttered. “But nothing I did compared to this level of barbarity. At least when I killed, it served a purpose higher than cruelty.”

“Tomorrow, when the sun rises, we march on the camp! We kill those responsible, and we burn the mining camp to the ground!” Joan yelled.

She was a middle-aged woman. Blonde hair, twisted up in a bun. She wore the clothing of a laborer. On either side, stood a pair of orcs, with…

“Is that an incubus?” Calon asked.

“Looks like it,” Sahm muttered.

“Shit, what level is she?” Evie hissed.

“Not necessarily higher than me,” Calon offered. “Remember, she’s had access to summoning stones herself.”

What did worry him, though, was all the rest. There were a dozen nekos on the ground gathered around her. Some of them sat on shoulders, a few more in a piggyback position. More just stood around. With them stood others. Not many, but a couple more orcs, a harpy from Calon’s guess and a rather angry looking lamia.

“Alright, I need plans,” Sahm nudged Calon. “Can you fight this many?”

“Probably not,” Calon admitted. “Even if they’re low level, we’re outnumbered about three or four to one.”

Sahm swore under his breath as Calon looked back up at Joan as she made a gesture for someone to approach. A third orc appeared, dragging along behind him a young woman in a white outfit.

Quest Complete!

Discover the whereabouts of the clergy members in the north!

Return to a member of the church for a reward!

“Our false brothers and sisters, now fleeing to the wind, could never understand the gravity of my actions!” Joan roared. “That is why I condemned them to the wastes! Not because they were wrong, but because they were WEAK!”

The crowd cheered as Calon shook his head.

“With this last sacrifice, I will stain myself with the blood of my enemy. Just as my husband’s tribe did long ago!”

“No,” Calon stepped up as Joan drew a long knife.

“Calon, wait!” Sahm snagged his arm.

The young woman on the stage with Joan looked terrified. Her eyes flicked left and right, before closing in pain as Joan gripped her by the back of the head.

“Are you going to sit here and let this happen?” Calon turned to Sahm with a snarl.

Sahm stared at Calon for a moment. Before letting go. “If you’re going to do something stupid. Do it quickly. That way, it’s worth something.” Sahm turned to Temithin and met his eyes. “And if I have to chase you. I’m going to do it with a knife, understand me?”

“Perfectly,” Temithin nodded as his clowder hissed in anger.

“Suki,” Calon looked at his lover. “I need you to get that knife.”

Suki licked her lips. Then activated Blink.


Chapter Seventeen




“Please?!” the young woman begged.

“You chose your side,” Joan hissed as she looked over the crowd.

She could see it. Feel it. Smell it. The sense of righteous power. The bloodlust, barbarity and sheer, unimaginable power. In this place, she was god. She could do anything. There was no wrong she could commit high enough to turn her followers away. The acolyte at her feet was proof of that. The poor little thing was likely an orphan raised in the south. She was barely a woman. Barely a member of the clergy. And yet, these people, Joan’s people. Bayed and howled for her blood.

With a mad grin on her face, she lowered the blade. Bringing it to the young woman’s neck. The little acolyte had tears running down her cheeks. She was terrified to the point a small puddle had formed beneath her. Nothing would save her–

“Gotcha bitch!”

Joan yelped as a sharp claw swiped across her wrist. The knife yanked free of her hand as a neko blinked between her legs.

“What in the–”

“BERSERK!”

Joan snapped up at the sound of the shout. The summoner. One she didn’t recognize tore from the treeline, cloaked in white mist. With him was several figures. Two humans, a slime and…

“KILL THE URSA!” she screamed. “TAKE IT–FUCK!” Joan recoiled as a flash of pain seared her face. Clapping her hand to her bleeding cheek, she looked up, spotted a magnificent griffon holding a crossbow, while… a succubus on her back, threw down a fireball.
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Calon roared in fury as he barreled into the front line. The first person he saw was a man with a wide, terrified expression. Calon didn’t get further than that. Grabbing that man by the head, he had an improvised weapon. Devoid of his hammer, it was dumb to have charged a group like this, but it was too late for that now. With his improvised weapon in hand, Calon threw the man back, knocking down several others.

A lamia reared up from the collapsed group. Opening its mouth wide as a pair of fangs extended. Calon blinked as it struck. Faster than he could comprehend, only for a wet, sticky sensation to plaster across his chest. That sticky sensation was a splattered slime girl, who was bubbling and cursing as she engulfed the lamia’s head.

“C’mon fucker! I’ll strangle you like Calon’s fucking cock!” Clarissa growled.

Calon let out a bark of laughter. Reaching down, he gripped the lamia by the tail and pulled hard. The creature went down hard, but Calon kept a hold as he spun around. Sahm and Nette were out of the way. Nette, standing back, firing arrows into the crowd, as Sahm fended off any would-be attackers.

Ignoring them, Calon had his new favorite toy and swung it around, clearing space.

“CALOOOOOOOOOON STAAAAAHHHHP!” Clarissa squealed.

The shout was enough to filter through his dulled consciousness, and Calon released the lamia with a jerk. It tumbled and flailed through the crowd, knocking over dozens. Which was when the first neko struck. The tiny furball of fury blinked into vision, slashing at Calon’s eyes with a ferocious yowl. Only for a second neko to blink into view, tackling away the first.

“FUCKING NEKO BITCH!” Suki screamed.

Calon spotted the two rolling and did what came natural. A step forward, a swing of his leg and a bone shattering thunk before the unfamiliar neko did a football impression as it tumbled over the heads of the people reeling from the sudden attack. Suki snarled as she sat up before picking up Joan’s knife once more.

“Gonna cut a furry bitch!” She snarled and blinked from view once more.

Only for a fireball to explode in the middle of the group. A wash of liquid flames spread out. Splashing on a few people while washing over the ground and burning the legs and feet of others. Calon charged back into the group as a massive golden bear forced its way in beside him.

Calon momentarily thought he was under attack. Before the bear shouldered past, biting down on an injured neko, she thrashed it from side to side. The neko came apart at the limbs, dead from the first bite. Throwing aside the corpse, Ashley barged in, continuing her attack and opening the way for Calon to advance. A spear flew at Ashley, striking her in the shoulder. Her thick fur somehow deflected the blade and the wooden shaft tumbled towards Calon.

Of all the stupid luck, he reached out and caught the wooden shaft in his outstretched hand. Without a thought, he brought the weapon down on his knee, snapping it in half before turning to an injured man to his right.

“Berser–URK!”

Calon clubbed him. Only the pointy end of the spear tore through the side of his neck with the same strike. The man went down as a pair of neko screeched angrily. The first blinked into view. Only for Suki to appear above her like a hawk diving on its meal. The attacking neko cried out as Suki buried her stolen knife in the neko’s back, taking them both to the ground. Leaving the second blinking neko in a state of shock, giving Calon just enough time to back hand it to the ground. The summoner, clutching his neck, jerked violently as Calon stomped on his head. But the pair of neko’s cried out and vanished with small flashes of light.

The light distracted Calon as a pair of talons slammed into him. One set dug down into his shoulder. The other sank deeply into his neck. Calon reeled as the harpy beat her wings, trying to twist and gouge as best she could. Her claws were sharp, but in Calon’s berserk form, they hadn’t gone very deep. Swatting her with the broken end of the spear knocked her sideways. Her wing struck the ground, and that was enough to pitch her to one side.

The talons in his neck released and Calon roared in anger, before stabbing both the broken end and the pointed end of his spear halves into her chest. The harpy’s eyes bulged before Calon was distracted by a second neko appearing and falling beneath Suki’s stolen knife.

“FIREBALL!”

A second orange blast rocked the fray. Smoke filled the air, as did the stench of burning hair and flesh. This was a slaughter, and Calon reveled in it. The summoners began to flee. Running away in fear. A few went down with well-placed arrows, others ran into the fog hanging around the trees. Which lashed out at those who approached. Thick black tentacles tore into soft flesh.

In her strength, Hannah would have been able to control this entire crowd on her own. How she was, as much as she loved her master, she was very much diminished. Her current capabilities were enough to stem the flow of fleeing summoners, summons and supporters of Joan. But there was a sizable gap in her defenses that was still letting others get away. Hannah was able to shift, blocking them at points, but was unable to fully circle the area.

Calon was unaware of all of that. All he could see was red. The bodies beneath his feet. The white flashes of summons vanishing into the ether as their summoner was beaten, stabbed, clubbed, clawed or torn to pieces and otherwise killed. There was a point as he reached a woman in a white cloak. She was huddled, bleeding and battered. But as Calon reared back to end her, Suki blinked into his vision to distract him.

It had happened a few times now. A flash of anger. A distraction and then a target to beat down and remove as a threat before stumbling back to the cowering woman in the white cloak. Whenever he saw her, all that flashed through his mind was the day that Hannah died, and the time they tried to steal away Suki. It infuriated him that time and time again something distracted him from killing the priest, but there was plenty more out there to take her place.

He’d picked up a few injuries of his own. There was an uncomfortable stabbing sensation in the back of his leg with each step. Calon’s attempt to figure out what it was caused him to fall. That had ended up costing him as an orc with a knife stabbed him in the side. That orc had then been torn to shreds by a golden bear, who mauled him so viciously there were bits of him hanging in a nearby tree.

Still, Calon was up and moving. Hacking away at the few still standing, stomping on those still crawling. The crowd had thinned, and Calon spotted that damned white cloak once more. Turning towards it he charged, only for the cloak to fall to the ground in a heap. Whoever was in there, Calon didn’t care. He just kept stomping until whatever it was didn’t crack and crunch any more.

And when he looked up, it was into the eyes of the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. She smiled and stepped in close. Her twisted horns brushed his chin as she tilted his head down. Calon didn’t know what was happening until her lips curled into a smile.

“Time to come back to us, big guy,’ she purred like the goddess she was.

Calon nodded dumbly and released the berserk ability. His body shrank, and as the pain lanced through his body, he pitched forward into Evie’s arms.

“I gotcha,” Evie clung to him as she dropped her charm. “Two bad ones. There’s a knife in your leg, and a stab in your side.”

“Fuck,” Calon snarled, before reaching down. The wetness below his ribs was the first thing he found. “Heal,” he cast. The surge of magic entered his body, and the relief came a few moments later.

“Now your leg,” Evie whispered.

“What about–FUCK!” Calon yelped.

When he glanced back, Chrissy was stone faced as she held the knife pulled from his leg. Calon grimaced and reached down before casting another heal. In the end, Calon was left slightly beaten, raw and exhausted as he sat with his back to the flames. There were dozens of bodies behind him. Though far fewer than he’d originally thought. The summons had bolstered the numbers and with the death of their summoner, simply ceased to exist.

The only injuries on his side were from Suki and Ashley. Suki had dozens of scratches and cuts across her body. While Ashley had a few shallow stab wounds that bled through her outfit as she winced in pain.

Beside them were Nette and Sahm. Sahm’s arm had been broken. Blocking a heavy rock thrown from one of Joan’s summons. Calon hadn’t the energy to heal him right away, so Nette was sticking close as they hovered over a terrified young woman. The acolyte that Calon had tried to kill multiple times. Every time she spotted him looking her way, she turned white and began to tremble once more.

It was hard to tell what was going through her mind. On one hand, they were safe and alive. On the other, everyone she had come north with had been murdered before her eyes. Some of them in the fires, others, like Joan almost did to her, had their throats cut first.

“Should have kept a few alive,” Hannah hissed as she reformed from the mist drifting about the encampment. “Then we could move on and find that bitch.”

Calon grunted and gave a small nod. In the end, they hadn’t been quite successful. While Joan’s people had been routed, she herself had gotten away. Calon was pretty sure at least one of her orcs was dead. Not that the woman wouldn’t be able to summon him again. Which was going to be a problem. They’d run, which meant there was likely some kind of backup plan. Which was all the worse, since Temithin had vanished during the fight.

All Calon could do was stare at the six summoning stones that Suki had put together and wonder about where they would go from here. With the acolyte back, they could approach the church. It was obvious she was a junior member, though. They didn’t have any of the others, so the risk that the church would try to simply capture them was high. Unlike the fight with Joan, the church had the power to harm Hannah, making their overpowered backup almost useless.

“Hey, Calon?” Nette called softly.

Calon looked up and met her eyes. “Sorry, what’s up?”

“Sahm and I are discussing what we should do next,” Nette sighed. “We can go after Joan, or… get the young miss to lead us to wherever the church headquarters are out here.”

“They’ll probably just kidnap us like the others,” Calon pointed out.

Nette nodded and let out another sigh. “Yeah. I thought that much too. Unless we can get the upper hand on them?”

“We could try splitting up?” Calon suggested. “If you go in alone, they might try to take you. I follow behind, and figure out where the rest of you are and how to get you out.”

“Unless they know we’re all coming. In which case, when we show up alone, they take us somewhere else and set a trap of their own,” Nette pointed out.

Calon nodded. It was a fair chance. And that still didn’t fix the Joan problem.

“We need numbers,” Suki chimed in.

Calon looked at the neko and then glanced around. “We’re all that’s here.”

“She means the stones,” Evie said, hearing their conversation and joining them.

“Well, hold on,” Calon frowned. “That’s a serious discussion for a lot of reasons.”

“He’s right,” Ashley said, leading Clarissa, Chrissy, and Hannah over to join them, while Sahm sat back and listened beside the acolyte. “Six more people. The morality of summoning them is dubious at best. Then there’s who exactly to summon, and what to summon them in the form of?”

“Which is exactly why I don’t want to do that,” Calon pointed out. “What are the chances that if I summon six random people from back home, that they want to help us murder a bunch of people they haven’t met?”

“We don’t necessarily have to kill them,” Chrissy pointed out.

“We will though!” Suki cackled madly.

“What if we don’t need to worry about who?” Evie suggested.

Calon frowned at her. “What, you about to tell me that there’s a whole clan of weirdly obsessed girls from back home willing to be my pet?”

“No,” Evie shook her head. “But we’ve established that we’re not the real versions of ourselves.”

“Holy shit,” Suki gasped. “Master, pick me!”

“What?” Calon frowned.

“ME!” Suki yowled. “Summon me again!”

Calon chuckled and shook his head. “Wouldn’t that be weird?”

“Master, my biggest disappointment in a body like this is my inability to lick myself while you fuck me,” Suki said with a serious expression. “Can you imagine? It’ll be like fucking twins. But both of them will be me!”

“I’m not going to lie. That’s messed up,” Clarissa snorted.

“But also really fucking hot.” Evie tilted her head. “Brings back that whole. If you clone yourself and fuck your clone, is it gay, or masturbation?”

“Hold up,” Chrissy held up her hand. “Is there any reason she has to be re-summoned as a neko?”

“You’re okay with this?” Calon asked.

Chrissy shrugged. “Evie’s your step-sister, and Ashley married your father.”

Calon slapped a hand to his face and groaned. “Sounds so weird when you say it like that.”

“Even weirder how much it turns me on,” Chrissy shrugged.

“Chrissy!” Ashley snapped.

“Don’t you start, anal queen,” the griffin chuckled.

Ashley looked aghast for a moment, before breaking into a fit of laughter. Calon looked around and settled on Nette and Sahm.

“What about you two?”

“If you summon me as a fucking neko, I’m going to find a very creative way to end you permanently,” Sahm muttered darkly.

Suki narrowed her eyes before pulling a face. “Eh… No, I agree, master. Don’t summon any dudes. It’ll mess with the vibe.”

“Vibe?” Calon asked.

“All the pussy,” Evie giggled.

“What if I want a guy to talk to about guy stuff?” Calon pointed out.

Everyone, including Nette—but not the acolyte—all pointed at Sahm, who looked as shocked as Calon was. Still, he knew when he was outvoted and had promised not to summon anyone without their say-so.

“Okay,” Calon sighed. “What about you, Nette?” Calon asked. “You want to become a summoner?”

“That…” Nette frowned. “Never really thought about it, to be honest. Do you think I could summon a copy of myself?”

“Nooo,” Sahm moaned softly.

Nette ignored him. While Calon gave a small shrug.

“Hey Calon?” Evie called with a grin. “Imagine me standing next to an angel version of myself.”

“Oh, my god…” Suki mewled softly. “You think an angel version of Evie would choke me a little while the succubus Evie fucked me?”

“I thought you were my toy?” Calon asked.

“That’s just foreplay,” Suki gave a shrug. “Ooo, what if I got you to summon a… what’s a dog version of me?” She called.

The ladies exchanged a look with one another and shook their heads.

“Hey, ummm…” A familiar voice wafted over the group. When everyone turned, it was Temithin standing with an awkward smile and two of his nekos. “I have Kit and Cat following Joan. When they stop, Cat’s going to come back and lead us there.”

Sahm let out a long sigh. “Thought I was going to have to kill him.”
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“Not yet, mistress,” Gaturn the orc gripped Joan’s hand.

“We might need him,” Joan frowned.

“You haven’t leveled enough,” Gaturn shook his head. “You bring him back now. He’s dead weight. Then we’re dead for sure.”

“It’s not fair,” Joan grit her teeth. “Everything was going so well. Then… where the hell did he even come from?”

“Temithin,” Gaturn muttered. “Spotted the little weasel in the back.”

“He must have gotten the magistrate,” Joan moaned. “I’ll hunt him down and rip his fucking dick off. Show him what it means to betray me!”

Gaturn turned to calm his lover. Only to pause as a vine rose up behind her. Seeing his sudden stillness, Joan spun around. The vine snapped out, wrapping around her neck. Gaturn wasn’t idle. Seeing his mistress under attack, he activated his rage. His muscles swelled and his tusks pushed further out. He reached for the axe hanging over his shoulder and swung it around, hacking the vine free.

A feminine yelp echoed through the trees as a woman with a bow stepped into view. Gaturn charged, taking the arrow in the chest. It didn’t slow him. He felt the strike, but didn’t slow for even a moment. Which was when a puff of yellow dust burst out of a strange-looking bush. The dust got into Gaturn’s eyes and he inhaled it before letting out a violent cough.

All at once, that unbridled rage turned to a soft confusion. His vision swam, and he spotted that same woman… only this time, she was nude from the knees up, and… seemed to be sprouting from the petals of a large flower. The vision was so bizarre, Gaturn couldn’t comprehend it, and slumped to the ground in a heap. His confusion only mounted as his mind clouded and he didn’t feel the knife plunge into the back of his skull.

Joan, seeing Gaturn fall to the archer’s blade, turned to run. Only for a fluffy, dog-like kobold to rush out on all fours. Barking and yapping furiously, Joan spun around once more. And was promptly swept off her feet by a thick, long tail. Joan stared up at what she initially thought was a lamia until the woman leaned down and gripped her with four arms and held her in place.

“WAIT!” Joan struggled. “I’m not the bad guy!”

The archer, who was the only human looking one, moved closer. Joan stared in shock, realizing that both the one holding her, and the one who looked like a flower, had her face. It was like looking at sisters.

“You mean you’re not brainwashing summoners to work for you and murdering those who try to leave and use those same summoning stones to empower yourself and your followers?” Nette asked.

“What?” Joan shook her head. “It’s not about that! The church–”

“Is being dealt with,” the archer snapped, before the kobold let out a low growl. “Easy Yalla. She’s not going anywhere.”

“Just making sure. Sahm told me to do my best,” the kobold growled at Joan.

“Still can’t believe you and my brother,” Nette shook her head.

“It was more of a dying wish… and… well, I did like him since we were kids.” Yalla admitted.

“What the fuck is going on?” Joan whined.

“Right,” Nette straightened. “This first. We can talk about my brother later.”

“Deal.” the kobold nodded. “But between you and me. I hope we can still be friends.”

Nette rolled her eyes. “Alraune me, please bind her. Naga me, hold her steady and get ready to knock her the fuck out the moment she tries anything dumb.”

“Where are you taking me?” Joan argued as vines began to bind her from shoulder to hip.

“To the magistrate, while we investigate how many murders you’re responsible for,” Nette muttered darkly. “Temithin!”

“You got her?” the summoner called.

“Right where you said she’d be,” Nette turned around.

“Temithin, you damned traitor!” Joan roared.

“Traitor maybe. But not a murderer,” Temithin grunted under his breath.
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“There, see,” Acolyte Warnier pointed. “Now can I go?”

“Not quite yet.” Evie shook her head. “You’re innocent in all this. So you’re going to stay right here where we can keep an eye on you.”

“I don’t wanna be here for this,” the acolyte whimpered.

“Neither do any of the people the church has enslaved,” Calon muttered.

“They’re not slaves!” she protested.

“Are they allowed to leave?” Calon asked.

“Yes!” Acolyte Warnier snapped. “Once they pay their dues back for the land and equipment rental. They can leave whenever they want!”

“How much is their fees?” Calon asked.

“I… I don’t know,” her face fell. “What does it matter?”

“Because there’s kids in there wearing chains around their fucking ankles,” Suki snarled as she blinked into view.

The acolyte yelped, and Evie covered her mouth to silence her.

“Temithin was right,” Suki turned to Calon. “Their families are held captive. Women, kids, a couple of older people too. Grandparents. I spoke to a girl who went to the latrine. They’re told they can’t leave and they’re beaten for trying.”

“That’s not–”

“Shut the fuck up,” Suki snapped at Acolyte Warnier. “Look, you’re not part of this. I’m not blaming you. But this situation is fucked up, and the church is doing something horrible. So sit down, shut up and stay out of our fucking way.”

“Okay, this is messed up,” Eva frowned. “I’ve been horny since I got here from all the lust coming off her. But now she’s just mad.”

“That’s an understatement,” Suki growled.

“Yes, it is,” Eva nodded.

Standing beside Evie, they were mirror images of themself. Same height, same smile, same figure. Where Evie had the horns, tail, claws and the ability to sense lust. Eva was slightly golden with a halo and white wings with the ability to sense broad emotions. The first thing the pair had done when the angel stepped through the portal was compare chest sizes, side by side. When they were satisfied there was no difference, Calon got a kiss, followed by Chrissy, who was as wide eyed as Calon was. Then, after a discussion of their name change, Eva had joined their group with a smile.

Before her, though, was the real test. The diminutive form of Suki’s alter ego stood nearby. Her singular horn jutted out from the middle of her head. Right now, she was a little smaller than Suki. But when she stepped out of the portal, she was almost ten feet tall, broad shouldered and muscular, with gleaming purple skin. It turned out that Oni’s were capable of changing their size. From about six inches tall, to a little bigger than she was when she stepped out that first time.

And to Calon’s dismay. It took them all of an hour to work out how to speak in unison like a creepy pair of twins. Before offering a tandem blowjob. Calon still had to admit he was surprised. The neko version of Suki was extremely submissive to him. While the oni version was submissive to the neko and a little snarkier with himself. He wasn’t convinced it was some kind of act, but there wasn’t much to go on and in a dark room, he’d be hard pressed to tell them apart. Except for how deliriously happy oni Suki was when neko Suki told her they’d get to fuck.

The last of the six summoner stones was safely hidden in the wagon, that was hidden off the road where hopefully nobody would find it. Hopefully, being that two of Temithin’s nekos were guarding it, while he went off with Sahm and Nette to apprehend Joan. None of them trusted Calon and his ladies with the risk of outright murdering Joan.

Which left Calon and his ladies to handle the camp. The church officials sat to the side and directed the flow of goods. Mercenaries under the employment of the church were the ones doing the hard work in terms of patrolling and keeping people in line. Even now, the last wagons of the day was coming into the camp, laden with dirt and gold, to be taken south for whatever passed as processing.

The beastkin laborers set down their equipment and moved into the camps to be with their families. Only to be hounded by the mercenaries, and Calon even spotted a few being whipped for not moving fast enough.

“Any sign of the magistrate’s people?” Calon asked.

“No, but there is a kind of jail under the main structure in the middle,” she pointed.

The structure was a two story wooden frame with walls. It was the closest thing to a building and was more like an old shed. The top half was mostly enclosed, with a platform above where a couple of people were keeping watch. Otherwise, the area was rather open. Just the chains and guards keeping the families in line. There wasn’t any need for a fence when the greatest threat to their profits could bypass them so quickly.

“If they banded together, they could probably just fight their way out,” Chrissy grumbled.

“They’d be labeled criminals,” Acolyte Warnier huffed. “Their contracts are legal. Voiding them would make them liable for damages.”

“Fanatics,” Hannah chuckled as she stepped around. “How long are we waiting?”

The answer to that wasn’t long. Calon gave the word as the sun finally dipped below the horizon. The cook fires had started, and the families were put to work cooking for the whole camp. Not just the workers, but the mercenaries and church officials as well. A row of young beastkin were unchained, and either made rounds, delivering meals to the patrol on duty, or formed a line to be brought inside the central structure to deliver food there.

“That’s too good an opportunity,” Calon nodded. “They’re distracted.”

“Perfect,” Hannah grinned toothily from ear to ear.

“No risks.” Calon glared at the nightmare. “I can revive you, but that doesn’t make it pleasant for any of us.”

“I’m still going to need to make a distraction for the rest of you,” she pointed out.

“Fine,” Calon huffed.

“You’re going to kill church officials?” the acolyte complained.

“Only if they don’t surrender,” Evie growled.

Clarissa and Hannah were the first to move. The Suki’s went next, aiming to get into position before oni Suki could do the most damage. Evie and Eva split up, with Eva sticking with Chrissy, who had handed the angel her crossbow. In return, Chrissy had hold of her spear and circled the camp. Ashley moved up and stood beside Calon before patting his shoulder.

“We’ve got this,” she smiled.

“Still worries me,” Calon sighed as Hannah’s mist swept the camp.

Screams rang out before a fireball exploded against one side of the structure. Three figures ran screaming, engulfed in red and orange flames. Neko Suki vanished, likely into the structure, while oni Suki let out a furious roar as her stature exploded to her maximum height. That caught the attention of the nearby mercenaries, who then fell victim to Chrissy falling on their back.

The beastkin fled in terror, though none of Calon’s ladies paid them any mind.

“Let’s go,” Calon nodded and started walking.

A mercenary, missed by the others, tore out of hiding at the sight of Calon and his step-mother. In his hand, he had a metal club with a spiked head and he screamed as he charged in. Only for Ashley to shift into her golden ursa form and take him down with a terrifying roar. The man’s screams didn’t last long and when Ashley joined him once more, she was red around the mouth and paws.

“Thanks,” Calon muttered.

Ashley chuffed and nudged him with the side of her golden head as they continued on. Calon was about to ask if they should hurry when a flash of light erupted from within the structure. Hannah’s mist form recoiled as she let out a pained shriek. But Calon was already moving.

Evie met him at the door, pushing through ahead of him, knife in hand and ready to throw a fireball at a moment’s notice. Ashley shifted back to her human form to follow. The floor was made of slats, and there were two bodies with obvious neck wounds on the way in. The structure wasn’t complicated, and they found a main room in the middle, where Calon froze.

“Ah, the summoner,” an old man with a gash across his shoulder snarled. Suki squirmed in his arms as he held a knife under her neck. “I spotted your pet nightmare and before I knew it, this one was at my throat.” He sighed. “I thought we had a deal.”

“That deal wasn’t cemented. And I technically did what you asked,” Calon shrugged. “The only survivor of Joan’s camp is nearby. She’s just an acolyte, but the rest are dead.”

“You–”

“Joan,” Calon glared. “Now let my neko go.”

“We’ve been watching you for some time, summoner,” the priest cackled. “An unusual number of summons, sure. But we also know that you’d never do anything to risk one of their lives.”

“Evie, fireball me!” Suki snarled.

Evie held up her hand and then shook her head. “That’s too much. Even for you, Suki.”

Calon looked around. Ashley was ready to shift. If it turned into a fight, they’d win. That wasn’t in doubt. The only thing holding him back was Suki. None of them had a way to get her free. Not without risking her in the worst of ways once more.

“You can’t blink?” Calon asked.

“Not while he’s holding me,” Suki struggled.

“Too many questions,” the priest snarled. “You call off your attack, or I’m going to start carving into your little pet.”

Calon swallowed, before noticing movement. Thin vines were extending out of the floor behind him. As a heavy thump echoed through the roof. Everyone glanced up as heavy footsteps thumped along the ceiling before dropping to the ground beside the structure.

“What on earth?” the priest grunted.

“Probably Suki,” Calon shrugged.

The priest frowned. “Isn’t this Suki?”

“Oh, you have done some research,” Evie grinned.

“Of course we have,” the priest narrowed his eyes. “Unless…”

The vines snapped forward. The priest yelped as they wrapped around his shoulders. His arm yanked and Suki yowled as the blade caught her skin. It wasn’t a bad cut and Calon was already running forward to wrestle her free for healing. Nette’s cloned alraune was binding the priest up, who sent out a blinding flash of light. The vines sizzled a little and there was a pained yelp from outside where her main body was. But that all stopped as Calon pulled Suki free and Ashley… well, Ashley kicked him in the dick. And when that sent the man pulsing with light, she did it again. And again… And again. Until finally, after vomiting from pain, the man finally relented and stopped struggling.

“Mom needs a reward,” Evie whispered.

“Evie!” Ashley snapped.

“What?!” Evie threw her arms out. “If you don’t ask for a reward, you won’t get one. So I’ll–”

“Uh!” Ashley held up her finger. “Not another word. I meant time and place, not result.”

Evie blinked, then smirked and gave a small nod. “Okay. Now who’s gonna ask him where the prisoners are being kept?”


Epilogue




“Oooo shit, that’s nice,” Calon slumped into the bathwater.

Winter in this part of the world didn’t come with snow. But it was still cold. The frigid air meant going outside wasn’t the greatest experience in the world. But it also meant it was great for a bonfire. The beastkin tribe next door had supplied a feast, while Calon had supplied the drink and the wood. Their cozy little farm was a busy place, and Calon’s head was swimming as he lounged in the hot water.

When the door opened, Calon didn’t bother opening his eyes. The multiple footsteps signaling his ladies coming to join him. Not all of them could comfortably fit in the bath, but the company was always welcome.

“Look at him,” Chrissy joked. “Sitting there like he owns the place.”

“I do own the place,” Calon replied.

“And us,” the Sukis giggled in unison. Calon still found that creepy. But whenever he brought it up, they used those same skills in a tandem blowjob, and whatever his thoughts on the matter dropped.

“Which brings us to a point,” Evie said.

“One that we can all agree on,” Eva continued, and the only way Calon could tell them apart was that the voice came from a different direction and it was usually Evie who spoke first.

“And what point is that?” Calon asked.

“Since you let my brother and I build homes here on your farm,” Nette spoke up, making Calon jerk in surprise.

It wasn’t just his ladies. But Nette and… Amberlie both stood in front of him. Nette had an odd look on her face, while Amberlie was blushing furiously as she clutched the towel wrapped around her.

“When Yalla died, Sahm was heartbroken.” Nette stepped up to the edge of the bath. Calon was sure she was nude beneath the towel wrapped around her torso. “Since bringing her back as a summon, well… let’s just say the chances of him finding a human wife and settling down are pretty much… zero.”

Calon chuckled at that. The only thing more randy than Suki, when she hadn’t been spanked recently enough, was Sahm’s kobold lover. Like a pup with its favorite ball only… dick.

“What I’m trying to say…” Nette cleared her throat. “Is that unless I fall pregnant? My family line ends with Sahm and I.”

Calon blinked slowly and shook his head. “What?”

“I want a baby, Calon,” Nette said, staring at him. “There’s no other men in my life, and you’ve put your hand on me once already.”

“That was…” Calon looked around before abandoning the protest. “There’s plenty of men in Kuraby. Why me?”

“Why not you?” Nette shook her head. “You’re similar in age, good looking and from my talks with Eva, I know that you can keep going far longer than a man has any right to.”

Calon looked at Eva, who winked. “She’s not lying.”

“Okay, say I’m onboard for that. Why is Amberlie here?”

“Ummm,” the shy maid shifted from side to side. “Because… I ummm…”

“Your shirts aren’t going missing,” Evie giggled. “She takes them and holds onto them for a few days before she washes them.”

“You said you wouldn’t tell!” Amberlie clutched at her face. Which left her towel to drop to the floor. The poor woman froze in place, before seeming to resign herself with the fact. She was now nude in front of everyone.

“Oh,” Evie and Eva said in unison, before looking at one another and laughing.

“You going to explain that?” Calon asked.

“She’s aroused by being on display like this,” Evie giggled. “Aren’t you?”

“No,” Amberlie squeaked.

“First lie of the evening,” Eva giggled. “She’s been peeking in on you when she can. And those times she accidentally walked in were some of her favorites.”

“You’re terrible,” Amberlie stomped her foot lightly.

“And you’re delicious,” Evie giggled. “More to the point. You know that summons can’t have children, right?”

“Right,” Calon nodded, realizing immediately where this was going.

“Not…” Amberlie swallowed. “Not right away, but… yes. If… if you want, that is.”

Calon looked at all the ladies and frowned slightly. “Shouldn’t we be having this discussion with everyone?”

“Everyone already knows,” Eva giggled. “This is just who made it in here.”

“My alraune and naga are back home,” Nette smirked. “Knowing them, they’re practicing with vines for when you visit.”

“You mean–”

“Don’t be dumb, Calon,” Evie shook her head. “Just this once. Can you think with your dick?”
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Amberlie clutched at the washing with both hands. Desperately trying to scrub the old bloodstains out. She knew it was useless, but still she tried. The sooner she was done with this load, the sooner she could go sit down. At least, that was her thought as she heard footsteps behind her.

“Should you be on your knees?” Calon asked.

“You weren’t complaining last night,” she blushed and continued to scrub.

Calon chuckled softly and knelt down behind her. She always felt a flush of warmth when he held her. His arms touched her swollen belly. Their child was growing healthily. Both hers and Nette’s. Sahm hadn’t taken it well, but Nette had rolled her eyes at the man and sent him off with Yalla to relieve frustrations. In the end, Yalla had been the one to patch things up, by refusing to allow Sahm to ignore his sister, or Calon.

Calon. With those strong hands, and…

“Please?” Amberlie whispered.

Calon chuckled and slid his hands lower. Catching her dress, he lifted, and Amberlie leaned further over the washtub to get on all fours. Calon loved all the ladies in his life. But even he had to admit there was something special about Amberlie and Nette. It wasn’t that he loved them more. Just a primal instinct that had taken over since they fell pregnant.

The problem was, they felt much the same way. And while their day-to-day lives were as normal as ever. The moment they had even an inkling of getting busy, it was like Suki when she was bored. As quickly as Calon had Amberlie’s panties pushed down, he was slipping his cock out the front of his pants. Her pussy was already drooling, and he gently slipped inside.

“Calon,” Amberlie whimpered.

“Amberlie.” Calon sighed as he speared into her from behind.

As pregnant as she was, there was no need for a warmup. But Calon also knew how sensitive she was. It didn’t take long before Amberlie was moaning and rocking her hips.

“Goddess, your cock feels bigger every time,” she blurted.

Calon grinned and squeezed her ass.

“Don’t you say it,” she snapped.

“I wasn’t,” Calon shook his head. “I was just going to say you’re as beautiful as ever and remark on how lucky a man I am to have you.”

“Oh…” Amberlie slumped forward. Her hands brushed something in the water.

With the new angle, Calon was able to thrust deeper inside her and Amberlie’s fingers clenched. Squeezing the hard thing in the tub, her mind went blank.

“OH! GODDESS!”

Calon froze in place, as an oval-shaped portal snapped open before him. Amberlie, wracked with pleasure and her eyes squeezed shut, drove herself back on his cock, riding him through her orgasm as a feminine silhouette appeared.


Afterword


All things considered, you’d have thought I’d know what to say here.

Ha!

A lot of mixed feelings getting this far. And yeah, if you’re reading this, you guessed it. This is it. The end. Maybe not forever. I could go on, but not on this arc and maybe not with these characters. So who knows, maybe I’ll end up writing the next one about Calon’s little ankle biters.

If that’s something you’d like to see, well… Let me know.

Till then. Thank you for hanging in for the ride. I didn’t really know what I was getting into when I started, but I like to think my career as an author started with this series.

And so, from the Monty clan.

Thanks.
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Dapy. Man of the mission. Farmer of the hour. Tamer of... Well, nothing really. At least, nothing a content demon prince, her general, retainers, staff, a wizard and more would comfortably admit. Poor Dapy still isn't quite sure whether or not any of this is real.

With one of the Baron's goons camping in the front yard. Assassin plots, threats of demonic invasion and... a wedding. Can a humble farmer be blamed for thinking it's all a tad far-fetched?

More to the point. Is it worth the effort of caring?

Because from where Dapy is standing amongst the chaos of his new home. The only thing that matters are the friends he's made along the way. If they're real.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FG16FD6B
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First there was the man and his truck.

Then an elf.

And finally, a dragon.

When the dust settled, a plot to overthrow the crown came to light and the man responsible was brought to justice.

Except he wasn’t.

With a stolen shotgun on the loose and another attempt to overthrow the crown. Jacob was filled with relief at the knowledge he was being sent off for yet another delivery. Conrou, of the Ysagabar people, needs to be returned to his people. Even dead regicidal orcs deserve proper burial rights.

There’s just one problem.

To get there. Jacob, Ahshala, and old Deucie need to travel across the Elven kingdom to do it.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F9L69DZN
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I swore an oath to destroy them.

I failed.

Not only did I fail, I am left flailing before the gods as an oathbreaker. Now, the beings I swore to destroy, are my most treasured. My loved ones. My beloved companions and the future mothers to my children.

If not for those damn tiephlings...

And maybe when I finish with them. I'll take my fight to the very gods themselves.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F6NRF33V
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Jeyna was always a hothead. Never quite knowing when he should keep his nose clean. Never quite caring either way. Growing up in an orphanage meant growing tough, or growing tougher and despite only reaching a towering five feet tall. Jeyna never let that stop him from doing what he thought best.

So, sitting on a stool at the bar of his favorite tavern, Jeyna found himself coming to the aid of a distressed serving girl. Only to discover in the aftermath that her attackers were freshly minted nobles. Earning himself a one-way ticket to the front lines of yet another border war.

Jeyna had never met Ymry of the White Flame. The great elder dragon that ruled the kingdom of Handelaar. Nor had he met Kiandonirth of the Void. The great black, elder dragon who ruled over Ijverig, the kingdom of dwarves. Most hadn’t. And most never would. If you were lucky, you wouldn’t meet their underlings either. The great scaled beasts, that ruled over pockets of land in the elders stead.

Jeyna wasn’t so lucky. Whether on the human side, or the dwarf side, it didn’t matter. The men burned, the forest burned, the land burned and with bound hands, Jeyna had no choice but to flee for his life. Made all the more different when something sparked inside him.

Something burning. Something powerful. Something completely uncomprehensible to the man named Jeyna.

Something forbidden, on this world.

And it all comes crashing down, when a matronly, golden voice enters his head. Instructing him to head south. Towards the kingdom Woestenij, and Zolrin of the Bane. The elder of orcs and battle.

With an exiled dwarf, a half elf and a cranky dryad, Jeyna learns what it means to be a dragon. Because this world isn’t quite ready for him. And Jeyna’s never been one to care.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DZV7K7TM


Book Formatting


Book formatting at a reasonable price.

The person who formatted this book and all of the Montgomery Quinn books!

“I make your words look pretty.”

https://www.nmalone.net/bookformatting

OEBPS/image_rsrcDGM.jpg
UNTROMR ‘B‘rf \&ifﬁjt@ﬁ






cover.jpeg
Y AV AT, A0
.il\/é,lff».\/\‘Fh?ﬁ'?,;?’f/:r‘*w\,fﬁf«f,’z’v' ) ‘ﬁ’. NN AR

MUDARIUMNIDE

LIy






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   





OEBPS/image_rsrcDGR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcDGK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcDGN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcDGG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcDGP.jpg
T2 IDTN G2
] U=

& » -, - e
) A NON=TRADITIONAL (ISEKAITFROMANCE o,





OEBPS/image_rsrcDGH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcDGS.jpg
\‘. N

X €
—

(4]

R

INECI

COo







OEBPS/image_rsrcDGJ.jpg
MoyTagTs Iy

( ¥

KT





