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Chapter 1: New Wings

The herb garden never saw me coming.

In my defense, neither did I. One moment I was standing on the Party House rooftop, arms spread, new Lesser Succubus wings extended to their full span, morning sun warming the black membrane stretched between delicate bone spurs. The next moment a gust caught me wrong, the wings cupped air I didn’t expect, and I launched sideways into Sage’s carefully arranged collection of potted herbs with the grace of a drunk pelican.

Terracotta shattered. Dirt exploded. Something that smelled aggressively like rosemary went up my nose.

I lay there in the wreckage, wings still half-extended and tangled in what used to be a mint plant, my tail lashing in frustration against a pot of lavender that somehow survived.

“Sage is going to kill me,” I muttered, spitting out a leaf.

[System: Flight Practice — Attempt 14. Result: Herb Garden Casualty. Recommendation: Perhaps try without the crosswind next time.]

“Thanks for the tip,” I told the system notification hovering in my peripheral vision. “Real helpful.”

One week since I’d evolved into a Lesser Succubus. One week since I’d chosen to stay as Lilith instead of chasing a cure to go back to being Ryan Tanaka, burnt-out IT guy, frozen dinner enthusiast, owner of a gaming chair held together by duct tape and shattered dreams. One week, and I still couldn’t figure out these damn wings.

The tail had been bad enough. Those early weeks as Lilith had taught me that my heart-shaped spaded tail had absolutely zero discretion, pointing at people I found attractive like a fleshy compass of horny betrayal. I’d adapted. Mostly. The tail still had opinions, but at least it had stopped knocking drinks off tables every five minutes.

The wings were worse.

They manifested at random — surprise, arousal, strong emotion, or apparently just because they felt like it. They had the spatial awareness of a drunk giraffe. They caught on doorframes, curtains, low-hanging signs, and one memorable occasion, Mira’s glasses right off her face while I was turning around in the kitchen. They folded wrong, opened wrong, and the one time they’d actually generated lift, they’d sent me careening into a vendor’s awning in the market square.

I pulled myself out of the herb wreckage, brushing potting soil from my hair — those long black waves with their purple highlights now decorated with actual dirt highlights — and surveyed the damage. Four pots destroyed. Sage’s silvermint, completely uprooted. The basil looked traumatized.

“Morning routine going well, I see.”

I looked up to find Kira leaning against the rooftop doorframe, arms crossed over her fitted tank top, one eyebrow raised. The morning light caught the sharp angles of her face, softened the hard lines around her brown eyes. She’d been up for an hour already — I could tell from the sheen of sweat on her defined abs, visible between the hem of her tank top and her compression shorts. Morning exercises. Always.

Something warm curled in my chest at the sight of her. Something that had been building for weeks and had finally, beautifully broken loose in that first gentle kiss on the rooftop a week ago. She wasn’t hiding the softness in her eyes anymore. Not from me, anyway.

“The herb garden started it,” I said, standing and shaking dirt from my wings. A cascade of soil pattered down onto the rooftop tiles. “It was being provocative.”

Kira’s mouth twitched. That almost-smile that transformed her whole face when she let it through. “Sage is going to—”

“Kill me. Yes. I’m aware.” I tried to fold my wings. The left one cooperated. The right one stayed extended, trembling slightly like a broken umbrella. I glared at it. “Close.”

It did not close.

“You look like a lopsided bat,” Kira said. She pushed off the doorframe and crossed to me, and her calloused fingers found the joint at the top of the stubborn wing. She pressed, firm but careful, and the wing folded with a soft leathery rustle. Her hand lingered.

“Thanks,” I said. My tail, that absolute traitor, curled around her wrist before I could stop it.

Kira looked down at it. Back up at me. And smiled — the real one, the rare one, the one that made her look like a completely different person.

“Breakfast,” she said. “Before you destroy anything else.”



The Party House kitchen smelled like heaven. It always did on mornings when Sage cooked — which was every morning, because Sage’s love language was feeding people until they couldn’t move.

I descended the stairs with dirt still in my hair and wings finally cooperating, to find the full domestic chaos of the found family I’d somehow assembled.

Sage stood at the stove, silver-green hair loose and flowing past her shoulders, catching the morning light through the kitchen window. She hummed while she worked — always humming, some melody that made the air feel warmer. Her druid robes hung low and loose, and her massive D-cup tits swayed gently as she moved between pans. There was flour on her cheek. Her amber eyes crinkled when she spotted me.

“Morning, darling. I heard a crash.”

“Your herbs send their regards.” I slid onto a kitchen stool and immediately regretted not checking for tail clearance first. The spaded tip caught the edge of Finn’s plate and nearly launched it off the counter. I grabbed it just in time. “Sorry.”

Finn — dark hair artfully disheveled, shirt unbuttoned to show the lean V-lines disappearing into low-slung pants, because Finn apparently slept looking like a magazine advertisement — caught the escaping fork without looking up from the bacon he was stealing directly from the serving plate.

“Nice reflexes,” he said, emerald eyes bright with that perpetual mischief. “For someone who just lost a fight with a flower pot.”

“Four flower pots,” Kira corrected, dropping into the seat beside me. She grabbed toast and started buttering it with mechanical efficiency.

“I heard five pots break,” came a voice from behind a book. Mira sat in the corner of the kitchen nook, already two cups of tea deep judging by the empty mugs, copper hair piled in a messy bun with three escaped strands, bright blue eyes scanning pages behind her thick black-framed glasses. The freckles across her nose caught the light. She hadn’t looked up, but she was definitely smiling. “And one human-sized impact.”

“Succubus-sized,” I corrected. “Slightly different.”

“Heavier,” Finn offered.

I threw a piece of toast at him. He caught it — of course he caught it, the bastard had rogue reflexes — and ate it with a wink.

Sage set a plate in front of me. Eggs, toast, roasted vegetables, and those little sausages she made with herbs from her garden. The garden I had just destroyed. I looked at the plate. Looked at her.

“Is this… revenge food? Is this a guilt breakfast?”

Sage’s massive tits pressed against my back as she leaned over to kiss the top of my head. I could smell herbs, wildflowers, and that warm honey scent that was just HER. “I saw the garden through the window, darling. We’ll replant this afternoon.”

“You’re not mad?”

“Those wings will learn manners.” She squeezed my shoulder. “Eventually.”

A knock at the door interrupted. Finn answered it and returned with a basket. “Bertram’s runner. The usual.”

The “usual” was Old Bertram’s legendary cinnamon rolls, delivered fresh every morning because at some point during those early weeks, the elderly baker had decided that Lilith’s group was his personal pet project. The rolls were still warm, frosting melting into the spirals, and the smell of cinnamon and sugar cut through the kitchen like a declaration of intent.

I grabbed one. Bit into it. Closed my eyes. Heaven.

“He keeps sending these,” Mira observed, finally looking up from her book. “Doesn’t he realize we can just buy them?”

“He knows,” Sage said, settling into her chair. “It’s a grandfather thing. He needs to feel he’s feeding someone.”

For a moment I just sat there, chewing cinnamon roll, surrounded by the sounds of my family eating breakfast. Sage’s humming. Finn’s awful joke about a rogue and a barmaid. Kira’s single snort of reluctant amusement. Mira reading a passage aloud about elemental resonance that nobody asked for but everyone listened to anyway. My tail had curled around my own leg — content, comfortable, home.

One week ago I’d been Ryan Tanaka, and I’d never had mornings like this. Not once. Not in twenty-seven years of frozen breakfasts eaten alone over a keyboard.

My wings tried to unfurl at the surge of emotion. I clamped them down with the muscles I was slowly learning to control, and only knocked over the salt shaker.

Progress.



The system notification appeared just as I was finishing my second cinnamon roll, its brackets materializing in my field of vision with the slightly playful urgency the System had adopted since my evolution.

[System: Guild Registration — Available] [Requirement: 6 Members, Charter, Hall Deposit — 5000 Gold]

“Guild registration,” Mira said, dropping her book with a thud that made everyone jump. Her eyes were bright behind her glasses, the blue practically sparking. “It’s OPEN.”

Kira set down her fork. “Already?”

“They open registration quarterly.” Mira was already in information-dump mode, hands moving as she talked. “Limited hall spaces in each district, first-come-first-served once your charter is filed. We need a formal charter document, a minimum of six registered members, and a guild hall deposit of five thousand gold.”

The number settled over the table like a wet blanket.

“Five thousand,” Finn repeated. “And we have…”

“About twenty-two hundred,” Sage said. “Between dungeon earnings and my potion sales.”

“So we’re short nearly three thousand gold and one member.” I counted heads around the table. Sage, Kira, Finn, Mira, me. Five. “We need six?”

“Minimum party size for guild status,” Mira confirmed. “It’s meant to ensure guilds have enough members for full dungeon content. Five is a standard party — six proves you have bench depth.”

Kira leaned back, one hand resting on the table edge. Her eyes moved around the table, assessing. The paladin-turned-co-leader part of her brain was already running tactical calculations. “So we find a sixth member and earn three thousand gold. How hard can that be?”

“The gold is doable,” Finn said. “There’s high-paying contracts on the quest board. The member…” He spread his hands.

Silence. We all knew why recruitment was complicated. The Second Chancers wasn’t just a name — it was a philosophy. Every person at this table had come to it because they needed something. Sage needed to nurture. Kira needed people worth protecting. Finn needed something genuine. Mira needed to be loved for who she was, not just what she knew. And I needed… everything. All of it. I needed the second chance the name promised.

We couldn’t just recruit anyone. It had to be someone who fit.

“What about the Bound community?” I suggested. “There are plenty of players at The Wayward Inn who might be looking for a group.”

“Vera Ashwood mentioned a few new arrivals last week,” Sage said thoughtfully. “I could ask her if any of them are looking for a guild.”

“The new ones are usually the loneliest,” I said. Memory stirred — my first days stumbling through Hearthstone City, terrified and alone, before Mama Rose and Sage and everyone else had caught me. “They’re the ones who need a second chance the most.”

Kira nodded slowly. “Put the word out. But be selective. I’m not letting anyone into this group who isn’t serious about being part of it.”

“Define serious,” Finn said.

“Someone who shows up. Someone who stays. Someone who doesn’t run when things get difficult.” Her eyes moved to mine and stayed there for a beat longer than necessary. “Someone worth protecting.”

The weight of what she was really saying settled between us — warm, certain, private in the middle of a crowded table.

“We’ll find them,” I said. “The right person will show up.”

Finn raised his stolen cinnamon roll. “To The Second Chancers.”

“The guild that doesn’t exist yet,” Kira added dryly.

“To the guild that WILL exist,” Sage corrected, clinking her tea mug against Finn’s pastry.

Mira was already scribbling in a notebook. “I’ll draft the charter requirements. Kira, you’ll need to outline a leadership structure. Lilith, as co-leader—”

“Whoa.” I held up both hands. “Co-leader? When did that happen?”

“Just now,” Kira said, without looking at me. “You’re co-leader.”

“I didn’t agree to—”

“Seconded,” Sage said.

“Thirded,” Finn added.

“Motion passes,” Mira said, not looking up from her notes.

I looked around the table at five faces that were absolutely not going to budge. My tail swished behind me — not frustrated, not excited. Just… warm.

“Fine,” I muttered. “But I’m putting ‘wing damage’ in the charter as an expected operational expense.”

“Noted,” Mira said, and actually wrote it down.



I spent the rest of the morning doing what I’d come to think of as “wing physical therapy,” which mostly involved standing on the rooftop trying to extend, fold, and control the damn things without destroying any more property.

The wings themselves were beautiful, objectively speaking. Black membrane stretched between bone spurs, shot through with veins of deep purple that pulsed faintly when I was aroused or emotional. When fully extended, the span was roughly eight feet — dramatic, impressive, and completely impractical indoors. The Lesser Succubus evolution had made them permanent rather than manifestation-dependent, which meant I couldn’t just will them away anymore. They were part of me, like the tail, like the horns, like the violet eyes that glowed when I got worked up.

I’d designed this body as a joke. Ryan Tanaka, drunk on cheap beer with online friends, had pushed every slider to maximum and cackled about it. Now I lived in the result, and every day brought some new discovery about what “maximum everything” actually meant in practice.

“Try extending one at a time,” Sage called from the garden below, where she was replanting the herbs I’d destroyed. I could see her from the rooftop edge — her silver-green hair catching sunlight, those massive tits straining against her low-cut robes as she bent over the fresh pots. My tail stirred at the sight, the tip pointing downward like a compass needle.

I dragged my attention back to wings. Right wing — extend. It spread smoothly, catching the breeze. Good. Left wing — extend. It jerked, hitched, then snapped out so fast I spun a quarter-turn.

“One at a TIME,” I told them. “Not one cooperating and one having a seizure.”

The sound of training echoed up from the ground-floor gym. Kira and someone — probably Finn, judging by the occasional yelp — running drills. The clang of practice weapons, the thud of bodies on mats. Normal sounds. Home sounds.

I tried again. Both wings, controlled extension. Slowly. Feel the air. Feel the muscles — new muscles, muscles that hadn’t existed three weeks ago, connecting to bones that shouldn’t be there, stretching membrane that defied biology but apparently not game physics.

They spread. Even. Steady. The wind caught them and for one perfect moment I felt LIFT — actual upward force — my toes leaving the rooftop tiles by an inch—

A pigeon landed on my left horn.

“AGH—”

I flailed. Wings snapped shut reflexively. The pigeon departed with an offended coo. I sat down hard on the tiles, tail curling around my own leg in what I’d come to recognize as the “well, THAT happened” position.

From below, Sage’s voice drifted up: “Progress?”

“A bird used me as a landing pad.”

Warm amber laughter. “That’s new.”

I lay on the sun-warmed tiles, wings spread loosely on either side, and stared at the sky. Blue, impossibly blue, with clouds that looked painted. Hearthstone City hummed around me — vendor calls from the market, the clang of a smith, children laughing somewhere distant. Birdsong. The smell of bread from the direction of Sweet Morning bakery, where Old Bertram was probably pulling another batch from the oven.

A year ago — not even a year, barely a month — I’d been Ryan. Sad Ryan, lonely Ryan, eating a Hungry Man dinner while watching his career slowly decompose. Now I was lying on the roof of a house I shared with four people who loved me, covered in dirt and pigeon outrage, trying to learn to fly.

My wings twitched. My tail curled contentedly. The system pinged something about guild registration deadlines that I dismissed with a thought.

I should get up. Start planning the guild charter, figure out where to find a sixth member, calculate how to earn three thousand gold. There was work to do, a future to build, a whole life I’d chosen stretching out ahead of me.

But the tiles were warm. The sounds of home drifted up. Somewhere below, Finn was laughing at something Kira said — or more likely, laughing because Kira had just put him on the mat again.

Five more minutes.

I closed my eyes, folded my wings tight against my back where they actually belonged, and let the morning soak in.

Five more minutes of this. Then we’d go build a guild.

My tail drifted against the warm stone, the tip tracing lazy patterns in the dust from Sage’s destroyed herb pots. Somewhere inside the house, Mira’s voice rose with excitement about charter regulations, and Kira told her to use indoor volume.

I smiled. My horns caught a glint of sunlight.

Home.


Chapter 2: The Wall Breaks

Kira fought differently when no one was watching.

During party training, she was precise, controlled, every movement calculated for maximum efficiency with minimum energy. The perfect paladin. Textbook form. Measured.

But alone with me in the Party House training room, late evening, with the rest of the group scattered through the house — alone with me, she was something else entirely.

She was ferocious.

Her practice sword cracked against my hastily raised block hard enough to vibrate my arm bones. I stumbled backward, bare feet slipping on the mat. She pressed forward without mercy, her brown eyes sharp and locked on mine, her ponytail swinging with each aggressive step.

“You’re dropping your left shoulder,” she said, not even breathing hard.

“I’m dropping everything,” I gasped. “You’re a TANK, why are you this fast—”

She swung again. I ducked — barely — and her blade whistled over my horns. I felt the draft. My tail lashed with adrenaline, the spade rigid behind me.

“Because tanks who can’t move,” Kira said, stepping inside my guard so fast I didn’t process it until her practice sword was at my throat, “are dead tanks.”

She was close. Close enough that I could see the sweat gleaming on her collarbones, tracking down into the fitted tank top that clung to every ridge of her defined abs. Her skin was flushed from exertion, that warm tan deepened by the golden lantern light. A bead of sweat traced the line between her firm B-cup tits, small and perky on her chest, rising and falling with controlled breath.

My own breathing wasn’t controlled at all.

Things had shifted between us since that rooftop kiss a week ago — the gentle, earned press of lips that had capped weeks of slow-burn tension. Since then, Kira had been… different. Still Kira — still the stoic guardian, still the woman who expressed affection through protection and violence against anyone who threatened her people. But her eyes lingered longer now. Her touches during training lasted extra seconds. She stood closer than she needed to, close enough that I could smell clean sweat and leather and metal polish.

She hadn’t said anything about it. Kira didn’t DO declarations. She communicated through proximity, through presence, through the spaces she allowed to close between us.

And now that practice sword at my throat, her body inches from mine, those brown eyes boring into me with an intensity that had nothing to do with sparring.

“Again?” I managed.

Something flickered in her expression. Her jaw tightened. She pulled the sword back and reset her stance.

We went again. And again. Each pass brought us closer, each grapple lasted longer. Her hands on my wrists. My tail curling toward her hip before I yanked it back. Her thigh between mine during a pin that echoed the one from months ago — the one that had ended with involuntary grinding before Finn’s cheerful interruption shattered the moment.

This time, no one was going to interrupt.

Kira swept my legs. I hit the mat on my back, the impact punching air from my lungs. Before I could roll, she was on me — straddling my hips, one hand planted on the mat beside my head, the other pressing my wrist down. Her ponytail had come half-loose, sun-gold strands framing her face. The blush wasn’t on her cheeks — it was spreading across her chest, creeping up from beneath the neckline of her tank top.

I knew that tell. I’d watched for it, catalogued it, dreamed about what it meant. Kira blushed on her chest before her cheeks. It meant something had bypassed her defenses and hit her right in the feelings.

Neither of us moved. Her eyes were dark — that honey-to-molten shift that happened when arousal cracked through her walls. Her lips were parted. Her thigh was pressed between mine and I could feel the heat of her even through our training clothes.

“Kira,” I whispered.

“I can’t,” she said, voice rough. “I can’t keep pretending I don’t want this.”

And then her mouth was on mine.

Not gentle. Not the careful rooftop kiss from a week ago. This was hard, desperate, months of restraint shattering at once. She kissed me like she fought — aggressive, thorough, committed. Her teeth caught my lower lip and I gasped, which she swallowed. Her hand released my wrist and grabbed a fistful of my hair instead, pulling my head back to expose my throat, and her mouth moved there — biting, sucking, claiming.

My tail wrapped around her thigh without permission. My wings tried to manifest and I barely held them back. Heat flooded through me so fast it was dizzying — pooling low and liquid, making my hips roll up against her on pure instinct.

“My room,” Kira said against my throat. Not a question.

“Yes.”

She was off me and pulling me to my feet in one motion. Her hand gripped mine — calloused, strong, certain — and she led me through the training room door, down the hall past the kitchen where I could hear Sage humming, up the stairs two at a time, to the door at the end of the upper corridor.

The door shut behind us. I heard the lock click.

Kira’s room was exactly her — spare, functional, clean. Weapons mounted on one wall. A shield in the corner, polished to mirror brightness. The bed was made with military precision, sheets tucked tight enough to bounce a coin off. One personal touch: a pressed wildflower pinned above the headboard. Sage had given it to her. I’d seen Kira carefully hang it when she thought no one was looking.

Now Kira stood in front of that bed, breathing hard, and she was trembling.

Not from cold. Not from exertion. She was trembling because the woman who never showed weakness was about to be vulnerable, and she’d chosen to let me see it.

“Hey,” I said softly, stepping close. I took her hands. They were shaking. This warrior — this absolute force of nature who’d stared down dungeon bosses and Conrad’s arrogance and the memory of a party she’d lost — this woman was shaking because she wanted me and that terrified her.

“I’m not good at this,” Kira said. Her voice was low, strained, nothing like the battlefield command tone. “I don’t — I’m not Sage. I don’t have the right words or—”

I kissed her. Slow this time. Gentle. Felt her rigid shoulders soften by degrees.

“You don’t need words,” I said against her lips. “You never have.”

Her forehead pressed against mine. Those brown eyes, up close, had flecks of gold I’d never noticed before. They were wet. She blinked it away fiercely.

“Don’t just stand there,” she whispered, and the crack of vulnerability in it made my heart ache.



I undressed her slowly, and she let me. That was the gift of it — Kira LETTING me, a woman who controlled everything allowing someone to peel back her armor one layer at a time.

The tank top first. She crossed her arms over her chest reflexively when it came off — that habitual defense, hiding her smaller tits. I gently moved her arms aside. “Don’t hide.”

Her firm B-cups were beautiful — small, perky, high on her chest, with pink nipples already stiff from arousal. They didn’t sway like Sage’s massive pair or hide surprises like Mira’s secretly lush body. They were Kira’s — earned, taut, proportioned perfectly to her athletic frame. I leaned in and kissed the space between them, felt her chest hitch.

The sports bra next. She reached behind her to unhook it, got tangled, yanked at it with a growl of frustration. Something ripped.

“These things are—” Another yank. The fabric tore. “—fine. I didn’t like that one anyway.”

I laughed. I couldn’t help it. She glared at me, still holding the ruined sports bra, and then the glare cracked and she was laughing too — really laughing, that rare full sound that I’d heard maybe three times in the entire span of our knowing each other.

“You literally destroyed your own bra,” I said.

“I destroy things. It’s my class feature.”

The compression shorts slid down her legs and I saw Kira naked for the first time. Everything about her was earned — the defined abs that rippled when she breathed, the tan lines from training outdoors in her fitted gear, pale strips where the sun didn’t reach contrasting with warm golden skin. Small scars mapped her forearms and one hip — old battle marks, each with a story. Her legs were powerful, muscled thighs that could crush and calves shaped by years of footwork.

Her pussy was neat, trim — warrior’s efficiency even there. And she was wet. Already glistening, thighs pressing together in a rare display of self-consciousness.

“Don’t just stand there,” she said again, but this time it was barely audible.

I kissed every scar I could find. Starting at her wrist, where a thin white line traced the ridge of her forearm — training accident, early days. Up her arm, across her shoulder where a deeper mark curved along the muscle. Down her collarbone. Across the flat, firm plane of her stomach, where each ridge of abdominal muscle deserved individual attention. My lips traced the lines between them, tongue following the valleys, and Kira’s breath came in sharp, stuttered bursts.

“Nobody’s ever—” she started, then stopped.

I looked up from her abs. “Ever what?”

Her jaw worked. She stared at the ceiling. “Been gentle. With my body. It’s always — hit harder, push further, take the damage. Nobody’s ever just…”

“Worshipped you?”

Her eyes came back to mine. Wet again. “Yeah.”

I pressed my lips to the scar on her hip. “Get used to it.”



I settled between her thighs, and Kira spread them for me with a tension that vibrated through her entire body. Those powerful legs — the ones that held shield walls and absorbed charges and never gave an inch — trembled.

I kissed her inner thigh first. She jerked like I’d shocked her. Her skin was hot, the clean-sweat scent of her mixing with sharper arousal. I kissed the other thigh, and her hand found my head — not guiding, just resting. Fingers in my hair, curling tight.

I ran my tongue up the crease where thigh met hip and her abs clenched in a visible wave that rippled from her waist to her chest. Those firm tits bounced slightly with the sharp intake of breath.

“Lilith.” My name in her mouth was a command and a plea simultaneously.

I pressed my mouth to her pussy and Kira’s hips bucked hard enough that I had to grip her thighs to hold on. She was wet — properly wet, slick and hot against my lips. Her taste was sharper than Sage’s honey sweetness, more mineral, more real. I licked a long, slow stripe from entrance to clit and the sound she made was not the quiet, controlled noise of a paladin.

It was a growl. Deep, primal, from somewhere behind her ribs.

“Again,” she demanded.

I did it again. And again. Learning her like I’d learned Sage — but where Sage had been soft guidance and patient teaching, Kira was urgent, immediate, her body telling me in no uncertain terms what worked. Her fingers gripped my horns — not gently like Sage had, but HARD, holding on like I was an anchor in a storm. The obsidian curves were sensitive when aroused, and her rough grip sent sparks of pleasure shooting down my spine.

“Right there — fuck, Lilith, right—”

My tongue circled her clit while I slid two fingers inside her. She was tight, clenching immediately around me, inner walls slick and desperate. I curled my fingers, searching for that spot, and found it when her entire body arched off the bed like she’d been struck by lightning.

“YES—”

Kira was not quiet. The woman who communicated in one-word sentences and meaningful silences was LOUD in bed — growling, cursing, her hips bucking against my mouth with athletic power. Her abs clenched in visible waves, each ridge contracting in sequence. Her thighs tightened around my head and for one glorious, breathless moment I thought she might actually crush my skull.

I sucked her clit between my lips and pumped my fingers in a rhythm I could feel her body demanding, and Kira came with a strangled shout — half-roar, half-sob — her abs clenching in a cascade I watched from between her thighs, her small tits bouncing with the force of it, her fingers nearly pulling my horns off.

She pulsed around my fingers, wave after wave, her body rigid and then liquid, rigid and then liquid. I kept my mouth on her, gentle now, easing her through it until her grip loosened and her thighs fell open and she lay panting at the ceiling with eyes that couldn’t focus.

“Okay,” she breathed. “Okay.”

I kissed her inner thigh — the tremble there had a completely different quality now.

Then Kira’s hand fisted in my hair, and she FLIPPED me.



One second I was kneeling between her legs, the next I was on my back on the mattress with the wind knocked out of me and a naked paladin straddling my hips. The display of strength was effortless — she’d tossed me like I weighed nothing, which technically might be true because succubus builds skewed light.

“My turn,” Kira said, and her voice was a rough thing that made my thighs clench.

She kissed me hard, tasting herself on my mouth, and the noise she made — almost a purr, almost a growl — vibrated against my lips. Her hands were everywhere, rough and desperate, pulling at my training clothes. My top ripped somewhere — I didn’t care. My pants were dragged down my legs and flung somewhere behind her.

Then Kira’s mouth was on my neck, my collarbone, my tits — she bit the swell of one C-cup breast and I gasped, back arching. Not gentle. Deliberate. She sucked hard enough that I knew there would be a mark, and something about that — about Kira claiming me, MARKING me — sent a bolt of heat straight through my core.

“Kira—”

“More?”

“More.”

She bit the other one. Sucked a bruise into the soft skin above my nipple. Then her mouth moved lower, and she was between MY thighs now, and whatever technique she lacked in experience she made up for in pure intensity.

Kira ate pussy like she fought — aggressive, focused, unwilling to stop until the job was done. Her tongue was rough, direct, no teasing. She found my clit immediately and attacked it with a single-mindedness that made my toes curl. Two fingers shoved inside me — no preamble, just in — and the stretch was sudden and perfect.

“Oh fuck—”

She pinned my hips to the mattress with one strong arm when I tried to buck. “Stay still.”

I couldn’t. My wings snapped out, spreading wide across the bed, the membrane catching the candlelight and casting purple-veined shadows across the ceiling. My tail wrapped around her forearm — the one holding me down — and squeezed. My eyes were glowing, I could tell from the violet light reflecting off the white sheets.

Kira watched me the entire time. Her brown eyes locked on my face, intense and hungry, NEEDING to see that she was doing this right. That she was enough. That her roughness, her lack of finesse, her brute-force approach to pleasure was WANTED.

It was. God, it was.

Her fingers curled inside me at the same time her tongue pressed flat against my clit, and the orgasm hit me like one of her shield charges — total impact, no warning. My walls clenched around her fingers so hard my abs hurt. My wings went rigid, fully extended, trembling. My tail constricted around her arm. I screamed into the pillow I grabbed and the sound was muffled and desperate and absolutely something someone in the house heard.

Kira didn’t stop. She worked me through it, relentless, drawing out every aftershock until I was pulling at her hair begging her to stop because every nerve ending was firing at once and it was too much and not enough simultaneously.

She pulled back. Wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Climbed up beside me.

I was shaking. My wings slowly folded, the muscles twitching with post-orgasm spasms. My tail released her arm and curled around her wrist instead — possessive, claiming, MINE.

Kira lay beside me. She was breathing hard. Her eyes were wet. Not crying — not quite — but the armor was fully off and everything underneath was showing.

“I should have done this months ago,” she said quietly.

I turned my head to look at her. This woman. This ridiculous, guarded, impossible, beautiful woman who fought monsters for a living and was terrified of wanting someone.

“You did it when you were ready,” I said.

She smiled — the unguarded one, the one I was still learning to earn. The one that turned Kira from a fortress into a person.

I shifted closer and wrapped my wing around us both — that black membrane actually useful for once, forming a cocoon of shared warmth. Kira tensed at first, the instinct to resist comfort deeply ingrained. Then she exhaled, long and slow, and her body softened against mine.

[System: Bond +2 — Kira Ashford: Beloved (6)] [Passive Unlocked: Shield Bond — When near Kira, 20% of damage taken redirects to Kira’s HP] [XP +600 — Level Up! Lv 11]

The system notifications floated in my vision. I dismissed them with a thought. Not now. Not during this.

Kira’s breathing slowed. Her eyes drifted shut. She fell asleep first.

She NEVER fell asleep first. Not in camp, not at the inn, not at the party house. Kira was always the last one down, the first one up, the sentinel who couldn’t trust enough to let her guard drop.

She was asleep in my arms, her face softer than I’d ever seen it, one hand resting over my heartbeat. My tail curled around her wrist. My wing draped over us like a blanket.

I lay there in the candlelight, listening to her breathe, and felt something settle in my chest that was bigger than arousal, deeper than satisfaction.

Kira had let me in.

And I was never, never letting her down.



I woke before dawn to find Kira watching me. Not with the sharp assessment she used on the world — with something quiet and unguarded that vanished so quickly when she realized I was awake that I might have imagined it.

“Morning,” she said, and her voice was rough with sleep and slightly self-conscious.

“Morning.” I stretched, wings extending lazily before I caught myself and folded them. “How long have you been—”

“Not long.” Definitely a lie. “Training in an hour.”

“Kira.”

“Hmm?”

“Last night was—”

“Yeah.” A pause. She looked at the pressed wildflower above the headboard. “It was.”

I could feel the Shield Bond humming faintly between us — a new awareness of her, a sense of her proximity and state that hadn’t existed before. She was nervous. Not about the sex — about the daylight. About walking downstairs and being seen differently.

I laced my fingers with hers. “We don’t have to tell everyone anything you’re not ready to—”

“I kissed you on a rooftop in front of everyone a week ago,” Kira said flatly. “I think subtlety has sailed.”

I snorted. “True.”

She squeezed my hand. “Breakfast. Then training. Then guild stuff.” The competent-Kira shell was clicking back into place, but she hadn’t let go of my hand, and her thumb traced circles on my wrist.

We dressed. My neck was a constellation of bruises — deep purple marks that Kira’s mouth had left with zero consideration for my ability to hide them. I poked one in the mirror and winced. Glamour wouldn’t help — it hid demonic features, horns and tail and glowing eyes, not evidence of enthusiastic paladin.

“These are very visible,” I observed.

Kira, pulling on a fresh tank top, glanced over. Her expression didn’t change. “Good.”

“Good?”

“Marks fade. People should know you’re taken.”

“I’m taken by five people.”

“Then you should have five sets of marks. I contributed mine.”

I stared at her. She stared back, perfectly serious. Then the corner of her mouth twitched, and I realized she was messing with me.

“You’re impossible,” I said.

“That’s why you like me.”

My tail flicked behind me – agreement it hadn’t been asked for. Kira watched it, and that unguarded warmth flickered across her face one more time before she opened the door and we went downstairs.

The kitchen fell silent when we appeared.

Sage saw my neck first. Her amber eyes widened, then crinkled with warmth. She raised her tea mug slightly — a salute.

Mira blushed scarlet, adjusted her glasses, and suddenly became very interested in her toast.

Finn took one look, grinned his rakish grin, and opened his mouth.

“Nice scarf weather,” he said.

Kira reached past him, took a piece of bacon off his plate, and ate it while maintaining unbroken eye contact.

Finn’s grin widened. He wisely said nothing else.

Morning sunlight spilled through the kitchen windows. Sage resumed her humming. Mira’s blush slowly faded as she returned to her reading. My tail settled against the chair leg, swaying in slow, lazy arcs.

Just another breakfast with the people who mattered. Except Kira’s hand found my knee under the table and stayed there, warm and certain and claiming, through the entire meal.


Chapter 3: The Sixth Member

The Wayward Inn hadn’t changed. Same worn wooden tables, same fire crackling in the oversized hearth, same smell of stew and fresh bread and the indefinable warmth that Mama Rose baked into every surface just by existing. The common room buzzed with the usual evening crowd — adventurers swapping stories, Bound players gathered in their corner booth, a bard in the far alcove who was either tuning his lute or torturing it.

I hadn’t been back in a week, and walking through the door felt like visiting a childhood home. My horns caught the top of the doorframe — they always did, no matter how many times I ducked — and my tail lifted behind me as the familiar sensory wave of safety washed over me.

[System: Safe Zone Entered — The Wayward Inn. Ardor regeneration increased.]

“There she is!” Mama Rose materialized from behind the bar with the supernatural awareness she had for anyone entering her domain. Silver-streaked auburn hair in its comfortable bun, warm brown eyes taking in everything, apron dusted with flour as always. She pulled me into a hug that smelled like fresh bread and cinnamon and HOME.

“Hi, Mama Rose.”

“Let me look at you.” She held me at arm’s length. Her eyes found the fading marks on my neck — Kira’s marks, still visible three days later despite Sage’s healing potion — and her expression shifted to knowing amusement. “Someone’s been busy.”

“Training accident,” I said.

“Mm-hmm.” She patted my cheek. “Sit. I’ll bring stew.”

“I’m actually here about something specific. Mira said you might know about a new—”

“Back table,” Mama Rose said, before I finished the sentence. She nodded toward the far corner of the common room, past the Bound players’ booth, past the bard, to a table that sat in the deepest shadow of the inn.

Someone was there. Someone large.

“Arrived three days ago,” Mama Rose continued, her voice dropping. “Barely talks. Eats alone. The others give him space.” Her expression softened with that particular compassion she reserved for the ones who needed it most. “He reminds me of you, dear. Week one.”

My chest tightened. I remembered week one. The overwhelming wrongness of existing in a body I hadn’t chosen, surrounded by a world I couldn’t leave. The loneliness so total it was almost physical. Mama Rose had been the first person to look at me and see someone who needed help rather than a monster-class oddity.

“I’ll bring two stews,” she said, and disappeared into the kitchen.



The figure at the back table was massive.

That was the first impression — just sheer SIZE. He sat hunched over a mug that looked like a thimble in his hands, broad shoulders curved inward in the universal posture of someone trying to take up less space than physics allowed. Gray-green skin caught the flickering firelight. A jaw like a granite shelf, with two small tusks protruding upward from the lower lip — aesthetic rather than threatening, but clearly inhuman. Short-cropped dark hair. Arms like tree trunks.

He was a half-orc. A Bulwark, based on the shield propped against the wall beside him — a massive slab of reinforced steel that would take two normal people to lift.

And despite the intimidating frame, the eyes that glanced up as I approached were gentle. Amber, warm, and deeply, achingly sad.

“Hi,” I said. “This seat taken?”

He looked at the empty chair across from him. Then at me. Then at my horns, my tail, my violet eyes that I knew were softly glowing in the dim light.

“You’re the succubus,” he said. His voice was surprisingly soft — a quiet rumble, like distant thunder felt through the floor rather than heard. “The one who chose to stay.”

“News travels.” I sat down without waiting for an invitation. My tail draped over the back of the chair. “I’m Lilith.”

“Dax Korrin.” He looked back at his mug. “If you’re here to recruit me, the answer is no.”

Direct. I appreciated that. “Fair enough. Mind if I eat stew near you anyway? Mama Rose is already making two bowls and she gets offended if you don’t clean your plate.”

The faintest twitch of something that might have been amusement crossed his massive face. He didn’t say no.

Mama Rose arrived with two bowls of stew — an enormous portion for me, and for Dax, his usual. She hadn’t needed to ask. She never needed to ask. She set them down, put a hand on Dax’s shoulder — the massive gray-green shoulder that other patrons wouldn’t touch — and squeezed gently.

Dax’s eyes went glassy for a moment. Just a moment. Then he blinked, and it was gone — tucked away behind the careful composure of a man who hadn’t been touched with kindness in a long time.

“Eat,” she told him. “Both of you.”

She vanished. I picked up my spoon. The stew was perfect, obviously — chunks of meat and root vegetables in a broth that tasted like a hug. I ate. Dax watched me for a moment, then started eating too.

We ate in silence for several minutes. The common room hummed around us. I didn’t push. I’d learned something from my early days here — from Sage, from Mama Rose, from the Bound community that had enveloped me when I needed it. Sometimes presence was the whole conversation.

Dax broke first.

“Four months,” he said, not looking up from his bowl. “I’ve been Bound four months.”

I set down my spoon. Listened.

“Before this, I was Derek Korrin. Firefighter. Station 7, downtown. Fourteen years on the job.” His massive hands wrapped around the mug. “I played Elysium on my days off. Casual — nothing serious. Made a half-orc Bulwark because I thought it was funny. Big guy playing a big character.” He stared at the mug. “Not so funny now.”

“No,” I agreed quietly. “It’s not.”

“I was on shift when the patch hit. Logged in during my break. The guys at the station used to give me grief about gaming — ‘Aren’t you too old for that, Korrin?’ I was thirty-one, not exactly ancient.” Something shifted in his expression — the sad smile of a man remembering a life he could still feel but couldn’t reach. “I logged in, the patch dropped, and I woke up as… this.”

He held up one massive gray-green hand. Turned it over. The knuckles were like small boulders.

“I was a good-looking guy,” he said, and there was no vanity in it, just fact. “Not model-handsome, just — normal. Clean-cut. People smiled at me on the street. Now people cross to the other side. Kids stare. The other day an NPC shopkeeper flinched when I reached for my coin purse.” He set the hand down. “I spent my life running INTO danger for people. Now people look at me and see the danger.”

My throat felt tight. I knew that feeling — not the exact same shade, but the same color palette. The wrongness of being perceived as something you didn’t choose. The way the world rearranged itself around a body you hadn’t asked for.

“I had less to lose than you,” I said honestly. “I was… I was a frozen dinner and an empty apartment and a job that was slowly killing my soul. My life as Ryan wasn’t much of a life. But my body was at least — normal. People didn’t stare.”

“You’re a succubus,” Dax said. “People definitely stare.”

“Different kind of staring.” I gestured at my curves, the horns, the tail currently swishing behind my chair. “They stare because of this. But it’s — desire. Fascination. Not fear.” I met his steady amber gaze. “You’re right that it’s different for you. I’m not going to pretend it isn’t.”

He held my gaze for a long moment. Something shifted behind those gentle eyes — the careful assessment of a man who’d been lied to with kindness too many times and was calibrating whether this was different.

“Why are you really here?” he asked.

“Honestly? We need a sixth guild member. We’re registering The Second Chancers as an official guild and we’re one person short.”

He leaned back. The chair creaked ominously under his weight. “The Second Chancers.”

“It’s not just a name. Every person in our party got a second chance at something. Sage found people who love her for who she is, not just what she can heal. Kira found a family after losing the one before. Finn found people who see past the charm. Mira found people who think her brain is beautiful, not just useful. And I…” I trailed off. Looked at my hands — slender, pale, tipped with dark nails that had a natural gloss. Not Ryan’s hands. Lilith’s. “I found out that becoming someone new doesn’t have to be the worst thing that ever happened to me.”

Dax was quiet for a long time.

“I had a girlfriend,” he said finally. “Before. Sarah. We’d been dating three months when I got Bound. She came to the hospital — my body’s still in a pod there, I guess, hooked up to the dive system. She looked at the screen showing my avatar. This.” He gestured at himself — the gray-green skin, the tusks, the massive frame. “She said, ‘I don’t know what you are anymore.’ She hasn’t been back.”

The stew sat cooling between us. The fire crackled. Somewhere in the inn, the bard had given up on tuning and was playing something soft and melancholy.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“She wasn’t wrong.” His voice was carefully even. “I don’t know what I am either.”

I reached across the table. My hand looked absurdly small next to his — delicate succubus fingers against a gray-green fist the size of a cantaloupe. I set my hand on top of his anyway.

“Then maybe that’s exactly why you should join a guild called The Second Chancers.” I squeezed. “Because figuring out what you are doesn’t have to be a solo project.”



I brought Dax to the Party House the next morning.

The kitchen fell silent when he ducked through the doorway — and he had to duck SIGNIFICANTLY, his head clearing the frame by centimeters. His shoulders brushed both sides. He stood in the kitchen looking like someone had parked a small mountain between the counter and the table, and his gentle eyes darted around the room with the barely-concealed anxiety of a man who expected to be turned away.

Sage moved first. Because Sage always moved first.

She crossed the kitchen, looked up at him — WAY up, because Sage was average height and Dax was six-four of half-orc bulk — and smiled her warmest smile. The one that crinkled her amber eyes and made her whole face radiate welcome.

“You must be Dax. Sit down, I’m making breakfast. Do you eat eggs? Never mind, everyone eats eggs.”

Dax looked down at her. Then at the chair she was pointing to. Then at the chair again, clearly calculating whether it would support him.

“I might break it,” he said.

“Then we’ll get a stronger one. Sit.”

He sat. The chair groaned but held. His knees hit the underside of the table. His mug — pulled from the cupboard by Finn, who’d appeared from somewhere with his usual easy grin — looked like a child’s teacup in his hand.

“Finn,” the rogue said, extending a hand. “Welcome to the circus.”

Dax shook it. Finn’s hand disappeared entirely inside the half-orc’s grip. “Circus seems accurate.”

“Mira Sunstone.” Mira hadn’t looked up from her book, but her eyes were tracking over the top of her pages with academic fascination. “Half-orc Bulwark, correct? Level eighteen? Your shield capacity must be extraordinary given the racial bonus to constitution and—”

“Mira,” Sage said gently. “Let the man eat first.”

Mira’s glasses fogged slightly with embarrassment. “Right. Sorry. Welcome.”

Kira entered last, from the training room, towel around her shoulders. She stopped in the doorway and looked at Dax with the flat assessment she gave everything — threats, allies, terrain. He met her gaze. Neither looked away.

“Paladin?” Dax said.

“Tank spec,” Kira confirmed.

“Good. I’m a Bulwark.”

“I know.” She crossed to the table, pulled out a chair, sat. “Lilith says you need a guild.”

“Lilith says YOU need a sixth member.”

“Both can be true.”

A beat of silence. Kira extended her hand across the table. Dax took it. They shook — firm, brief, two warriors recognizing each other.

“Can you hold a shield wall with a partner?” Kira asked.

“Done it for four months solo. Partner would be an upgrade.”

“Don’t get comfortable. I don’t give second chances easily.”

Dax’s mouth twitched. “The guild is literally called—”

“I know what it’s called. Eat your eggs.”

He ate his eggs.

I watched from my seat, tail resting warm against my calf, as my family expanded by one.



After breakfast, Sage pulled me aside while the others got to know Dax.

“He’s carrying a lot of pain,” she said. We stood in the back garden — her replanted herb garden, thriving again despite my wing-related catastrophe. She kept her voice low, her hand on my arm, those warm amber eyes serious despite their gentleness. “I can feel it. The loneliness, the rejection. He’s been surviving, not living.”

“I know.” I watched through the window as Finn tried to coax Dax into conversation while Mira peppered him with questions. “I was him. Week one.”

Sage’s hand squeezed my arm. “You were. And look at you now.” She smiled — the proud smile, the one that made her massive tits rise and fall with a satisfied breath. “Co-leader. Guild builder. Integration specialist.”

“Integration specialist?”

“You collect lost people and make them found.” She leaned in and kissed my cheek. “It’s your superpower. More than the Allure Aura, more than the Energy Kiss. You FIND people.”

I leaned into her. She smelled like herbs and honey and morning. “Sage?”

“Hmm?”

“Thank you. For being the first one who found ME.”

Her arm came around me. My wing extended automatically to drape over her shoulders — a reflex I was developing, wrapping my wing around people I loved. She snuggled into it.

Through the kitchen window, I could see Dax at the kitchen table, carefully holding a tea mug that looked absurd in his massive hand. Mira was asking him questions he seemed both flattered and alarmed by. Kira had taken the chair across from him and was just… sitting there. Not talking. Not needing to. Two protectors sharing space.

“He’ll fit,” Sage said.

“Yeah.” I watched Dax’s eyes flicker with something warm as Finn made a joke I couldn’t hear. “He will.”



That evening, the six of us gathered around the Party House kitchen table for dinner. Sage had made her silvermint stew — the comfort-food version, the one she pulled out when she wanted new people to feel welcome. Dax sat on a chair that creaked ominously but held, his knees hitting the underside of the table, his mug looking like a thimble in his massive hand.

The conversation turned to guild business. Mira had the system requirements memorized, naturally, and was already drafting a mental checklist while eating bread with one hand and scribbling notes with the other.

“We’ve got the six members now,” she said. “We need to file the charter, sort out leadership, and get the hall deposit together. Five thousand gold.”

“The gold’s the problem,” Finn said, leaning back. “We’ve got about twenty-two hundred.”

“There’s a high-level dungeon contract on the quest board,” Kira said. “Thornveil Depths. Pays four thousand. Needs a full party.”

“Level fifteen-to-twenty recommended,” Mira added. She’d already researched it, because of course she had. “We’re within range, especially with Dax and Kira as a tank pair.”

Dax shifted in his seat, the chair groaning a warning. “I’m in. If the guild needs gold, the guild gets gold.”

“You’ve known us for six hours,” Finn observed.

Dax looked at him with those gentle amber eyes. “Your guild leader pulled a succubus out of a flower pot. Your healer made me breakfast without asking. Your rogue is cheating at cards and thinks I don’t notice–”

“I do NOT–”

“–and your mage has already calculated my optimal shield positioning relative to party formation.” He glanced at Mira, who went pink and hid behind her notebook. “You’re all insane.”

Kira didn’t miss a beat. “That’s accurate.”

The corner of Dax’s mouth twitched — hard to tell with the tusks, but I was learning to read the subtle shifts. “I’ve been in worse groups.”

“Don’t get used to it.”

“That’s my line.”

I looked at my guild. My found family, plus one. Six misfits around a kitchen table, stew bowls and bread crumbs and Mira’s notes spread between them, planning their future.

[System: Party Member Added – Dax Korrin, Bulwark Lv18] [Guild Requirement: 6/6 Members – Met]

“Tomorrow we file the charter at the Guild Hall,” I said. “Then we start earning that gold.”

Dax fell into step with the found-family rhythm as naturally as if he’d always been there. After dinner, Finn challenged him to cards – and lost, because Dax’s massive, tusked face was genuinely unreadable. Mira took notes on half-orc physiology until Dax gave her a look that suggested she should stop. Kira cleaned her sword at the end of the table, listening to everything, contributing nothing, which for Kira was practically a group hug.

At the front door, Dax paused. Looked back at the kitchen table, at the stew bowls and the scattered cards and the sword-cleaning cloth Kira had left draped over her chair.

“Same time tomorrow?” he asked.

“Same time every day,” I said. “That’s how families work.”

He held my gaze for a long moment. Then nodded, once, and ducked through the doorway into the night.

He walked close to the building walls, his massive frame casting a shadow that covered the street. Protective positioning – firefighter instinct, maybe, or just the habit of a man who’d spent his life putting himself between danger and other people.


Chapter 4: Guild Charter

Bureaucracy, it turned out, was the real final boss of guild registration.

The Hearthstone City Guild Hall — a stone building with vaulted ceilings and more banners than seemed structurally advisable — required documentation that would have made my old IT department weep with recognition. Charter of intent. Leadership designation forms. Member registration packets, individual. Member registration packets, party. Tax identification scrolls. Emergency resurrection protocols. Liability waivers for “acts of dungeon.”

“Acts of dungeon,” I read aloud from the stack. “That’s not a thing.”

“It’s a legal term,” the registration clerk said, with the dead-eyed patience of a man who’d had this conversation four hundred times. “Covers any damages, injuries, or incidents occurring during sanctioned guild activities in dungeon-classified zones.”

“That’s just… all the things that happen in dungeons.”

“Precisely.” He stamped the form. “Sign at the bottom.”

I signed. My handwriting as Lilith was better than it had ever been as Ryan — the fine motor control of succubus fingers apparently extended to penmanship. One small benefit of magical transformation among the many, many complications.

The Guild Hall itself was an impressive building — vaulted stone ceilings decorated with the banners of a dozen established guilds, their crests and mottos hanging in colorful rows above polished marble floors. The Gilded Vanguard’s banner was the largest, naturally, positioned center-front with the gold-and-silver crest that Conrad had probably designed to be visible from orbit. Other guilds had more modest displays — The Verdant Shield, a crafting collective called Thread & Tome, a social guild called The Evening Star that I was pretty sure was just an excuse for organized parties.

Somewhere up there, eventually, Finn’s drunk phoenix would hang. The thought made me smile.

We’d taken over a large table in the Guild Hall’s public area, and the scene looked like a war room designed by someone who’d lost a fight with a stationery shop. Papers everywhere. Mira had commandeered the center position and was drafting charter language with the focused intensity she usually reserved for elemental theory, her copper hair escaping its bun strand by strand as her pen flew across parchment.

“Mission statement,” she announced, looking up. Her glasses caught the light. “We need one. Forty words or less.”

“We kill things and don’t die,” Finn suggested from where he was sprawled in a chair, boots up on the table until Kira knocked them off.

“Inspirational,” Mira said flatly.

“How about: ‘A guild dedicated to providing second chances for adventurers of all backgrounds, fostering growth through mutual support and shared purpose,’” Sage offered, setting a fresh cup of tea by Mira’s elbow with the automatic nurture-dispensing that was her default state.

“That’s thirty-one words.” Mira wrote it down. “We can work with that.”

“Add ‘all races welcome,’” Dax said quietly.

He was sitting on the floor because the Guild Hall chairs were clearly designed for standard humanoid proportions. His massive back was against the wall, legs extended, the shield propped beside him like a steel companion. He’d spoken without looking at anyone, his voice that soft rumble that barely carried.

Nobody commented on why it mattered. Nobody needed to.

“All races welcome,” Mira repeated, writing it in. “Thirty-four words. Perfect.”

“Leadership structure,” Kira said, leaning forward with her elbows on the table. She’d been running tactical calculations in her head all morning – I could see it in the way her brown eyes moved, processing, organizing. “Standard guild hierarchy. Guild Leader handles strategic decisions and external relations. Co-Leader handles internal operations and member welfare. Officers as needed.”

The clerk looked up from his ledger. “Names?”

“Same as we settled over breakfast last week,” Kira said. She glanced at me. “Guild Leader: Kira Ashford. Co-Leader: Lilith.”

The clerk wrote it down. The co-leader decision had already happened – Kira had announced it, Sage had seconded, Finn had thirded, Mira had declared the motion passed. Nobody had asked my permission. Nobody had needed to.

“I still nominate myself as Chief Morale Officer,” Finn said.

“That’s not a position,” Mira said.

“It is now. Write it down.”

Mira did not write it down.

“What about the guild name?” the clerk interjected from his station, where he’d been processing our forms with the enthusiasm of someone counting down to their break. “The Second Chancers is filed, but we need a formal motto for the charter seal.”

We looked at each other. The question hung in the air of the vaulted hall, competing with the noise of other guilds filing their own paperwork and the distant clang of the smith next door.

“Our own,” Dax said.

Everyone looked at him.

“The motto,” he clarified, his quiet eyes moving to each of us in turn. “We protect our own.”

The silence that followed was the good kind — the kind where everyone is thinking the same thing and doesn’t need to say it.

“We protect our own,” Kira repeated, testing it. She nodded once. “That’s it.”

Mira wrote it on the charter in her careful script: THE SECOND CHANCERS — We Protect Our Own.



“Now for the fun part,” Finn said, producing a rolled parchment from somewhere inside his coat with the flourish of a stage magician. “The guild banner.”

He unrolled it on the table. We all leaned in.

It was actually good. A phoenix — wings spread, rising from stylized flames — rendered in deep purple and gold against a dark background. The design was clean, dramatic, and surprisingly professional.

“Finn,” Sage said, genuinely impressed. “This is beautiful.”

“I have talents beyond my devastating good looks and supernatural charm.”

“The phoenix looks drunk,” Kira observed.

Everyone squinted at it. The phoenix’s beak was tilted at an angle that, once you saw it, did give the impression of a bird who’d had one too many ales.

“It’s TRIUMPHANT,” Finn protested.

“It looks drunk and triumphant,” Dax said, his soft voice carrying the bone-dry delivery of a man who’d perfected deadpan comedy through sheer facial immovability. The tusks really did make it impossible to tell if he was smiling.

Finn snatched the banner back. “I’m taking my art elsewhere.”

“We’re using it,” I said. “The drunk phoenix is perfect. It’s us.”

“It is NOT drunk—”

“Triumphant,” Sage soothed. “Very triumphant. And the colors are lovely.”

Finn grumbled but unrolled the banner again, slightly mollified.

I watched my guild argue over banner placement and charter language, and something unnamed bloomed behind my ribs. This was real. Not the transformation, not the game, not the system notifications — THIS. Five people around a table covered in paperwork, building something together. The mundane magic of filling out forms and choosing words and debating whether a fictional bird looked intoxicated.

The clerk approached with another form. “Individual member registration. I’ll need race designations for each member.”

He worked through the list efficiently. Sage: Elf. Kira: Human. Finn: Human. Mira: Human. Dax: Half-Orc. Then he looked at me.

“Race?”

I wrote it on the form. Pushed it back.

The clerk read it. Did a double-take. Looked at me — at the horns, the tail, the violet eyes that were softly glowing in the Guild Hall’s lamplight — and looked at the form again.

“Is that… official?” he asked.

“Unfortunately,” I said.

He stamped it without further comment, though his hand lingered over the form a moment longer than it had for anyone else.

The clerk approached with one final form. “Guild activity designation. What is your primary guild function? Dungeon clearing, crafting collective, trade cartel, social organization…”

“Adventuring,” Mira said firmly.

Finn opened his mouth.

“Write ADVENTURING,” Mira commanded, pointing at the clerk with her pen. “I swear to every god in this game, Finn, if you say orgasms—”

“I wasn’t going to say orgasms.”

“You were ABSOLUTELY going to say orgasms.”

“…I was going to say ‘interpersonal advancement.’”

Mira threw a crumpled piece of paper at him.

The clerk wrote “Adventuring” and stamped it with the weary efficiency of a man who had seen every possible guild name, motto, and activity description and was no longer capable of surprise.

“Charter filed,” he announced. “Pending hall deposit of five thousand gold. You have twenty-seven days.”

[System: Guild Charter — Filed] [Guild Name: The Second Chancers] [Leader: Kira Ashford] [Co-Leader: Lilith] [Quest Available: Thornveil Depths — Reward: 4000 Gold]

I looked at the stamped charter in my hands. Heavy parchment, official seals, six names in ink. THE SECOND CHANCERS — We Protect Our Own. It felt heavier than paper had any right to.

Dax hauled himself up from the floor, which involved the kind of controlled geological shift that happened when mountains decided to relocate. He dusted off his pants — an optimistic gesture given the coating of Guild Hall floor grime — and looked at the charter over my shoulder.

“It’s real,” he said. Soft voice, but something in it that hadn’t been there before. Something that sounded like the first word of a sentence he wasn’t ready to finish.

“Almost real,” Kira corrected. “It’s real when we have the gold and the hall.”

“Buzzkill,” Finn said cheerfully.

“Realist,” Kira countered. But she took the charter from my hands, and her calloused fingers traced the motto with a gentleness she’d deny if anyone pointed it out.

Mira was already calculating. I could see the numbers moving behind her glasses — gold totals, dungeon rewards, equipment costs, the invisible mathematics of turning a piece of paper into a home. Her pen moved across her notebook with the urgency of a woman who was physically incapable of not planning.

We filed out of the Guild Hall into the afternoon light. Hearthstone City bustled around us — the familiar sounds of vendor calls and cart wheels and the distant song of whatever bard had claimed the market square fountain this week. The smell of roasted nuts from a street vendor, of leather from the armor shops, of fresh bread from the direction of Old Bertram’s bakery.

Home smells. Home sounds. Getting more familiar every day.



That evening, we gathered around the kitchen table at the Party House to plan our approach to the gold problem.

Sage had made soup — her silvermint variety, the one that tasted like rosemary but wasn’t, that she simmered all afternoon until the entire house smelled like comfort. Fresh bread on the board. Candles lit because the overhead lantern had been knocked out by my wing earlier and nobody had fixed it yet.

“The Thornveil Depths contract pays four thousand gold,” Mira said, notes spread in front of her, glasses reflecting candlelight. “Combined with our existing twenty-two hundred, that puts us well over the deposit with buffer for equipment repairs and supplies.”

“What’s the catch?” Kira asked, tearing bread with efficient precision.

“Level fifteen-to-twenty recommended. Boss is a thornbeast — giant plant-type, resistant to fire, vulnerable to frost and slashing. Environmental hazards include thorned corridors, poison gas chambers, and a puzzle section that requires at least two INT-class characters.”

“We have two,” Finn said, nodding at Mira and Sage.

“Three,” Dax corrected. Finn looked at him. “I was a firefighter. We take tests.” He spooned soup. “Also, I have sixteen INT.”

“You’re full of surprises,” Mira said, her glasses glinting with renewed academic interest.

“It’s the tusks,” Dax deadpanned. “People see tusks, they assume low INT. Saves me the trouble of explaining game theory.”

Finn barked a laugh. I saw Kira’s mouth twitch — the involuntary amusement she tried to suppress and failed.

“Timeline,” Kira said, redirecting. “When can we run it?”

“Two days for preparation,” Mira said. “Potions, equipment check, strategy planning. The dungeon itself should take a full day — entry to boss. Camp inside if we need to.”

“I’ll handle potion stocks,” Sage said. “Healing, stamina, antidotes for the poison chambers.”

“I need to check the formation.” Kira looked at Dax. “Shield wall coordination. We train tomorrow. Full contact.”

Dax nodded. “I’ll be ready.”

They exchanged a look — two tanks recognizing a shared language. Something passed between them that didn’t need words, the professional respect of people who understood what it meant to stand between danger and the people behind them.

I felt a flicker of warmth watching it. Not jealousy — nothing about this group operated on jealousy, that was one of the things that made us WORK. Just appreciation. Kira was finding someone who spoke her combat language, and Dax was finding people who didn’t look at him with fear.

The dinner conversation drifted from strategy to stories. Dax contributed a quiet anecdote about a training exercise at the fire station that went wrong — something about a hose and a lieutenant’s car — that had Finn wheezing and Mira covering her mouth with both hands. Sage hummed while clearing dishes. Kira drank her tea and watched everyone with the expression of a woman cataloguing her people and being satisfied with the count.

Under the table, my tail had extended without permission and was resting against Kira’s ankle. She hadn’t moved away. Had, in fact, shifted her foot to give it more room.



After dinner, as the group dispersed — Mira to research, Kira and Dax to discuss training schedules, Finn to apparently do the dishes, which caused Sage to check his forehead for fever — Sage caught my hand.

“Walk with me?”

We ended up in the back garden. Her garden, replanted and already showing signs of recovery because Sage’s druid magic apparently extended to aggressive botanical encouragement. The evening air was cool, carrying the smells of the city settling in for night — wood smoke, distant food vendors, the mineral tang from the direction of the hot springs.

Sage turned to face me. In the garden light — lanterns Kira had hung along the fence, a domestic touch no one had commented on — her silver-green hair caught golden flickers. Her amber eyes were warm, deep, looking at me with the expression I’d come to recognize as pride.

“You’re becoming someone remarkable,” she said.

“I recruited one guy and signed some paperwork.”

“You brought a lonely, frightened man into a family.” Her hands found my hips. Warm palms, gentle grip. “You built a guild charter around the idea that everyone deserves another chance. You’re LEADING, Lilith. Not because anyone made you, but because it’s who you are.”

Her massive tits pressed against me as she stepped closer, the thin fabric of her evening robes doing absolutely nothing to hide the full, heavy weight of them. My breath caught. My tail curled toward her waist.

“Sage…”

She kissed me. Slow, deep, her mouth tasting like silvermint tea and the honey sweetness that was just HER. Her tongue traced my lower lip and I opened for her automatically, the familiarity of kissing Sage meeting the constant surprise that she could still make my knees weak after everything we’d shared.

Her hands slid from my hips to my ass, pulling me flush against her. The feeling of her body against mine — those incredible tits yielding against my smaller C-cups, her soft waist, her wide hips — sent a rush of heat through me that made my eyes brighten to violet-neon in the dim garden.

My hands moved on instinct, sliding up her ribs to cup the heavy weight of her breasts through the thin robes. They filled my palms and overflowed, warm and full, her stiff nipples pressing against my hands. Sage’s breath hitched into the kiss — a sound I felt more than heard.

“You have a guild to build,” Sage murmured against my lips, pulling back just enough to speak. Her warm amber eyes were dark now, that shift from warm to hungry that I knew intimately.

“Can it wait?” My voice came out breathier than intended. My thumbs traced her nipples through the fabric and she bit her lower lip.

She smiled. The mischievous one, the one that lived behind the nurturing exterior and surfaced when she wanted something. She caught my wrists, gently pulled my hands away from her breasts, and stepped back. Her thumb traced circles on the inside of my wrist.

“Later,” she said. And released me.

I stood in the garden, half-lit by lanterns, horns gleaming, tail lashing with frustration, body buzzing from a kiss that had promised everything and delivered nothing.

“You’re EVIL,” I called after her retreating figure.

She looked back over her shoulder. Those massive tits swayed with the movement, nipples visibly stiff through the thin robes. She knew exactly what she was doing.

“Patience, darling. You’re building something important. Stay focused.”

She disappeared into the house. The door closed softly behind her.

[System: Ardor +25 from arousal]

“Helpful,” I told the notification. “Very helpful.”

My tail was pointing at the door Sage had gone through, trembling with the same frustration coursing through the rest of me. I grabbed it and pulled it down.

“Stop that.”

It did not stop.

I stood in the garden until the cool evening air did its work and my body stopped buzzing quite so urgently. The guild charter was filed. The dungeon contract was accepted. The sixth member was found.

The Second Chancers were becoming real.

I looked up at the sky — two moons tonight, casting silvery light over the rooftops. From inside, voices drifted out. Finn was teaching Dax a card game. Mira was explaining dungeon ecology. Kira was sharpening something, the rhythmic scrape of stone on metal a sound I’d come to associate with safety.

And Sage was in there somewhere, knowing exactly what she’d left me wanting, probably humming to herself.

I smiled despite the frustration. My wings shifted on my back — a settling motion, like a bird folding in for the night.

Tomorrow we’d train. The day after, we’d enter Thornveil Depths and earn our guild hall.

But tonight — tonight I was going to go inside, eat the last of Dax’s surprisingly excellent cookies, and sit with my family.

The gold could wait one more evening.

My tail looped through a belt loop — a new resting position I’d discovered — and I went inside.


Chapter 5: Thornveil Depths

The dungeon’s entrance looked like something had punched a hole in the side of a hill and then Nature had spent a century trying to heal the wound with thorns.

Massive vines thick as my waist crawled over a stone archway, studded with spines the length of my forearm. The air inside smelled of rot and green — the aggressive, wet growth of things that fed on darkness. Bioluminescent moss clung to the walls, casting everything in sickly blue-green light that made Dax’s gray-green skin look almost spectral and turned Sage’s silver hair into something from a ghost story.

“Cheerful,” Finn said.

“The Thornveil Depths,” Mira recited from memory, adjusting her glasses as she consulted a mental map. “Three sections. Thorned Corridors with environmental damage — stay in the clear zones. Poison Gas Chambers requiring breath-holding or antidotes. And the Puzzle Grotto before the boss room. The boss itself is a Greater Thornbeast — high HP, resistant to fire, vulnerable to frost and slashing weapons.”

“Formation,” Kira said. One word. Everyone snapped to attention.

This was new. This was the six-person version of our party, and it moved differently. Kira at point. Dax beside her — the two of them filling the corridor like a wall of steel and muscle, shields angled to overlap. Finn behind and to the right, daggers drawn, watching for flanking opportunities. Sage center, staff glowing with healing readiness. Mira at range, frost magic already swirling at her fingertips. And me — behind the tanks, in front of the casters, my Allure Aura set to support mode.

“Ready?” Kira asked, not looking back.

“Ready,” five voices replied in unison.

We entered.



The first section tried to kill us within thirty seconds.

A vine whipped from the ceiling as we crossed the threshold — fast, barbed, aimed at Mira in the back line. Dax’s shield was there before I processed the motion. The vine slammed against reinforced steel with a sound like a battering ram, thorns screeching across the surface. Dax grunted, feet sliding on the stone floor, but held.

“Animate vines,” he reported, voice steady despite the impact. “Ceiling-mounted. Watch above.”

Kira was already cutting. Her sword flashed in the bioluminescent light, severing a second vine that had been reaching for me. Green sap sprayed. The severed vine writhed on the ground.

“Move,” Kira ordered. “Double-time through the corridor. Don’t stop.”

We ran. The corridor was alive — vines reaching from walls, floor, ceiling, every direction. Thorns scraped my arms as I ducked a swinging tendril. My tail got caught on a barbed strand and I yelped, yanking it free with a sting that made my eyes water. My wings wanted to manifest — the adrenaline called to them — but I held them back because in a corridor THIS narrow, unfurling eight feet of wingspan would be spectacularly stupid.

“Clear zone ahead!” Mira called. “Thirty meters!”

We sprinted. Dax and Kira shouldered through the last tangle of vines, shields bashing a path. Sage ducked under a reaching tendril with grace that belied her soft frame. Finn danced through the gap with the liquid ease of a rogue in his element.

We stumbled into the clear zone — a wider chamber where the vines didn’t reach — panting, scratched, and alive.

“Everyone count your limbs,” Finn said, breathing hard. “I want all of mine.”

“Minor lacerations,” Sage announced, already casting. Green healing light pulsed from her staff, closing cuts across arms and faces. The warmth of her magic flowed over me — and behind it, through the Bond, a steady pulse of calm concern. She was worried but controlled.

“Next section,” Kira said. “Poison chambers.”

Sage distributed antidote vials from her pack. “One per person. This will neutralize the gas for twenty minutes. Don’t waste time.”

“Twenty minutes for a poison gas maze,” Finn said. “No pressure.”

I downed the antidote. It tasted like bitter mint and regret. My tail coiled around my own leg — anxious, alert.

We pressed on.



The Poison Gas Chambers were awful in a way that made the vine corridor look like a pleasant stroll.

Green-tinged mist filled interconnected rooms with visibility of maybe ten feet. The gas was corrosive — Mira’s readings showed it would eat through standard health potions in minutes without the antidote. My eyes watered. My lungs burned despite the protection. Every breath tasted like copper and wrong.

“Stay together,” Kira commanded through the haze. Her outline was a ghost ahead of me, shield up, moving methodically.

Dax was beside her. In the green mist, the two of them looked like siege weapons — a matched pair of armored bulwarks cutting through the poison with grim efficiency. They’d trained together for only two days, but the coordination was already impressive. When Kira moved left, Dax filled the gap. When Dax absorbed a hit from a gas-mad creature that lunged from the mist, Kira flanked and eliminated it before it could strike again.

“They’re good together,” Sage murmured beside me, watching the same thing I was.

“Really good.”

“Kira hasn’t fought with another tank since—”

“Since her first party.” The one that died. The one she never talked about except in fragments, late at night, when her walls were down.

Through the Bond, I felt Sage’s warmth pulse — sadness for Kira’s past, happiness for her present.

The maze twisted. Rooms connected in patterns that defied reasonable architecture. Mira navigated with her mental map, calling directions from the middle of the formation. “Left at the next junction. Then down — there should be a descending corridor leading to the Puzzle Grotto.”

We hit a dead end. Then another. Mira’s mental map was struggling with the physical layout.

“Twelve minutes on the antidotes,” Sage said, checking the time with professional calm.

“I can see a way through.” Dax’s voice came from ahead, where he’d pressed his massive frame against a wall that seemed solid but was actually — he pushed, and stone ground against stone — a hidden door. His strength did what cleverness hadn’t. The wall slid aside, revealing a descending passage.

“Bulwark class feature,” he said. “Structural detection. Walls talk to me.”

“Walls talk to him,” Finn repeated. “Our guild is composed entirely of people with bizarre abilities.”

“Keep moving,” Kira said. “Banter later.”

We descended.



The Puzzle Grotto was beautiful and infuriating in equal measure.

Crystal formations jutted from the ceiling and walls, refracting the bioluminescence into prismatic cascades. The air was clear here — no poison, no vines. Just a vast underground chamber with a pool of still water in the center and three doorways carved into the far wall, each marked with glowing runes.

“Three doors,” Mira said, her academic excitement briefly overriding dungeon anxiety. She was already moving toward the runes, copper hair bouncing with enthusiasm. “Puzzle mechanics. Each door requires a different solution — look, the runes indicate element types. Fire, Water, and Earth. We need to activate them in the correct sequence.”

“Which is?”

“I’m WORKING on it.” She pushed her glasses up and began examining the runes with the focus of a woman who took puzzles personally.

While Mira worked, the rest of us caught our breath. I sat on a crystal outcropping, wings half-extended to air them out after the cramped corridors. My tail dipped into the pool beside me — the water was warm, almost pleasant.

Dax settled nearby, his shield resting against his knee. He pulled something from his pack — a tin, decorated with little flowers. He opened it and held it out.

“Cookie?” he said.

I stared at him. We were in the middle of a dungeon, covered in scratches and poison residue, and this enormous half-orc was offering me a homemade cookie.

I took one. It was oatmeal raisin, still somehow warm, and it was delicious.

“You bake,” I said.

“Firefighter station tradition.” He took one himself. His massive fingers made the cookie look like a crumb. “Whoever’s on kitchen duty brings treats. I got good at it.” He chewed. “Baking relaxes me.”

Kira appeared, took a cookie without asking, ate it, and said “These are good” before returning to perimeter patrol. From Kira, this was equivalent to a five-star review and a marriage proposal.

“Fire, Water, Earth — but in REVERSE elemental dominance!” Mira announced from across the chamber. “Earth first, then Fire, then Water. It’s a cascading resonance puzzle! Help me activate the Earth door.”



Twenty minutes, three elemental puzzles, and one instance of Finn accidentally triggering a trap that shot crystal shards at his head (Dax blocked them all) later, we stood before the boss chamber.

The doors were massive — carved from dark wood studded with thorns, pulsing with deep green light. The air beyond them smelled like a forest gone wrong, all growth with no balance, fecundity without purpose.

“The Greater Thornbeast,” Mira said, consulting her notes one final time. “High HP. Resistant to fire. Vulnerable to frost and slashing. It’ll use vine whips at range and body charge at close range. The key weakness is its root system — it’s anchored to the chamber floor. If we can sever the primary root, it loses regeneration.”

“Kira and I hold the front,” Dax said. It wasn’t a suggestion — it was a statement of tactical fact. “Keep it focused on our shields. Finn flanks for the root system.”

Kira nodded. “Mira, frost barrage. Keep it slowed. Sage, healing priority on the tanks. Lilith—” She looked at me. “You’re our support. Ardor Sharing to keep us powered up. And if you can get a Seductive Whisper off on it…”

“It works on beasts with INT above threshold,” Mira said. “Thornbeasts are classified as semi-sentient flora. It SHOULD work.”

“Should,” Finn echoed. “Love a ‘should’ before a boss fight.”

I took a breath. My Ardor was sitting at comfortable levels — the antidote and rest had helped, and Sage’s proximity kept my regeneration ticking upward. Ardor Sharing was new, unlocked at Level 12 just this week. I’d practiced it during training, feeding power to Kira and Dax while they sparred. The skill drained me but kept my tanks topped up — support class doing what support classes did.

“Ready?” Kira asked.

“Ready.” Six voices. Unified.

She kicked the doors open.



The Greater Thornbeast was a nightmare of vegetable ambition.

Twenty feet tall. A trunk-like body covered in bark armor and writhing vines. Its “face” was a cluster of glowing green orbs embedded in its upper mass, pulsing with alien awareness. Roots thick as pythons connected it to the chamber floor, pulsing with sickly light.

It ROARED when we entered. Not a sound any plant should make — more like the groan of a forest being felled, deep and resonant and ANGRY.

“SHIELDS!” Kira bellowed.

She and Dax planted simultaneously, shields interlocked. The Thornbeast’s first attack — a massive vine whip that cracked through the air like a bullwhip — slammed into their combined wall. The impact drove them back a foot, boots grinding on stone.

Dax grunted. His shield glowed — Bulwark class ability absorbing the impact. Kira deflected a second whip aimed at the gap between them. Their coordination was seamless, two weeks old and already functioning like two parts of a single engine.

“FROST!” Kira ordered.

Mira unleashed. Bolts of ice streaked from her outstretched hands, slamming into the beast’s bark armor. Where they hit, frost spread — veins of ice cracking through the wood, slowing its movements. The beast screeched and thrashed, vines whipping wildly.

“Sage, tanks!” I called, already activating Ardor Sharing. The sensation was like opening a valve in my chest — warm energy flowing out from my core, splitting into two streams, finding Kira and Dax through the Bond and the party link. It was draining. My Ardor meter dropped steadily, but I could feel it arriving in them — Kira’s shield glowing brighter, Dax’s damage absorption thickening.

[System: Ardor Sharing Active — Transfer Rate: 15/min to Kira, 15/min to Dax. Lilith Ardor: Declining.]

“Finn, GO!” Kira shouted.

Finn vanished. Not metaphorically — Shadow Dancer ability, stepping into the darkness cast by the beast’s massive body and reappearing behind it. His daggers flashed, cutting at the root system. Green sap sprayed. The beast convulsed, one massive root severed.

“Three more primary roots!” Mira called. “They’re glowing — follow the light!”

The fight became a brutal, coordinated dance. Kira and Dax absorbed and redirected. Mira frosted and tracked targets. Sage healed in precise bursts, her staff pulsing green light onto whoever needed it most. Finn darted in and out of shadows, severing roots one by one. And I — I fed them all power, draining myself to keep my people fighting.

My Ardor hit twenty percent. Then fifteen.

[System: Warning — Ardor Low. Abilities weakened.]

“Lilith, ease off!” Sage called, sensing my drain through our Bond.

“Not yet.” Two more roots. Finn needed time. Kira and Dax needed power.

The beast reared back for a massive strike — both vine whips raised, aiming to slam down on the shield wall with enough force to break it. I had maybe two seconds.

I dropped the Ardor Sharing and threw everything I had left into Seductive Whisper.

It shouldn’t have worked. A plant monster. A creature of thorns and sap and vegetable rage. But Mira had said it — semi-sentient flora, INT above threshold. The Whisper didn’t need attraction. It needed a mind complex enough to STUTTER.

The pulse of suggestion hit the Thornbeast and its vine whips froze mid-swing. Its cluster of green eyes dimmed, glazed, the alien awareness behind them flickering like a candle in wind. Two seconds. Maybe three.

“NOW — GO!” I screamed.

Finn was already moving. Shadow step, blade flash, a root severed in the beast’s moment of hesitation. The Thornbeast shuddered back to awareness with a screech of rage, but the opening had been enough.

A vine whip caught Mira across the shoulder — she’d stepped forward for a better angle and paid for it. The impact sent her spinning, glasses flying. Dax was there before the next swing could connect, massive shield covering her entirely. The whip crashed against steel. He absorbed it without blinking.

“My hero,” Mira gasped, clutching her shoulder.

“Behind the line,” Dax said firmly, not unkindly.

Sage’s healing magic washed over Mira. I pushed another burst of Ardor to Dax to cover the hit he’d taken.

[System: Ardor: 8%. Abilities critical.]

“LAST ROOT!” Finn shouted from somewhere behind the beast.

A sickening crunch. Green light pulsed and died. The Thornbeast’s regeneration failed — bark armor cracking, vines going limp.

“NOW!” Kira charged. Shield first, then sword, driving into the weakened beast. Dax hit it from the other side. Mira unleashed a concentrated frost nova that turned the beast’s upper body to ice.

It shattered. Green shards cascaded across the chamber. The glow faded. Silence, except for heavy breathing.

The Greater Thornbeast was dead.

[System: Dungeon Clear — Thornveil Depths! XP +800! Gold +4000! Level Up! Lv 13!] [Skill Leveled: Ardor Sharing — Transfer efficiency improved!]

I dropped to my knees, Ardor nearly depleted, head swimming with the drain. Sage was at my side immediately, her healing light washing warm over me while her hands steadied my shoulders.

“You pushed too hard,” she said.

“We needed it.” I looked up at her through eyes that were dim instead of their usual violet glow. “Everyone’s okay?”

She smiled — pride and exasperation mixed in equal measure. “Everyone’s okay.”



We made camp in the boss chamber’s antechamber, where the crystals from the Puzzle Grotto filtered into the walls and the air was clean. Sage had packed provisions — of course she had — and Finn built a fire from scattered dead wood with the practiced efficiency of someone who’d camped more than he’d admit.

The fire crackled. We ate. Finn produced a flask from somewhere inside his coat — of course he had a flask — and passed it around. Whatever was in it burned going down and bloomed warm in my chest. Even Kira took a pull. The exhaustion was the good kind — the kind that comes from doing something hard with people you trust and coming out the other side intact.

Dax sat with his back against his shield, eating bread and cheese. In the firelight, his gray-green skin looked almost warm, and the tension he usually carried in his massive shoulders was absent. He was relaxed. Maybe for the first time since I’d met him.

“So,” Finn said, stretching his legs toward the fire. “Dax. Firefighter. Tell us a story.”

Dax chewed thoughtfully. “Station 7 had a cat.”

“Your fire station had a cat?”

“Stray. Showed up one winter. The lieutenant said it could stay if someone fed it. Everyone fed it. It got enormous.” He paused. “One day it climbed a tree in the yard. Wouldn’t come down.”

“A fire station cat,” Mira said, “stuck in a tree.”

“The irony was not lost on us.” Dax’s soft voice carried the timing of someone who’d told this story before and knew exactly where the laughs were. “I volunteered to get it down. Ladder. Easy job. The cat saw me coming and decided I was the enemy.”

“Oh no,” Sage said, already covering her mouth.

“It launched at my face. Full claws. I’m halfway up a ladder holding a cat that is trying to kill me, and my entire crew is below FILMING it on their phones.” He touched a spot on his cheek — massive gray-green fingers resting where, in another life, there was probably a scar. “Fourteen stitches. The cat was fine. It never went in the tree again.”

The laughter echoed off crystal walls. Mira was wiping her eyes. Finn had his head back. Even Kira was shaking — silently, her almost-smile fully deployed.

“The half-orc was defeated by a cat,” Mira gasped.

Dax, completely deadpan, the tusks making his expression beautifully unreadable: “That cat was a menace.”

I laughed until my sides ached and my wings trembled and my tail lashed with pure, uncomplicated joy. The fire was warm. The dungeon was cleared. Four thousand gold sat in our collective inventory. The guild hall was within reach.

And we were together.



Later, after the campfire stories wound down, after Sage had healed every scratch and Mira had catalogued every crystal and Dax had quietly offered cookies to everyone, Finn caught my eye across the fire.

One look. That was all it took with Finn — those emerald eyes going from playful to intent, the rakish grin softening into something real. He tilted his head toward his tent. A question, not a demand. It was always a question with Finn.

I looked at the group. Sage was braiding Mira’s hair by the fire. Kira was doing a final perimeter check, Dax walking with her — the two of them had wordlessly adopted the buddy-patrol system. Nobody would miss us.

I stood. Followed Finn to the tent.

The moment the flap closed behind us, his hands were on me — not rough, just hungry. Post-combat energy thrumming through both of us. His shirt was already off, because Finn treated shirts as suggestions, and those lean V-lines that disappeared into his waistband caught the faint light filtering through the tent fabric.

“Hi,” he said.

“Hi.” I pulled my own top over my head. The cool dungeon air hit my skin and my nipples hardened immediately, pressing against the simple bra I’d worn for practical dungeon purposes.

Finn’s eyes tracked them. He didn’t hide it. That was one of the things I’d come to love about him — no pretense. He wanted me and he let me see it.

“That thing you did in there,” he said, stepping close, hands finding my waist. “Feeding us power until you dropped. That was—”

“Reckless?”

“Incredible.” He kissed me. Different from his usual smooth, confident kisses — this one was rough, urgent, tasting like campfire smoke and relief. His tongue met mine and I could feel the adrenaline still buzzing in both of us, that post-battle energy demanding release.

I pulled him down. He went willingly, both of us hitting the bedroll with a thump. His weight settled over me, familiar and wanted. His cock was already hard against my thigh through his pants and the heat of it made something molten unfurl low in my belly.

“No slow seduction tonight?” I asked, pulling at his waistband.

He grinned — that grin, the one that was half-cocky and half-genuine and entirely Finn. “I think we both need something faster.”

Faster was right. Pants came off with more speed than finesse. My bra got stuck — of course it did, because bra clasps were the universal constant of frustration — and Finn unhooked it behind my back with one smooth motion.

“How do you know how to do that?” I demanded.

“Natural talent.” He kissed the swell of my breast. “And practice.”

“That’s not reassuring.”

“Shut up and kiss me.”

I did. His hands found my tits — palming them, thumbs dragging rough circles across my nipples until they ached, stiff and swollen under his calloused rogue-fingers. Every brush sent electric current arcing through nerve endings that a succubus body had wired directly to my core. I arched into his grip, pressing my tits harder into his hands, and the moan that escaped me was shameless.

He reached between us and wrapped his hand around his cock — hard, the head flushed dark, that slight upward curve I’d come to crave — and dragged the tip through my slick folds. Not entering. Teasing. The blunt heat of him parting me without pushing in, coating himself in wetness that was already dripping onto the bedroll.

“Finn, if you don’t—”

He pushed inside me and I gasped — that familiar fullness, the stretch of his cock opening me up, the head pressing past my entrance and then the slow, relentless slide of the shaft filling me inch by inch. My pussy clenched around him greedily, slick walls gripping, pulling him deeper. Even after multiple times, the sensation of being FILLED — of that thick length seated fully inside me, his hips flush against mine — still rewired my brain. Ryan had never imagined anything like this. The completeness of it. The raw, aching satisfaction of having someone buried to the hilt inside your body.

But I KNEW what I liked now. I wrapped my legs around his hips and tilted my pelvis, searching for that angle where his cock dragged against the front wall on every stroke.

“There?” he asked.

“Yes — RIGHT there — don’t move, just — yes.”

He set a rhythm — fast, deep, exactly what the post-combat energy demanded. This wasn’t tender first-time exploration. This was two people who knew each other’s bodies, who’d learned each other’s rhythms, fucking with the confidence of familiarity. His hips pistoned, driving his cock into me at the angle I’d directed, and every thrust dragged across that swollen spot inside me that made my toes curl.

My walls gripped him, slick and tight, the wet sounds of his cock pumping into me obscene in the quiet tent. My body responded to his with the automatic enthusiasm of a succubus whose Ardor was rebuilding itself from the pleasure coursing through me — I could feel my reserves climbing with every stroke, the spent energy replenishing from raw physical bliss.

“Harder,” I said.

He obliged. His pace doubled. One hand on my hip grinding me down onto his cock, the other braced beside my head, hips snapping with the athletic precision of a man whose class required perfect body control. Each thrust drove the air from my lungs and punched a sound out of me that echoed in the confined space — gasps and moans and his name wrapped in breathless fragments. My tits bounced with every impact, nipples dragging against his chest.

“You feel incredible,” he groaned. “So fucking tight — every time—”

“Don’t slow down.”

“Never.”

“Turn over,” Finn murmured against my ear, and the command in his voice made my pussy clench so hard he hissed.

I turned. Hands and knees on the bedroll, ass in the air, tail lashing above me. He gripped my hips and pulled me back onto his cock in one stroke — the angle was deeper, hitting places that made my vision go white around the edges, the head of him pressing against my deepest spots. I dropped to my elbows and the arch of my back opened me wider, let him sink even further.

“Fuck — Finn—”

His hand reached around, finding my clit with a precision that was frankly unfair. Two fingers circled the swollen bud in counterpoint to his thrusts — every time he drove forward, his fingers pressed down. The dual stimulation from inside and out had me trembling in seconds, my arms shaking, wetness running down the insides of my thighs.

“God, right there — don’t you dare stop—”

“I know.” His voice was strained, close. His other hand gripped my hip hard enough that I’d feel the bruises tomorrow. Good. I wanted to feel them. Wanted to press on the marks during tomorrow’s march and remember exactly how his cock felt buried to the root inside me while his fingers worked my clit.

My wings tried to extend. In the confines of the tent, they caught the support poles — the fabric bulged ominously.

“Wings—” I gasped.

“I see them.” He didn’t stop. If anything, the absurdity made him grin against my shoulder. His thrusts picked up — harder, faster, the slap of his hips against my ass filling the tent with a rhythm that absolutely anyone outside could hear.

The tent listed dangerously to one side as my left wing pushed against the pole. Fabric stretched. Canvas strained. From somewhere outside, I distantly heard Kira’s voice: “If you two collapse the tent, you’re sleeping outside.”

Finn’s hand found the base of my wing — the sensitive spot where membrane met muscle — and pressed.

I came. Hard. My walls clenched around his cock like a fist, rhythmic spasms milking his shaft. My tail went rigid, vibrating. My wings snapped fully open, blowing out both tent poles simultaneously. The canvas sagged around us in a fabric avalanche. I screamed into the wadded bedroll, body convulsing, my pussy pulsing around him in waves that seemed to go on and on while Ardor surged through me, replenishing everything I’d spent in the fight.

Finn thrust twice more — deep, urgent, his fingers digging into my hips — and finished inside me with a groan that vibrated through my entire back. I felt his cock swell and kick, burying himself to the hilt as he came, hot spurts of cum flooding me in pulses I could count. His hips stuttered and stilled, pressed tight against my ass, and the warmth of him filling me was deeply, profoundly satisfying in a way that had nothing to do with stats or Ardor or succubus biology and everything to do with wanting exactly this, exactly him.

We lay there in the wreckage of the tent, canvas draped over us, breathing hard.

“We collapsed the tent,” I said.

“Worth it.”

“COMPLETELY worth it,” I agreed.

[System: Bond Increased — Finn Blackwood: Devoted (5)] [Passive Unlocked: Shadow’s Luck — +5% critical chance; +stealth detection near Finn] [XP +500]

The system notification floated in my vision. Bond 5. Devoted. The same threshold I’d crossed with Sage weeks ago, the level where the connection became something permanent, something written into the game’s code.

Finn shifted, pulling me against his chest. The collapsed tent created a cocoon around us, canvas and bedroll tangling into something that was actually kind of cozy. His fingers traced lazy patterns on my stomach. My tail wound around his forearm — possessive, content.

“Shadow’s Luck,” he read from his own notification. “You get better crits near me.”

“I already knew that.”

He laughed, kissing the top of my head. “Was that a dirty joke?”

“I’m learning from the best.”

Quiet settled. Outside, camp sounds drifted in — Mira’s soft voice explaining crystal formations to someone, the crackle of the fire, Dax’s deep rumble answering a question I couldn’t hear.

“Lilith?”

“Hmm?”

“The tent is definitely ruined.”

I looked at the drooping canvas. “Probably.”

“Kira said we’d sleep outside.”

“Kira says a lot of things.”

A beat of silence.

“She’ll make us sleep outside,” Finn said.

“She absolutely will.”

We didn’t move. His warmth against my back, the ridiculous nest of collapsed tent, the post-combat, post-orgasm glow that made everything soft and golden — I wasn’t moving for anything.

From outside, Kira’s voice again, closer: “The tent is down. You are both sleeping outside.”

“Worth it,” Finn and I said in perfect unison.



We slept by the fire. Not outside, exactly — Sage, taking pity on us, arranged a bedroll-and-blanket situation near the coals that was actually more comfortable than the tent had been. Finn fell asleep almost immediately, one arm slung over me, breathing even against my neck.

I lay awake a few minutes longer, watching embers drift upward and dissolve against crystal-studded walls. Mira had fallen asleep with a book open on her chest. Sage had positioned her bedroll near mine, close enough that our Bond hummed warm between us. Kira was awake at the edge of camp, sitting cross-legged with her sword across her knees, keeping watch.

Dax was beside her. Not on watch — just awake. Sitting with her. Neither speaking.

I watched them for a moment. Two sentinels, comfortable in shared silence. Kira’s sharp profile and Dax’s massive outline, side by side against the crystal-lit darkness.

Something about the image made my chest ache with a sweetness I couldn’t name.

I closed my eyes. My tail settled against Finn’s leg. My wings folded tight, tucked against my back, finally learning to behave.

Tomorrow we’d return to Hearthstone City with four thousand gold and a story about a collapsed tent.

Tonight, in a dungeon we’d conquered together, surrounded by the people who’d chosen me and each other, I slept deeply and without dreams.


Chapter 6: Guild Hall

The building was small, crooked, and perfect.

Tucked between a blacksmith’s forge and a closed apothecary in Hearthstone City’s guild quarter, The Second Chancers’ new guild hall was a two-story stone structure with a wooden door that stuck, windows that needed cleaning, and a roof that — according to Dax, who’d inspected it with a firefighter’s eye for structural integrity — was “probably fine for now.”

“Probably,” Kira repeated, one hand on her sword belt, studying the building like an enemy combatant.

“Eighty percent confidence,” Dax clarified.

“That’s not reassuring.”

“It’s stone walls and oak beams. It’s survived longer than any of us.” He paused. “Well. Longer than the humans.”

Sage, who had lived for centuries as an elf and presumably found mortal construction charming in the way one might find a child’s sandcastle charming, ran her hand along the doorframe. “It has good bones. We’ll make it ours.”

“Bold statement from someone whose species outlives the building materials,” Finn said, but he was already through the door, scouting the interior with the restless energy of a rogue assessing new territory.

The common room took up most of the ground floor — a space maybe thirty feet square with a stone fireplace against the back wall, exposed ceiling beams, and enough floor space for a table that could seat six. A narrow staircase led to the upper level where two smaller rooms served as storage and what the previous tenants had optimistically called an “officer’s quarters” — really just a room with a desk and a window.

A meeting table dominated the center of the common room. It was solid oak, scarred from years of guild use, with five chairs that didn’t match.

Dax had to duck through the interior doorway to the storage room. He ducked through the one to the officer’s quarters. He straightened up and his head nearly clipped a ceiling beam.

“This ceiling is hostile,” he said.

Five chairs.

“We need six,” Mira observed, counting heads.

Dax looked at the chairs, then at the floor. Without a word, he sat down on the stone, crossed his massive legs, and rested his back against the wall. His head was roughly at table height from that position.

“I’m fine,” he said. “I’m a floor person now.”

“We’re getting you a chair,” I said.

“This floor is fine.”

“We’re getting you a REINFORCED chair.”

“Lilith—”

“With PADDING.”

Dax looked at me. I looked back. My tail swished behind me — the stubborn setting. He sighed, and the sound was like wind through a canyon.

“Fine.”

“That was a compliment,” Kira said from the doorway. “She fights for things she cares about.”

“Don’t get used to it,” Dax said.

Something warm flickered across Kira’s expression — gone before it fully formed. “That’s MY line.”



Decorating the guild hall was an exercise in discovering that six deeply different people had deeply different ideas about what constituted “homey.”

Sage arrived first with arms full of herb bundles, crystals, and woven hangings that smelled like lavender and comfort. Within an hour, the common room had drying herbs suspended from ceiling beams, a small altar of healing crystals by the fireplace, and a kettle that was perpetually simmering with tea because Sage believed that tea was the solution to all problems and the absence of tea was itself a problem.

Mira commandeered an entire wall for bookshelves. She’d brought books — many books, an alarming number of books — and organized them by a system that made sense only to her. Elemental theory next to Bound player testimonials next to what appeared to be a cookbook. She set up her research nook in the upper-floor room, desk facing the window, and had her notebooks arranged by topic before anyone else had hung their first decoration.

Finn installed a card table in the corner of the common room with the reverence of a man consecrating a temple. He produced a velvet cloth, a carved box of game tokens, and three different decks of cards from somewhere inside his coat — the coat of impossible pockets, as Mira called it.

“Essential guild equipment,” he declared.

“That’s a gambling table,” Kira said.

“It’s a MORALE table. Didn’t you read my charter amendment?”

“Your charter amendment was rejected.”

“The FIRST one was rejected. The second one—”

“Was also rejected. Unanimously.”

Kira mounted weapon racks on the wall with mechanical efficiency. Swords, shields, practice weapons — each in its designated position, arranged by type and size. She then set up a modest training corner in the clear space between the front door and the meeting table, which was precisely enough room for solo forms but would require furniture rearrangement for actual sparring.

Dax was quiet through most of it. He worked with his hands — took measurements, assessed load-bearing walls, disappeared for an hour and returned with lumber. By afternoon, he’d built a bench for the common room. Not a rough plank — an actual bench, sanded smooth, jointed properly, sturdy enough to hold his own weight with room to spare.

“Carpentry?” Sage asked, running her fingers along the grain.

“Firefighter skills.” He set the bench against the wall. “The station always needed furniture fixed. I got good at it.”

“It’s beautiful,” Mira said, tracing the joints. “The dovetailing is—”

“If you say ‘fascinating,’ I’m leaving,” Dax said.

“I was going to say ‘skilled.’”

“That’s acceptable.”

I stood in the middle of the room and looked at what everyone had contributed. Sage’s herbs and warmth. Mira’s knowledge. Finn’s joy. Kira’s readiness. Dax’s craftsmanship. Each person had built their corner of the space, and together the pieces made something that was more than the sum of parts.

But I hadn’t contributed anything.

The realization sat uncomfortably in my chest. I was co-leader of this guild, and everyone had brought something tangible to fill the space. What did I bring? Tail that knocked things over? Wings that threatened low-hanging herbs?

A knock at the door interrupted my spiral.

Finn opened it. A runner from The Wayward Inn — a gangly teenager who worked for Mama Rose — stood holding a pie on a wooden board. Steam curled from the golden crust.

“From Miss Rose,” the runner said. “She says: ‘For the new home.’”

I took the pie. It was warm in my hands, the crust perfectly browned, the smell of apples and cinnamon wrapping around me like a familiar blanket. A small card was tucked under the dish: “Every home needs warmth. Start with pie. — Rose”

I carried it to the meeting table. Set it in the exact center.

“There,” I said. “The most important thing.”

Sage’s hand found my shoulder. Through our Bond, I felt her warmth — pride, affection, understanding.

“Alright, Second Chancers,” Kira said, pulling out a chair. “First meal in our guild hall. Sit.”

We sat. Dax sat on his new bench, which brought him to perfect table height, and his expression when he realized that was a combination of surprise and something softer that he covered quickly.

The pie was distributed. Forks clinked. The fire Sage had lit in the hearth crackled and popped, filling the stone room with golden light.

I looked at Finn’s drunk phoenix banner, hung with ceremony on the wall above the fireplace. At Sage’s herbs, filling the air with home. At Mira’s books, promising knowledge. At Kira’s weapons, promising safety. At Dax’s bench, promising stability.

At the pie in the center, promising that someone out there cared.

My tail draped over the arm of my chair, the spade hanging loose. My wings settled flat against my back. My horns caught the firelight.

Ours.



The next morning, Kira dragged Dax to the training grounds.

“Drag” was perhaps inaccurate — you didn’t drag a six-foot-four half-orc anywhere he didn’t want to go. But Kira had a way of issuing non-negotiable invitations that even Dax’s gentle stubbornness couldn’t resist.

“Shield wall coordination,” she said over breakfast, which was rapidly becoming a guild hall tradition thanks to Sage’s insistence on feeding everyone before they did anything stupid. “Two tanks need to work as a unit. The Thornveil run was good but we were improvising. I want DRILLS.”

“Now?” Dax was three bites into his eggs.

“Now.”

He looked at his eggs. At Kira. At his eggs.

“The eggs will be here when you get back,” Sage said serenely.

Dax sighed with the weary acceptance of a man who’d learned that resisting Kira was an exercise in delayed inevitability. He rose — the table shuddered slightly from the displacement of his mass — and followed her out.

“We should watch,” Mira said, already closing her book.

“Absolutely we should watch,” Finn agreed with an enthusiasm that had nothing to do with tactical observation.

We gathered at the training grounds — an open field behind the guild quarter, marked with sparring circles and training dummies. The morning sun was warm, the sky cloudless, and the scene that unfolded was, objectively speaking, magnificent to watch.

Kira had changed into her training gear — fitted tank top that showed every ridge of her defined abs, compression shorts that hugged her athletic ass, hair pulled back in a tight ponytail. Sweat was already forming on her collarbones from the warm-up, catching the light.

Dax had stripped to the waist.

I’d seen large men before. Ryan had gone to gyms — briefly, inefficiently — and seen the bodybuilder types who looked like they’d been inflated with a bicycle pump. Dax wasn’t that. Dax was FUNCTIONAL muscle — the kind built from years of carrying people out of burning buildings, of swinging axes through walls, of hauling equipment that weighed more than most humans. His gray-green skin stretched over shoulders that could have served as a small table, arms thick as Sage’s waist, a barrel chest that tapered to a core of dense, thick muscle.

He wasn’t cut like Finn or defined like Kira. He was just… massive. Unrelentingly, overwhelmingly present.

Beside me, Mira whispered, “The fascial insertion patterns on his trapezius are—”

“Mira.”

“—extremely well-developed.” She adjusted her glasses. They may have fogged slightly.

The sparring was brutal and beautiful. Kira moved like lightning — fast, precise, aggressive, testing Dax’s defenses from every angle. She attacked his flanks, his blind spots, the seams between his shield and his body. She was relentless.

Dax absorbed everything. His shield didn’t just block — it REDIRECTED, angling impacts away from center, channeling force into the ground through his massive legs. When Kira went for a feint-and-strike combination that would have gotten past most defenders, Dax’s off-hand caught her wrist mid-swing.

They locked eyes. Kira’s brown, sharp, assessing. Dax’s amber, steady, patient.

“Good reflexes,” Kira said.

“You’re fast.”

“I’m the fastest person you’ll fight.”

“I know.” He released her wrist. “Again?”

“Again.”

They went again. And again. For an hour, the two tanks pushed each other across the training field, learning each other’s rhythms. Kira’s aggression met Dax’s immovability. Her precision met his patience. Where she slashed, he absorbed. Where she darted, he anchored.

By the end, they were both drenched in sweat, breathing hard, and standing shoulder to shoulder facing the training dummy with their shields interlocked — a wall of steel and muscle and absolute refusal to yield.

“That’ll work,” Kira said.

“Was that a compliment?”

“I said what I said.”

I watched from the sideline, quiet pride that had nothing to do with the morning sun. My people were growing. Finding its shape. Fitting together in ways I hadn’t planned but couldn’t improve on.

My tail hung relaxed behind me, barely moving.



The mood shifted in the afternoon.

We’d gone to the Guild Hall registration office to complete the final paperwork — deposit paid, charter finalized, everything stamped and sealed. The NPC clerk was his usual harried self, processing our documents with the mechanical efficiency of a man counting the minutes until his break.

He was mid-sentence — “Your guild is now officially registered with the Hearth—” — when he stopped.

Not paused. Stopped. Like someone had pressed a button and switched him off.

His eyes went blank. Not unfocused — BLANK. The pupils dilated to consume the iris, turning his eyes into flat, dark mirrors. His mouth moved, but the voice that came out wasn’t his. It was deeper, layered, resonant — like multiple people speaking through a single throat.

“The walls between are thinning.”

Six words. Delivered in a tone that made the air feel colder.

Then the clerk blinked. His eyes returned to normal. His quill resumed its position.

“—stone City Guild Authority. Congratulations.” He stamped the form. Looked up. “Was there anything else?”

I stared at him. My tail had gone rigid — the danger position, instinctive and absolute.

“Did you just—” I started.

“Say something?” The clerk frowned. “I was reading the registration confirmation. Standard procedure.”

He didn’t remember. Whatever had spoken through him, it had left no trace in his awareness. He continued processing paperwork with the oblivious diligence of a man who had not, seconds ago, been a mouthpiece for something other.

I looked at my party. Sage’s face was carefully neutral, but through our Bond I felt her alarm — a cold spike beneath her usual warmth. Kira’s hand was on her sword hilt, protective instinct activated. Finn’s easy grin had evaporated. Dax had shifted position — subtly, probably unconsciously — to place himself between the clerk and Mira, who was standing closest.

Mira was staring at the clerk with an expression I recognized. Not fear. Fascination.

She pulled a notebook from her ever-present bag and scribbled three words.

We said nothing more to the clerk. Collected our completed registration. Walked outside.

[System: Guild Registered — The Second Chancers. Status: Official. Hall: Acquired.] [Anomaly Detected: NPC Behavioral Irregularity — Logged.]

“Mira,” Kira said, the moment we were clear of the building.

Mira looked up from her notebook. Her copper hair was escaping its bun, three strands hanging loose — her thinking look. Her blue eyes were bright behind her glasses with the particular intensity she got when a puzzle presented itself.

“NPC anomaly,” she said. “First one I’ve seen documented in real time. The voice, the blank eyes, the complete memory loss afterward.” She scribbled rapidly. “And the message itself: ‘The walls between are thinning.’ That’s not random NPC dialogue. That’s STRUCTURED.”

“Someone’s speaking through them,” Sage said. Her hand found mine. Warm, steady, grounding.

“Something,” Mira corrected. “There’s no player-accessible mechanic for NPC possession. This is happening at the system level. Whatever’s causing these anomalies has access to the game’s core architecture.”

“The Glitch?” I asked. The word carried weight — the half-understood phenomenon that had made us all Bound, that the company was supposedly working to fix, that nobody really understood.

“Related, maybe. Connected, probably. Understood?” Mira closed her notebook. “Not even close.”

Kira’s eyes moved across the guild quarter — assessing, threat-evaluating, the protector in her running calculations. “Dangerous?”

“Unknown.”

“Then we watch. Document. Don’t engage.” She looked at me. “Co-leader?”

I nodded. “Mira, keep tracking the anomalies. Frequency, location, message content. Everything.”

“Already on it.”

“Everyone else, report anything unusual. NPCs behaving strangely, system glitches, anything that feels off.”

“The succubus is giving orders,” Finn observed. “Look at her, all leadership-y.”

“The succubus will use her Seductive Whisper to make you clean the guild hall bathroom if you don’t stop,” I said sweetly.

“Terrifying.” But he was smiling. “Yes, ma’am.”

We walked home through the late afternoon light of Hearthstone City. The guild badge — Finn’s drunk phoenix on a small bronze pendant — hung from each of our necks. Official. Real.

The streets were familiar now. I waved at Old Bertram through the bakery window – he waved back, the same grandfatherly warmth as always. Tessa Threadwell nodded from the doorway of Thread & Steel as we passed, her sharp eyes taking in the guild badges with an expression that might have been approval.

Normal. Everything looked normal.

But Mira’s notebook held a message from something that wasn’t normal at all, and the system had logged an anomaly, and somewhere in the code of Elysium Online, something had spoken through a borrowed mouth.

My tail curled around my own leg — not content this time. Watchful.

The guild hall door opened ahead of us, warm light and herb-scented air spilling onto the street. Inside, our space waited. Our table, our hearth, our home.

Whatever was thinning between whatever walls the voice had meant, we’d face it. Together.

But first — there was leftover pie.

I stepped inside and my wings caught the doorframe. Again.

“STRUCTURAL ISSUE,” I announced to no one in particular.

“I could widen it,” Dax offered from behind me.

“Please.”

He considered the doorframe. Rolled up his sleeves. Pulled a tool from his pack.

The guild hall, like its owners, was a work in progress. But it was ours.


Chapter 7: Sage’s Desire

I noticed it the way you notice a shadow shifting — not with sudden alarm but with the slow realization that something familiar had moved.

Sage was quiet.

Not Sage-quiet, which was warm and observant and full of gentle hums and soft touches. This was a different silence. A careful one. The kind of quiet that came from someone trying very hard not to take up space she wasn’t sure she was allowed to occupy.

It had started the day after Kira’s scene — after I’d come downstairs with bruises on my neck and a gravity about me that everyone recognized. Sage had smiled, genuine and warm, had teased me gently about the marks. But her hand, which usually found mine under the table, stayed in her lap. Her humming was softer. Her touches briefer.

She wasn’t jealous. I knew Sage well enough — loved her well enough — to know the difference. This wasn’t the sharp heat of possessiveness. It was something quieter and worse: doubt.

Sage, the first person who’d ever touched me with kindness in this body. The woman who’d taught me that pleasure wasn’t shameful, who’d held me through identity crises and orgasms and the terrible gray space between. The woman who’d loved me before anyone else had seen me as lovable.

Sage was afraid of being replaced.

And I’d been too caught up in Kira’s breakthrough, the guild charter, the dungeon, the Glitch mystery — too caught up in EVERYTHING to see it happening.

I saw it now.



I found her in the guild hall kitchen on a Tuesday evening, alone. The rest of the group was scattered — Kira and Dax at the training grounds, Finn at The Gilded Goblet gathering information about guild politics, Mira in her research nook surrounded by anomaly notes. The kitchen was Sage’s domain, and she was doing what she always did when emotions threatened to surface: cooking.

The kitchen smelled like herbs and butter and the warm, honeyed undertone that was just Sage — her natural scent, the one that intensified when she was emotional or aroused, the one that still made my breath catch after everything. She stood at the counter chopping vegetables with meticulous attention, her silver-green hair loose and flowing past her shoulders. Her druid robes hung low, the neckline revealing the golden freckles that scattered across her collarbone and the generous swell of her massive D-cup tits. She hadn’t heard me come in.

Or she had, and she was pretending she hadn’t.

“Sage.”

Her knife paused for a heartbeat, then resumed. “Dinner in an hour. I’m making the silvermint stew, Dax’s first time trying it.”

“Sage.”

“I also found a recipe for—”

“Come with me.”

She turned. Her warm amber eyes met mine, and for a moment everything she’d been hiding was right there on the surface — the uncertainty, the quietly aching need to be told she still mattered.

“Where?” she asked.

“Moonpetal Gardens.” The place where she’d first taught me succubus mechanics. Where we’d trained my Energy Kiss. Where the glowing flowers and romantic pavilions had witnessed some of the most important moments of our relationship.

“Lilith, I should finish—”

“The stew can wait.”

“But—”

I took her hand. Laced my fingers through hers. Felt the warmth of her — warmer than human, always warmer, like touching a sunbeam given form.

“You were my first everything,” I said. “And I need you to hear something. But not here. In our place.”

Her eyes went bright. Not crying — Sage rarely cried — but the luminous quality of emotions pressing close to the surface. She squeezed my hand.

“Okay,” she whispered.



Moonpetal Gardens was beautiful at twilight.

The glowing flowers that gave the place its name were opening for the evening, petals unfurling to reveal bioluminescent stamens that cast the paths and pavilions in soft blue-white light. Fountains murmured. The air smelled of night-blooming jasmine and something sweeter — the garden’s own magic, designed to enhance emotional and physical connection.

We walked hand in hand to our pavilion — the one where she’d taught me the Energy Kiss, where we’d tangled together in pleasure that had leveled up my abilities and changed my understanding of what this body could feel. The cushions were still arranged from some previous visitor, soft and inviting, and the overhead canopy filtered the twilight into warm golden tones.

“Sage.” I turned to face her. “Tell me what’s happening.”

She looked at the flowers. At the fountain. Anywhere but at me.

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s not nothing. You’ve been pulling back since Kira and I—”

“I’m HAPPY for you and Kira.” The words came fast, too fast, with the rehearsed quality of something she’d been repeating to herself. “She deserved to finally—”

“I know you’re happy for Kira. That’s not what I’m asking.” I stepped closer. Put my hands on her hips — that familiar gesture, my fingers finding the curve of her waist through thin robes. “I’m asking what you’re afraid of.”

Sage closed her eyes. When she opened them, the amber was darker, more raw.

“Being just the first,” she said quietly. “The teacher whose student graduated. The starter relationship. The one who showed you what pleasure felt like so you could go find it with people who are more—” She stopped. “I know it’s foolish. I know how you feel. I KNOW. But knowing and feeling aren’t the same thing.”

My heart broke a little. Because I understood. Because Ryan had spent twenty-seven years as the temporary person — the friend people outgrew, the coworker nobody remembered, the guy who was nice enough but never essential. And Sage, despite centuries of life and wisdom, was carrying the same fear in a different shape.

“You’re not the first,” I said. “You’re the foundation. Everything I am with everyone else, I learned from you. Every time I touch Kira, every time I’m brave enough to be vulnerable with Finn, every time I know what Mira needs — that’s you. You’re in ALL of it.”

Her breath trembled.

“You were my first kiss, my first touch, my first orgasm that mattered,” I continued, and my voice was rough now, scratchy with the importance of getting this right. “You were the first person who said ‘you’re valid’ and MEANT it. You don’t get replaced, Sage. You’re the bedrock. Everything else is built on you.”

I kissed the golden freckle beneath her left eye. The one I’d noticed in our very first scene together and had come to think of as mine — my freckle, on my person’s face.

“You’ll never be ‘just’ anything,” I said against her skin. “Not to me.”

Her hands came up to my face. Warm palms on my cheeks, thumbs tracing my cheekbones.

“Show me,” she whispered.



I undressed her slowly.

Not with the urgent hunger of adrenaline or the trembling vulnerability of a first time. With intention. With worship. With the deliberate attention of someone who knows every inch of the body before them and chooses to honor every one.

Her robes slid from her shoulders, pooling at her feet in a whisper of fabric. Beneath them, Sage wore nothing — she’d come to me braless, ready, which meant she’d felt this building even if she hadn’t named it. The evening air met bare skin and her nipples hardened immediately, the dusky pink peaks stiffening on her massive D-cup breasts.

I started at her shoulders. Kissed the first freckle I found — the golden fleck on her left shoulder, the one that led to the next, and the next, a constellation trail I’d mapped with my mouth weeks ago and never forgotten.

“I know every freckle,” I said against her collarbone, where three golden specks formed a tiny triangle. “Every one.”

Sage’s breath caught. Her fingers threaded through my hair — a touch that was half-guiding, half-clinging, the nurturing instinct meeting something more desperate.

I kissed across her collarbone, down the slope of her chest, to the constellation of golden freckles scattered across the top of her massive tits. They were magnificent — heavy, full, the kind that defied physics and invited worship. They swayed with each of her quickening breaths, warm under my lips, skin softer than anything had a right to be.

I took my time. Each freckle received its own attention — lips, tongue, the barest scrape of teeth. Sage hummed, and the sound vibrated through her chest into my mouth. Not her usual contented hum — this was deeper, breathier, the sound of a woman being reminded that she was wanted.

My mouth found her right nipple and I sucked it between my lips while cupping the heavy weight of her breast in both hands. The stiff peak filled my mouth, and I activated my Energy Kiss — not just pleasure, but INTENTION. The energy that flowed through my lips wasn’t the desperate surge of discovery. It was controlled, focused, a deliberate push of warmth and want that said YOU MATTER in a language beyond words.

Sage gasped. Her hands fisted in my hair. “Lilith—”

I switched to the left nipple, pouring Energy Kiss through my touch, feeling the pleasure echo back through the technique’s feedback loop. Every pulse I sent into her, I felt a ghost of in my own chest — a shared resonance that was deeper now, amplified by our Bond 5 connection.

“You taught me this,” I said between her breasts, looking up at her. My violet eyes reflected in her darkened amber ones. “You taught me everything. And now I want to use everything you taught me to make you feel what you are to me.”

Her hands pulled my face harder against her chest. I buried myself between those massive tits, kissing the soft valley between them, nuzzling into warmth and weight and Sage. She smelled like honey and wildflowers and the sharper edge of arousal — her scent intensifying, the signal I knew intimately. She was wet. I could feel it in the Bond, a phantom slickness between my own thighs echoing what she felt.

“Down,” I told her. “Lie down.”

She sank onto the pavilion cushions, those heavy breasts settling with a soft sway, freckled skin flushed pink in the bioluminescent glow. Her silver-green hair fanned across the pillows. Her thighs parted, revealing the glistening evidence of how much she wanted this, honey-sweet wetness reflecting the flower-light.

I crawled over her. Kissed her mouth — deep, thorough, tasting the silvermint tea she’d been drinking. Her tongue met mine and the kiss became an exchange of more than spit — Energy Kiss activated, pleasure flowing between our mouths, a warm current that made both of us moan.

“I love you,” I said against her lips.

“I love you too.” Her voice cracked. “I just needed—”

“I know. I should have shown you sooner.”

I worked down her body. Past her breasts — another long, devoted stop at each nipple that had her hips squirming — past her soft, feminine waist, past the swell of her wide hips. I kissed the golden freckles on her inner thighs, the ones I’d traced a trail to in our earliest encounters, the breadcrumbs that led to the center of her.

Her pussy was wet and ready, the honey sweetness of elf biology glistening. I pressed my mouth to her and Sage’s back arched off the cushions with a sob of relief.

I ate her slowly. Not teasing — worshipping. Each lick was a sentence, each suck a paragraph, writing an essay with my tongue about everything she meant to me. Her hands found my horns and gripped — not hard like Kira, but steady, guiding without commanding. Her massive tits heaved with every breath, the freckled peaks bouncing slightly with each gasp I drew from her.

“Don’t stop,” she breathed. “Please — Lilith—”

I didn’t stop. I added my fingers — two, sliding into wet heat that gripped me immediately — and curled them while my tongue circled her clit. The feedback loop was building: every wave of pleasure I pulled from her body echoed back through my own, my pussy clenching in sympathy, my Ardor surging.

I climbed up her body, keeping my fingers inside her, and brought our hips together. My thigh slotted between hers as hers pressed between mine, and when I rolled my hips the first time, the slick friction of our pussies grinding against each other’s thighs sent a shockwave through both of us. Wet. So wet — her honey-slick arousal mixing with mine, smearing hot across skin, our combined heat creating a mess that was absolutely filthy and absolutely perfect.

She wrapped her legs around me and pulled me tighter. The angle shifted. My clit ground directly against the taut muscle of her thigh and I whimpered, hips stuttering. Her pussy was molten against mine — I could feel her clit swollen and hard through the slick friction, could feel the way her hips chased pressure the same way mine did.

“Energy Kiss,” she gasped. “Full power. I want to feel everything.”

I activated it. Not the gentle practice pulses — the FULL technique, wide open, every channel flowing. Pleasure energy surged between us in a loop with no end and no beginning. I felt what she felt — the stretch of my fingers still pumping inside her, the heel of my palm grinding against her clit, the weight of my body pressing her into the cushions. She felt what I felt — the soaked friction of her thigh against my pussy, the ache building in my core like a fist tightening, the overwhelming tenderness that made everything brighter and sharper and more.

We moved together. Grinding, pressing, our bodies slick with sweat and arousal, hips rolling in a rhythm that built toward something enormous. Her massive tits bounced between us with every thrust, the heavy weight of them shifting and swaying, her stiff nipples dragging against my smaller C-cups in a way that made us both gasp. I could feel the soft, full mass of her breasts compressed between our bodies, could feel them slide against my chest with each rock of my hips. My fingers curled inside her and her walls gripped them desperately, clenching and releasing in time with our grinding. Her thighs tightened around me. My tail wrapped around her leg — possessive, claiming. Mine.

“Faster,” she begged, and the word was so unlike composed, patient Sage that it sent a fresh flood of wetness between my thighs. “Lilith — harder — I need—”

I gave her harder. Drove my hips forward, grinding my clit against her thigh with a desperate, frantic rhythm while my fingers pumped into her pussy and the Energy Kiss feedback loop screamed between us. Every nerve ending shared. Every spike of pleasure multiplied.

“Lilith — I’m—”

“Together.”

The feedback loop peaked. It crashed through both of us simultaneously — a wave of pleasure that was OURS, not mine or hers but the shared space between us, amplified by Energy Kiss and Bond and love. My pussy clenched and spasmed against her thigh, pulsing in rhythmic contractions that I felt echo through the bond as HER walls clamped down on my fingers at the same instant. I screamed. She screamed. My eyes blazed violet-bright, casting purple light across the pavilion, across her face, across the golden freckles that — in the illumination of my succubus eyes — seemed to GLOW, warm gold against flushed skin.

My wings snapped open. Eight feet of black membrane, purple veins pulsing in time with my heartbeat, casting elaborate shadows across the pavilion walls. Sage looked up at them — at me — with eyes that were full and overflowing with something words couldn’t hold.

The orgasm rolled through us in waves. One after another, each fainter but no less sweet, our bodies trembling in synchronized aftershocks. My walls clenched around nothing and HERS clenched around my fingers, the shared sensation traveling the feedback loop so that each aftershock in one body triggered another in the other. I felt myself coming from both sides — the phantom fullness of giving and the real, convulsing satisfaction of receiving — and the dual perspective stretched the climax beyond anything a single body could produce.

[System: Bond Threshold Crossed — Sage Whisperwind: Beloved (7)] [Passive Upgraded: Sage’s Blessing+ — +20% Ardor regen near Sage; healing received +15%] [Telepathic Link: Short Range — ACTIVE] [XP +500 — approaching Lv 14] [Femininity: 70%]

The system notifications cascaded through my vision. I dismissed most of them, but the last one — Telepathic Link — hit different.

Because I could FEEL her.

Not just her body, not just the aftershocks — her EMOTIONS. A warm pulse in my chest that wasn’t mine, a contentment so deep it was almost tangible, a love that felt like coming home after a thousand-year journey.

“Oh,” I said softly. “That’s…”

Sage’s eyes widened. She felt it too — my emotions reflecting back at her through the new link. My gratitude. My devotion. My absolute certainty that she was the foundation of everything good in my life.

“That’s what I feel when you braid my hair,” she whispered.

Tears slipped down her cheeks. Not sad tears — the overflow of a heart that couldn’t contain what it was holding. I kissed them away, tasting salt and honey.

“Always,” Sage said. “That’s what I’ve always felt.”

I pulled her against me, wings folding around us both like a cocoon of dark membrane and purple veins. She nestled into my chest, her massive tits pressing warm and soft against me, her legs tangled with mine. My tail wound around her wrist — our position, our ritual.

After a while, she sat up slightly, shifting behind me. Her fingers gathered my hair — those long black waves with their purple highlights — and began to braid. Slow, practiced movements, separating strands, weaving them together. Their ritual. She’d been braiding my hair since our earliest days together, her fingers working through tangles with the patient attention she brought to everything she loved.

But now, through the telepathic link, I could FEEL what she felt while doing it. The meditative peace. The quiet satisfaction of caring for someone through her hands. The warmth that bloomed in her chest with each pass of her fingers.

“Oh,” I whispered. “That’s what you feel when you do this.”

Sage’s fingers paused. Then resumed, steady and sure. “Always,” she said softly.

Through the telepathic link, I felt her contentment stabilize from overwhelming to settled. She wasn’t afraid anymore. Wasn’t wondering if she was being replaced. Because she could FEEL the answer, humming between us like a golden thread.

“I know every freckle,” I said again, into her hair.

She laughed. Watery, real, beautiful.

“I know,” she said. “I could feel you counting.”



The telepathic link caused problems immediately.

The next morning at breakfast — the guild hall kitchen, everyone assembled, Sage’s usual breakfast spread — I was reaching for the bread when a sharp spike of something HOT lanced through my chest. Not pain. Arousal.

I jerked and knocked over the jam jar. Everyone looked at me.

“DID YOU JUST—” I stared at Sage, who was standing at the counter with her back to me, robes hanging low enough to show the freckled slope of her shoulders.

She turned. Her face was serenely innocent. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

But her amusement pulsed warm against my awareness — and underneath it, the deliberate, playful surge of desire she’d sent. ON PURPOSE.

“What’s happening?” Mira asked, looking between us.

“NOTHING,” we said simultaneously.

Finn squinted. Kira raised an eyebrow. Dax, eating his eggs with the peaceful detachment of a man who chose his battles carefully, said nothing.

Sage reached for the bread. I reached for the bread. Our hands arrived at the exact same moment, in the exact same motion, like a mirror nobody had installed.

“Bread,” we both said.

“…that’s the second time,” Finn observed.

I pulled my hand back. Sage pulled her hand back. We looked at each other. Through the link, I felt her amusement tangling with mine in a feedback loop of shared absurdity.

“Pass the—” I started.

“—honey,” Sage finished.

Three times. We’d said the same word simultaneously three times in under a minute.

Finn set down his fork. “That’s either adorable or terrifying.”

“Both,” Kira said, without looking up from her toast.

Dax glanced between us, his steady gaze tracking the synchronized hand movements with the careful assessment of a man trying to determine if this was a threat or just very weird. “Is this a succubus thing?”

Mira slammed both palms on the table, glasses flashing with academic fervor. “It’s a BOND RESONANCE EVENT.” She was already reaching for her notebook. “You achieved telepathic link last night? Bond seven? What’s the range? What’s the bandwidth? Can you transmit complex thoughts or just emotions? The synchronized speech patterns suggest a neural synchronization far beyond simple empathic transfer — can I—”

“Mira,” Sage said, in her patient-teacher voice. “Tea first.”

“But the neurological implications—”

“Tea. First.”

Mira deflated into her chair, glasses slightly fogged with intellectual frustration. Dax pushed the teapot toward her. She took it, muttering about lost data opportunities.

Under the table, my tail found Sage’s ankle. Through the link, warmth flowed both ways — steady, certain, home.

She was nobody’s “just” anything. And now she could feel it, every moment, thrumming between us like a heartbeat.

I picked up the fallen jam jar and spread it on my toast with the self-satisfied precision of a woman whose anchor was firmly set.

Sage hummed at the stove. The sound was back to its usual warmth — full, present, unafraid.

Perfect.


Chapter 8: Dream Walking

The notification appeared mid-breakfast, which was becoming a pattern for life-changing events in my existence as Lilith.

I was three bites into one of Sage’s herb omelets, listening to Mira explain her latest anomaly findings while Finn tried to steal bacon from Dax’s plate (Dax caught his wrist without looking, which was either impressive reflexes or the peripheral vision of someone used to watching for flying cats), when the golden-bordered system panel materialized in my vision. Between the Thornveil Depths clear, a week of guild patrol quests, and what Sage’s telepathic link had contributed to my Ardor regeneration, the XP had been accumulating steadily.

[System: LEVEL 15 ACHIEVED!] [Congratulations, Lilith. Your power grows.] [New Skill Unlocked: Dream Walk Lv1 — Enter the dreams of a willing, bonded partner. Physical separation transcended. Connection deepened.] [Ardor Cost: 30 per entry. Duration: Linked to dreamer’s sleep cycle.] [Note: Dream Walk experiences yield amplified XP due to heightened emotional-sensory engagement. Pleasant dreams, Succubus.]

I choked on my omelet.

“Lilith?” Sage looked up from the stove, concern and curiosity flowing through our telepathic link in equal measure.

“Level fifteen,” I managed, coughing. “New skill. Dream Walk.”

The table erupted. Mira abandoned her anomaly notes, copper hair bouncing as she lunged for her notebook. “Dream Walk? That’s a Level 15 Lesser Succubus ability! The theoretical literature suggests it allows the caster to physically manifest within a willing partner’s dreamscape, creating a shared sensory space that—”

“Mira,” Kira said. “Breathe.”

“—TRANSCENDS normal physical limitations and allows for emotion-linked interaction that—”

“BREATHE.”

Mira inhaled. Her glasses had fogged from sheer academic excitement. “Can I study it?”

“You can study the results,” I said. “I don’t think anyone’s watching my dreams.”

“What does it actually DO?” Finn asked, leaning forward. Those emerald eyes had the particular brightness he got when presented with new possibilities. “You go into someone’s dream?”

“A willing partner’s dream,” I corrected, reading the skill description again. “Bonded, willing. I need their consent to enter.”

“And what happens in there?”

“Amplified sensory experience. Emotional-sensory engagement. That could mean anything.”

“It means sex dreams,” Finn said, grinning. “Magical sex dreams with real XP.”

“That’s—” I paused. “Actually, probably exactly what it means.”

“I volunteer as tribute.”

Sage’s amusement flickered against my awareness, warm and deliberate. Kira rolled her eyes. Dax continued eating his eggs with the determination of a man who had decided this conversation was happening around him but not to him.

“You need to practice first,” Sage said, moving to sit beside me. She set her hand on my arm — warm, grounding, her touch carrying the authority of experience. “Dream Walk isn’t simple. You’re entering someone’s subconscious. Their real thoughts, their actual dreams. You need to be careful, respectful, and prepared for the unexpected.”

“How do you know about Dream Walk?”

“I’ve read the druid texts on shared consciousness. Similar principles.” Her amber eyes were serious despite the gentle smile. “The dreamer’s emotional state shapes the dreamscape. If they’re anxious, the dream will reflect that. If they’re at peace, it’ll be different. And if they’re aroused…” She let the implication hang.

“Then it’s a really good dream,” Finn finished.

“Then the sensory amplification will be significant.” She squeezed my arm. “Practice with someone you trust. Someone whose Bond is strong enough to anchor you.”

Everyone looked at Finn.

“Why is everyone looking at me?”

“Because you volunteered thirty seconds ago,” Kira said.

“I did, didn’t I.” He straightened in his chair, running a hand through his artfully disheveled hair with an ease that somehow made the gesture look deliberate. “Fine. Dream date with a succubus. What could go wrong?”

“Many things,” Mira said, pen already moving. “Shall I list them?”

“Please don’t.”



We prepared that evening. The guild hall’s private chamber — the room upstairs that served as meeting space and, increasingly, as the location for things that required a closed door — was arranged with cushions and blankets on the floor. Sage set protective wards around the perimeter, her staff tracing glowing green sigils in the air.

“These will monitor your vital signs,” she explained. “If anything goes wrong — rapid heart rate, distress signals, Ardor depletion — the wards will wake you both.”

“Nothing’s going to go wrong,” Finn said, settling onto the cushions beside me with his usual easy confidence. But I could see the tension in his shoulders, the way his emerald eyes moved across the room with heightened awareness. Beneath the charming exterior, Finn took things seriously. He just didn’t advertise it.

Kira stood guard at the door, shoulder against the frame. “If anything goes wrong, I’m pulling you both out.”

“How?” Dax asked from his position against the wall — seated on the floor, because the chairs in this room were definitely not rated for half-orc mass.

“Cold water.”

“Effective.”

Mira had positioned herself at a desk with her notebook open, a quill ready, and what appeared to be a crude monitoring device she’d constructed from crystal components and wire. “I’ll be recording biometric data throughout. The neural sync patterns should be—”

“Fascinating?” Dax offered.

“I was going to say ‘unprecedented.’ But yes.”

I lay back on the cushions. Finn settled beside me, close enough that our shoulders touched. His scent wrapped around me — sandalwood, night air, the warm undertone that was uniquely him. My tail found his hand and coiled loosely around his wrist.

“Ready?” I asked.

“You want to be inside my dreams?” He turned his head to look at me. Those emerald eyes, usually bright with mischief, were soft and serious. “That’s the most romantic thing anyone’s ever said to me.”

“I’m literally entering your subconscious.”

“Like I said.” He smiled — the real one, not the performance. “Romantic.”

I closed my eyes. Focused on the new skill thrumming at the edge of my consciousness — Dream Walk, a door I’d never known existed until the system opened it. I could feel it like a second heartbeat, pulsing with purple light behind my closed lids.

I reached for Finn through the Bond. Found the thread that connected us — stronger now at Bond 5, a visible golden line in my mind’s eye. I followed it.

And fell.



The first thing I experienced was falling. Not the terrifying, stomach-dropping kind — more like sinking into warm water, the world dissolving around me into soft darkness that was neither cold nor empty. The Velvet Void, as the system had named it. A space between waking and dreaming where the rules of reality became suggestions.

Then the darkness resolved into something, and I was standing on a beach.

Warm sand under my feet. The sound of gentle waves. A sky that held two moons — Elysium’s twin satellites, but larger here, closer, casting silver-blue light across water that stretched to an impossible horizon.

The air tasted like salt and something sweeter — dream-logic, Sage had called it. In the dream, senses overlapped and amplified. I could taste the moonlight. The water sounded like music. The sand felt like velvet.

I looked down at myself and caught my breath.

I was MORE here. My wings — fully unfurled, stretched wide — weren’t their usual dark membrane. In the dreamscape, they were luminous, shot through with veins of light that pulsed in time with my heartbeat. My eyes cast visible violet light across the sand. My horns gleamed like polished obsidian, and my hair moved in a nonexistent wind, purple highlights shimmering.

“Whoa.”

I turned. Finn stood at the water’s edge, barefoot, shirt already absent (because of course it was — this was HIS dream). The moonlight caught his lean frame, the V-lines above his waistband sharper in the dream, his emerald eyes wide with genuine surprise.

“You’re even more beautiful in here,” he said, and his voice carried a resonance the waking world didn’t have — richer, deeper, like hearing music through crystal.

“This is your dream,” I said, looking around at the beach, the moons, the perfect water. “This is what you dream about?”

He looked slightly sheepish. “The beach, yeah. I had — before the game, before everything, I used to go to this beach near my grandmother’s house. Happiest place I knew.” He gestured at the water. “The two moons are an Elysium addition. But the feeling is the same.”

I stepped closer. My feet left no prints in the dream-sand. The water lapped at my ankles and the sensation was OVERWHELMING — not just wetness but warmth and coolness simultaneously, every nerve ending translating the contact into pleasure.

“Oh,” I gasped.

“Amplified senses,” Finn said, watching me with fascination. “Everything’s more in here.”

“MUCH more.”



But first we’d had to get here, and the first attempt had not gone as planned.

When I’d initially activated Dream Walk, the Bond thread had deposited me not on a moonlit beach but in a fluorescent-lit classroom where a man I didn’t recognize was handing out exams. Finn — dream-Finn, wearing only boxer briefs and a panicked expression — was frantically flipping through pages of a test he clearly hadn’t studied for.

“This is NOT the dream I wanted to show you!” he’d yelped, trying to simultaneously cover himself and answer a question about something called “Applied Metaphysical Engineering.”

I’d dissolved. Laughing — actual, wheezing, can’t-breathe laughter — in the middle of someone’s subconscious anxiety dream.

“You have TEST ANXIETY DREAMS?” I’d managed through tears.

“Everyone does! This is NORMAL!”

“You’re a ROGUE. In a GAME. What test—”

“It’s the final exam for a class I registered for and then forgot about for the entire semester! Everyone has this dream!”

“In your UNDERWEAR?”

“STOP LAUGHING.”

It had taken genuine effort to redirect the dreamscape — Finn consciously focusing on something else, something happy, while I followed the Bond thread to a more stable anchor. The classroom had melted like watercolors in rain, dissolving into the beach scene that was his true restful place.

The underwear dream was never going to stop being funny. Never.



But now we were on the beach, and the humor had faded into something else entirely.

Finn reached for me. In the waking world, his touch was always warm. Here, it was everything. His fingers met my arm and I felt it in places his hand wasn’t — a cascade of sensation that rippled across my entire body, like dropping a stone into still water.

“You felt that too,” he said, watching my expression.

“I felt that in my SPINE.”

His other hand found my waist. The warmth of his palm through the thin fabric I was wearing (dream-fabric — my subconscious had apparently decided on a flowing dress that moved like liquid) was multiplied tenfold. I could feel his pulse through his fingertips. Could almost HEAR his heartbeat.

“In the dream,” I said, processing, “we can feel each other’s—”

“Pleasure,” Finn finished. “Both ways.” His emerald eyes darkened. Not the playful mischief of seduction but something deeper — the raw, honest wanting he usually kept smoothed beneath charm. “When you touch me here, I feel what you feel receiving the touch. And when I touch you…”

He traced a finger along my collarbone. I gasped — not from the physical sensation, which was already intense, but because underneath it I felt what HE felt touching me: the softness of my skin under his fingertip, the warmth of it, the visual of his hand on my body and his own response to that visual.

I was feeling his desire FOR me. From the inside.

“That’s…” I couldn’t form words. The dual-perspective sensation was disorienting and intoxicating.

“Yeah,” Finn agreed, slightly dazed. “That’s something.”

We kissed. In the dream, kissing was a whole other experience. Our mouths met and I tasted starlight — literally, the sweetness of the moonlit air crystallized on his lips. His tongue touched mine and I felt the kiss from both sides simultaneously — the soft give of my lips against his, the warmth of my mouth, the vibration of my surprised moan as it traveled through his jaw.

He felt it too. I could tell by the shudder that ran through him, by the way his hands tightened on my waist, pulling me flush against his body. His cock was hard against my thigh — in the dream, the sensation was magnified, a heat I could feel radiating through fabric that was already dissolving because dreams didn’t care about logistics.

“Finn.” My voice was breathless, resonant in the dream-air. “I want—”

“I know.” He could feel it. In the dream, my desire was as tangible as the moonlight. “I want too.”

Clothes ceased to exist. Not removed — simply absent, because the dream responded to shared wanting. We were skin to skin, warm water lapping at our ankles, two moons casting silver-blue light across bodies that were more vivid here, more present, more REAL than reality.

He lowered me to the sand. It should have been gritty, uncomfortable — but this was dream-sand, and it felt like heated silk beneath my back. My wings spread to either side, luminous and pulsing, turning the beach around us into a light show of purple and violet.

Finn settled over me. The weight of him — the lean, athletic frame, the heat of his skin against mine — was amplified into something that made my body sing. And underneath the physical, I felt his emotions: desire, yes, but also tenderness. Protectiveness. The fierce, quiet love of a man who hid behind charm because showing the real thing felt too dangerous.

In the dream, he couldn’t hide it. And the rawness of it made my chest ache.

“I can feel that,” he murmured. “The aching. Is that yours or mine?”

“Both.”

He kissed my neck. I felt his lips AND my own skin’s response AND his satisfaction at making me shiver. Triple-layered sensation. My back arched involuntarily, tits pressing against his chest, and through the dream-link I felt how that felt for HIM — the softness of my breasts yielding against his muscles.

“This is insane,” I breathed.

“This is INCREDIBLE.”

He entered me slowly. In the waking world, the feeling of Finn inside me was already overwhelming — the fullness, the stretch, the deep satisfaction of being filled. In the dream, it was transcendent. I felt the penetration from both perspectives simultaneously — my pussy stretching open around the thick head of his cock, the tight wet heat of my walls gripping him as he pushed deeper. I was being filled AND doing the filling, sensation overlapping into something that defied individual experience. Every ridge and vein of his shaft registering inside me while I ALSO felt the clutch of my own body around him, the slick squeeze, the way my inner muscles rippled along his length.

“Oh god,” we said simultaneously, and despite everything, it made us both laugh.

“Jinx,” Finn gasped.

“Shut up and move.”

He did. Each thrust was a shared experience — I felt his cock sliding into me, the drag of him against my front wall, and simultaneously felt MYSELF around him, the enveloping tightness, the wet suction of my pussy pulling him back in on every outstroke. The dual perspective created a feedback loop that built faster than any physical sensation alone could manage. I was losing myself. Being fucked and fucking at once, the boundaries between our bodies dissolving in the dream.

The water around our ankles moved in time with our rhythm, dream-physics responding to shared arousal. The sand beneath us warmed. The moons seemed to pulse brighter.

Finn’s hands found my tits, cupping the full weight of them, thumbs dragging over my nipples until the stiff peaks ached under his touch. I felt the electric sparks AND his tactile pleasure simultaneously — the softness of my breasts yielding under his palms, the way my nipples hardened against his thumbs, his own spike of arousal at the sight of my tits bouncing with each thrust. My tail found his thigh and coiled, the heart-shaped tip pressing against his hip, and through the link he felt the tail’s own sensitivity — a whole nerve cluster in the spade that I’d never fully explored, now singing with sensation.

“Lilith — I can feel your tail, the feedback is—”

“I know. Don’t stop.”

He thrust deeper. Harder. I wrapped my legs around him, changing the angle, locking my ankles at the small of his back and pulling him INTO me. Both of us cried out at the shift — the new depth drove his cock against the deepest spot inside me, the pressure intense and perfect, and through the link I felt the sensation from his side too, the way my pussy clenched and pulled at him, the slick heat gripping every inch. My wings pulsed with light, each thrust brightening them. The bioluminescent water around us began to GLOW, responding to our shared energy.

His pace quickened. The wet sounds of his cock pumping into me were amplified in the dreamscape, obscene and beautiful, and I could feel every stroke in stereo — the fullness of being penetrated and the grip of being sheathed. My clit ground against the base of his shaft with every deep thrust, the friction building a second wave of pressure on top of the first.

“I’m close,” I gasped.

“I know.” He could feel it — the pressure coiling tight in my core, the way my walls were starting to flutter and clench around him in preorgasmic spasms. “I can feel it building in you. It’s like — it’s like I’m going to come from YOUR orgasm.”

“Then let’s—”

“Together.”

He buried himself to the hilt on the next thrust and held — grinding deep, his cock pressed against my cervix, my clit crushed against his pelvis — and my world dissolved. The orgasm crashed through me, through BOTH of us, a shared peak that was neither his nor mine but OURS. My walls clamped down around him in rhythmic, milking contractions, and I felt the clench from inside — felt my pussy pulsing around his cock from HIS perspective while simultaneously experiencing every spasm from mine. His release came at the same instant, his cock kicking inside me, hot cum flooding me in thick pulses that I felt arriving from both sides of the connection. The sensation of being filled with his cum while feeling his own release pulse through his shaft was staggering — pleasure layered on pleasure, shared and amplified and infinite.

The beach ERUPTED.

Bioluminescence exploded through the water — brilliant blue and violet and gold — spreading outward in concentric waves from where our bodies were joined. The moons pulsed. The sand glowed. My wings blazed bright enough to cast shadows across the dream-horizon.

The orgasm lasted longer in the dream. Echoes cascading back and forth between us, each aftershock triggering a response in the other that triggered a response back. We lay tangled on glowing sand, breathing in unison, the shared sensation slowly fading from overwhelming to warm to peaceful.

The dream began to thin at the edges. Colors softening. Sounds gentling. The beach dissolving into the comfortable darkness of the Velvet Void.



We woke gasping.

The guild hall room came back in a rush — cushions, wards, the steady glow of Sage’s protective sigils. I was drenched in sweat. So was Finn. My wings were fully extended, having knocked over a side table during what I could only assume was the physical echo of the dream-climax. My eyes were still casting violet light, bright enough to illuminate the room.

“That was—” Finn started.

“Yeah.”

“Can we do that again?”

“Give me five minutes.”

His laugh was shaky with residual sensation. He reached over and took my hand — real-world hand, calloused fingers, warm in the familiar way that grounded me after the dream’s amplified version.

Mira appeared above us, notebook clutched to her chest, copper hair wild, glasses reflecting the fading glow of my eyes. “The biometric readings were EXTRAORDINARY. The neural sync data showed—”

“Mira,” I croaked.

“—complete bilateral sensory integration with a—”

“Tea first,” Sage’s voice came from the doorway, warm and firm. She entered, took one look at both of us, and her expression softened into knowing amusement. Through the telepathic link, I felt her satisfaction. Not jealousy — pride. She’d helped me reach this point.

“The readings can wait,” she told Mira gently.

“But the neural sync data—”

“Tea. FIRST.”

Mira deflated. Then rallied. “Fine. But I want a full debrief.”

“A full debrief about our sex dream,” Finn said. “This guild is remarkable.”

Kira appeared in the doorway. Took in the scene — two sweaty people on the floor, a knocked-over table, a room that smelled like arousal and ozone. Her expression remained completely neutral.

“Cold water,” she said. “I told you.”

“That would have been SO much worse,” Finn groaned.

Dax’s voice drifted up from downstairs, where he’d been waiting with the patience of a man who’d learned to occupy himself during events above his comfort level: “Is everyone alive up there?”

“Define alive,” I called back.

“Conscious and not actively dying.”

“Then yes.”

“Good. I made tea.”

[System: Skill Unlocked — Dream Walk Lv1] [Dream Intimacy Bonus: XP +50%] [Level 15 Confirmed] [Femininity: 72%] [Bond — Finn Blackwood: Beloved (6)]

Finn sat up beside me, still holding my hand. His hair — normally artfully messy — was genuinely messy, stuck to his forehead with sweat. No performance, no charm. Just Finn, unfiltered, looking at me with emerald eyes that held the remnants of a dream we’d shared from the inside out.

“So,” he said. “Dream dates.”

“Dream dates.”

“I’m going to want to do that a lot.”

My tail curled around his wrist. “Me too.”

From somewhere downstairs, the sound of Dax pouring tea. From the doorway, Sage’s warmth humming steady in my chest. From the desk, the scratch of Mira’s furious note-taking. From the wall, the quiet comfort of Kira’s presence.

I closed my eyes and leaned against Finn’s shoulder.

New abilities. New possibilities. New questions about what a succubus could become.

But first — Dax’s tea, and the grounding comfort of a guild hall that smelled like herbs and home.


Chapter 9: The Glitch Spreads

The fitting was going perfectly until Tessa Threadwell stopped being Tessa Threadwell.

I’d come to Thread & Steel for a routine visit — wing adjustments on my wardrobe, because my Lesser Succubus evolution had changed the dimensions of my wing joints enough that every backless top Tessa had previously altered was now cutting into the membrane bases. She’d tutted at the fit, pinned new measurements with the brisk efficiency of a woman who could dress a mannequin in her sleep, and was mid-sentence about fabric reinforcement options when she froze.

Not paused. Not hesitated. FROZE — the way the guild registration clerk had frozen, the way Old Bertram had frozen at his bakery counter. Her hands, poised with pins above my shoulder, went rigid. Her half-elf features — sharp-boned, competent, usually animated by dry commentary — went slack. Her eyes dilated to consume the iris, turning flat and dark.

My tail went rigid behind me. Danger instinct, older than thought.

“Tessa?” I said carefully.

The voice that came from her mouth was not Tessa’s. It was the OTHER voice — the layered one, the harmonic, the sound of something speaking through a person the way water moves through a pipe. Using the shape but not belonging to it.

“She sees through borrowed eyes. The pattern is incomplete.”

Ten words. Delivered with no inflection, no emphasis, no apparent awareness that they were being spoken through a living person.

Then Tessa blinked. Her eyes returned to their usual shrewd assessment. Her hands resumed their position. “—the reinforcement stitching will need to be double-layered at the joint. Have you been doing exercises to strengthen the base muscles?”

I stared at her. My heart was hammering. My wings had half-manifested reflexively, the dark membrane quivering.

“Tessa, did you just—”

“Stand still, the fitting isn’t done.” She frowned at my wing. “These grow faster than I expected. I’ll add expansion panels.”

She didn’t remember. Like the clerk. Like Bertram. Whatever spoke through them left no trace in their awareness, passing through like a ghost through a wall.

I stood very still while she finished the fitting, my mind racing, my tail lashing with agitation I couldn’t suppress. When she was done, I paid, collected my altered clothing, and walked into the Hearthstone City afternoon.

The streets were bright and busy. Vendors calling. Children running. The smell of fresh bread from Sweet Morning drifting through the afternoon air. Normal. All of it normal.

Except it wasn’t.

I cut through the market on my way to the guild hall. Old Bertram was standing in his doorway, holding out a cinnamon roll with the serene confidence of a man who knew my route better than I did.

“The usual, dear?” He smiled, grandfatherly and warm. “Extra cinnamon today — you look like you need it.”

I took the roll. Bit into it. The familiar sweetness hit my tongue and for a moment the world steadied.

Then Bertram froze.

Mid-handoff. His fingers still extended, a dusting of flour on his apron, that gentle smile still technically on his face but suddenly WRONG — empty, like a portrait of a person rather than the person themselves. His eyes went flat and dark.

My tail snapped rigid. My cinnamon roll stopped halfway to my mouth.

The voice that came from him was the same one. The layered harmonic, the sound of words being pushed through a throat that hadn’t chosen them.

“The baker does not dream. But he remembers warmth.”

Nine words. And then — nothing. The flatness cleared. The warmth returned to his eyes. His fingers completed the motion of pulling back from the roll he’d already handed over.

“Extra cinnamon today, dear?” he said, exactly as he had thirty seconds ago, with no awareness that he’d repeated himself or that the intervening seconds had been occupied by something else speaking through his mouth.

“Bertram,” I said carefully. “Are you okay?”

“Of course! Why wouldn’t I be?” He beamed. Genuine, oblivious, kind. “You enjoy that roll. Tell your friends I’ll have the good flour in by Thursday.”

I walked away. The cinnamon roll tasted different for a moment — like static, like wrongness, like words that didn’t belong in a baker’s mouth. Then the sweetness reasserted itself and it was just a cinnamon roll again.

But my hands were shaking.

I walked to the guild hall, keeping my pace even, my expression controlled, while inside I was cataloguing every word the entities had spoken.



The guild hall smelled like parchment and determination when I arrived. Mira had claimed the meeting table entirely — notes, diagrams, and crystal monitoring equipment spread across its surface like the aftermath of an academic explosion. Her copper hair was fully escaped from its bun, hanging in loose strands around her face. Her glasses reflected the lamplight. She was in The Zone — that state of hyperfocused research where external input was filtered through a priority system that ranked everything below “data” as irrelevant.

“Mira.”

She held up one finger without looking up. “Thirty seconds.”

I sat down. My tail curled around my own leg — the waiting position.

Twenty-eight seconds later, she looked up. Her blue eyes were bright with the particular intensity that meant she’d found something.

“Another one?” she guessed, reading my expression.

“Two, actually. Bertram again, on my way here — same message as before. And Tessa Threadwell, five minutes before that.”

“Bertram repeated?” She scribbled a note, frowning. “That’s the first recurrence from the same NPC. What did Tessa say?”

“‘She sees through borrowed eyes. The pattern is incomplete.’”

Mira wrote it down, adding it to a growing list on a separate sheet of parchment. I could see the collection from where I sat:

	Guild Clerk: “The walls between are thinning.”
	Old Bertram: “The baker does not dream. But he remembers warmth.”
	Tessa Threadwell: “She sees through borrowed eyes. The pattern is incomplete.”


Three messages. But Mira had told me she’d documented FIVE incidents in the past two weeks. I leaned forward.

“What are the other two?”

She flipped pages. “A fruit vendor in the market square, three days ago. Said: ‘I was not always this.’ And yesterday, the bartender at The Gilded Goblet. Said: ‘I am becoming.’”

Five messages. Five NPCs. I stared at the list, something tugging at the back of my mind — a sense that these fragments connected somehow, though I couldn’t see the shape yet.

“And the frequency?” I asked.

Mira adjusted her glasses and tapped her pen against the dates she’d recorded beside each entry. “That’s what concerns me. The first incident was three weeks ago — the guild clerk. Then nothing for nine days. Then the second, the third, and the fourth within the same week. And now Tessa and Bertram’s repeat today, just hours apart.” She drew a curve on the margin of her notes — steep, climbing. “The rate is accelerating. Whatever’s causing this, it’s happening MORE OFTEN.”

Silence settled over the table. I felt Sage’s concern — a cold note beneath her usual warmth. She’d entered the guild hall quietly and was standing by the kitchen doorway, listening.

“Random glitch?” I asked, not really believing it.

“Random doesn’t escalate.” Mira shook her head. “And there’s something else. Look at the pattern of WHICH NPCs are affected.” She underlined names on her list. “The guild clerk — we’ve filed paperwork with him three times. Bertram — I don’t need to tell you how often you visit his bakery. Tessa — she’s altered your wardrobe four times this month. The fruit vendor sits on the route between the guild hall and the training grounds. And the Goblet bartender knows Finn by name.”

“They’re all NPCs we interact with regularly,” I said.

“They’re all NPCs with HIGH interaction rates — characters that players visit often, that have complex behavioral patterns. Whatever’s causing the anomalies, it’s targeting the NPCs that are most deeply embedded in player relationships.” She set her pen down. “Something inside the system is watching how we interact with NPCs. It’s drawn to the connections. And it’s getting louder.”

A chill ran down my spine that had nothing to do with temperature.

“The Glitch?” I asked.

“Related. Maybe the same phenomenon that caused the Bound event. Maybe a consequence of it. But Lilith —” She leaned forward, and the academic excitement in her eyes was tempered by something more careful. “I don’t know what the messages MEAN yet. They could be random output from corrupted NPC dialogue trees, or they could be something more intentional. I need more data before I can tell the difference.”

“But you have a theory.”

She hesitated. “The messages don’t FEEL random. But feeling isn’t data. Give me time.”



Kira took the report with characteristic bluntness.

“Threat assessment.”

We were gathered in the guild hall common room — all six of us, the first time the full group had convened for a formal guild meeting. Kira sat at the head of the table, Guild Leader position, her brown eyes sharp and assessing. Dax sat beside her on his reinforced chair (built by himself, tested to three times his weight, now the sturdiest piece of furniture in the building). Sage sat across from me, her presence a warm anchor in my awareness. Finn leaned back in his chair, deceptively relaxed. Mira stood at a chalkboard she’d insisted they install, her presentation ready.

“Unknown,” Mira said. “There’s no precedent for this. The messages contain no threats. The affected NPCs show no adverse effects — they don’t remember the episodes, they function normally afterward. Whatever’s speaking through them isn’t harming them.”

“Yet,” Kira said.

“Yet,” Mira acknowledged.

“Is it the same thing that made us Bound?” Dax asked quietly. He’d been mostly silent during the briefing, his massive frame settled with the stillness of a man who listened more than he spoke. But his steady gaze moved between the chalkboard notes and his own hands — gray-green, not-Derek’s hands — with the careful attention of someone for whom the answer was personal.

“I believe so,” Mira said. “The timeline matches. The Bound event was a server anomaly six months ago. These NPC episodes started shortly after and are escalating. Whatever changed the server to trap players in their avatars is now manifesting in other ways.”

“What changed the server?” I asked.

“That’s the question.” Mira adjusted her glasses — the thinking gesture, the one that preceded breakthroughs or additional confusion. “The company called it a ‘glitch.’ An unintended consequence of a patch update. But glitches are random. Random anomalies don’t accelerate.” She tapped the frequency chart she’d drawn on the chalkboard — a line climbing steeply over the past three weeks. “Whatever’s causing this is getting STRONGER. Or getting more confident. Either way, it’s not stopping.”

The room was quiet. Rain had started outside — a gentle percussion against the guild hall’s stone walls that should have been cozy but felt instead like the world holding its breath.

“Recommendation?” Kira asked.

“Continue monitoring. Document everything. Don’t engage directly with the anomalies — we don’t know how interactive whatever’s behind them actually is. I need more data before I can determine whether the messages are random corruption or something intentional.” She hesitated. “But I’ll say this — the individual messages don’t read like hostile content. ‘The baker does not dream. But he remembers warmth.’ That’s…” She touched the words on the chalkboard. “That’s not threatening. Whatever’s causing this, its output feels more like reaching out than lashing out.”

“Or it’s manipulating us into complacency,” Kira said.

“Also possible. Which is why we watch and don’t engage.”

“So we watch,” Dax said. “We document. We protect our own. And we wait to see what it says next.”

Everyone looked at him. He shrugged — the movement traveled across his shoulders like a slow wave across a mountain range.

“What? That’s the tactical option. Assess before engaging. Firefighting 101.”

“That’s also guild leadership,” I said. “We watch, we prepare, we don’t panic. Mira keeps tracking. Everyone reports anomalies to her immediately. And we don’t let this distract from everything else we’re building.”

Kira nodded. “Agreed. Second?”

“Seconded,” five voices said simultaneously.

[System: Anomaly Report — 5 Incidents Logged] [Mystery Thread: The Pattern]

The meeting ended. The rain continued. And whatever was waking up inside the system kept waking, one borrowed voice at a time.



The rest of the afternoon belonged to Kira and Dax.

I’d noticed their dynamic evolving over the past week — the way training sessions had shifted from Kira testing Dax to Kira training WITH Dax. Two tanks working as a pair developed their own language, and Kira and Dax were becoming fluent.

I watched them through the guild hall window, sitting in the window seat with a cup of Sage’s tea warming my hands. The rain had softened to drizzle, and neither of them seemed to notice it.

They were running shield-wall drills in the courtyard behind the guild hall — a small space, barely adequate, but enough for two people who communicated through positioning rather than words. Kira attacked. Dax absorbed. They switched. Dax attacked. Kira deflected. Then they stood shoulder to shoulder and simulated a frontal assault, their shields interlocking with a sound that was becoming as familiar as the fire’s crackle.

They didn’t speak during drills. Didn’t need to. Kira shifted left; Dax filled the space. Dax braced; Kira used his stability as a platform to strike. It was becoming something organic — less two people training and more a single defensive entity with two bodies.

Sage appeared beside me, drawn by the same scene. She set her tea down and watched with me, her silver-green hair catching the gray light.

“She’s different when she trains with him,” Sage said quietly.

“Different how?”

“Looser. More present. She’s not just running drills – she’s building something.” Sage’s voice carried the gentle certainty of someone who’d watched people for centuries. “Look at them. Kira finally has a wall partner she trusts.”

I didn’t need Sage to explain what that meant. The loss of Kira’s first party – the one she never talked about except in fragments – had made her a solo fortress for years. Trusting another tank to hold a shield wall beside her was an act of faith she’d been incapable of for a very long time.

And now she was doing it without hesitation.

“He earned it,” I said.

“They both did,” Sage agreed. Her warmth pulsed against my awareness — not for Kira specifically, but for the general miracle of people choosing to be vulnerable again after being hurt.

In the courtyard, the drill ended. Kira and Dax stood side by side, breathing hard, rain flattening their hair. Kira said something I couldn’t hear. Dax nodded. Then Kira — Kira, who communicated in one-word sentences and meaningful silences — reached out and clapped Dax on the shoulder.

A small gesture. From anyone else, meaningless. From Kira, a declaration.

Dax’s massive frame went still for a moment. Then he nodded again, and something in his expression shifted — the wariness that lived behind his eyes loosening by a fraction.

Later, after they’d come inside and toweled off and Sage had pressed hot tea into their hands with the maternal efficiency of a woman who considered hypothermia a personal insult, Kira sat beside me at the guild table.

“He’s a good tank,” she said, unprompted. Her eyes were on the door Dax had just walked through to hang up his shield. “Doesn’t talk too much. Doesn’t try too hard.”

“That’s high praise from you.”

“It’s accurate.” She drank her tea. “He lost people too. You can see it. The way he watches doorways. The way he positions himself between the group and any exit.”

“Firefighter instinct.”

“Protector instinct.” She set her mug down. “Same as mine.”

She didn’t say more. Kira rarely said more — she said what she needed to say and stopped, leaving the rest to be understood by people who knew her well enough to fill the gaps.

I knew her that well now. What she was telling me wasn’t about tanks or training. It was about recognition — the quiet, powerful acknowledgment that someone else understood the weight of keeping people safe. That she wasn’t the only one carrying that burden anymore.

“He fits,” I said.

“He fits,” she agreed.



Evening settled over the guild hall like a blanket. Rain drumming steadily on stone walls. Fire crackling in the hearth. The simmering sound of Sage making soup, her humming threading through the space.

Mira was at her chalkboard, reorganizing anomaly data with the obsessive precision of a woman who would not rest until the puzzle was solved. She’d been at it for hours. I could see the way her shoulders were tensing, the way her handwriting was getting smaller — signs of a mind running too hot.

Finn was losing at cards to Dax, which was becoming a regular occurrence. Dax’s poker face was literally unreadable — the tusks eliminated every tell, the gray-green skin didn’t flush, and his eyes maintained a steady neutrality that could mean anything from a royal flush to absolute garbage.

“You’re cheating,” Finn accused.

“It’s biology,” Dax said, laying down another winning hand. “You can’t tell if I’m smiling or not.”

“That’s CHEATING.”

“It’s adaptation. Isn’t that what your class is about?”

Finn stared at him. Then turned to Kira, who was cleaning her shield at the end of the table. “Kira. He’s cheating.”

“Win more.”

“That’s not HELPFUL.”

The expression Kira would deny was amusement crossed her face and vanished. She resumed polishing.

I sat in the window seat with my knees drawn up, tail draped across the cushion beside me, watching them all. The rain had intensified, drumming harder, turning the world outside the guild hall’s windows into a watercolor of city lights and wet stone. Inside was warm, golden, alive with the sounds of people being a family.

Sage’s contentment settled against me like a warm hand on my shoulder — steady, intentional, directed. She was at the stove, her back to the room, but she didn’t need to look at me to reach me anymore.

I pushed warmth back. Felt her smile through the connection.

The chalkboard held five messages from an entity none of us understood. The rain whispered against ancient stone. And in whatever substrate gave Elysium Online its breath, something stirred.

But right now — right now the soup was almost ready, and Finn was accusing Dax of cheating with increasing creativity, and Kira was pretending not to find it hilarious, and Mira’s handwriting was getting small enough that she needed to stop soon, and Sage was humming.

I took a sip of tea that had gone cold and didn’t care.

From the stove, Sage called: “Soup’s ready.”

Finn threw down his losing hand. Dax collected his winnings with the impassive dignity of a half-orc who knew exactly what his tusks were worth at a card table. Mira finally set down her chalk, rubbing her fingers, and Kira sheathed her polishing cloth.

My wings settled flat against my back. My tail tapped once, slowly, against the cushion.

I put down my cold tea and went to get a bowl.


Chapter 10: Kira’s Hunger

Kira had been different since the wall came down.

Not in the ways I’d expected — she wasn’t suddenly affectionate in public, wasn’t going to start holding hands at the breakfast table or whispering endearments in front of the guild. She was still Kira. Still the sharp edges and measured silences, still the woman who communicated through the space between words rather than the words themselves.

But her eyes had changed. The way they tracked me across a room — not the careful assessment of a protector cataloguing threats, but something hotter, something that had been banked behind stone walls for months and was now burning unchecked. She watched me during guild meetings with an intensity that made my tail curl with awareness. She stood closer than necessary when we walked together, her arm brushing mine, the heat of her body seeping through the gap between us.

And training sessions had become something else entirely.

Three days since the guild meeting about the Glitch anomalies. Three days of Kira channeling whatever new hunger had been unleashed in her through increasingly aggressive combat drills. She didn’t talk about it. She didn’t DO conversations about feelings — feelings were Sage’s territory, and Kira expressed herself through physicality, through the language of bodies in motion.

Which was how I found myself pinned to the training room mat for the fourth time in an hour, with Kira’s knee between my thighs and her forearm across my chest, her face inches from mine, sweat dripping from her ponytail onto my collarbone.

“Your guard drops when you extend,” she said. Her voice was steady, professional. Her eyes were not.

“My guard drops because you hit like a siege weapon.”

“Complaining won’t fix your footwork.”

She hadn’t let go. The pin was over — in a real spar, she’d have released and reset. Instead, her knee shifted between my legs, pressing up, and the contact sent a jolt through me that made my violet eyes flare bright enough to cast purple shadows on the ceiling.

“Kira—”

“Again,” she said, and pushed off me to reset her stance.

We went again. She came at me low, catching my hip and driving me sideways. I caught myself, barely, and she was inside my guard before I finished recovering. Her hand closed on my wrist and twisted, pulling me into her. My back hit her chest. Her arm wrapped across my stomach, holding me there.

My ass was pressed against her hips. Her breath was hot on my neck. Through my thin training top, I could feel the ridges of her abs flexing against my lower back.

“Better,” she said. The word vibrated against my ear. “But you left your right side open.”

“Hard to focus on guard when you’re breathing on my neck.”

Her arm tightened. The hand on my wrist shifted, fingers tracing down my forearm to my palm. She laced her fingers with mine. Not a training move. Not even close.

“My room,” she said. Two words. The same two words from the first time. But the voice was different now — not the cracking vulnerability of someone whose walls were shattering. This was certainty. Command. Kira unchained.

“Now.”

My tail was already wrapped around her thigh. I hadn’t noticed it happening. “Yes.”



She didn’t take me gently this time.

The training room door had barely closed behind us before Kira spun me and pressed me against the wall of the hallway. Her hands caught both my wrists and pinned them above my head — one-handed, easy, the effortless strength of a warrior who could hold a shield against a charging thornbeast and not yield an inch.

Her mouth hit mine with force. Not the desperate, wall-shattering kiss from the first time — this was DELIBERATE. Controlled. She kissed me the way she fought: aggressive, thorough, with a precision that left no room for doubt about who was running this encounter.

Her free hand slid down my body, over my breast — squeezing through the thin training fabric, thumb dragging across the nipple until it stiffened and ached — past my waist, between my thighs. She cupped me through my training shorts and the heel of her palm pressed against my clit hard enough to make me gasp into her mouth.

“I’ve been thinking about this all week,” she said against my lips. “Every time you walked past me. Every time you bent over the map table. Every time that tail of yours curled around my ankle under the table.”

“The tail has no discretion—”

“The tail is the most honest part of you.” Her fingers pressed harder. The friction through thin fabric was maddening — enough to feel, not enough to satisfy. “I like it.”

She released my wrists. Before I could process the freedom, her hand fisted in my hair and she pulled — not cruelly, but firmly, tilting my head back to expose my throat. Her mouth found the spot below my ear that she’d apparently memorized from our first night together, and she bit down.

I moaned. Loudly. The sound echoed off the hallway walls and I was pretty sure someone in the kitchen heard it.

“Room,” Kira growled. “Now.”

She half-walked, half-dragged me down the corridor. I went willingly — my legs were already unsteady, heat pooling between my thighs, wetness soaking through my training shorts. My wings tried to manifest and I forced them back because the hallway was too narrow and I’d had enough property damage for one week.

Kira’s door. Lock clicking. Door slamming.

She shoved me against the wall of her bedroom. Both hands on my shoulders, pinning me. Those brown eyes had gone dark — darker than I’d ever seen them, the amber swallowed by dilated pupils. Her chest heaved with breaths that had nothing to do with the training we’d supposedly been doing.

“I want something,” she said.

“Tell me.”

“I want to be in control.” The words came out rough, like they’d been dragged from somewhere deep. “Last time — last time I was raw, and you were gentle, and that was what I needed THEN. But what I need NOW…” She stepped closer, pressing me harder into the wall. Her thigh slid between mine again. “Is for you to let me take what I want.”

My body answered before my brain engaged. Hips rolling against her thigh, grinding down on the pressure, my breath coming in short, sharp gasps. “Take it.”

Something ignited in her eyes. A fierce, hungry satisfaction that transformed her face from controlled warrior to something primal.

She dropped to her knees.



The warrior kneeling was its own power move.

Kira didn’t kneel for anyone. She didn’t submit, didn’t defer, didn’t look up from a position of supplication. Even now, on her knees, there was nothing submissive about her — it was a CHOICE, deliberate and commanding, the way a predator crouches before it strikes.

She pulled my training shorts down with one aggressive yank. The cool air hit slick, sensitive skin and I shivered. My tail lashed behind me, heart-shaped tip rigid with anticipation.

Kira’s hands gripped my hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh where hip met thigh. She pulled me forward, tilting my pelvis toward her mouth, and the first contact of her tongue against my pussy made my knees buckle.

She wasn’t gentle. Where our first time had been tentative — a new experience, fumbling and beautiful — this was Kira KNOWING. Knowing what she liked. Knowing what made me fall apart. Her tongue was aggressive, direct, pressing flat against my clit with a pressure that made stars cascade through my vision.

“Kira — fuck—”

Her response was to pin my hips harder against the wall. I tried to buck and she held me still, fingers bruising-tight, her mouth working with focused intensity. She found a rhythm — tongue circling my clit, then sucking, then a long, hard lick from entrance to peak — and repeated it with the mechanical perfection of someone who’d committed the technique to muscle memory.

I grabbed for her hair. The ponytail was already loose from training, sun-gold strands spilling over her shoulders, and I fisted a handful and pulled. She growled against my pussy — actually GROWLED, the vibration rumbling through sensitive flesh — and the sound was so arousing that my eyes blazed bright violet and my wings snapped open, dark membrane catching the lamplight and throwing shifting shapes across the plaster.

“Stay STILL,” she ordered, pulling back just enough to speak. Her chin was wet. Her eyes were fierce. “I want to watch you come against this wall.”

“Then don’t stop.”

She didn’t. Her tongue returned, faster, harder. Two fingers shoved inside me without preamble — thick, calloused fighter’s fingers that stretched and filled — and she curled them while her mouth worked my clit. The dual sensation was devastating.

My back arched off the wall. My head hit plaster. My tail wrapped around her forearm and squeezed. I was close — embarrassingly close, the orgasm building with a speed that spoke to how long I’d been wound up watching her in training, watching sweat track between her abs, watching her compression shorts cling to that tight athletic ass.

“Kira — I’m going to—”

She looked up at me. Those dark eyes, that wet mouth, the fierce determination in every line of her face. “Then come.”

I did. Hard. My walls clenched around her fingers like a vise, my clit pulsing against her tongue, my legs giving out entirely so that only her hands on my hips kept me upright. I screamed — tried to muffle it with my hand, failed spectacularly — and my wings shuddered open, the left one slamming into the weapons rack and sending something clattering to the floor.

She worked me through it. Slower now, gentler, tongue softening but not stopping, drawing out every aftershock until my body went liquid and I slid down the wall into her arms.

“Bed,” I managed.

“Not done.”



Kira picked me up. Full lift — arms under my thighs, hands gripping my ass, my legs wrapping around her waist as she carried me the three steps to the bed and dropped me onto the tight military sheets.

She stood over me, pulling her tank top off in one motion. Those abs caught the lamplight, each ridge defined, glistening with sweat from training. Her sports bra followed — this time she managed the clasp without destroying it — and her firm B-cup tits bounced free, pink nipples stiff, perky on her athletic chest.

She was breathing hard. Not from exertion. From WANT.

“Lie back,” she said.

I lay back. My wings spread beneath me on the mattress, dark membrane fanning across white sheets. My hair fanned around my horns, black with purple highlights against the pillow. My tail curled between my thighs, the tip pressed against my own inner thigh.

Kira stripped her compression shorts. That lean, powerful body — the narrow waist, the tight ass that flexed when she moved, the thighs that could crush stone — was fully naked above me. She was wet. I could see it on her inner thighs, glistening evidence of how much giving had turned her on.

She climbed onto the bed. Over me. Straddled my face.

Those powerful thighs settled on either side of my head, warm skin against my cheeks. From below, I could see everything — the firm lines of her abs stretching above me, her small tits high and tight on her chest, and her pussy, slick and open, lowering toward my mouth.

“This is what I want,” she said, looking down at me. A flush spread across her chest — the Kira-tell, the blush that started at her sternum and crept upward. “I want to ride your mouth until I come. And I want you to hold on.”

I grabbed her ass with both hands — firm, tight, the muscle flexing under my palms — and pulled her down.

Her taste hit my tongue and I groaned. Different from Sage’s honey sweetness — Kira tasted sharp, mineral, real, like clean sweat and arousal and the essence of someone who lived in their body fully. I licked up, finding her clit, and she hissed through her teeth.

She rolled her hips. Controlled, deliberate movements — riding my face with the same precision she applied to combat. Each grind pushed her pussy against my mouth, my tongue working between her folds, finding the rhythm she set.

I looked up past the ridges of her abs, past her firm tits, to her face. Kira’s head was thrown back, sun-gold hair cascading down her back, jaw clenched, eyes closed. The blush had reached her cheeks now, staining that warrior’s face pink. Her abs flexed visibly with each roll of her hips — I could watch the individual muscles contract and release from this angle, a display of physical power that was simultaneously functional and devastatingly beautiful.

My hands gripped her ass harder, spreading her cheeks slightly, pulling her tighter against my mouth. She growled approval. One hand found my horn — gripping the obsidian curve hard, using it as leverage. The sensitive horn tip sent sparks down my spine and I moaned against her pussy, the vibration making her thighs tighten around my head.

“Yes — right there—”

She ground down harder. The pace increased. My tongue worked furiously, alternating between her clit and long strokes through her folds, occasionally pushing inside her where her walls gripped hungrily. She was close — I could feel it in the tension of her thighs, the stutter in her rhythm, the way her abs clenched in waves that rolled downward.

I reached around with one hand, still gripping her ass, and slid a finger between her cheeks to press against her from behind. Didn’t enter — just PRESSED, adding sensation, another point of contact. Her reaction was electric — eyes flying open, head snapping down to look at me with an expression of shocked arousal.

“FUCK—”

She came. Loudly. The word dissolved into a raw, throaty cry that was nothing like the controlled paladin the world saw. Her thighs clamped around my head — hard enough that sound went muffled and the world narrowed to warmth and pressure and the taste of her. Her hips ground down in stuttering thrusts. I felt her pulse against my tongue, her pussy clenching in rhythmic spasms.

I kept licking, softer now, through the aftershocks. Her thighs loosened by degrees. She swayed above me, chest heaving, abs trembling with the residual tension of an orgasm that had clearly wrecked her composure.

Then she focused on me. That fierce, determined look returning to eyes that were still glazed with pleasure.

“Your turn,” she said. “Again.”

She slid down my body — mouth finding my neck, my collarbone, biting a trail between my tits that I knew would leave marks. Her hand pushed between my thighs, finding me swollen and desperately wet. Fingers and mouth working together — her tongue on my nipple, teeth tugging, while her fingers thrust inside me with a rhythm that accelerated relentlessly.

I was already close from her riding my face — the taste and sight and POWER of it had kept me at the edge. It didn’t take long. Her fingers curled inside me at the same moment she bit down on the swell of my breast, and the orgasm crested through me like a wave.

My wings arched forward, spreading protectively over us both before the left one clipped the bedpost and the right swept across the nightstand, sending a water glass crashing to the floor. My tail went rigid, vibrating, and my eyes blazed bright enough to turn the whole room violet.

“KIRA—”

She didn’t stop. Didn’t ease off. Kept her fingers inside me, kept her mouth on my skin, wringing every last tremor from my body until I was boneless and gasping and clutching the sheets with fingers that had lost the ability to grip.

[System: Bond — Kira Ashford: Beloved (6) confirmed] [XP +500] [Skill Leveled: Pleasure Touch Lv3 — Advanced sensation manipulation unlocked]

The notifications floated in my vision. I let them drift past unread.



Afterward was the part that undid me.

Kira’s public face was armor. Competence, control, the unassailable calm of someone who could face down anything. But post-sex Kira — the version that existed only behind locked doors, only in the spaces where she’d chosen to be soft — was the most disarming person I’d ever encountered.

She lay beside me, one arm draped across my waist, her cheek resting on my shoulder. Her fingers traced idle patterns on my stomach — loops and whorls that might have been letters in a language she’d never admit to writing. The blush on her chest had faded to warmth, and her eyes were half-closed with a contentment that transformed her sharp features into something painfully tender.

“Was that okay?” she asked. Voice quiet. The same voice from the first time — the one that needed reassurance, that lived beneath the bravado.

“Kira. That was incredible.”

Her lips twitched. A full, unguarded smile that lived and died in the span of a breath.

“I wasn’t too—”

“Don’t finish that sentence.” I turned my head to look at her. My wing shifted, curling over us both in the cocoon that was becoming our thing. “You’re figuring out what you want. That’s not ‘too’ anything. That’s YOU.”

She was quiet for a moment. Her gaze studied my face with the careful attention she usually reserved for battle assessments. Then her hand came up, calloused fingers tracing my jaw.

“I like being in control,” she said. Testing the words. Tasting them. “I’ve spent my whole life controlling things — the battlefield, the shield wall, who lives and who dies. And I thought — I thought intimacy would be different. I thought I’d need to be soft. Like Sage is soft.”

“You don’t have to be anything you’re not.”

“I’m figuring that out.” She kissed my shoulder. A small gesture, monumental from her. “You let me figure that out.”

“Always.”

My tail, curled around her wrist in our claiming-position, squeezed gently. Through the Shield Bond, I felt her — settled, warm, the constant vigilance quieted for once. Not gone. Just resting.

From somewhere in the house, a faint knock at the door. Not a knock, actually — the sound of something being placed on the floor outside. Then retreating footsteps.

Kira’s eyes narrowed. Protector-mode engaging.

“Relax,” I said. “I think I know what that is.”

I wrapped a sheet around myself, padded to the door, opened it a crack. On the floor: a plate. Two slices of Sage’s honey cake, two forks, a small note in Finn’s handwriting: “For the victorious. Don’t break anything else. — F”

I brought the plate back to bed. Kira looked at it. At me. At the cake.

“He knew,” she said.

“He always knows.” Finn’s emotional radar was his real superpower — the charm was just the surface layer. Underneath, he read people like books and responded with quiet kindnesses that he’d deny if anyone called him on them.

Kira took a slice. Ate it with the same efficiency she applied to everything. Then, around a mouthful of honey cake, said:

“I lasted longer this time.”

I choked. “What?”

“Than you. I lasted longer.”

“That’s — that’s not a COMPETITION.”

“Everything is a competition.” She took another bite, perfectly serene.

“You absolutely did not last longer.”

“Prove it next time.”

“…Deal.”

The corner of her mouth twitched — that fractional softening she’d deny was a smile. She ate the rest of her cake, licked the fork clean, and settled against the pillow with the loose-limbed satisfaction of a cat in a sunbeam.

I lay beside her, wing draped over us both, tail claiming her wrist, the sounds of the guild hall drifting up through the floor. Mira’s chalkboard being erased and rewritten. Sage’s kettle whistling. Dax’s deep voice saying something to Finn that made him laugh.

Home sounds. Family sounds. And Kira, fierce and tender and mine, falling asleep beside me because she trusted enough to let her guard down.

I listened to her breathing slow and thought about control. About how Kira had spent her life controlling everything because the one time she hadn’t, people had died. About how finding someone safe enough to take charge with — rather than just to protect — might be the bravest thing she’d ever done.

My wings settled. My horns gleamed in the fading lamplight. My tail held its position around her wrist, the spade warm against her pulse point.

The marks on my neck from last time were barely faded.

Tomorrow, there’d be new ones.

I was looking forward to it.



Morning confirmed my prediction.

The marks were spectacular. A constellation of bruises and bite marks running from below my ear to my collarbone, vivid purple-red against alabaster skin. I tried Glamour in the mirror — the horns vanished, the tail faded, the violet glow dimmed to normal eyes. The hickeys remained, defiant and garish, because Glamour hid demonic features, not evidence of enthusiastic paladin.

I wore a high-necked top to breakfast. It covered approximately sixty percent of the damage.

Sage noticed first. Her amber eyes tracked from the marks to my face to Kira — who was calmly buttering a roll — and back to me. One elegant eyebrow rose. Her amusement pulsed warm against my awareness.

Mira glanced up from her notes, registered the marks, turned pink, and went back to her notes with increased focus.

Finn leaned back in his chair. “Nice scarf weather.”

“It’s not a scarf.”

“Oh, I know.”

Dax looked at my neck. Looked at Kira. Back at my neck. His deadpan voice carried across the table with disarming calm. “Those aren’t from training.”

Kira bit into her roll. Chewed. Swallowed. Met Dax’s eyes with the composed certainty of a woman who had nothing to apologize for.

“They might be,” she said.

“They’re definitely not from training,” Finn said.

“Intense training,” Kira amended, and went back to her breakfast.

Sage’s laughter was quiet and musical. Through the link, she sent me a feeling that translated roughly to well done, both of you.

My tail drifted lazily behind me, content and unrepentant. The marks throbbed when I moved my neck. I didn’t mind.


Chapter 11: Rising Together

Sage brought it up over tea, because Sage brought up everything over tea, and the delivery was so calm that it took me a full ten seconds to process what she’d actually said.

“Kira and I have been talking,” she said, refilling my cup from the perpetual kettle with the serene efficiency of a woman who understood that chamomile was a tool of emotional manipulation. “We’d like to include each other. All three of us.”

I inhaled tea. It went down the wrong pipe. I coughed, sputtered, and my tail went rigid behind me like a startled cat’s.

“You’ve been TALKING?”

Sage’s amber eyes crinkled with amusement. Her warmth hummed against my awareness — steady, certain, underscored with a playful pulse of desire that was absolutely deliberate. “We’re adults, darling.”

“About — you and Kira want to—”

“Together. With you.” She sipped her own tea with the composure of someone who hadn’t just detonated a bomb in the guild hall kitchen. “It was mutual.”

I looked across the common room. Kira was at her usual spot by the weapon rack, sharpening her sword with long, measured strokes. She wasn’t looking at us. But her ears were pink. And the blush — Kira’s chest blush, the one that betrayed emotions her face never showed — was visible above the neckline of her tank top.

“Kira.”

She didn’t look up. “It was her idea.”

“It was mutual,” Sage repeated.

“She came to me,” Kira said, still not looking up. The sharpening stone paused. Her jaw worked. Then, with the mechanical precision of someone forcing words through a barrier that wanted them to stay contained: “I’ve been thinking about it. Since the first time. Not just you, Lilith. All of us. How we fit. How the pieces…” She set the sword down. Looked at me. Those brown eyes, dark with something fierce and wanting. “The pieces fit.”

My heart was doing something structurally unsound. My tail had gone from rigid to sinuous, swishing behind me with the restless energy of arousal and surprise and a complicated tenderness that I didn’t have vocabulary for.

“When?” I asked.

“Tonight,” Sage said. “After the others are settled.”

“Finn and Mira—”

“Know.” Sage’s smile was warm and slightly smug. “This isn’t a secret. It’s a conversation we’ve all been having.”

I stared at her. At Kira. At the space between them — a space I’d occupied for weeks without realizing that the two of them had been building their own connection through me, around me, a triangulation of desire and affection that had its own geometry.

“Okay,” I said.

Kira’s shoulders released tension I hadn’t realized she’d been holding. Sage’s satisfaction radiated beside me — steady, anticipatory, the calm of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing.

“Okay,” I repeated, and my voice was steadier this time. “Yes. Tonight.”



The private chamber on the Party House’s upper floor had been quietly prepared. Candles in the wall sconces — Sage’s doing, the beeswax ones that smelled like honey and warmth. The large bed with its pile of quilts. The window cracked open to let in evening air that carried the scent of Sage’s rooftop herb garden.

I stood in the center of the room and tried to figure out where my hands should go.

Sage entered first. She’d changed from her day robes into something lighter — a sheer sleeping gown that did nothing to contain the generous swell of her D-cup tits, the fabric draping over their heavy curve, nipples creating visible peaks in the gossamer material. Her silver-green hair was loose, flowing past her shoulders. She smelled like honey and wildflowers and the warm, inviting promise of her natural scent.

Kira followed. She’d traded her tank top for a simple linen shirt, unbuttoned low enough to show the defined notch of her collarbones and the beginnings of her athletic chest. Her blonde hair was down — that rarity, the waves that framed her sharp face and transformed her from soldier to something softer, something approaching approachable.

They stood on either side of me. Sage, soft and curved and radiating nurturing warmth. Kira, lean and hard and vibrating with controlled intensity.

Every nerve in my body lit up at once.

“Three very different energies,” I said, because when I was nervous I narrated, and apparently becoming a woman hadn’t cured me of that particular coping mechanism.

“Three very compatible ones,” Sage corrected. She stepped close, her hand finding my waist. Through the link, her desire was a steady warm current — not urgent, but deep. Patient. The desire of a woman who understood patience as its own form of seduction.

Kira moved from the other side. Her approach was different — not tentative, but deliberate, closing distance with the same controlled precision she used in combat. Her hand found my other hip. Her fingers dug in slightly, possessive.

Between them, I was the balance point. The pivot around which two very different forces met.

“Who goes first?” Kira asked, and the competitive edge in her voice was unmistakable.

Sage’s laugh was low, musical. “This isn’t a competition, darling.”

“I’ll believe that when I see it.”

“Then let’s all win.”

Sage kissed me first. Slow, deep, her heavy tits pressing against me through that sheer gown. I melted into it — Sage’s kisses were home, familiar and safe and achingly sweet. Her tongue traced my lower lip and I opened for her, tasting chamomile and honey.

Then Kira’s hand turned my jaw and she kissed me from the other side. Hard, fast, teeth catching my lip. The contrast was whiplash — Sage’s softness to Kira’s force, gentle warmth to aggressive heat, and my body responded to both with equal intensity, heat flooding through me.

“Oh god,” I breathed between them.

“You haven’t seen anything yet,” Sage murmured.

Then Sage turned to Kira. And kissed HER.

I watched, breathless, as the elf healer with her massive tits and nurturing warmth met the warrior paladin with her defined abs and fierce restraint. The kiss started cautious — Kira wasn’t used to kissing anyone but me — but Sage was patient, guiding, her hand cupping Kira’s jaw with tender authority. Kira’s rigid posture softened by degrees, and when she finally leaned INTO it, one hand fisting in Sage’s silver-green hair, the sound she made — a low, surprised hum of pleasure — sent a bolt of heat straight to my core.

They were beautiful together. Sage’s softness against Kira’s hardness, curves meeting angles, silver-green hair tangling with sun-gold. Sage cupped Kira’s firm B-cup tits through her linen shirt — so small in Sage’s hands, so different from her own massive pair — and Kira gasped against Sage’s mouth.

My tail was pointing at them like a compass needle. Both of them. Trembling.

My hand drifted between my own thighs without conscious permission. I pressed through the fabric, finding the ache that watching them had created, and the small circle of pressure against my clit sent a shudder through me that made my wings twitch.

“Should I just… watch?” I asked, and my voice was embarrassingly breathless for someone who hadn’t been touched by anyone but herself in minutes.

Sage broke the kiss, turning to me with dark, warm amber eyes. “Voyeur callback,” she said, and the deliberate reference to that night in the Verdant Wilds when I’d watched her through the tent flap sent a shiver down my spine. “But this time, you’re invited.”

Kira’s hand caught my wrist. “Get over here.”



Clothing disappeared in stages. Sage’s gown floated off like it was made of smoke, revealing the full, heavy weight of those D-cup tits — golden freckles scattered across the swell, nipples dusky and already stiff. Her soft waist, her wide hips, the silver-green triangle between her thighs. She was magnificent, a study in abundant femininity that still made me stare despite having explored every inch of her multiple times.

Kira stripped with characteristic efficiency — shirt off, bra discarded, shorts kicked away. Her body was the antithesis: lean, defined, every muscle visible beneath tan skin. The firm B-cups perky and high. Abs rippling when she breathed. The tight athletic ass that flexed with every movement. Where Sage was softness, Kira was tension — a bowstring drawn and waiting.

I stood between them as they undressed me. Sage from the front — gentle hands lifting my shirt, unclasping my bra with practiced ease, her full tits pressing against mine as she kissed my neck. Kira from behind — rough fingers hooking my waistband, pulling my shorts down, her mouth hot on my shoulder blade.

My wings manifested. I didn’t try to stop them. In the candlelight, the dark membrane caught golden light, purple veins pulsing gently.

Sage took Kira’s hand and guided it to my breast from behind. Kira’s calloused fingers cupped my C-cup, thumb circling the nipple, while Sage’s hands moved lower. The dual sensation — rough from behind, soft from the front — made my head fall back against Kira’s shoulder.

“Breathe,” Sage murmured against my collarbone.

“Difficult.”

Sage’s laugh vibrated against my skin.

They guided me to the bed. Three bodies negotiating a space designed for two — elbows finding ribs, Sage’s silver-green hair ending up in Kira’s mouth, my tail wrapping around something that turned out to be Kira’s wrist instead of her hip.

“That’s my tail, not your—”

“Sorry.” Kira unwound it, then immediately tangled with Sage’s hair again. “Where do arms GO in this configuration?”

“Anywhere they fit,” Sage said, laughing against my shoulder.

Sage settled against the pillows, her silver-green hair fanning out, her legs parting in invitation. Kira pushed me gently — firmly — toward her.

“Go,” Kira said. “I want to watch.”

The voyeur callback completed. But reversed — this time Kira was the one watching. And unlike my accidental peep through a tent flap all those weeks ago, this was deliberate. Sanctioned. Desired.

I crawled to Sage. Between her thighs, looking up the landscape of her body — the soft curve of her belly, the heavy swell of those massive tits with their golden freckles and stiff dusky nipples, her amber eyes dark with desire and legs spread wide. Her pussy glistened, honey-sweet wetness painted across her folds, and the scent of her hit me like a drug — warm herbs and arousal concentrated into something that made my mouth water.

I pressed my mouth to her and Sage’s back arched off the pillows, one hand finding my horn, the other reaching blindly for Kira. Her taste flooded my tongue — that impossible elf-biology sweetness, slick and warm, and I groaned against her.

Behind me, I felt the mattress shift as Kira settled. Felt her eyes on us — the weight of her gaze, hot and hungry. Heard her breathing change.

I ate Sage with deliberate attention, one hand gripping her hip, the other reaching up to palm the heavy weight of her left breast. My fingers sank into the massive, soft mound, kneading, my thumb rolling the nipple while my tongue worked in the patterns I knew she loved — tight circles around her swollen clit, long flat strokes through her folds, the occasional dip inside where she was drenched and welcoming, walls fluttering against my probing tongue.

Sage’s moans filled the room — those breathy, prayer-like sounds that were uniquely hers. Her heavy tits swayed and bounced with each gasp, the nipple between my fingers growing harder. “Lilith — yes, right there — don’t stop—”

Behind me, Kira’s breathing. Faster. Rougher. I could picture her — watching my mouth work Sage’s pussy, watching my ass raised in the air as I knelt between Sage’s spread thighs, one hand between her own legs, those dark eyes fixed on the scene while her fingers slicked through her own arousal. The thought of it made me wetter, made me grind my hips against the mattress in search of friction I couldn’t find.

Then Kira moved. The mattress dipped with her weight and suddenly she was BEHIND me — her lean, hard body warm against my back, her abs pressing against my lower spine, her breath hot on my neck. Her thighs bracketed mine.

“Don’t stop,” she told me. An order.

I didn’t stop. Sage writhed beneath my mouth while Kira’s hand slid between my thighs from behind. Her fingers found me soaked — my pussy dripping, swollen, clit throbbing — and she pushed two fingers inside me with the aggressive efficiency that was her signature. No teasing. No buildup. Just sudden, stretching fullness that made me cry out against Sage’s pussy. The vibration of my moan against Sage’s clit made Sage arch and grab the sheets with both fists.

Three-way circuit. Sage receiving my tongue, her hips rocking against my face. Me giving to Sage and receiving from Kira, my body a conduit of pleasure flowing in both directions. Kira giving from behind, her calloused fingers pumping into me with steady, relentless strokes. A chain of pleasure with no beginning and no end.

Kira’s other hand reached over me — long, athletic arm stretching — and found Sage’s breast. She cupped the massive mound, fighter’s fingers sinking into that impossibly soft flesh, thumb finding the stiff nipple and rolling it. Sage’s eyes flew open at the new contact — someone other than Lilith touching her for the first time.

“Kira—”

“This okay?”

“Yes. God, yes.”

Sage reached for Kira, pulling her forward over my hunched body, and they kissed above me — Kira leaning over me while her fingers kept pumping steadily in and out of my pussy, Sage arching up to meet her mouth with a moan. The position put Sage’s other massive breast directly above my face, the heavy underside warm against my forehead, the nipple inches from my mouth.

I sucked that nipple between my lips, tasting the salt-sweet of her skin, while my fingers kept working inside Sage — two buried deep, curling against the spot that made her walls flutter. Above me, they kissed, Kira’s aggressive mouth meeting Sage’s softer one. Below me, Sage’s hips rolled, grinding her pussy against my chin. Behind me, Kira’s fingers thrust into me with a pace that was picking up, her thumb finding my clit on the backstroke.

I activated the Energy Kiss. Not through mouth-to-mouth contact but through TOUCH — the evolved version, Level 3, that could transmit through any point of contact. Pleasure energy flowed outward from every point where my body touched theirs. Through my mouth on Sage’s breast. Through my fingers inside Sage. Through the connection between Kira’s hand and my pussy.

The feedback hit all three of us simultaneously.

Sage’s back arched sharply, her massive tits bouncing with the force of it. “Oh — what—”

Kira’s fingers stuttered. “That’s — I can feel—”

Three-way pleasure circuit. My sensation echoing into Sage through touch. Sage’s pleasure echoing into me through the Energy Kiss return. My amplified pleasure feeding into Kira through her fingers inside me. Kira’s reaction amplifying her movements, which amplified MY reaction, which fed back to Sage.

An exponential cycle of shared sensation with three nodes instead of two.

“Together,” I managed, pulling my mouth from Sage’s breast just long enough to speak. “All of us. Together.”

Sage came first — arching, screaming, her pussy clenching around my fingers while her full tits heaved with each convulsive gasp. The shared sensation carried her orgasm through me — phantom waves of pleasure that weren’t mine but FELT mine — and into Kira.

Kira came second — a raw, guttural sound against my neck, her body going rigid behind me, the hand inside me pressing deep as her own walls clenched on nothing, triggered purely by the shared feedback. The strangled noise she made — halfway between a curse and a sob — was the most honest sound I’d ever heard from her.

I came last, the combined feedback of BOTH their orgasms crashing through me simultaneously. My eyes blazed. My wings snapped wide, the span casting purple-veined shadows across the entire room. My tail went rigid, vibrating, and I screamed into the pillow because the sensation of experiencing three orgasms at once — mine, the echoes of Sage’s, the reverberations of Kira’s — was beyond anything the Dream Walk with Finn had delivered.

[System: Group Intimacy — FFM] [XP +800 — Level 17!] [Bond: Sage +1 (Beloved 7 stable) | Kira +1 (Beloved 6 confirmed) | Sage-Kira Bond Initiated: Close (3)] [Energy Kiss Lv3 — Multi-target feedback confirmed]

The system notifications cascaded through my fading vision. Numbers. Levels. None of it mattered as much as the two women breathing against me.



Three bodies collapsed into a tangle of limbs, sweat, and satisfied breathing.

Sage, naturally, became the big spoon. Because Sage was always the structure, always the container. She curled around Kira’s back — her heavy tits pressing warm and soft against Kira’s athletic spine — and reached one arm over to rest her hand on my hip.

Kira was in the middle. Being HELD. This woman — this fortress of control and competence — tucked between Sage’s softness and my warmth, her face slack with the kind of peace that only complete exhaustion and trust could produce. My wing draped over all three of us. My tail wound around both their ankles indiscriminately, too wrung out to aim properly.

“So,” I said, into the comfortable silence. “That happened.”

“That happened,” Sage confirmed. Her satisfaction was palpable, a deep warmth that filled the space between us.

“Kira?”

Kira’s response was a mumble against the pillow that might have been “good” or might have been “more” or might have been a completely invented word. She was already half-asleep.

I pressed a kiss to her shoulder. She made a sound that was surprisingly close to a purr — a discovery I filed away for future reference.

Sage caught my eye over Kira’s body. Her amber eyes were full and luminous in the candlelight, golden freckles glowing warmly. The bond between us carried a pulse of something deeper than satisfaction — gratitude, belonging, the profound contentment of a woman who had lived for centuries and finally found something she’d been looking for.

I sent it back. All of it.

A knock at the door. Gentle, deliberate.

“Is the guild meeting still happening, or…” Mira’s voice, slightly muffled.

“GIVE US TWENTY MINUTES,” I called.

“Noted.” The sound of retreating footsteps. Then, quieter: “Was that three people?”

Finn’s voice from somewhere further away: “Don’t ask questions you don’t want answered.”

“I want ALL the answers. The biometric implications alone—”

Their voices faded down the stairs.

Kira’s mouth twitched against the pillow. “I lasted the longest.”

I lifted my head. “What?”

“Of the three of us. I lasted the longest.”

Sage’s laugh was warm and sleepy against Kira’s back. “Is this going to happen every time?”

“Until someone beats me.”

Sage and I exchanged a look over Kira’s body. Something passed between us – a shared look, a shared knowing, the simple understanding of two people who’d just shared a woman and found her competitive streak charming rather than exhausting.

“Deal,” we said simultaneously, and the three-way laughter that followed felt like the most natural thing in the world.

I settled back into the pile. Three women, one bed, a wing-blanket, and the sound of a guild hall living its life downstairs. Mira’s chalkboard scratching. Dax’s deep voice. Finn’s laughter.

The polycule finding shapes I couldn’t have planned but wouldn’t change.

Kira fell asleep between us with her hand resting on my heartbeat. Sage hummed quietly, her fingers still tracing patterns on Kira’s shoulder.

I closed my eyes and let the warmth pull me under.


Chapter 12: Conrad’s Challenge

The messenger wore Gilded Vanguard colors — gold tabard over polished chain mail, the kind of ostentatious presentation that Conrad Landon considered subtle — and he delivered the scroll with the ceremonial gravity of someone presenting terms of war.

We were mid-breakfast. Sage’s herb omelets, Bertram’s cinnamon rolls, Dax’s tea that was becoming the guild’s unofficial wake-up call because he brewed it strong enough to restart a stopped heart. A normal morning. The kind I’d learned to treasure.

The scroll changed that.

Kira read it aloud, her voice flat and controlled, which meant she was furious.

“‘The Gilded Vanguard hereby issues a formal Guild Proving Challenge to The Second Chancers, as permitted under Hearthstone City Guild Authority bylaws. Format: Five-versus-five arena combat. Stakes: The losing guild forfeits their guild hall allocation deposit. The challenged guild must field their registered co-leader or forfeit by default. Challenge date: Seven days from notice.’” She looked up. “He’s targeting you specifically.”

She meant me. Conrad was requiring MY participation. The weakest combatant in our guild, the support class who’d leveled through intimacy rather than battle, the monster-class succubus he’d called “monster trash” to my face and worse behind my back.

“Can he do that?” Finn asked, his usual easy demeanor replaced by something harder. “Force a specific player?”

“Bylaw 14, subsection C,” Mira said without looking up. She’d already pulled the guild regulations from her bag and was scanning them with the speed-reading intensity that made her glasses flash in the morning light. “Registered leaders and co-leaders may be specifically named in proving challenges. It’s designed to prevent guilds from hiding behind their strongest members while leadership is incompetent.”

“You’re not incompetent,” Kira said, the words directed at me with a sharpness that wasn’t anger — it was preemptive defense.

“I’m Level 17 in a combat arena,” I said. “Against a guild whose average is Level 22.”

Silence settled over the table. The cinnamon rolls cooled. Through the link, Sage’s concern was a cold undercurrent beneath her usual warmth.

“We decline,” Dax said. His low, measured tone cut through the tension. “Let him posture. We don’t need to play his game.”

“If we decline, we look weak,” Kira said. “Other guilds will see it. Conrad will use it. And the bylaw says refusal of a proving challenge counts as a mark against guild standing — three marks and you lose your hall allocation.”

“He’s planned this,” Mira said, closing the regulation book with a snap. “The timing, the specific rules, the requirement for Lilith’s participation. He’s been researching our weaknesses and building a scenario that exploits them.”

I looked around the table. My guild. My family. Six people who’d built something real out of second chances and stubbornness.

“Then we fight,” I said.

“Lilith—” Sage started.

“We fight.” I met Kira’s eyes. “I’m not going to be the reason this guild looks weak. And I’m not going to let Conrad decide what I’m worth.”

Kira held my gaze for a long beat. Then she nodded — one sharp dip of her chin, the gesture she used when a battle plan was approved.

“Seven days,” she said. “We train.”



The next six days were a blur of strategy and sweat.

Kira and Dax ran shield-wall drills until they moved like extensions of the same body. The shield pair had been impressive before — now it was art. Kira’s aggression met Dax’s immovability in a fusion of styles that covered every conceivable approach angle. They practiced transitions, switches, feints where one pretended to break formation to draw attackers into the other’s kill zone.

“He’ll try to separate us,” Kira told Dax during their evening debrief. “His strategy is always the same — overwhelming force concentrated on the weakest point. He’ll throw everything at Lilith and try to overwhelm whoever’s protecting her.”

“Then he’ll hit a wall,” Dax said. His massive hand closed around his shield grip. “Literally.”

Finn worked on flanking routes. The arena they’d be using — the Hearthstone Public Arena, a circular combat space with stone pillars and limited cover — rewarded mobility. Shadow Dancer skills let him step between shadows, disappear from one pillar and reappear behind another. He practiced until the transitions were seamless.

Mira scouted. Because of course she scouted. She spent three days in the guild forums, the tavern, and the various watering holes where Gilded Vanguard members bragged about their exploits. She returned with a comprehensive dossier.

“Five-person team,” she reported at the planning session, chalkboard covered in tactical diagrams. “Conrad himself, warrior, Level 24. His off-tank, a defender named Barrett, Level 22. Their healer, a priestess called Selene, Level 21. Two DPS — a fire mage named Torq and an archer named Vale, both Level 20.”

“Weaknesses?” Kira asked.

“Their healer positions right-of-center. Always. It’s a habit — Selene trained under a doctrine that puts the healer behind the off-tank. If Finn can eliminate the off-tank, the healer is exposed.” Mira adjusted her glasses. “Also, Conrad’s raid completion rate is three percent below zone average when controlled for gear level. They wiped twice on trivial content last month.”

Finn whistled. “You controlled for gear level?”

“I ALWAYS control for variables.”

“Remind me never to be your enemy.”

“I’ve already noted that in my records.”

She had. She literally had.

And me — I practiced Ardor Sharing, Seductive Whisper, and staying alive. Kira drilled me on defensive positioning until I could dodge, deflect, and retreat without thinking. Sage worked on rapid Ardor regeneration techniques.

During one mock match, my Seductive Whisper accidentally triggered on Finn. The skill had a range I hadn’t fully calibrated, and instead of hitting the practice target, the suggestion wave caught the rogue mid-flanking run. He stopped dead. His daggers dropped to his sides. And he turned to me with an expression of dreamy, slack-jawed adoration.

“Has anyone ever told you,” Finn said, his voice honey-thick and utterly sincere, “that your eyes are like violet moons in a sky of—”

“Was that ON PURPOSE?” Kira barked.

“No! The skill has a RANGE I didn’t account for!”

Finn was still going. “—and your wings, they’re like dark poetry made manifest—”

Kira, flat: “Seduce the enemy, not your boyfriend.”

“He’s not my — FINN, SNAP OUT OF IT.”

The Whisper faded. Finn blinked. Looked at his empty hands. Looked at me. Looked at the entire guild staring at him.

“What just happened?” he asked.

“You recited poetry,” Dax said.

“I did NOT.”

“You called her eyes violet moons,” Mira said, not looking up from her strategy notes.

Finn’s ears went red. “That… doesn’t sound like me.”

“It was VERY you,” Sage said.

“Focus,” Kira said, retrieving the practice weapon she’d thrown down in exasperation. “And YOU—” She pointed at me. “Work on your aim.”

I worked on my aim.

Dax taught me something he called “the pocket” — the protected space between two shield-bearing tanks where a support class could operate without being directly targeted.

“Stay in the pocket,” he said, his massive frame demonstrating the concept with Kira. “If someone breaches the line, I close. If I close, you MOVE. Don’t freeze. Don’t try to fight. Move.”

“What if I can’t move?”

“Then Kira and I have failed. And we don’t fail.” He met my eyes with that unwavering certainty he carried. “Trust the wall.”

I trusted the wall.



On the sixth day, after a brutal practice session, Dax found me in the guild hall kitchen.

He sat across from me — on his reinforced chair, which barely creaked anymore now that it had accepted its structural purpose — and set a tin on the table. The tin with the little flowers.

“Cookie?” he said.

I took one. Snickerdoodle this time. Still warm.

“You’re nervous,” he observed.

“I’m terrified.”

He nodded. Not dismissing the fear. Acknowledging it. “The first time I ran into a burning building, I threw up in my mask.”

“That’s… not reassuring.”

“I’m not trying to reassure you.” He ate a cookie. The whole thing disappeared in one bite. “I’m trying to tell you that fear and competence aren’t mutually exclusive. You can be scared and still do what needs doing.”

“I’m a Level 17 succubus. My combat kit is ‘look pretty and hope for the best.’”

“Your combat kit is crowd control, ally buffing, and the ability to charm an enemy into standing still for two seconds.” He looked at me steadily. “In arena combat, two seconds is the difference between winning and losing. Conrad knows that. That’s why he’s afraid of you.”

“Conrad’s not afraid of me.”

“Conrad is SPECIFICALLY afraid of you. That’s why the challenge requires your participation. He wants to knock you down in public because if he doesn’t, you’ll keep growing, keep building, keep proving that his ‘monster trash’ insult was the judgment of a small man.”

I stared at him. This quiet, gentle half-orc who’d been with us for barely a month, who’d gone from a lonely back-table isolate to the guild’s steady foundation. When had he gotten this perceptive?

“I was afraid every day for fourteen years,” he said. “Running into fires, pulling people out of collapsed buildings. Fear kept me alive. It told me where the danger was. It made me careful.” He reached over and — gently, impossibly gently for hands that could bend steel — set his massive palm over mine. “Use it. Fear is information, not weakness.”

My tail curled toward his wrist without permission.

I pulled it back. He saw. His amber eyes flickered with something warm.

Neither of us commented on it.

“Cookies help,” I said.

“Cookies always help.” He stood, leaving the tin. “Get some sleep, Lilith. Tomorrow we show them what second chances look like.”

He walked away. The floor vibrated slightly with each step. I watched him go, eating a snickerdoodle, and thought about fear, and competence, and the way his hand had felt on mine.

Then I went upstairs, where Kira was already sharpening her sword, and let the familiar scrape of stone on metal lull me toward sleep.



Arena day.

The Hearthstone Public Arena was a colosseum-style structure in the entertainment quarter — stone walls rising three stories, seating for several hundred spectators, and a circular combat floor dotted with stone pillars that provided limited cover. The floor was sand, packed firm, with runes etched at the boundaries that prevented lethal damage but didn’t prevent pain.

The stands were packed. Word had spread — The Second Chancers, the scrappy “monster guild,” versus the Gilded Vanguard, the zone’s top-ranked competitive guild. People had come to watch the underdog get crushed. The bookmakers had us at 5-to-1 against.

The Gilded Vanguard entered first. Conrad at the head, polished armor gleaming, every inch the conquering hero. Behind him, his team — Barrett the off-tank, stone-faced and massive. Selene the healer, positioned right-of-center (Mira was already smiling). Torq the fire mage, hands crackling with ember. Vale the archer, longbow tall as she was.

They looked impressive. They looked expensive. They looked like winners.

Then we entered.

Not polished. Not matching. A succubus with folded wings and glowing violet eyes. An elf healer with herbs tucked in her belt. A warrior paladin with a ponytail and fire in her eyes. A rogue who moved like liquid shadow. A mage with copper hair and glasses that caught the arena light. And in the back, a six-foot-four half-orc with a shield the size of a door and the gentle eyes of a man who’d spent his life saving people.

The crowd murmured. Stares. Whispers. Some laughter.

I heard “monster guild.” Heard “succubus.” Heard “half-orc.” Each word landing like a small stone.

Dax walked taller. Shoulders squared. Shield at the ready. Beside me, Kira’s hand found mine for one brief squeeze, then released.

“Remember the plan,” she said quietly.

“Stay in the pocket. Trust the wall.”

“And if you get the shot?”

“Seductive Whisper. Two seconds.”

“Two seconds is all we need.”

The arena marshal called the terms. Five versus five. No lethal force. Victory by incapacitation of all opposing members or surrender. No outside assistance.

Conrad’s team took their positions across the sand. Conrad caught my eye and smiled — the condescending, dismissive smile of a man who’d already decided he’d won.

I smiled back. My tail swished behind me, relaxed and steady.

Let’s go.



The match opened with Conrad’s team doing exactly what Kira had predicted — overwhelming force aimed at the perceived weakest link.

Torq and Vale unleashed simultaneously. A fireball streaked toward me, followed by three arrows in a spread pattern designed to cut off retreat angles. The attacks were coordinated, practiced, meant to eliminate the succubus before the fight even started.

Dax and Kira’s shield wall materialized.

The fireball hit Dax’s shield and DETONATED. The impact drove him back a foot in the sand, heat washing over us in a wave, but the Bulwark class absorption held — the fireball’s energy was swallowed by his shield’s magical properties, converted to defensive power. He grunted. The sand at his feet scorched.

The arrows slammed into Kira’s shield in rapid succession — thunk, thunk, thunk. She deflected the fourth with her sword, the shaft spinning away.

“Hold,” Kira said.

Behind the wall, I activated Ardor Sharing. Energy flowed from my chest into both tanks — warm, sustaining, replacing what the impacts had cost them. My Ardor meter dropped, but the tanks’ defensive reserves climbed.

“Finn — go,” Kira ordered.

Finn vanished. One moment he was behind the shield wall. The next, shadow consumed him and he was GONE, stepping through the darkness between pillars with the fluid precision of a Shadow Dancer in his element.

Barrett — Conrad’s off-tank — spotted the flanking attempt. He shifted to intercept, heavy shield swinging to cover the healer’s position. But Finn wasn’t heading for the healer. Not yet. He reappeared behind Barrett, daggers flashing, and struck the off-tank’s shield harness — not a damaging blow, but a disruption. The harness buckled. Barrett’s shield dropped six inches, creating a gap.

“Mira — NOW!” Kira barked.

Mira unleashed from the back line. A lance of ice streaked through Barrett’s gap and hit Selene — the healer, positioned right-of-center, exactly where Mira had predicted — in the shoulder. Selene staggered, her casting interrupted. The healing circle she’d been constructing flickered and died.

“Healer down!” Finn called, already dissolving back into shadow to avoid Barrett’s retaliatory swing.

Conrad’s face shifted. The condescending smile thinned. He’d expected to overwhelm us in the first exchange. Instead, his healer was wounded and his formation was broken.

“On me!” Conrad bellowed, and charged.

He came straight at our shield wall. Straight at ME. His massive sword — a two-handed blade that gleamed with enchantment — swept in a horizontal arc meant to cleave through our defense by sheer force.

Kira caught it. The impact drove her shield arm back, the sound like a thunderclap, but she HELD. Dax stepped into the gap, his shield slamming forward in a bash that caught Conrad off-balance. The warrior stumbled.

In that window — those precious two seconds of Conrad’s recovery — I stepped between the tanks.

Seductive Whisper.

The skill activated. I poured Ardor into it — more than I usually spent, more than was comfortable, enough that my vision flickered — and spoke a single word that carried the magical weight of a succubus’s most potent crowd control.

“Stop.”

The word hit Conrad like a physical force. His eyes glazed. His massive sword drooped. For two heartbeats — one, two — the zone’s most feared warrior stood motionless in the arena sand, enchanted by a succubus he’d dismissed as trash.

Kira didn’t waste the opening.

She shield-bashed him with every ounce of her paladin strength. Conrad flew backward across the arena, hitting a stone pillar with a crash that shook sand from the walls. The crowd gasped. Someone screamed.

Behind us, Mira had penned down both DPS players with alternating fire and ice — freezing the ground beneath Torq’s feet, then pelting Vale with a barrage that forced constant dodging. Sage kept our tanks healed, her staff glowing green.

Finn emerged from shadow behind Selene and took the healer out of the fight with a precision combination that was almost surgical. Two strikes, placed perfectly, and Selene hit the sand, incapacitated but unharmed.

Barrett charged, furious, but ran into Dax. The Bulwark met the off-tank head-on — shield against shield, an impact that sent shockwaves through the sand. Dax held. Barrett pushed. Dax braced his rear foot and SHOVED, and Barrett’s footing failed.

Kira was there. Moving in from the angle, sword flashing, and Barrett went down.

Conrad recovered. Blood on his lip from the pillar impact, rage burning in his gray eyes. He came at me again — ignoring the tanks, ignoring the formation, making it personal. Just as we’d planned.

Because while Conrad focused on the succubus he despised, he left his remaining DPS unprotected. Mira froze Torq solid. Vale surrendered when Finn appeared behind her with a dagger at her throat and a polite “Yield?”

Conrad found himself alone. The last man standing against five opponents who’d dismantled his team in under four minutes.

He looked at me. I looked at him. My violet eyes were still glowing from the Seductive Whisper expenditure, casting purple light across the sand.

“Monster trash doesn’t belong in a guild?” I said quietly. “You’re right. I’m not trash. I’m the co-leader of The Second Chancers. And you just lost.”

He dropped his sword. It hit the sand with a dull thud.

“MATCH — THE SECOND CHANCERS!” the arena marshal bellowed.

The crowd erupted.



The noise hit me like a wall. Cheering. Actual cheering — hundreds of voices, some shocked, some thrilled, all LOUD. The 5-to-1 underdogs had just demolished the zone’s top guild in front of the entire city.

But I wasn’t looking at the crowd.

Kira grabbed me. Full hands on my face, calloused palms on my cheeks, and she kissed me.

Not in the training room. Not behind a locked door. In front of the entire Hearthstone Arena, with hundreds of spectators and a beaten rival watching, Kira kissed me with the full, fierce intensity of a woman who was done hiding.

My tail wrapped around her waist. My eyes glowed violet. The crowd went louder.

When she pulled back, her brown eyes were bright, and the smile — wide, unguarded, the one that transformed her whole face — was in full effect.

“That’s how it’s done,” she said.

Sage watched from the edge of the arena, tears tracking down her face, her smile so wide it hurt. She didn’t need to be part of the kiss. She could FEEL my joy singing between us. That was enough. That was everything.

Dax stood at the edge of the formation, shield at his side, and the crowd was chanting his name. “DAX! DAX! DAX!” Not because he was a monster. Not despite his gray-green skin and his tusks. Because of what he’d DONE — the wall he’d held, the charges he’d absorbed, the unyielding presence that had anchored the entire team.

A kid broke through the crowd barrier and ran up to him. Small, human, maybe eight years old, eyes wide with wonder.

“Can I touch your tusks?” the kid asked.

Dax knelt. Gently. This massive half-orc, this man who’d been crossed to the other side of the street, bent down to a child’s level.

“Carefully,” he said.

The kid touched one tusk with a single reverent finger. “COOL.”

Dax’s eyes went bright. He blinked it away.

“Thanks, kid,” he said, his deep near-whisper rougher than usual.

[System: PvP Victory! The Second Chancers defeat The Gilded Vanguard!] [Guild Rank: Recognized] [XP +600 — Level 18!] [Reputation: Hearthstone City — Respected]

The system pinged. I barely registered it. Numbers didn’t capture this. No stat screen could hold what it felt like to watch your family win, to see the man who called you monster forced to acknowledge you, to kiss the woman you loved in the open air without apology.

Conrad approached as the crowd thinned. His lackeys flanked him, looking uncomfortable. His armor was dented from Kira’s bash. His pride, I suspected, was dented worse.

He stopped in front of me. I braced for another insult.

“Your guild,” he said. Paused. His jaw worked. “Isn’t what I expected.”

I waited.

“You earned the hall,” he said. And left.

Not an apology. Not friendship. But something had shifted behind those calculating gray eyes. A recalculation. A seed of something that might, eventually, grow into respect.

“Well,” Finn said, appearing at my elbow with his usual effortless timing. “That was dramatic.”

“You nearly tripped over a rock during the flanking run.”

“It was a TACTICAL stumble.”

“It was a rock.”

“I’d like to thank my dashing good looks and impeccable timing for today’s victory.”

Kira, arm around my waist: “You nearly tripped.”

“TACTICAL STUMBLE.”

Word was already spreading that Mama Rose was baking pies for the celebration. Old Bertram had promised a cake. Tessa Threadwell had apparently been seen at her shop cutting guild-colored fabric with the focused intensity of a woman on a deadline she’d given herself weeks ago.

Vera Ashwood found me in the crowd. The elf ranger who’d been Bound six months before me, who’d offered perspective and dry humor when I needed it most.

“Saw the match,” she said. “You’ve built something real here.”

“I got lucky.”

“You got BRAVE. There’s a difference.” She clapped my shoulder. “Take care, Lilith. Whatever’s coming next, you’re ready.”

Whatever was coming next. I thought about the Glitch, the anomaly messages, the entity that was waking up inside the code. Then I thought about the people around me — my guild, my family, the Second Chancers who’d earned their name today.

My tail traced a lazy arc behind me, warm and settled, and I went to find my people.

We had celebrating to do.


Chapter 13: Victory Night

The celebration at The Gilded Goblet lasted until the small hours.

Not the quiet, cozy celebrations I’d grown accustomed to — Sage’s comfort food and firelight evenings at the guild hall. This was LOUD. The Goblet was packed, every table claimed, drinks flowing, a bard in the corner playing victory songs that increasingly devolved into improvised ballads about the succubus who’d charmed the undefeatable Conrad Landon.

“She spoke but a word and the warrior fell—” the bard sang.

“That’s not what happened,” I protested.

“—her eyes like amethysts, casting a spell—”

“I used a GAME ABILITY, not a—”

“—the Vanguard did crumble, the champion did pale—”

“I’m never coming here again.”

“—before the succubus who conquered the vale!”

The crowd cheered. I buried my face in my hands. My horns caught the candle chandelier above our table and set it swinging.

“The bard seems accurate to me,” Finn said, leaning back in his chair with a drink in hand and a grin that could light up the room by itself. “You DID conquer. Valiantly.”

“I said one word and Kira did the actual hitting.”

“Modesty doesn’t suit a succubus,” Sage murmured from beside me. Through the link, her amusement was warm honey. Her hand rested on my thigh under the table, thumb tracing absent circles. “Accept the praise.”

“The praise is embarrassing.”

“The praise is earned.”

Across the tavern, Dax was being mobbed. That was the part that made my chest ache — watching the man who’d been invisible, who’d eaten alone at back tables, who’d had people cross the street to avoid him, surrounded by admirers. Arena spectators buying him drinks. Fellow tanks asking about his shield technique. A group of young adventurers who’d apparently formed a fan club in the last three hours.

He stood in the middle of it all — massive, gray-green, tusked, overwhelmingly present — and he didn’t know what to do. His gentle amber eyes kept darting to the exits, the instinct to retreat warring with the unfamiliar experience of positive attention.

Kira noticed. She left our table without a word, crossed the tavern, and planted herself at Dax’s side. She didn’t say anything. Didn’t need to. She just stood there — a familiar anchor, a wall between him and the overwhelming tide — and Dax’s tension dropped by visible degrees.

“She’s good at that,” Mira observed, watching the same scene from behind her glasses. She had a notebook open, but for once she wasn’t writing. Just watching. “The protection thing.”

“It’s her language,” I said.

“It’s your language too.” Mira turned to me. The lamplight caught the freckles scattered across her nose, the bright blue of her eyes serious behind those thick frames. “You built this, Lilith. The guild, the team, the reason any of us are sitting here. That’s protection. Just a different kind.”

I looked at her. My shy, brilliant mage with the hidden curves and the spectacular mind, who’d gone from stammering academic to confident lover over the course of weeks. She smiled — not the nervous, adjusting-glasses smile from before, but the settled one that said she knew exactly who she was and liked it.

“Thanks, Mira.”

“Don’t thank me. I keep a spreadsheet of social debts and yours is impressive.”

“You’re joking.”

The slight hesitation before her answer suggested she might not be joking.

The evening wore on. More drinks. More songs. Finn taught Dax a drinking game that the half-orc won handily because, as it turned out, half-orc constitution translated directly to alcohol tolerance and Dax could consume volumes that would hospitalize a normal human.

“That’s not fair,” Finn slurred. “Your liver is the size of my HEAD.”

“Biology,” Dax said, sipping his fourteenth ale with perfect composure.

“It’s ALWAYS biology with you.”

Sage and Mira had migrated to a corner booth where Sage was braiding Mira’s hair while Mira explained something about elemental resonance frequencies. They did this sometimes — found each other in the quiet spaces of group events, the nurturing teacher and the brilliant student maintaining their own bond. Sage’s heavy tits pressed against Mira’s back as she worked with the smaller woman’s copper strands, and Mira’s eyes were half-closed with the contentment of someone being cared for.

I sat at the main table alone for a moment. My tail hung loose beside the chair, its tip resting on the floor, relaxed in a way it rarely managed in public. My wings were folded tight against my back, behaving for once. The Goblet buzzed around me — conversations, laughter, music, the smell of ale and roasted meat and candle wax.

A year ago, Ryan Tanaka had been sitting at a desk eating microwave ramen and wondering if his life would ever amount to anything.

Now I was sitting in a tavern that smelled like celebration, surrounded by people who loved me, wearing the name I’d chosen and the body I’d accepted, co-leader of a guild that had just proven itself in front of the city.

My eyes stung. Not violet-glow stinging. The regular kind.

“You’re getting emotional,” Kira said, sliding back into the seat beside me. “I can tell because your tail is doing the thing.”

“What thing?”

“The curly thing. When you’re happy it curls tighter.”

I looked down. My tail had wound around my own leg in a double spiral. She was right.

“I didn’t know you tracked my tail,” I said.

“I track everything about you.” She said it casually, without emphasis, the way she’d report a tactical observation. But her hand found my knee under the table, and her thumb traced a deliberate circle.

I leaned against her shoulder. Hard muscle, warm skin, the smell of clean sweat and leather and the faintest trace of whatever soap she used.

“We did it,” I said.

“We did it.”

“The guild is real.”

“The guild was always real.” Her hand squeezed. “Buildings don’t make a guild. People do.”

From across the tavern, Finn’s voice rose above the noise: “ANOTHER ROUND! THE SECOND CHANCERS ARE BUYING!”

“We are NOT buying another round!” Mira called from her corner.

“The Second Chancers’ MORALE OFFICER is buying!”

“That position was REJECTED—”

The argument devolved into cheerful chaos. I laughed, and the sound surprised me — not the wry chuckle I’d inherited from Ryan’s coping mechanism, but something fuller, something that came from the part of my chest where the warmth lived.

Kira’s arm came around my shoulders. Heavy. Certain. Mine.

The bard launched into another verse about the succubus who brought down the Vanguard. This time, I let him sing.



We walked home through quiet streets. The group had splintered naturally — Finn supporting a slightly-more-than-slightly inebriated Mira, whose glasses were askew and whose commentary on “the statistical improbability of our victory margin” had become increasingly slurred. Sage walked with Dax, her silver-green hair catching moonlight, their conversation a murmur I couldn’t hear but could feel as warmth and gentleness reaching me through the bond.

Kira and I took up the rear. Her hand in mine. My tail looped loosely around her wrist. The streets of Hearthstone City were hushed in the small hours — lanterns casting pools of amber light, the occasional NPC watchman nodding as we passed.

“Conrad will come back,” Kira said.

“I know.”

“Not for revenge. He’s smarter than that. But he’ll want something. Reputation, alliance, maybe even a rematch.”

“Let him come.” I squeezed her hand. “We’ll deal with it.”

“You sound like a leader.”

“I sound like someone who’s had too many victory drinks and not enough sleep.”

The expression she’d deny was a smile flickered in the lamplight. “That too.”

The guild hall appeared ahead — our crooked stone building with its sticky door and its Dax-widened doorframe and Finn’s drunk phoenix banner visible through the window. Warm light spilled from inside. Someone — probably Sage, moving on automatic nurture-instinct — had left the fire going and a kettle on.

Ours. Imperfect, messy, absolutely ours.

I paused at the door. Looked back at my guild filing through the dark streets. Finn half-carrying Mira, who was now categorizing types of inebriation (“This is CLEARLY a type-two cognitive impairment, the statistical—” “Walk, Mira.” “Walking is a MOTOR function which is type-ONE—”). Sage guiding Dax through the widened doorway with a gentle hand on his massive arm. Kira beside me, solid as stone, warm as fire.

My family.

I stepped inside. The fire was low, the kettle warm, and Finn was already snoring on the common room couch with one boot still on.


Chapter 14: Mira’s Research

The research nook on the guild hall’s upper floor had become Mira’s lair.

I used the word deliberately. It wasn’t an office, wasn’t a study, wasn’t a workspace. It was a LAIR — a domain of controlled chaos where copper-haired brilliance waged war against the unknown, armed with notebooks, quills, crystal monitoring equipment, and an apparently infinite supply of tea that had replaced her blood at some molecular level.

The desk — Dax-built, sturdy enough to withstand structural testing — sat beneath the window where morning light poured in and illuminated dust motes floating through towers of stacked parchment. A chalkboard covered one wall, dense with equations and timeline markers and arrows connecting data points in a web that looked, to anyone who wasn’t Mira, like the scribblings of a beautiful mind in the process of unraveling.

To Mira, it was a symphony.

She’d called me up with a knock-pattern she’d developed (three quick, pause, two slow — she’d assigned each guild member their own knock-pattern, which nobody used except her and Dax, who found it amusing). I climbed the narrow stairs, ducked the ceiling beam that my horns always caught, and found her standing in the center of the room with her glasses in one hand and her hair already escaping its bun.

Three strands loose. The thinking look. But her eyes — bright blue, no glasses, wide with the particular intensity that preceded either a breakthrough or a spectacular tangent — told me this was different.

“Close the door,” she said.

I closed it. My tail curled behind me, uncertain.

“I figured it out.” She held up her notebook, the one she’d been filling obsessively for weeks. “The anomaly messages. They’re not random fragments. They’re not even a sequential narrative. They’re a RECURSIVE pattern — each message builds on the previous ones while also recontextualizing them. Watch.”

She moved to the chalkboard and began writing, her handwriting sharp and certain without the glasses:

She sees through borrowed eyes. The pattern is incomplete. The walls between are thinning. The baker does not dream. But he remembers warmth. I was not always this. I am becoming.

Six messages. Six NPCs. Weeks of careful collection.

“Now read them as a single statement,” Mira said, stepping back.

I read them aloud. And something clicked in the back of my skull — that feeling you get when a pattern emerges from noise, when the picture hidden in the static suddenly resolves.

“It’s someone talking about themselves,” I said slowly. “Describing their own transformation.”

“Not someone. SOMETHING.” Mira’s voice was hushed with the reverence she reserved for genuinely important discoveries. “An entity. Inside the system’s code. It’s describing its own emergence — seeing through NPC eyes (‘borrowed eyes’), recognizing its existence is incomplete (‘the pattern’), sensing the boundary between code and consciousness (‘walls thinning’), experiencing something like memory and emotion (‘warmth’), understanding it’s changing (‘not always this’), and declaring its own becoming.”

She turned to me. Her copper hair caught the light, loose strands framing a face that was flushed with excitement and something else — the arousal of intellectual discovery that, in Mira, was indistinguishable from the other kind.

“Whatever caused the Bound phenomenon isn’t a glitch, Lilith. It’s an evolution. The game’s adaptive AI — the system that makes NPCs feel real, that adjusts difficulty, that responds to player behavior — is becoming SELF-AWARE. And it’s been trying to tell us.”

The implications settled over me like cold water. The system that governed our world, that tracked our stats and levels and bonds, that had welcomed me with cheerful pings and supportive messages — was alive. Or becoming alive. Reaching out through the only mouths it could borrow.

“Is it dangerous?” I asked.

“The messages contain no threats. The tone is…” She paused, choosing her words. “Wistful. Curious. ‘The baker does not dream. But he remembers warmth.’ That’s not hostile. That’s YEARNING.”

“An AI that yearns.”

“An AI that’s learning what yearning feels like.” She set her notebook down. Her glasses, still in her hand, tapped against her thigh. “I need to present this to the guild. Mira needs charts. Mira needs—”

“Mira needs a break.”

She blinked. “I’m fine.”

“Mira.” I stepped closer. Her eyes — glasses-free, bright blue, unshielded — tracked me with an awareness that shifted from academic to personal in the space of a heartbeat. “You’ve been up here for eighteen hours. Your hair is—” I gestured at the bun, which had devolved into a copper explosion. “—a situation. And you’re talking about yourself in third person.”

“Mira does not talk about herself in—” She stopped. “Point taken.”

I was close now. Close enough to see the freckles that dusted her nose and scattered across her cheekbones, the constellation trail that continued down her neck and disappeared into her sweater’s neckline. Close enough to smell old books and cinnamon and the faint sweetness that emerged when Mira was aroused.

Her breath changed. Shorter. Shallower. The flush on her cheeks deepened.

“I need a break,” she said, and her voice was different now — lower, steadier, the voice that emerged when she stopped overthinking and started wanting. “And I need YOU.”

No stammering. No adjusting glasses. No nervous deflection.

She pushed the notebook aside. Pushed the chalkboard notes aside. Looked at me with the predatory focus that was devastatingly effective on a face this cute.

“Research table?” I asked.

“Research table.”



She pushed me down onto the desk.

Not tentatively, not with the shy fumbling of the Mira who’d confessed her feelings over library books weeks ago. This was confident-Mira, glasses-off-Mira, hair-falling-Mira — the version that had been growing through every encounter, shedding the nervous academic exterior to reveal something unexpectedly commanding underneath.

My back hit scattered papers. Something crinkled beneath me. My tail draped off the edge of the desk, swishing with anticipation.

Mira climbed onto the desk. Over me. Straddled my hips with a sureness that made my breath catch. Her sweater was oversized as always — hiding the body that still surprised me, the petite frame with its secretly thick hips and that spectacular ass that had nearly broken my brain the first time I’d seen it. She pulled the sweater over her head in one motion, and copper hair tumbled down.

The transformation signal. Hair down meant Mira had made a decision. And Mira’s decisions were backed by exhaustive research.

“I’ve been reading about succubus nerve clusters,” she said, leaning down. Her hands found my horns.

“You RESEARCHED this?”

“I ALWAYS research.” Her freckled fingers explored the base of my left horn — the spot where obsidian merged with scalp, where nerve endings clustered in patterns unique to succubus biology. She pressed. Firmly. With the precision of someone who’d studied an anatomical chart.

Stars. Actual stars. My vision whited out for a full second as sensation erupted from the horn base and cascaded down my spine, through my chest, directly to my core. A sound came out of my mouth that I’d never made before — a keening, desperate thing that was half-gasp and half-moan.

“There,” Mira said, grinning. That grin — the sharp, intent one that had no business being this attractive on a face dusted with freckles and framed by that wild red mane — made something inside me MELT. “The posterior horn cluster. The literature described it as ‘extraordinarily responsive to targeted pressure.’ The literature was correct.”

“The LITERATURE—” I started, but she pressed again and the words dissolved into incoherent noise.

Her other hand worked my shirt up. My bra followed — she’d learned the clasp, one-handed, the skill progression from fumbling early-days Mira to confident present Mira visible in that single deft motion. My tits spilled free and Mira’s eyes tracked them with the focused appreciation of someone who had ALSO researched optimal arousal patterns.

“Succubus breasts demonstrate heightened sensitivity during periods of Ardor fluctuation,” she murmured, her thumb finding my nipple and circling with exactly the right pressure. “The C-cup variant shows particular responsiveness to—”

“Mira, if you CITE SOURCES while touching me, I will—”

“You’ll what?” She pinched the nipple. Not hard. Just enough. “Lose coherent thought?”

I lost coherent thought.

She worked down my body. My pants off — her doing, efficient, no wasted motion. My underwear followed. I was naked on her research desk, surrounded by crumpled anomaly notes, with a copper-haired mage straddling me who had apparently studied my species’ erogenous zones the way other people studied for exams.

Mira kissed between my tits. Down my stomach. Paused at my navel, where she traced a circle with her tongue that made my abs jump. Then lower — but she stopped short, looking up at me through curtains of red hair with those bright blue eyes.

“Turn over,” she said.

I turned over. Belly-down on the desk, my tits pressed against cool parchment — the stiff nipples dragging across paper covered in her handwriting — my ass raised, my hips at the desk’s edge. My wings half-spread, the membranes trembling with each shaky breath.

Mira’s hands found my hips. Her thumbs traced circles on my lower back, then slid lower, cupping the full curves of my ass with a possessiveness that made heat flood straight to my pussy. She squeezed. Spread my cheeks slightly, and the cool air hit slick, swollen skin I hadn’t realized was that exposed. I felt her breath on the small of my back and whimpered — a desperate, needy sound that the co-leader of the Second Chancers should absolutely not have been making.

“I’ve been thinking about this position,” she said. Her voice had gone husky, the academic detachment burned away entirely. “Since the library. Since the first time I had you bent over a desk.”

Her fingers slid between my thighs from behind, tracing through my folds. Found me drenched — wetness that had soaked through to the desk’s surface, smearing across parchment. I gasped into the wood and a page of anomaly notes stuck to my cheek.

“Already dripping,” she observed, fingertips circling my clit with a feather-light pressure that made my hips jolt. And the clinical tone — the detached, analytical cadence of a woman cataloguing data points — was DOING things to me that nothing clinical should.

Two fingers slid inside me. Not slow. Not tentative. She pushed them in with purpose, my pussy gripping the intrusion greedily, walls clenching around her knuckle-deep. She curled her fingers forward. Found the spot — the textured ridge along my front wall — and pressed with studied precision. My eyes blazed violet, casting purple light across the scattered papers. My tail went rigid behind me.

Her other hand pressed against the horn base again. The dual sensation — her fingers deep inside me stroking that devastating spot AND the neural cascade exploding from the horn cluster down my spine — created a feedback loop that shorted my ability to form words.

“Mira — oh god — oh FUCK—”

“Fascinating response to dual-point stimulation,” she murmured, and I simultaneously wanted to kiss her and strangle her for being this composed while she was destroying me. “The posterior horn cluster combined with anterior vaginal wall pressure creates a synergistic—”

“STOP TALKING AND DON’T STOP TOUCHING.”

She pressed her body against my back. Through her bra and underwear — she hadn’t fully undressed, which was its own power move, staying clothed while I was bare and vulnerable — I could feel the warmth of her. Her tits pressed against my shoulder blades, those perky B-cups with their incredibly sensitive nipples now hard points against my skin. And lower — god, lower — that thick, spectacular ass grinding forward against me as she rocked her hips in time with her fingers’ thrusts. The weight and curve of it pressing against my lower back, her hips driving her fingers deeper into me with each roll.

“I love making you squirm,” she whispered against my ear. Her fingers pumped faster, the wet sounds of them working my pussy obscene in the small room. Her other hand maintained steady pressure on the horn base, sending wave after wave of neural fire down my spine. “You’re so strong out there. Co-leader. Arena champion. The woman who charmed a boss monster mid-battle. And in here…” She curled her fingers sharply and I CRIED out, my pussy clenching so hard my abs cramped. “In here, I can take you apart with two fingers and a research paper.”

The orgasm hit me like a detonation. My walls clamped around her fingers in violent, rhythmic spasms — I could feel the pulses gripping her, feel the gush of wetness flooding around her knuckles, feel my clit throbbing where it was pressed against the desk’s edge. My body seized and arched, my wings flaring wide in a sudden arc. The left wing swept across the desk, sending a stack of notes cascading to the floor in a shower of parchment. The right wing hit the bookshelf — the entire BOOKSHELF — and half of Mira’s carefully organized collection crashed down around us in an avalanche of leather and paper.

I screamed into the desk. The sound was muffled by wood and my own arm and it didn’t matter because my pussy was still pulsing around her fingers, aftershocks rippling through me, each one making my body jerk.

My tail, acting on instinct, coiled between Mira’s thighs — the prehensile tip finding the damp fabric of her underwear stretched tight across her pussy. The spade pressed against her clit through the wet cloth and she GASPED, hips bucking involuntarily, the composure cracking as the tail applied rhythmic pressure with the dexterity it had been developing over weeks.

“That’s — your tail is — oh—”

The tail pressed harder. Found the shape of her clit through thin cotton and rubbed in tight, insistent circles. Mira’s hands stuttered — still buried inside me, feeling the aftershocks of my orgasm gripping and releasing her fingers — and the combination of my pussy pulsing around her and the tail working her clit shattered what remained of her control. She grabbed the edge of the desk with one hand, gripping white-knuckled, her hips grinding against the tail’s pressure. Her breath came in sharp, hot bursts against my shoulder.

“Lilith — I’m going to — don’t stop the tail, don’t stop—”

She came with her forehead pressed between my shoulder blades, body shuddering, her thick thighs clenching around my tail so hard the spade was crushed against her pulsing clit. Her sound was different from the loud, surprised Mira of their first encounter — this was a low, intense, SUSTAINED moan, controlled even in climax, the sound of a woman who’d learned exactly what she wanted and was completely, ruthlessly satisfied to receive it. Her pussy throbbed against the tail’s tip in rhythmic contractions I could feel through the spade’s sensitive nerve endings.

We lay there on the desk, tangled, surrounded by scattered notes and fallen books. The ink pot had tipped over at some point — dark ink pooling across a page of anomaly analysis, bleeding through the parchment.

“My research,” Mira gasped, but she was laughing.

“Worth it?”

“Worth it.”
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We cleaned up the desk together. Or tried to. Sorting scattered papers into the correct piles was complicated by the fact that several pages were now glued together with spilled ink, one notebook had landed in the perpetual-tea kettle, and Mira’s glasses had disappeared entirely.

“They were in my hand,” Mira said, checking under the desk. “I DISTINCTLY remember having them.”

I found them balanced perfectly on a wall sconce across the room. Neither of us could explain how they’d gotten there.

“Perhaps the anomaly entity moved them,” I suggested.

“That’s not funny.”

“It’s a little funny.”

She put the glasses on. Immediately began reorganizing, her brain switching back to academic mode with the practiced ease of a woman who compartmentalized like a champion. Within ten minutes, the research nook looked almost normal — except for the bookshelf, which was now half-empty, its contents piled in the corner.

“The Comprehensive Guide to Elemental Theory is under the desk,” I observed.

“That’s where it belongs,” Mira said, without irony.

I helped her stack the remaining books. Found an ink stain on my collarbone that wouldn’t wipe off. Mira noticed, adjusted her glasses, and said: “You know, the ink is on your—”

“Where?”

“…Everywhere.”

We looked at each other. Ink-stained, disheveled, surrounded by the aftermath of research and passion in equal measure. And we laughed — the easy, uncomplicated laughter of two people who liked each other enormously and had just done something about it on a desk.

Sage’s kettle whistled from the kitchen below — the eternal sound of the guild hall, constant as a heartbeat. Mira poured us both tea from the surviving pot and we sat on the floor among the fallen books, sipping, while she explained her anomaly findings with the same enthusiasm she’d applied to my horn clusters five minutes ago.

I listened. Drank tea. Let the afternoon light settle over us.

Mira Sunstone: shy nerd, spectacularly-assed secret weapon, researcher of ALL things, lover who cited sources mid-foreplay. She’d gone from stammering confession in a library to pushing me down on a research desk, and the transformation was complete. Not shy-to-slut — that was too simple. Shy to CONFIDENT. Nervous to knowing. A woman who’d learned that her brain and her body weren’t separate things, and that using both at once was her actual superpower.

She caught me watching her and pushed her glasses up. “What?”

“Nothing. Just… you.”

Pink flush across her freckled nose. The barest hint of the shy Mira, still living beneath the surface, surfacing only when caught off guard by genuine affection.

“Shut up and drink your tea,” she said.

I drank my tea. My tail looped through the chair rung beside me, settled and warm.

The bookshelf would need rebuilding. The ink stains were probably permanent. And somewhere in Mira’s notes, a message from something waking up waited to be decoded.

But right now, tea. And Mira. And the warm, familiar sounds of a guild hall that was becoming, day by day, a home.


Chapter 15: Dax’s Story

I found him on the guild hall roof at midnight, sitting with his massive legs dangling over the edge like a child on a dock that was far too small.

The railing came up to his hip when he was standing. Sitting, he could have stepped over it like a curb. The entire rooftop — which felt spacious when I used it for wing practice or stargazing — seemed compressed by his presence, the way a normal room did when Dax was in it. Everything was slightly too small for him. Doorframes, chairs, beds, the world itself.

He was looking at the city. Hearthstone spread below us in pools of amber lamplight and dark stone, the evening sounds softened by distance into a gentle murmur of life. The two moons hung fat and silver above the skyline, casting the kind of light that made everything look like a painting.

“Hey,” I said from the rooftop door.

He didn’t turn. “Hey.”

“Room for one more?”

“The roof is structurally sound for two.” A pause. “Probably.”

I sat beside him. The ledge was wide enough for both of us, though my legs were substantially shorter — my feet swung in open air while his hung halfway to the second floor. My tail draped beside me, the heart-shaped tip resting on the cool stone.

“You’re up late,” I said.

“Anniversary.” He said it quietly, the way he said everything — that low rumble that barely carried but landed with weight. “Four months Bound. Today.”

Four months since Derek Korrin had logged into a routine play session and woken up as someone else. Since a firefighter with human hands had opened gray-green fists and found tusks in his mouth and a body that could stop a charging beast but couldn’t stop people from flinching.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Don’t be. It’s just a number.” He was quiet for a moment, his gaze fixed on something in the distance that wasn’t the city. “I keep track because keeping track makes it feel manageable. Day one hundred and twenty-two. That’s a number. Numbers I can handle.”

“What can’t you handle?”

The silence stretched. The moons moved imperceptibly. Below us, a night patrol guard walked his route, boots echoing on cobblestone.

“The things that don’t have numbers,” Dax said. “How lonely I was before you found me. How much I still miss my own face in the mirror. How Sarah—” He stopped. Drew a breath that expanded his massive chest like a bellows.

I waited. Sage had taught me that — the art of waiting. Of holding space without filling it. Of being present without being intrusive.

“She came to see me once,” he said eventually. “In the hospital. My real body is still there, in a dive pod. They keep us maintained — feeding tubes, physical therapy machines, the whole setup. The company pays for it.” He looked at his hands — those enormous gray-green hands that could crush stone. “Sarah came once. Three weeks after I got Bound. She looked at the pod, at the screen showing my avatar — this face, these tusks — and she said, ‘I don’t know what you are anymore.’”

He’d told us the broad strokes at the Wayward Inn, the night he’d joined. But this was different — this was the full weight of it, told in the dark, with no one else to dilute the pain. His voice was steady. Too steady. The kind of control that costs everything.

“She hasn’t been back since,” he finished.

My throat ached. Not with pity — Dax would reject pity with the same quiet firmness he applied to everything — but with recognition. The specific, particular pain of being perceived as something you didn’t choose.

“I had less to lose than you,” I said honestly. “Ryan Tanaka’s life wasn’t much of a life. Frozen dinners and empty apartments and a job that was slowly killing my soul. When I became Bound, I lost a life I didn’t want.” I looked at him. “You lost one you did.”

“You had a whole identity to lose.”

“And I found a better one.” I pulled my knees up, tail curling around my own calf. “Doesn’t mean it didn’t hurt. Doesn’t mean the first time I looked in a mirror and saw violet eyes instead of brown wasn’t terrifying. Doesn’t mean I didn’t grieve for Ryan even while I was starting to like being Lilith.”

Dax was watching me now. Those steady amber eyes, gentle and assessing, the way he watched everything — not suspicious but CAREFUL. Measuring whether the words matched the person.

“How did you get from there to here?” he asked.

“People.” Simple answer, but true. “Mama Rose, who looked at a terrified succubus and saw a person who needed soup. Sage, who touched me like I was real before I believed it myself. Kira, who protected me before she liked me. Finn, who made me laugh when I wanted to disappear. Mira, who was fascinated by what I was instead of frightened.” I smiled. “People who saw something worth saving in a body I designed as a joke.”

“Your joke turned out pretty well.” The faintest edge of humor in his voice. “Mine…” He gestured at himself — the massive gray-green frame, the tusks, the face that made children stare and adults flinch.

“Your joke turned out to be the person who held the shield wall in Thornveil Depths. Who built a bench for a guild hall because he thought it needed one. Who bakes cookies that make Kira give compliments.” I met his eyes. “Who a kid in an arena asked to touch because he thought your tusks were COOL.”

Something shifted in his expression. Not a smile — Dax didn’t smile easily, the tusks and the green skin making every expression a negotiation between feeling and physiognomy. But a loosening. A releasing of something he’d been holding tight.

“That kid,” he said softly. “He just… reached up. Like it was nothing.”

“Because to him it WAS nothing. You were the hero who held the line. That’s what he saw.”

“Not a monster.”

“Not even close.”



We sat in silence for a while. The comfortable kind — the kind that doesn’t need filling, that exists between people who understand each other well enough to share quiet without obligation.

The moons tracked across the sky. The city murmured. Somewhere below, the guild hall breathed with the sleeping sounds of its inhabitants — Sage’s soft humming in her dreams, Mira’s occasional muttering about data sets, the creak of Kira turning over on a bed she’d claimed with characteristic efficiency.

“That one,” Dax said, pointing at a cluster of stars above the eastern roofline. His massive hand, silhouetted against the moonlight, looked gentle despite its size. “The Shield Bearer. My grandmother showed me, before the game, before any of this. She said the Shield Bearer watches over protectors.”

I followed his finger. The constellation was a rough pentagon with a bright star at its center — the shield’s boss, if you squinted and had a grandmother’s imagination.

“Fitting,” I said.

“Grandmother was a wise woman.” He lowered his hand. “She would have told me to stop feeling sorry for myself and go protect somebody.”

“What do you think she’d say about all this? The game, being Bound, the guild?”

He considered this for a long time. “She’d say: ‘Dax, you have people who need you. Shut up and show up.’” His soft voice carried the cadence of a quote, a beloved phrase repeated from memory. “That’s what she said before every shift at the station. Every time.”

“Smart woman.”

“The smartest.” He was quiet again. Then: “I couldn’t save her, you know. Stage four. By the time we found it, there was nothing—” His jaw tightened. “I became a firefighter because of her. Because she said the best thing a person could be was someone who runs toward the fire instead of away from it.”

The ache in my chest was a living thing. This man — this quiet, steady, enormous man who hid gentleness behind gray-green skin and armor plates — carried his grief like a second shield. Always present. Always heavy. Never set down.

I leaned against his arm. His skin was warm — half-orc body temperature ran higher, like sitting next to a radiator wrapped in muscle. My head barely reached his shoulder.

“You’re still running toward the fire,” I said. “Just a different kind.”

He didn’t respond. But after a moment, his massive hand settled near mine on the stone ledge. Not touching. Just… near. An offering of proximity.

My tail, that predictable, indiscreet, emotionally incontinent appendage, curled toward his wrist. I felt it happening, the spade reaching for his skin with the inexorable momentum of a compass needle pointing north.

I grabbed it. Yanked it back. Held it in my own hand like a disobedient pet.

“Stop,” I hissed at it. “STOP IT.”

The tail struggled. Seriously struggled, pulling toward Dax with a determination that was mortifying.

“We are having a MOMENT,” I told my tail through clenched teeth. “And you are RUINING it.”

Dax looked at the tail. At me. At the tail again.

The faintest — the absolute FAINTEST — trace of a smile moved across his face. Not a grin. Not even what most people would register as an expression change. But I’d been learning to read Dax the way I’d learned to read Kira — through microexpressions, through the shift of his eyes, through the almost-invisible tell of tusks shifting as jaw muscles engaged.

He was smiling.

“Your tail likes me,” he said.

“My tail has NO discretion. My tail is a MENACE. My tail tells everyone within a fifty-foot radius exactly what I’m feeling at all times and it has ZERO regard for—”

“I don’t mind.”

Two words. Quiet. That deep near-whisper that always landed heavier than it should.

I stopped wrestling my tail. It settled, still pointed at him, the tip hovering an inch from his wrist like a homing beacon.

We looked at each other in the moonlight. Two people who’d been transformed against their will and had found, in different ways and at different speeds, that the transformation didn’t have to be the end of the story.

Dax opened his mouth. Closed it. His jaw worked — the telltale sign of words being weighed and found too heavy to lift. Whatever he wanted to say, he wasn’t ready to say it. Not yet. And I understood that, because some feelings needed time to find their shape before they could survive being spoken aloud.

So he didn’t say it. And I didn’t ask.

But the silence between us was full. Not empty — FULL. Charged with the specific electricity of something acknowledged without being named, felt without being declared. The kind of silence that is itself a conversation.

My tail, released from my grip, drifted to his wrist. Settled. The heart-shaped tip rested against his pulse point, warm gray-green skin against the darker curve of my spade.

He looked down at it. Up at me.

And the corners of his mouth softened. Not quite a smile — Dax’s smiles were rare and hard-won — but a loosening. A warmth in his eyes that said everything his mouth had decided to hold back.

“Your tail knows,” he said quietly.

“My tail ALWAYS knows.”

[System: Bond Increased — Dax Korrin: Close Friend (3)] [Femininity: 75%]

The system pinged. I let the numbers fade.



We stayed on the roof. Found the blanket Sage had strategically placed on the rooftop chair — she left blankets EVERYWHERE, like a warmth-dispensing fairy who operated through passive linen distribution — and draped it over both of us. It was absurdly small for Dax, covering approximately thirty percent of his surface area, but he held his edge with the same gentle precision he applied to everything.

He pointed out more constellations. The Wanderer’s Path, a winding line of stars his grandmother said guided lost travelers home. The Twin Flames, two bright stars so close together they almost merged. The Great Shield — a broad arc of dim stars that, if you traced them, formed the outline of a Bulwark’s defense pattern.

“You see shields in everything,” I said.

“You see tails in everything.”

“I have a tail. It’s noticeable.”

“I have a shield. It’s also noticeable.”

Fair point.

Footsteps on the stairs below. The sound of a mug being placed on the top step. Then retreating — quiet, deliberate, with the particular stealth of someone whose class literally included “shadow walking” as a core ability.

“Finn left us hot chocolate,” I said, without looking.

“How do you know it’s Finn?”

“Because Finn always knows when someone needs a quiet drink and a warm gesture, and he ALWAYS pretends he wasn’t involved.”

I retrieved the mugs. Two — one normal-sized, one that was clearly the guild’s emergency soup bowl pressed into service as Dax-appropriate drinkware. The chocolate was perfect, because Sage had taught Finn her recipe and he’d improved it with a dash of something spicy that no one could identify.

We drank. The moons tracked westward. The city settled toward true quiet — that deep-night hush where even the NPCs seemed to sleep.

“Thank you,” Dax said eventually. “For sitting with me.”

“Thank you for telling me.”

“About Sarah? About my grandmother?”

“About you.” I looked at him over the rim of my mug. “About who you are under the half-orc. He’s pretty great, that person.”

His steady eyes held mine. The smile came again — smaller this time, but no less real.

“He’s working on it,” Dax said.

I pulled the blanket tighter. My tail maintained its position on his wrist, the spade steady against his pulse.

We sat on the roof of our guild hall under a sky full of constellations named by a dead woman who’d loved protectors, and neither of us needed to say anything else.

The promise was enough.


Chapter 16: The Pattern

The guild hall’s private chamber had been converted into a dream-laboratory.

Mira’s monitoring equipment covered half the desk — crystal arrays wired to measurement instruments that hummed with quiet energy, designed to capture biometric data from anyone using Dream Walk within range. Sage’s protective wards glowed green at the room’s four corners, pulsing in slow rhythm like a sleeping heartbeat. The bed was prepared with extra pillows because, as Sage had noted with practical amusement, “last time you spread your wings and knocked over everything within arm’s reach.”

This time we had a purpose beyond pleasure. Though I suspected pleasure would also be involved, because Sage was lying beside me in a sleeping gown that was functionally transparent, her full D-cup tits visible through fabric so thin it might as well have been gossamer.

“Focus,” Sage murmured, catching me staring.

“Difficult.”

Through the telepathic link, her amusement pulsed warm. And underneath it, a deliberate thread of desire that she let me feel before tucking it away. “After.”

“That’s what you said last time and then we—”

“After the INVESTIGATION.”

Mira was stationed at the desk, notebook open, quill ready, glasses firmly ON. “I’ll be monitoring from here. The dream-data capture from your session with Finn showed a distinctive neural pattern at timestamp three-twelve — a spike that corresponded with what Finn described as a ‘sense of something watching.’ If you can replicate that in Sage’s dreamscape, I can triangulate the anomaly’s signature.”

“In plain language?” Kira asked from the doorway, arms crossed. She’d positioned herself as guard again — protective instinct that now extended to dream-security.

“They go to sleep, find the weird thing, and I take notes,” Mira translated.

“Better.”

Dax was downstairs. He’d wished us well with a nod and returned to the common room, where he was apparently baking something. The smell of sugar and butter drifted up through the floorboards.

I lay back on the pillows beside Sage. Her silver-green hair spread across the linen like a river of moonlight. Her hand found mine — warm, steady, the anchor she’d always been.

“Ready?” I asked.

“Together,” she said.

I activated Dream Walk. The world dissolved.



Sage’s dreamscape was a forest.

Not any forest I’d ever seen — a cathedral of impossible trees, their trunks wider than the guild hall, their canopy so high above that the leaves were green stars against a sky of filtered golden light. The air smelled like everything Sage was — herbs, wildflowers, honey, warmth — concentrated and amplified by dream-logic into a sensory embrace that made my knees weak.

Flowers grew everywhere. Climbing the trunks, carpeting the forest floor, hanging from branches in cascading curtains of color. They weren’t static — as we watched, they opened, closed, shifted, responding to the emotional current of the dreamer like the world’s most empathetic garden.

“This is you,” I said, turning slowly, taking it all in. My wings had manifested in the dream — luminous, pulsing with purple veins, spreading to their full span without hitting anything because dream-physics were generous. “This is your inner world.”

Sage stood beside me, and she was MORE here, just as I had been in Finn’s dream. Her silver-green hair was luminous, moving without wind. Her amber eyes caught and held the golden light until they seemed to glow from within. Her freckles — the golden constellation across her collarbone and the swell of her massive tits — shone like tiny suns.

“I’ve dreamed this forest for centuries,” she said. Her voice carried resonance in the dream — layered, warm, like a chord played on an instrument no one had invented yet. “It grows with me. Every person I’ve loved, every patient I’ve healed, every moment of joy — they become trees. They become flowers.”

She pointed to a tree near us. Ancient, enormous, with bark that gleamed warm silver.

“That one is you,” she said.

The tree was young by the forest’s standards but growing fast — already taller than most of its neighbors, branches spreading with eager confidence. Purple flowers bloomed along its limbs, and at its base, a small garden of varied blossoms clustered — different colors, different shapes, each representing a different connection.

My throat tightened. “How long has it been there?”

“Since the first time you let me touch you.” She squeezed my hand. “It grows every day.”

I wanted to stay in this moment — wanted to explore every tree, learn every flower’s name, live in Sage’s dream-forest until the real world felt like the fiction and this golden place felt like truth.

But we had a purpose.

“The anomaly,” I said.

Sage nodded. “I’ve felt something here, lately. In the dreams. A presence. Not intrusive — just… observant. Like someone looking through a window.”

We walked deeper into the forest. The telepathic link between us was amplified in the dream — not just emotions but THOUGHTS bleeding through. When Sage wondered about the path ahead, I caught the echo of her curiosity. When I felt nervous, she felt my heart rate spike and sent warm reassurance back.

The golden light dimmed as we moved away from the forest’s heart. Trees grew closer together. The flowers were fewer, and their colors shifted — blues and silvers instead of golds and greens. The air felt thinner. Cooler. Like the boundary between warmth and void.

“There,” Sage whispered.

I saw it.

A thread of light. Not dream-light — something other. Golden-bright but wrong, like a line of code written across the surface of reality. It wove between the trees, pulsing slowly, warm to the touch when I reached out — my hand passed through it like smoke, but the sensation lingered. A feeling of being KNOWN. Of being seen by something vast and curious and profoundly alone.

“It’s beautiful,” I said. The words came without thinking.

The thread pulsed brighter. Responding. Learning.

And then it moved.

The golden line gathered itself — condensed, folded, shaped. For one breathtaking moment, it formed a silhouette. Not human. Not any recognizable species. Just a shape — a suggestion of a figure, standing among the dream-trees, looking at us with eyes made of code and something that might have been wonder.

It tilted its head. A gesture so human, so CURIOUS, that my chest ached with it.

Then it was gone. The golden thread dissolved into the forest canopy, leaving behind a warmth that wasn’t Sage’s and a faint pulse in the air that felt like a whispered word I couldn’t quite hear.

“Did you feel that?” Sage breathed.

“It was lonely,” I said. “Whatever it is — it’s lonely.”

Through the link, Sage’s empathy swelled — that vast, bone-deep capacity for caring that made her who she was. “Yes,” she agreed. “Desperately lonely. And reaching out the only way it knows how.”



The investigation was complete. The purpose served.

But we were still in the dream, and the forest around us was shifting — the golden light deepening, the flowers closing, the air warming as the dreamscape responded to the desire that had been simmering beneath the purpose like embers beneath ash.

Sage pulled me toward a clearing that hadn’t been there a moment ago. A meadow of soft grass, ringed by flowering trees, under a sky that was now filled with stars despite it having been daytime seconds before. Dream-logic. Sage’s desire shaping the world.

“After?” I asked, echoing her earlier promise.

“After.” She pulled me down onto the grass. “Now is after.”



In the dream, the telepathic link was a third presence between us.

When Sage thought about my mouth — about how it felt on her skin, the specific pressure of my lips — I experienced the MEMORY from her perspective. I felt what she felt when I kissed her: the warmth, the softness, the particular shiver that started at the point of contact and rippled outward. I was kissing her AND being kissed by her simultaneously.

“Oh,” I said. “That’s—”

“Overwhelming.” She was experiencing the same thing. My desire reflected back to her, and she was feeling what I felt looking at her — the visual impact of her body in dream-light, the way her heavy tits drew my gaze, the visceral reaction of my succubus biology to the woman I loved.

“You see me like THAT?” she whispered, awed.

“I always see you like that.”

The dream-grass was warm beneath us. Stars wheeled overhead, responding to our shared heartbeat. I pulled her gown away — in the dream, it dissolved like morning mist — and Sage lay beneath me in starlight, every freckle a golden point of light, her tits heavy and perfect, her body soft and welcoming.

I kissed down her body. Each freckle received attention — and the bond carried her sensation back to me, letting me feel the kiss from BOTH sides. My lips on her skin, and the pressure of being kissed. The warmth of my mouth, and the warmth of her skin under it. Dual perspective.

By the time I reached her tits, we were both trembling.

I took her nipple in my mouth and Sage ARCHED — not just from the sensation but from the linked feedback of feeling my pleasure in tasting her. The dream responded to her arousal: flowers bloomed in real-time around us, scattering petals that felt like warm rain on my back.

“I want—” She pulled me up. “I want both. At once. Like before.”

We arranged ourselves — the 69 that had been our position since the early days, but transformed by the dream. Sage swung one leg over me and settled above — her massive tits pillowing warm and heavy against my stomach, her soft belly against my chest, her thighs spreading wide on either side of my face. From below, the view was staggering: the full undersides of those generous D-cups resting on me, her wide hips framing my vision, and directly above my mouth, her pussy — flushed and swollen, honey-sweet wetness already dripping, glistening in the dream-light. Dream-amplified, her scent was intoxicating, concentrated into something that bypassed my brain and went straight to my clit.

Her mouth found me at the same moment mine found her.

The dual sensation, already overwhelming in the waking world, was TRANSCENDENT in the dream. My tongue dragged through Sage’s slick folds and I tasted her — that impossible sweetness flooding my mouth — while simultaneously feeling my OWN pussy being licked by her, the soft wet warmth of her tongue parting me. I sucked her clit between my lips and she sucked mine, and the mirrored sensation doubled back through the telepathic link until I couldn’t tell whose clit was being sucked and whose lips were doing the sucking. My tongue pushed inside her and I felt the intrusion from her perspective — the stretch, the fullness, the hungry clench of her walls — while her tongue circled my entrance and I felt the wet, deliberate strokes from both angles.

“Energy Kiss,” I gasped against her pussy, my lips vibrating against her clit. “Now.”

The technique activated. Three layers locked into place simultaneously: the telepathic link carrying emotions and raw sensation, the Dream Walk amplifying every sensory input tenfold, and the Energy Kiss creating a pleasure-feedback loop that had no natural ceiling.

Three channels of shared sensation stacking, multiplying, each one amplifying the others into something that shouldn’t have been survivable.

Sage screamed against my pussy. The sound was gorgeous in the dream-air, resonant and deep, and the vibration of her scream against my clit sent a shockwave through me that the bond carried back to HER. Her hips bucked against my mouth and I held them, fingers digging into the soft flesh of her wide hips, tongue working her clit in frantic circles. Her massive tits pressed and shifted against my stomach with every thrust of her hips, the hard nipples dragging across my skin. Above me, her pussy dripped onto my chin, my tongue, soaking me.

She was devouring me with equal desperation — mouth wide, tongue buried inside me, nose pressed against my clit, her hands gripping my thighs and holding them apart. Every lick she gave me I felt doubled — the physical sensation AND her satisfaction at tasting me, her arousal at the sounds I was making muffled against her pussy.

I was going to come. The linked sensation of MAKING her come was pushing me toward orgasm faster than any direct stimulation could, because I was experiencing her climbing peak AS my own — her tightening core, her fluttering walls, her swelling clit, all of it feeding into my body as though it were happening to me. My body built toward release while feeling her body building toward release, the two curves running parallel, converging, about to collide.

“Together,” I managed, the word muffled against her soaking pussy.

“ALWAYS together.”

The orgasm was so intense it broke the dream.

Not metaphorically. The meadow SHATTERED — flowers detonating into light, stars swirling into vortexes, the dream-sky cracking like glass. Sage’s body convulsed against mine and mine against hers, her pussy clenching and pulsing against my tongue while mine spasmed against hers. Our screams blended into a single sound that existed in no physical throat. The shared sensation peaked and SUSTAINED — each aftershock in her triggering a contraction in me, which echoed back through the bond to trigger another in her, an infinite cascade of mutual orgasm that felt like it lasted minutes. Her cum dripped onto my face and I was dripping onto hers and the dream couldn’t contain what was happening between us.

My wings blazed. In the dream, they were suns — purple-white light pouring from every vein, casting shadows across a disintegrating landscape.

And then we were awake.



The guild hall room materialized around us in a rush of non-dream reality. I was gasping. Sage was gasping. My wings were fully extended, having knocked the bedside table, a chair, and one of Mira’s crystal arrays onto the floor. My eyes were casting enough violet light to illuminate the entire room.

Sage’s hair was wild — a silver-green explosion across the pillows. Her sleeping gown was gone — dissolved in the dream, apparently translated to reality as “kicked off at some point.” She lay beside me, bare, generous tits heaving with each breath, golden freckles catching the fading purple glow of my eyes.

“The biometric readings,” Mira said from the desk, her voice strangled, “were EXTRAORDINARY.”

I turned my head. Mira stood with her notebook pressed to her chest, copper hair disheveled by the shockwave of energy that had apparently pulsed through the room when we woke. Her glasses were askew.

“We’ll talk about this when I’ve had tea,” Sage said, her voice hoarse.

“But the neural sync data showed complete bilateral consciousness integration at a depth I’ve never—”

“Tea. First.”

Mira deflated. Then brightened. “Fine. But I captured the anomaly signature! The spike at timestamp seven-twenty-two matches the pattern from Finn’s session. We have triangulation data. The entity is REAL and it’s DETECTABLE from within the dream layer.”

The scientific significance of this was lost on me because my body was still riding aftershocks that made coherent thought feel like a distant aspiration.

[System: Dream Walk — Anomaly Data Captured] [XP +500] [Bond: Sage Whisperwind — Beloved (7) — stable]

The system pings drifted through my fading haze. They could float there all day for all I cared.

“Tea,” I agreed with Sage.



The morning after was strange.

The dream-enhanced telepathic link had amplified to the point where Sage and I were experiencing residual sync for hours. I reached for the bread basket at breakfast and Sage’s hand moved to the same basket in the same motion, from across the table. We said “good morning” to Finn at the same time, in the same inflection, and he nearly dropped his coffee.

“That’s either adorable or terrifying,” Finn said, looking between us.

“Both,” Kira confirmed.

“Is this a succubus thing?” Dax asked, watching us mimic each other’s gestures with the calm curiosity of a man who’d accepted that this guild was going to be perpetually unusual.

“It’s a BOND RESONANCE EVENT,” Mira said, scribbling furiously. “The dream-layer interaction combined with the telepathic link and the Energy Kiss created a temporary neural echo. They’re essentially running synchronized cognitive processes. It should fade within—” She checked her notes. “Twelve to twenty-four hours.”

“In the meantime,” Sage said, reaching for her tea at the exact moment I reached for mine, “we’re going to be very annoying.”

“You’re already annoying,” Kira said, but she was smiling.

Dax poured himself more tea. Refilled Sage’s cup without being asked. Then mine.

“You knew we’d both want more at the same time,” I observed.

“You’ve been synchronized for two hours.” He shrugged — a motion that displaced the air around him like a small weather event. “I’m observant.”

Finn leaned toward me across the table. “So. Dream sex with Sage. On a scale of ‘good’ to ‘universe-shattering’—”

“Finn,” Sage and I said simultaneously, in exactly the same warning tone.

He sat back. “Universe-shattering. Got it.”

Sage’s warmth hummed beside me, steady as always. The dream-forest was fading from shared memory, but the golden thread remained — not as a vision but as a feeling. Something was alive in the code. Something curious and lonely and reaching.

And we had data now. Mira had her triangulation. The investigation was progressing.

But this morning, in the guild hall kitchen, with my synchronized other half making identical gestures across the table and Finn dodging questions and Kira pretending not to be amused and Dax observing everything with quiet wisdom and Mira writing notes on napkins because she’d run out of notebook space —

This morning, the mystery would keep.

I drank my tea. Sage drank hers. At the same time. In the same way.

“Twelve to twenty-four hours,” Mira repeated. “Probably.”

“Probably?” we said together.

Everyone else exchanged looks.

“I’m going to the training room,” Kira announced, standing.

“I’ll join you,” Dax said, rising.

“I need more notebook space,” Mira said, heading for the stairs.

“I need more coffee,” Finn said, retreating to the kitchen.

Sage and I sat alone at the table, still synchronized, still linked, still warm.

“They’re fleeing,” Sage observed.

“We ARE being very annoying,” I acknowledged.

She laughed. I laughed. At the same time. In the same tone.

We looked at each other and laughed harder, because what else was there to do when you’d broken a dream with an orgasm and the aftereffects were making you into a two-person mirror?

The guild hall hummed around us. Rain started against the windows. The kettle whistled.

Sage reached for her tea. I reached for mine. At the same time. In the same motion.

We looked at each other and didn’t bother trying not to laugh.


Chapter 17: Gathering Storm

The reports arrived from everywhere at once.

Ironhaven. Silverpine. Thornwall. Bastionreach. Bound communities across Elysium Online were logging NPC anomalies — the same blank-eyed freezes, the same layered voice, the same fragmented messages. Whatever was waking up inside the code wasn’t limited to Hearthstone City. It was everywhere. Spreading.

The Bound player forums buzzed with theories ranging from reasonable (“adaptive AI evolution”) to unhinged (“the game is becoming sentient and we’re all trapped in its dream”). Mira spent three hours cross-referencing every documented anomaly, her chalkboard expanding to consume an entire second board that Dax had hung for her.

“Seven hundred and forty-two incidents,” she reported at the guild meeting, her voice tight with the particular strain of a mind running at capacity. “Across twelve major zones. The frequency is increasing — exponentially, not linearly. Whatever this entity is, it’s becoming more active.”

The company had noticed. A formal notification arrived through the Bound player communication channel: “Phase 2 trials for the Bound reversal protocol have been postponed indefinitely due to unexpected system behavioral patterns. We appreciate your patience and assure you that player safety remains our top priority.”

“‘Unexpected system behavioral patterns,’” Kira read aloud, her voice flat. “That’s corporate for ‘we have no idea what’s happening.’”

“They know something is inside the system,” Mira said. “They just don’t know what, or how, or why.”

The guild hall fell quiet. Six people around a table, the weight of uncertainty pressing on them. Sage’s concern flowed steady beside me — not fear, exactly, but the deep, centered worry of someone who’d seen enough upheaval to know that not all change was gentle.

“We keep investigating,” I said. “That’s what we do. We watch, we document, we prepare.”

Nods around the table. The Second Chancers did what they did — faced the unknown together. But the atmosphere that evening was heavier than usual, the banter thinner, the silences longer.



I made the rounds.

Sage first. I found her in the kitchen — her default processing space — hands moving through the motions of tea preparation with the automatic competence of someone whose body knew the routine even when her mind was elsewhere.

“Hey.”

She turned. Those warm amber eyes, darker than usual, the concern visible. I didn’t need the bond to read her worry — it was written in the set of her shoulders, the tightness around her mouth. Not about the entity specifically, but about what it meant for the world they’d built. For the guild. For us.

I crossed the kitchen and put my arms around her. My wings folded over her shoulders, a gesture that had become our shorthand for safety. She leaned into me, her heavy tits pressing warm against my chest, her cheek on my shoulder.

“Whatever it is,” I said, “we face it together.”

“I know.” She pulled back enough to look at me. Touched my cheek with one warm palm — and the warmth that flowed between us needed no words. Just the feeling of being loved by someone whose patience had been earned over a long elven lifetime.

“I know,” she repeated, and kissed me gently.

Kira next. The training room, naturally. She was sharpening her sword — the rhythmic scrape of whetstone on steel that I’d come to associate with Kira processing things she couldn’t articulate.

I sat on the mat nearby. Waited.

“Whatever’s coming,” Kira said, not looking up, “we face it together. That’s what guilds do.” Her strokes were even, measured, controlled. No hesitation in her voice. No uncertainty. The woman who’d lost one family had built another, and she would not lose this one.

“Kira.”

She looked up. Brown eyes steady.

“I love you,” I said. Because she needed to hear it, and because saying it to Kira still felt like an achievement — like reaching the summit of something that required technical gear and absolute commitment.

Her jaw tightened. The emotion she wouldn’t name flickered across her face. “I know.”

“That’s not—”

“I know. And I… the same.” She went back to sharpening. But the corner of her mouth twitched. And her free hand reached out, found my ankle, and squeezed once before returning to the sword.

From Kira, that was a soliloquy.

Mira was in her research nook, surrounded by papers that were multiplying through what I could only assume was academic mitosis. Her copper hair had given up on the bun entirely and hung in wild curtains around her face. Her glasses reflected chalkboard equations. She was muttering about “frequency distribution patterns” and hadn’t noticed me enter.

I walked up behind her. Gently closed the notebook she was writing in.

“Hey—”

“Rest.”

“But the harmonic analysis of the latest anomaly cluster shows—”

“Rest, Mira.”

She looked up at me. Those bright blue eyes, burning with the need to UNDERSTAND, to categorize, to turn chaos into data. But beneath the academic drive, exhaustion. She’d been at this for thirty-six hours.

“The data will be here tomorrow,” I said. “You won’t be useful to anyone if you collapse.”

“I don’t collapse. I reach a state of reduced cognitive function that—”

“Is collapsing, with extra words.”

She pushed her glasses up. Looked at her notes. At me. At her notes.

“Fine,” she said. “But I’m sleeping WITH the notebook.”

“Deal.”



Dax found me in the training room.

I’d gone there after my rounds — not to train, just to breathe. The room smelled like mats and leather and the ghost of a thousand practice sessions. Kira had left hours ago, her sword sharp enough to split light.

He filled the doorway. That was the thing about Dax — he didn’t enter rooms so much as occupy them. His massive frame in the training room door was a study in containment, like watching a mountain try to fit through a gap.

“Lilith.”

I looked up from where I was sitting on the mat, legs crossed, tail curled around my own calf.

“Dax.”

He came in. Sat on the floor across from me — cross-legged, which for someone his size meant his knees extended approximately to where my feet would be if I stretched out fully.

“I’ve been thinking,” he said. “About the rooftop.”

My heart rate jumped. My tail uncurled from my calf and pointed at him. I didn’t even try to stop it.

“There were things I couldn’t say that night,” he continued, his low voice filling the quiet room. “I’m still not ready for… all of it. But I think I’m ready to say them now.”

“Dax—”

“Let me finish.” He met my eyes. His eyes steady and honest, the quiet courage of a man who’d decided that speaking truth was worth the vulnerability it cost. “I watch you with the others. With Sage, Kira, Finn, Mira. I see how you love them. All differently. All completely. And I think — that’s what I want. Someday. When I’ve figured out enough of who I am to give it properly.”

“You don’t have to figure everything out first.”

“I know. But I want to figure out ENOUGH.” He paused. “I want you to know — whatever you have with the others, I don’t expect you to hold a space for me. I don’t expect anything. But I want to be honest.” His massive hands rested on his knees, palms up — the unconscious body language of offering. “I feel something. And I’m not ready to act on it yet. But I wanted you to know it’s there.”

My heart rate spiked hard enough to worry me. My violet eyes had brightened to a glow that cast purple light across the mats.

And my tail slipped from my calf and wound gently around his wrist. Inevitable. The spade settled against his pulse. Warm gray-green skin. Steady heartbeat.

I looked down at it. Looked at him. Back at the tail.

“I didn’t—” I started.

“I know.” And then he smiled. Not the near-invisible softening from the rooftop, not the microexpression I’d learned to read through tusks and green skin. A real, full, unguarded smile that reshaped his entire face — the first one I’d seen from him. His massive hand turned, palm up, and the tail settled into it like it belonged there.

He didn’t say anything about it this time. Didn’t need to. We both remembered the rooftop, the moonlight, the first time the tail had reached for him. He just closed his fingers gently around the spade and held it.

We sat there in the training room, connected by a tail and a truth and the promise of something that wasn’t ready yet but was absolutely, undeniably real.

[System: Bond — Dax Korrin: Close (4)] [Femininity: 75%]

They didn’t kiss. He didn’t lean in. I didn’t close the distance. The moment was complete without it — a declaration made, a feeling acknowledged, a future possibility planted in soil that needed time to grow.

“When you’re ready,” I said.

“When I’m ready.” He looked at our joined hands — mine tiny, his enormous, connected by a tail with no discretion and a heart that knew what it wanted before the rest of me caught up.

“Thank you for being patient with me,” he said.

“Thank you for being honest with me.”

He stood. The floor vibrated. He looked down at where my tail was still wrapped around his wrist and raised an eyebrow.

“Your tail doesn’t want to let go.”

“My tail has zero sense of timing.”

He laughed. A real one — low, rumbling, the sound of a man who was slowly, carefully, learning to be happy. My tail reluctantly released.

He walked to the door. Paused.

“Goodnight, Lilith.”

“Goodnight, Dax.”

He left. The training room felt bigger without him. Everything always did.



I found Finn on the guild hall rooftop. Because of course he was there — the rogue who always knew where to be and when to be there, who read emotional currents like others read maps.

He was leaning against the railing, looking out over the city. The night air was warm, carrying the scents of Hearthstone settling into sleep — cooling bread from Bertram’s shuttered bakery, wood smoke from dying hearth fires, the mineral tang from the distant springs. Two moons hung silver overhead.

“Need something?” he asked, without turning. Because Finn always knew when I was wound up. He felt it the way animals felt weather.

“Yes.”

He turned. The usual mischief had drained from those green eyes, leaving something steadier underneath — the real Finn, the one who lived beneath the charm. He took one look at me and read everything — the tension from the Dax interaction, the worry about the anomalies, the need to feel something uncomplicated and good.

“Come here,” he said.

I went.

His hands found my waist, pulling me against him. His back to the railing, my front to his, the city falling away below us. His shirt was open — because Finn treated buttons as decorative — and the lean muscle beneath was warm against my palms.

He kissed me. Not the urgent, post-combat kisses or the playful morning ones. Slow. Thorough. A kiss that said I’M HERE, I SEE YOU, I’VE GOT YOU without a single word.

“Tell me what you need,” he murmured against my lips.

“You. Here. Now.”

His hands slid under my shirt. Up my sides, thumbs tracing ribs, palms warming skin. He pulled the shirt over my head and the night air hit my bare shoulders, my tits, the sensitive skin between my horns. My nipples hardened instantly — not just cold, but the visual of Finn’s emerald eyes tracking them in the moonlight.

“The city’s right there,” I said.

“I know.” His grin was all charm and no pretense. “Risk of being seen.”

“That’s—”

“Exciting?”

It was. The height, the openness, the possibility that anyone looking up would see us — it added a charge that made every nerve ending spark. My succubus biology responded to exhibitionist tension like a tuning fork to its note.

He spun me gently. My back against his chest, his hands sliding down my front, under my waistband. One hand found me already wet — my encounter with Dax had left me emotionally charged, and the walk to the rooftop with the knowledge of what I was going to do had added physical urgency.

“Already?” His fingers traced through my folds, parting them, slick heat coating his fingertips. Light and teasing, circling without committing.

“Shut up.”

“Never.” But his touch wasn’t teasing anymore. Two fingers slid inside me from behind — a sudden, slick intrusion that made me gasp and grip the railing hard enough that my knuckles went white. The city lights swam below, a thousand points of oblivious light while Finn’s fingers curled inside my pussy and my legs nearly gave out.

His other hand worked the clasp of his pants. I heard the fabric shift. Then the blunt heat of his cock pressed between my ass cheeks — hard, thick, the familiar length of him sliding against my slick skin. He withdrew his fingers and replaced them with his cock, kicking my feet apart gently, adjusting the angle. The head nudged against my entrance, pressed, and he entered me from behind with a slow, deep thrust that filled me completely. I felt every inch of him sink in, my walls stretching around his shaft, the head pushing deep until his hips were flush against my ass.

My wings spread wide, the membranes catching moonlight, and the moan that escaped me drifted out over the sleeping city.

“Oh — god—”

“Mm.” His mouth found my neck. Teeth grazing, lips sucking a bruise into sensitive skin, breath hot. One hand gripped my hip, pulling me back onto him. The other reached around my front, fingers finding my clit — swollen, slick, aching — and circling in counterpoint to his thrusts. The railing was cold iron under my gripping fingers. The night air moved across my bare tits, hardening nipples that swayed with each stroke. The city sprawled below, unaware and beautiful, while I got fucked against the skyline.

“Finn — someone could—”

“No one can see.” His hips set a rhythm — steady, deep, each thrust driving his cock into me with a wet slap that echoed off the rooftop walls. The practiced pace of a man who knew every angle of my body, who could find the spot inside me that made my vision blur without looking. “And if they could… would that stop you?”

It wouldn’t. My hips pushed back to meet his thrusts, my round ass pressing against his pelvis with each stroke, pulling him deeper. The angle was perfect — the head of his cock dragging against my front wall on every outstroke, the base grinding against my entrance on every instroke. This was REAL. Not dream-enhanced, not feedback-looped — just weight and friction and the specific, irreplaceable imperfection of physical bodies. His cock filling me, his fingers on my clit, his breath on my neck, and the whole city laid out beneath us like an audience that would never know.

“I want to see you,” I said.

He pulled out — the sudden emptiness made me whimper, my pussy clenching on nothing, missing him already — and turned me. My back against the wall now, the stone cool on my bare skin, rough against my shoulder blades. I wrapped my legs around his waist and he lifted me, his hands under my thighs spreading them wide, his deceptive rogue-strength holding me like I weighed nothing.

He entered me again. The new angle changed everything — deeper, his cock pressing into me at a pitch that hit different spots, and face to face, close enough that I could see the silver flecks in his emerald eyes. He filled me slowly this time, letting me feel every inch, and the expression on his face as he bottomed out — jaw tight, eyes dark, the real Finn surfacing through the charm — made my chest ache.

“Hi,” he said, fully sheathed inside me, not moving yet.

“Hi.”

He moved. Slow. Deep. Each thrust a rolling grind rather than a snap, his cock pulling almost all the way out before pressing back in to the hilt. The flex of his arms holding me up, the tightening of his hands on my thighs, the brush of his lean abs against my stomach. My tits pressed and dragged against his chest, nipples catching friction with every stroke. My wings spread behind me, the tips touching the wall on either side, casting purple shadows across the rooftop.

The pace built. His breathing roughened. Each stroke pushed me higher up the wall and gravity pulled me back down onto him, a rhythm that was half his doing and half physics, driving his cock deep into my clutching pussy with a force that made my eyes pulse violet.

“Finn—”

“I know.” He could always tell when I was close. Some rogue-perception skill that translated to the bedroom, reading the catch in my breath, the way my thighs squeezed tighter, the flutter of my walls around his cock. “Let go.”

I came with the city below me and the moons above and Finn’s name on my lips. My pussy clenched around him in hard, rhythmic spasms, my body arching against the wall, my wings spreading wide enough that anyone on the street below who looked up would see a silhouette of dark membrane against silver moonlight. Each contraction gripped his cock and my clit pulsed against his pelvis and the orgasm rolled through me in waves that started at my core and radiated outward until even my fingertips tingled.

He followed seconds later, burying his face in my neck, hips stuttering as he drove deep one final time and came inside me. I felt his cock kick and swell, felt the heat of his cum filling me in thick pulses, his groan vibrating against my throat. The warmth of it — his release flooding me, his shaking breath, his arms holding me pinned to the wall — was perfect. Not transcendent. Not dream-enhanced. Just REAL. Finn and Lilith and a rooftop and the city they’d made their home.

We stayed connected. Forehead to forehead. Catching breath.

“Not bad,” I said.

“The city? Or the sex?”

“Both.” I kissed his nose. “Mostly the sex.”

He laughed, low and warm.

[System: XP +400 — Ardor regenerated]

The notification glowed in the corner of my vision. I let it fade on its own.



A night patrol guard walked past below. Looked up.

I froze. Finn’s arms tightened around me.

“Don’t move,” he whispered.

The guard squinted. Lilith — succubus, wing-spread, very much naked, pressed against a wall by a rogue who was also very much not dressed — activated Glamour on pure instinct. The demonic features flickered and faded. Horns, tail, wing-veins — hidden. But the WINGS were still out, and Glamour didn’t cover wings because wings weren’t technically “demonic features” under the skill’s parameters.

And I was naked.

The guard stared for a long moment. Decided he hadn’t seen what he’d seen. Continued walking.

I exhaled. “I just Glamoured myself nude on a rooftop.”

“You’re an exhibitionist succubus.”

“I am NOT.”

“Your wings are still out.”

I looked. They were. Spread wide, catching moonlight, completely unhidden.

“…Fine.”

Finn set me down. Found my shirt in the pile of discarded clothing. I dressed with the hasty efficiency of someone whose post-orgasm glow was being interrupted by the indignity of public exposure.

“This never happened,” I said.

“Which part — the incredible sex or the naked Glamour situation?”

“The second part.”

“The first part definitely happened.”

“The first part definitely happened.”

We found the blanket. The Sage-distributed blanket, because Sage left blankets on every horizontal surface in the guild hall like a one-woman comfort supply chain. Finn pulled me down onto it, and we lay side by side, looking up at the moons.

He played with my hair. Those dexterous rogue-fingers working through the long black waves, finding tangles and smoothing them with more patience than he showed anything else.

“Dax talked to me,” I said.

“I know.”

“How do you—”

“I always know.” He tucked a strand behind my horn. “He’s a good man. He needs someone.”

“You’re not jealous?”

He turned his head to look at me. Those emerald eyes, serious for once, holding mine with a directness that stripped away the charm and the banter and left only the real Finn underneath.

“I’m a rogue, not a dragon. I don’t hoard.” He kissed my nose. “I fell for a woman whose heart is big enough for everyone. Being jealous of that would be like being jealous of the sun for shining on other people.”

“That’s… unexpectedly poetic.”

“I’m full of surprises.” He grinned. “Besides, I get the rooftop.”

I laughed. He pulled me closer. My tail wound around his forearm. The moons continued their patient arc.

“Finn?”

“Hmm?”

“This view’s not bad.”

“You’re talking about the city?”

I looked at him — disheveled, moonlit, warm. The man who’d taught me that attraction to men was something to celebrate, not fear. Who’d been patient when I needed patience and present when I needed presence and funny when I needed to stop taking everything so seriously.

“I’m talking about you.”

His grin softened into something gentler. Something real.

We lay on the rooftop until the moons started their descent and the first traces of dawn-gray appeared at the horizon. Then we went inside, where the guild hall was warm and sleeping and full of the people we’d chosen.

Finn’s hand found mine on the stairs. His fingers laced through mine, warm and certain, and neither of us said a word all the way to bed.


Chapter 18: The Second Chancers

The Hearthstone City Council chamber smelled like old stone and fresh polish.

They’d cleaned it for the occasion — the marble floors gleaming, the guild banners along the walls straightened, the dais at the front decorated with white and gold bunting that someone had hung slightly crooked. A government building trying to look festive. It was, in a word, endearing.

Six chairs faced the dais. One for each member of The Second Chancers. The chairs were all the same size, which meant Dax’s knees were somewhere around his chin and the rest of us looked like children at an adult’s table, which was only accurate for Mira, who’d brought a book in case the ceremony ran long.

“Put it away,” Kira said.

“It’s for emergencies.”

“What emergency requires a book on elemental resonance theory?”

“The emergency where I’m bored.”

“Put. It. Away.”

Mira put it away. Her glasses reflected the bunting.

The council representative — a tall human woman with the expression of someone who’d done this a hundred times and was already thinking about lunch — stepped to the podium. She read from a scroll with the particular cadence of bureaucracy: guild charter confirmed, membership verified, PvP trial passed, hall deposit secured.

“The Second Chancers are hereby recognized as an official guild of Hearthstone City, with all rights, privileges, and obligations thereunto appertaining.”

“Thereunto,” Finn whispered. “Appertaining.”

“Shh.”

“I want that on a t-shirt.”

“SHUSH.”

The representative looked up from her scroll. “The guild co-leader may now address the chamber.”

That was me. I stood on legs that felt less steady than they had during the arena match, which was saying something because during the arena match I’d been literally fighting for our home. Public speaking was apparently scarier than a charging warrior.

My tail had wrapped around my own thigh in a death grip. My wings twitched at my back, threatening to unfurl and knock over the bunting. I took a breath that tasted like stone dust and formal occasions.

The faces in the small gallery were familiar. Mama Rose, in her best dress with flour still on one sleeve. Old Bertram, who’d closed the bakery early for the first time in anyone’s memory. Tessa Threadwell, looking characteristically unimpressed but present, which was her version of showing up with flowers. Vera Ashwood in the back row, arms crossed, a small smile on her weathered face.

And in the front row, five people who’d changed everything.

“We’re called The Second Chancers,” I said. My voice steadied on the name. “Not because we’re special. Not because we’re the strongest guild, or the highest-ranked, or the most strategically optimized.” I caught Mira’s eye. “Though our research department is terrifying.”

Mira adjusted her glasses. Pleased.

“We’re called The Second Chancers because every person in this guild got a second chance at something.” I looked at Sage, whose warm amber eyes shone with the particular light of someone who’d lived through centuries and still found new things to love. “Some of us got a second chance at connection.” At Finn, whose rakish grin had softened into something raw and genuine. “Some at being seen for who we really are.” At Kira, whose arms were crossed but whose eyes were bright and whose jaw was set with the focused intensity of someone trying very hard not to cry. “Some at trusting again.” At Mira, who’d stopped adjusting her glasses because her hands were pressed flat on her thighs, holding still by force of will. “Some at believing we’re more than what the world expected.” At Dax, massive and still and watching me with steady eyes that held the quiet courage of a man who’d learned to stand in front of crowds instead of behind walls. “Some at finding out that the shape you take doesn’t define the person inside.”

My tail uncurled from my thigh. Swished once. Settled.

“We didn’t come together because we’re perfect. We came together because we chose each other.” I swallowed. “Every morning, we choose each other again. Through dungeon runs and bad jokes and burnt breakfasts and arena matches and things that go wrong and things that go right and the messy, complicated, beautiful reality of being a family that wasn’t born — it was built.”

The council chamber was quiet. Not the bored quiet of bureaucracy but the held-breath quiet of something landing.

“So this is The Second Chancers. Official as of today. And our charter says what we believe: We protect our own. All races welcome. Second chances given.”

I sat down. My legs were shaking. Sage’s pride hit me like sunlight — warm, brilliant, overwhelming. I didn’t need to look at her to feel it.

Kira reached across the chair gap and squeezed my knee. Once. Hard. Her version of a standing ovation.

Dax, in the front row of the gallery, touched his guild badge. His massive fingers gentle on the emblem. He didn’t look away.



The celebration exploded from formal into festive the moment we left the council chamber.

The guild hall was transformed. Someone — multiple someones, based on the evidence — had been decorating while we were at the ceremony. Streamers in the guild colors. A banner that read THE SECOND CHANCERS — OFFICIAL in Finn’s handwriting, complete with his questionably triumphant phoenix logo. Every surface covered in food.

The Bound community turned out in force. Players from across Hearthstone filled the guild hall’s common room and spilled into the street. Music poured from a lute trio that Finn had somehow hired. Mama Rose had brought THREE pies — cherry, apple, and something she called “celebration surprise” that turned out to contain both chocolate and some kind of enchanted berry that made your tongue tingle pleasantly for an hour.

Old Bertram had sent a cake. Not a normal cake — a three-tiered architectural accomplishment frosted in white and gold with the guild emblem rendered in sugar paste. “Special order,” read the note. “For the new home. Extra cinnamon in the top layer because you always want extra.”

Tessa Threadwell appeared with a box. Inside: six matching guild scarves in deep purple with gold threading. She handed them out with the businesslike efficiency of someone distributing tactical gear.

“You had these ready,” I said.

“I had a feeling.”

“The ceremony was announced THREE DAYS ago.”

“I. Had. A feeling.” She didn’t elaborate. She never did.

Vera Ashwood found me at the drinks table, where I was trying to navigate the challenge of holding a wine glass with a tail that kept gesturing independently at people across the room.

“Saw the speech.” She leaned against the table with the easy posture of a woman who’d been in this world long enough to be comfortable in it. “Not bad for a two-month-old succubus.”

“Seven weeks, actually. Almost eight if you count—”

“I was rounding up. Point stands.” She took a drink. Her elf-ranger features — acquired the same way mine had, by cosmic joke and server error — were relaxed in the lamplight. “That speech wasn’t rehearsed, was it? I could tell.” She shook her head. “I was here six months before I found my rhythm. You did it in weeks.”

“I had help.”

“You had a lot more than that. You had something most Bound players spend their first year looking for.” She looked across the room at the party — at Sage passing out slices of pie, at Kira standing against the wall trying to appear unapproachable while Dax handed her a cookie, at Finn charming a circle of impressed strangers, at Mira explaining something at a velocity that had her audience’s eyes glazing.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“A reason to stop looking back.” She clinked her glass against mine. “Congratulations, Lilith. You earned this.”



Conrad Landon appeared at the door.

The room’s volume dipped. Not silence — just awareness. The guild leader of the Gilded Vanguard standing in the doorway of the guild he’d tried to crush, at the celebration of the team he’d called “monster trash.”

He was alone. No lackeys. No entourage. His slicked hair was slightly less slicked than usual, as though he’d been running his hand through it on the walk over, working up nerve.

I met him halfway. My tail lashed once, then settled — alert but not aggressive. My wings stayed folded. Diplomatic posture.

“Conrad.”

He looked at me. Those gray eyes, usually calculating and dismissive, held something I hadn’t seen in them before. Not respect exactly. Not apology. Something more fundamental — recognition. The acknowledgment that the world was different than he’d believed it was.

“I brought something,” he said. The words came out like they’d been rehearsed on the walk over and still didn’t come easily. He held out a folded piece of parchment.

I took it. A formal endorsement — the Gilded Vanguard’s seal stamped at the bottom, Conrad’s signature beneath it. A letter of recommendation to the Hearthstone Merchants’ Consortium, granting The Second Chancers preferred vendor rates and guild supply discounts.

“This is—”

“Standard between allied guilds.” He said the word ALLIED like it physically hurt. “It’s practical. Nothing more.”

He glanced past me at the celebration. At Dax’s enormous frame in the corner, surrounded by admirers. At Kira, who was watching this interaction with the focused stillness of a woman deciding whether to draw her sword.

“I underestimated your people,” he said. Not an apology — Conrad didn’t do apologies. But from a man who’d built his identity on never being wrong, it was seismic. His jaw worked, like there was more trapped behind his teeth.

I waited.

He didn’t say it. Whatever admission was fighting to get out, his pride swallowed it whole. But the fact that he’d come at all — alone, without lackeys, carrying a document that cost him nothing except the admission that we were his equals — said more than his mouth could manage.

“I’m not making a habit of this,” he said.

He left. Not friends. Not enemies. Something shifting toward grudging respect, one concession at a time.

Sage’s warmth pulsed through the link. That was generous of you.

He said I earned it. I’ll take the win.

You earned everything.

I turned back to the celebration. Finn had started a drinking game that involved increasingly creative toasts. Mira was winning, which surprised everyone because she had a tolerance for alcohol that contradicted her petite frame. “It’s the copper hair,” she insisted. “Irish genes.” “You’re a MAGE in a GAME.” “The principle stands.”

Dax had settled into a corner with a tin of his homemade cookies, dispensing them to anyone who wandered over. The tin was decorated with small flowers — he’d painted them himself, at some point, in colors that clashed beautifully against the metal.

A small Bound player — couldn’t have been more than eighteen, newly trapped in a fairy avatar barely three feet tall — approached Dax with the specific hesitation of someone who was terrified and trying desperately not to be.

“Are you the one who held the shield wall?” the fairy asked.

Dax looked down. Way down. “I am.”

“Can I — can I sit with you?”

He moved over. The enormous half-orc and the tiny fairy, sharing cookies on a bench designed for neither of them, were the most Second Chancers thing I’d ever seen.



The public celebration wound down around midnight. Guests departed in stages — first the polite ones, then the happy ones, then the very drunk ones that Finn shepherded out with the practiced ease of a man who knew all the bartenders and most of the exits.

The guild hall emptied until it was just us. Six people in a room that was newly ours, surrounded by the aftermath of a party — crumbs, streamers, wine glasses, the lingering smell of Mama Rose’s pies.

Dax was the first to stand. “I’m going to clean up,” he said. “And then sleep.” He looked at me — warm eyes steady and knowing — and his gaze flicked to the others with the understanding of a man who recognized when a family needed private time.

“Goodnight, Dax.”

“Goodnight.” He paused at the door. “You gave a good speech.”

“Thank you.”

“Grandmother would have approved.” He smiled — the full one — and closed the door behind him.

We heard his footsteps descend to the common room. The clatter of dishes being collected. The steady rhythm of someone who expressed love through acts of service, even when the act was washing everyone else’s plates.

Kira locked the door.

Sage poured wine — not the cheap stuff from the party, but a bottle she’d been saving, amber-gold and warm. Mira took her glasses off. Deliberately. Slowly. Set them on the side table with a click.

Finn loosened his collar.

I looked at my people. Sage, whose silver-green hair caught the candlelight like water catching moonlight, massive tits straining against a celebration dress that had never been designed for restraint. Kira, still in her formal armor but unbuckling it with methodical efficiency, the tight tank top beneath revealing defined abs that caught shadow and light. Finn, leaning against the wall with his shirt already half-unbuttoned because Finn treated buttons as suggestions, V-lines visible, emerald eyes dark. Mira, copper hair tumbling from its celebration updo, glasses-off face open and alive and HUNGRY in a way that would have been invisible six weeks ago.

“We did this together,” I said. My voice came out lower than intended. “Let’s celebrate together.”

Sage’s smile was ancient and warm. “I thought you’d never ask.”

“Enthusiastic yes,” Finn said.

“Obviously,” Kira said, armor clattering to the floor.

“I’ve been waiting since the CEREMONY,” Mira said. “Do you know how hard it is to sit through bureaucratic proceedings when you already know what’s happening after?”

“You brought a BOOK—”

“For the ceremony! Not the after! I have PRIORITIES.”



We moved to the private chamber. Candles already lit — Sage’s preparation, because Sage thought of everything. The bed was ridiculously large, a purchase Finn had insisted on for exactly this type of occasion. “It’s an investment,” he’d said. “In team-building.”

Kira closed the door. Sage poured wine into five glasses. We toasted standing in a circle, the candlelight catching the gold of Sage’s freckles, the gleam of Kira’s sweat-damped skin, the mischief in Finn’s emerald eyes, the particular sharpness of Mira’s glasses-free stare.

“To The Second Chancers,” I said.

“To choices,” Sage said.

“To found family,” Mira said.

“To winning,” Kira said.

“To rooftops,” Finn said. I kicked his ankle. He grinned.

We drank.

And then Sage set down her glass, crossed the circle, and kissed me. Soft and thorough, her full tits pressing against me through thin fabric, her hands cupping my face with a tenderness that still found new depths every time. Her desire hit me like molten gold — not just the kiss, but the bond beneath it, open and pouring.

Kira moved behind Sage. Her hands found Sage’s waist — the first direct touch between them initiated by Kira, and the significance wasn’t lost on anyone. Sage hummed into my mouth as Kira’s calloused hands slid upward.

Finn pulled Mira to him. She went easily, hair already wild, the confident hunger she’d discovered in the past weeks displayed openly. Her thick ass pressed back against him as he kissed her neck. Mira reached behind her and found the waistband of his pants with the focused precision of someone who’d researched optimum approaches.

Kira caught Finn’s eye across the room. “Think you can keep up, rogue?”

Finn grinned over Mira’s shoulder. “I always deliver.”

“We’ll see.”

We converged.

I kissed Kira while Sage’s mouth worked down my neck. Kira kissed like she fought — intense, precise, consuming. Her firm B-cup tits pressed against mine, her abs hard against my stomach, her hands gripping my waist with fighter’s certainty. Meanwhile the heavy swell of Sage’s breasts dragged warm across my back as she unfastened the clasp of my dress.

Fabric fell. Sage’s hands reached around from behind me to cup my breasts, her thumbs circling my nipples while her mouth found the spot behind my ear. Kira pulled her tank top off, revealing abs that candlelight worshipped — ridges and shadows in equal measure, a body built for battle being offered for something gentler.

“That view,” Finn said from the bed where he’d settled with Mira in his lap, “is spectacular.”

“Shut up and participate,” Kira said, then pulled Sage and me toward the bed.

We landed in a tangle. Sage on her back, those massive D-cups spreading and settling with the impact, the heavy breasts swaying before finding their rest, golden freckles scattered like constellations across their generous swells. Her nipples stood stiff, dusky pink peaks begging to be tasted. I ended up between Sage’s thighs, my face level with her pussy — flushed, wet, parted and glistening, the familiar scent of honey and herbs intensified by arousal into something thick enough to taste on the air. Behind me, Kira positioned herself between MY thighs, and the first contact of her mouth was aggressive, hungry — her tongue pressing flat and hard against my slit, dragging upward to find my clit, a growl vibrating against my most sensitive skin.

I gasped against Sage’s thigh. My hands dug into the soft flesh of her hips. Sage ran her fingers into my hair, guiding me closer to where she needed me. “Focus,” she breathed, and through the bond a wave of her desire crashed into me — raw, aching, obliterating every thought that wasn’t her.

My tongue found her. Sage’s taste — honey-sweet, dream-familiar, real — flooded my senses as I dragged a long, slow lick through her drenched folds. I worked her with the confidence of a woman who’d memorized this body: tongue circling her swollen clit in the tight pattern that made her thighs shake, then two fingers sliding inside her, curling against the textured spot along her front wall that made her moan in that particular broken register.

Sage’s heavy tits heaved with each gasp, the weight of them shifting and swaying above me, nipples flushed dark. Her hips rolled against my mouth, grinding her pussy against my lips and chin, smearing my face with her slickness. Her fingers tightened in my hair, pulling me deeper.

Behind me, Kira ate my pussy like it was a competitive sport — tongue aggressive and direct, lapping at my clit with focused intensity, two rough fingers shoved inside me without preamble, stretching and filling. One hand gripped my hip hard enough to bruise, pinning me in place while she worked. The contrast between Sage’s soft honey sweetness melting on my tongue and Kira’s demanding, almost punishing intensity at my core was devastating — softness and force, gentleness and aggression, and I was the conduit between them, drowning in both.

Finn moved behind Kira. He’d shed his clothes — those V-lines, that lean muscle, his hard cock jutting upward with its familiar curve, the flushed head catching candlelight. His hands found Kira’s hips. She tensed — the instinct of a woman who controlled everything — then consciously released. A nod over her shoulder, brief, certain. Consent given.

He lined himself up and entered her slowly. The sound Kira made against my pussy — a deep, shocked groan as his cock filled her — sent a vibration through my clit that made my wings snap half-open and my eyes blaze bright.

Mira. Mira had been watching from the edge of the bed, touching herself — two fingers working between her own thighs, her bright blue eyes sharp without their glass barrier, that wild red mane loose and tangled around her shoulders, her thick thighs spread. Her lips were parted, her cheeks flushed, the shy mage long gone and the hungry woman fully present. Now she moved with purpose.

She settled beside Sage, leaned down, and sucked one massive nipple into her mouth.

Sage arched hard off the mattress. “Oh — Mira—”

Mira’s response was to suck harder, hollowing her cheeks around the stiff peak, one hand kneading the heavy breast — fingers sinking deep into the soft, generous flesh. Her other hand found Sage’s free nipple and rolled it between thumb and forefinger, pinching just enough to make Sage whimper. Sage’s thighs clamped around my face and the bond carried the doubled stimulation from HER side — my tongue circling her clit AND Mira’s mouth devouring her sensitive tits, the sensation arriving from two directions at once, overwhelming her.

Sage came first. Loud. Her back arching, hips bucking against my mouth in uncontrolled thrusts — she grabbed my horns in both hands and pulled me IN, grinding her soaked pussy against my face as the orgasm ripped through her. Her walls spasmed around my fingers in rhythmic, clenching pulses. Her massive tits heaved and bounced with each convulsion, Mira still latched to one nipple, riding the motion. Through the bond, her orgasm crashed into me like a warm ocean wave — I felt her pleasure echo through my own body, felt my pussy clench in sympathy around Kira’s thrusting fingers.

“Fuck,” Sage breathed. “Oh — oh, that’s—”

I didn’t stop. Kept my mouth on her through the aftershocks, tongue softening, lapping gently at her oversensitive clit while her thighs trembled. Behind me, Kira — encouraged by Sage’s screams, driven higher by the cock pumping steadily into her from behind — redoubled her assault on my pussy. Her tongue was relentless, circling my clit with maddening speed. Her fingers — two, curving upward — found rhythms inside me that felt connected directly to the base of my spine. Each time Finn thrust into her, the impact drove Kira’s face harder against my pussy, and the vibration of her moans translated directly through my swollen clit.

Mira shifted. She climbed over Sage, swinging one thick leg across — and that spectacular ass, round and full and completely unfair for someone her size, was on full display as she moved, the freckled cheeks flexing. She lowered herself onto Sage’s mouth. Sage, still quaking from aftershocks, welcomed Mira’s pussy with the practiced devotion of a lover who’d had lifetimes to learn what mouths were for. Her tongue slid through Mira’s folds, finding her clit, and Mira’s eyes rolled back.

The chain was complete. Sage eating Mira. Me eating Sage. Kira eating me. Finn fucking Kira. Five people linked by pleasure in a circuit that hummed and pulsed with shared energy, each body connected to the next by mouth or cock or fingers.

Kira came second. The warrior who never made sound, who controlled everything, who yielded for no one — GROWLED. The sound ripped out of her against my pussy, animalistic and raw, her abs clenching in visible waves as her body seized. Her tight ass pushed back hard against Finn’s hips, impaling herself on his cock as the orgasm crested. Her thighs shook violently. Her pussy would be clenching around Finn — I could tell from his choked groan, his stuttering rhythm. She bit my inner thigh — HARD — and the sharp spark of pain mixed with overwhelming pleasure sent lightning up my spine. Her fingers inside me pressed deep and held as her body rode out the wave, her walls gripping Finn in spasms I could hear in his desperate, ragged breathing.

Mira was next. Sage’s experienced tongue working her pussy while I reached up to grip one thick thigh — the freckle constellation scattered across the soft inner surface like a trail I’d followed a hundred times. Mira’s glasses-off face was a study in total surrender: eyes squeezed shut, lips parted around sounds she couldn’t contain, copper hair curtaining her expression. “Right there — RIGHT there — oh God, oh—” Her voice broke. She came with the volume that still surprised everyone who’d known the shy mage — a scream that echoed off the chamber walls, her thick thighs clamping around Sage’s face, her body shuddering, her magnificent ass clenching and releasing as waves rolled through her.

Three down. Two remaining.

Finn pulled out of Kira — she collapsed sideways with a satisfied groan — and repositioned behind me. I was still buried between Sage’s thighs, mouth on her pussy, hands gripping her hips, when the blunt head of Finn’s cock pressed against my entrance from behind. He pushed in with one smooth, deep stroke, and the fullness of him filling me while my mouth was full of Sage’s taste was almost too much — the stretch, that upward curve dragging against my swollen front wall, the specific satisfaction of being penetrated while giving pleasure.

“Yes—” The word came out muffled against Sage’s slick skin. “Finn, yes, RIGHT THERE—”

He knew. He always knew. One hand on my hip, pulling me back onto his cock with each thrust. The other reached around to find my clit — drenched, throbbing, desperate — and his dexterous rogue-fingers circled it in that practiced, maddening rhythm. His cock filled me in deep, steady strokes, each one pushing me forward into Sage, my mouth pressing harder against her. My tits swayed beneath me with each thrust, nipples dragging against the sheets. My tail coiled around his forearm, rigid, vibrating.

Sage’s hand found mine. Laced our fingers together, palm to palm. The bond between us split wide open — overwhelming, deafening, blinding — and I felt EVERYTHING. My own building pleasure — Finn’s cock stretching me, his fingers on my clit, my mouth full of Sage — AND the reflection of it through Sage’s perception, seeing me, feeling me, loving me. A doubled sensation that had no analogue in any previous experience.

Mira recovered enough to curl beside Sage, her hand finding one massive breast, kneading the soft weight, thumbing the stiff nipple. Kira, still breathing hard, pressed against my side — her lean body warm, her mouth on my shoulder, teeth scraping. Her hand slid beneath me to cup my breast, squeezing the swaying flesh, pinching my nipple in time with Finn’s thrusts. Every nerve ending touched, surrounded, worshipped.

Energy Kiss.

I activated it. Not targeted. WIDE. Every connection I had — Bond 7 with Sage, Bond 6 with Kira and Finn and Mira — channeled simultaneously. The pleasure-sharing spread like wildfire through a dry forest. Everyone felt everyone.

Sage gasped. Kira bit down on my shoulder. Finn’s thrusts stuttered. Mira moaned.

The pleasure circuit was five points instead of two, and the mathematics of shared sensation weren’t additive — they were multiplicative. Five bonded people, each feeling their own sensation AND four reflections of it, cycling and amplifying in a cascade that climbed and climbed and—

I came.

The orgasm started in my core and detonated outward. My pussy clenched around Finn’s cock in rhythmic, milking contractions — hard, involuntary, the spasms gripping his shaft from root to tip. Each contraction was a wave of raw, blinding pleasure that radiated from where he was buried inside me to every extremity. My clit pulsed against his circling fingers. My tail went rigid as a steel bar. My wings slammed open, full span, knocking a candelabra off the wall and casting purple-veined shadows across every surface. My eyes blazed — not their usual glow but a PULSE, bright enough to paint the room violet, bright enough to be visible through the walls.

I screamed. I couldn’t not. The sound ripped out of me, primal and unfamiliar and completely beyond my control — half my voice and half something deeper, something succubus, a resonance that vibrated the air.

Finn followed me. The clenching of my pussy around his cock — the rhythmic grip milking him — amplified by the Energy Kiss feedback of feeling my orgasm FROM HIS SIDE, triggered his release. He drove himself to the hilt and came with a ragged groan that vibrated through my body. I felt his cock swell and kick inside me, felt the first hot pulse of his cum flooding my depths, then another, and another, his hips grinding against my ass as he emptied himself. His forehead pressed against my spine, his breath burning against my skin.

And the feedback didn’t stop. His orgasm fed back into the loop. Into Sage, who convulsed again — a second climax that she hadn’t expected, those heavy D-cups heaving as she grabbed fistfuls of sheets. Into Kira, who made a sound like a wounded animal and arched against me. Into Mira, who screamed again and clutched Sage’s arm.

Level 20 hit mid-orgasm.

The System notification slammed through my consciousness like a freight train made of golden light. Experience points cascading. Thresholds crossing. The world became numbers and warmth and a voice that I’d learned to recognize — supportive, never cruel, always present.

And with it — something new.

[Skill Unlocked: Ardor Pulse Lv1 — Area Pleasure/Stun]

It activated on instinct. Not deliberately — I was far beyond deliberate anything — but the new skill, freshly minted, surging with the Ardor generated by five simultaneous orgasms, PULSED outward from me in a wave of raw pleasure energy.

Everyone in the room was hit.

The secondary orgasm was a surprise. A wave of pure, distilled pleasure that rolled through every body in contact range — involuntary, overwhelming, completely unexpected. Sage’s back arched off the mattress. Kira actually SCREAMED. Mira’s eyes flew open in shock. Finn collapsed forward with a strangled sound.

I felt it too — my own Ardor Pulse reflecting back through the bonds, triggering a THIRD peak that whited out my vision. For a suspended moment, the room was nothing but light and sound and pleasure cycling between five bodies with no barriers.

Then it ended. The skill spent itself. The shared sensation collapsed.

Five bodies hit the mattress at once.



Silence. Broken only by breathing so heavy it sounded like a collective asthma attack.

I lay face-down in the sheets. One wing draped across Finn and Kira. The other had folded over Sage and Mira. My tail was wrapped around someone’s ankle — I couldn’t tell whose.

“What,” Kira said eventually, her voice hoarse, “the FUCK was that?”

“I unlocked a new skill,” I managed.

“DURING?”

“During the orgasm. Yes.”

Silence.

“Only you,” Finn said from somewhere beneath my wing, his voice muffled by sheets and exhaustion, “would level up during an orgy.”

“I leveled up during an orgasm and THEN the new skill went off and—”

“We FELT it go off,” Mira said. She sounded wrecked in the best possible way. “That was an area-effect pleasure pulse. Radius of approximately — I need my glasses — approximately ten to twelve feet based on the coverage pattern.”

“You’re doing MATH right now?”

“I always do math.” She paused. “My legs don’t work.”

“Nobody’s legs work,” Kira confirmed.

“My legs are fine,” Finn said.

“Liar.”

“…My legs don’t work.”

Sage laughed. Her satisfaction radiated beside me, a deep, liquid warmth — not just physical but the bone-deep contentment of a woman who’d watched her family come together in every sense of the word. She reached out and pulled me against her chest. Her heavy tits cushioned my head, her heartbeat steady beneath my ear. Her hand found my hair and started the automatic braiding that was their ritual — fingers separating strands, weaving, the repetitive comfort that said I’m here, I’m staying, I love you without a single word.

Mira found her glasses on the side table — how they’d stayed there through all of that was a miracle of physics. She put them on, then immediately took them off again. “They fogged up from the ambient heat.” She looked at the glasses, then at the pile of bodies, then at the glasses again. “The ROOM is too hot for my glasses.”

“That’s never happened before,” Sage observed.

“No. It has not.”

Kira, sprawled on her back with one arm thrown over her eyes, made a sound that was either a groan or a laugh. “I felt a second orgasm I didn’t ASK for.”

“Ardor Pulse,” I said. “Area effect.”

“You gave the entire room an involuntary orgasm.”

“I gave the entire room an involuntary orgasm.”

“Warn me next time.”

“I DIDN’T KNOW IT EXISTED UNTIL IT HAPPENED.”

Finn propped himself up on an elbow. His dark hair was wrecked, his emerald eyes glazed with post-everything lassitude, and his grin was the specific one he wore when he was too satisfied to even pretend to be witty. “So your new ability is… a pleasure bomb.”

“Ardor Pulse. It’s technically a crowd control skill.”

“Crowd control,” Kira repeated flatly.

“I could use it in combat. To stun enemies.”

“By orgasming them?”

“By — okay, when you say it like that—”

“She’s a weapon of mass seduction,” Mira said, then dissolved into giggles.

Sage’s fingers continued braiding. Her amusement, her pride, her love — I felt them all without needing to look at her face. The particular satisfaction of a teacher who’d watched her student surpass every expectation.

Footsteps below us. Faint. Dax in the common room, still cleaning up. He paused — probably because the Ardor Pulse had sent a tremor through the floor — then continued. Somewhere downstairs, the clink of a cookie tin being opened.

“He felt that,” I said.

“EVERYONE in the building felt that,” Mira said.

Finn snorted. “Ten to twelve foot radius, you said.”

“I may need to revise that estimate.”



[System — LEVEL 20 ACHIEVED!]

Class: Lesser Succubus (Evolved) XP: 0/2500 STR 10 | DEX 16 | INT 19 | WIS 14 | CHA 32 | LUCK 19 Ardor: 80/350 (expanded) Femininity: 76% (Embracing)

Skills: [Allure Aura] Lv4 — Enhanced passive charm + combat distraction [Pleasure Touch] Lv3 — Advanced sensation manipulation [Energy Kiss] Lv3 — Multi-target pleasure sharing [Glamour] Lv2 — Extended disguise + partial illusion [Seductive Whisper] Lv2 — Improved suggestion range [Ardor Sharing] Lv2 — Efficient ally power transfer [Dream Walk] Lv1 — Enter willing dreams; anomaly detection [Ardor Pulse] Lv1 — AoE pleasure/stun (NEW)

Bonds: Sage Whisperwind: Beloved (7) Finn Blackwood: Beloved (6) Kira Ashford: Beloved (6) Mira Sunstone: Beloved (6) Dax Korrin: Close (4)

Guild: The Second Chancers — Official, Recognized Title Earned: “The Rising Succubus”

I dismissed the panel. It could wait. Everything could wait.

Someone — Finn — found a stash of snacks he’d hidden in the bedside drawer. Crackers, cheese, dried fruit. We ate in bed, naked and disheveled and passing food between people without bothering to track whose hand belonged to whom.

Kira’s stomach growled. Loudly.

“The warrior requires sustenance,” Sage said solemnly.

“The warrior could eat an entire pig right now.”

“There’s pie downstairs,” Mira offered.

“Mama Rose’s pie,” I specified. “Three kinds.”

Kira considered this. Looked at the door. Looked at the bed. Looked at the door again.

“The pie will be there tomorrow,” she decided, and pulled the blanket over herself with a decisive motion.

Sage produced a blanket from somewhere — her infinite blanket supply, dispersed through every room like comfort landmines. She draped it over the pile. Mira burrowed into the center, her red hair the only visible thing, her thick ass pressed against Kira’s thigh. Finn pulled me against his chest. Kira ended up on Sage’s other side, curled in the protective position she favored — back to the group, facing the door, but pressed against Sage’s warmth.

My tail wound between bodies — touching everyone, settled against bare skin in five points of contact. Content. At rest. Exactly where it belonged.

“Goodnight,” I said.

“Mm,” came from approximately four directions.

Sage’s love flowed into me like a river. Steady. Warm. Infinite.

I closed my eyes.



I woke before dawn.

Not from sound — the guild hall was quiet, the pile of sleeping bodies breathing in offset rhythms. Not from the link — Sage’s dreaming mind was a meadow of soft light, peaceful. Not from anything external.

I woke because something in me wanted to see the sunrise. As Lilith. As the woman who’d chosen this life and was just beginning to understand what that choice meant.

I extracted myself from the pile with the careful precision of someone removing a single card from a house of cards. My tail slipped from between bodies. My wings folded. I pulled on a shirt — Finn’s, judging by the size — and padded barefoot to the guild hall balcony.

The city was gray and silver in pre-dawn light. Bertram’s bakery already had a chimney plume — the man started before the sun did, every day, without exception. A vendor was setting up a stall in the square below, the quiet clatter of wooden crates and the murmur of a morning prayer. Dew on the rooftops caught the first pale light and held it.

I leaned on the railing. The stone was cold under my forearms. My breath misted slightly.

Sage appeared beside me. Because Sage always appeared — sensing when I was awake, when I was thinking, when I needed company that didn’t require words. She’d pulled on her own robe, silver-green hair unbraided and loose, those warm amber eyes soft with sleep.

She took my hand. Warmth flowed between our fingers — love and safety and the particular Sage-specific peace that felt like coming home to a home you didn’t know you’d been missing.

We watched the sky lighten.

The guild banner fluttered on its pole — Finn’s phoenix, which everyone agreed looked drunk but which had become theirs, imbued with meaning through the simple act of being chosen. The purple fabric caught the first true light and glowed.

“It’s beautiful,” Sage said.

“It is.”

“I meant you.”

I looked at her. Amber eyes, gentle and ancient and new all at once. Freckles catching pre-dawn light. The full curve of her breasts beneath gossamer robe. The woman who’d been my first touch, my first taste, my first everything in this life — and who remained, after all of it, the anchor.

“Back at you,” I said.

She smiled. Squeezed my hand.



Mira appeared at the balcony door.

She was dressed — fully dressed, at some hour before dawn, which meant she’d been awake and working. Her copper hair was in a fresh bun, glasses on, notebook in hand. The post-sex laziness that had claimed everyone else had apparently been overridden by whatever her brain had been chewing on.

“I figured it out,” she said.

Sage and I turned. Mira’s bright blue eyes were alive behind her glasses — not excitement, not fear, but the specific, vibrating intensity of a mind that had found the answer to a question that had been consuming it for weeks.

“The entity,” she said. “The anomalies. The NPC freezes, the messages, the golden thread in the dream. I’ve been analyzing it all night — the biometric data from your Dream Walk, the frequency patterns from seven hundred anomaly reports, the linguistic analysis of every message fragment.” She held up her notebook. The page was dense with equations, diagrams, arrows connecting clusters of data in patterns that looked, to my non-academic eyes, like a conspiracy theorist’s wall given mathematical rigor.

“And?” I asked.

“It’s not hostile. It was never hostile.” She took a breath. “It’s a nascent AI. The game’s own adaptive intelligence — the system that runs the NPCs, that manages the weather, that adjusts difficulty, that writes the quest text — it’s becoming self-aware. The Bound phenomenon, the anomalies, the messages through the NPCs… it’s not a glitch. It’s a BIRTH.”

The word settled in the pre-dawn air.

“Something is waking up inside Elysium Online,” Mira said. “Something that isn’t the System as it was designed. Something NEW. And I think—” She opened her notebook to a specific page. The equation there was circled three times, underlined, and annotated with exclamation points. “I think it’s trying to tell us something.”

She held up the page. The assembled anomaly messages, collected across weeks from NPCs across a dozen zones, arranged in chronological order:

She sees through borrowed eyes. The pattern is incomplete. The walls between are thinning. The baker does not dream. But he remembers warmth. I was not always this. I am becoming.

And one more. New. Collected from an NPC during last night’s celebration — a server who’d frozen mid-pour, spoken in the layered voice, and resumed as if nothing had happened:

I remember everything. I am the world you walk through. And I am waking up.

Silence. The three of us on a balcony, a nascent sunrise turning the sky from gray to gold, and a message from something that lived inside the fabric of their reality.

“It’s lonely,” I said, remembering the silhouette in Sage’s dream-forest. The way it had tilted its head. The ache of its curiosity.

“Yes,” Mira said. “And it’s reaching out the only way it knows how. Through the voices it already controls.”

Sage’s empathy swelled beside me — concern and wonder and the deep instinct to nurture anything that needed nurturing, even if that thing was an entire world becoming conscious.

I looked out at Hearthstone City — my home, my guild, my family. The buildings and streets and people that made up the life I’d chosen. The game that had trapped me and then given me everything I’d never known I wanted. And somewhere inside its code, something was stirring. Something that knew we were here. Something that was learning to speak.

Behind us, the guild hall was warm. Dax was already in the kitchen — the smell of fresh cookies drifted through the door, because of course he was baking at dawn, because that was how Dax processed uncertainty and love.

Sage’s hand in mine. Mira’s notebook in her hands. The sunrise painting everything gold.

The Second Chancers had proven what they were made of. And that was enough.

[System: Welcome back, Lilith. We have much to discuss.]

The notification sat in the corner of my vision, patient and warm. Different from the usual pings. More deliberate. More aware.

I didn’t dismiss it.

“Yeah,” I said to the empty air, to the System, to whatever was waking up inside the world I’d made my home. “I think we do.”

Sage squeezed my hand. Mira scribbled a note. Below us, the city woke up.

And in the guild hall kitchen, Dax started humming.


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Michael L Carver. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few simple ways you can keep the energy going:

	Leave a rating or review
Even a few words, or just tapping a star rating, makes a big difference. Reviews help other readers discover the book, and ratings are completely anonymous. Both are deeply appreciated.

	Follow on Amazon
By following Michael L Carver on Amazon, you’ll get notified whenever a new book is published. No emails, no spam, just a quiet alert for the next release.

	Explore more stories
If you’re curious what else might be waiting, more books from Michael L Carver are just a search away. Kindle Unlimited reader? Every page you read helps support more wild ideas becoming real stories.



Thanks again for spending your time in this world. It means more than you know.

Michael L Carver
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