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Chapter 1: We Have Much to Discuss

The smell of oatmeal raisin cookies at four in the morning meant Dax was worried.

I lay in bed and let the scent pull me awake — warm sugar, butter, the faint cinnamon note that meant he’d raided Sage’s spice shelf again. My tail uncurled from around the bedpost and stretched lazily, the spade twitching toward the door like a compass needle finding north. Toward the kitchen. Toward people.

Two weeks since the guild celebration. Two weeks since Level 20, the Ardor Pulse, and the five-person pile of sweaty bodies that still made me blush when I thought about it too hard. Two weeks since the system itself had pinged me with words that weren’t in any tutorial manual.

Welcome back, Lilith. We have much to discuss.

Every night since then, the message had repeated in my dreams. Patient, in a way that felt intentional. Like someone standing at a door they’d already knocked on, content to wait but hoping you’d answer.

Tonight, I would.

I swung my legs off the bed and immediately misjudged the wing clearance. My right wing clipped the nightstand, sending Sage’s lavender sachet tumbling to the floor.

“Every morning,” I muttered, folding the wings tight against my back. They were permanent now — had been since the Lesser Succubus evolution — but the full iridescent wingspan I’d gained at Level 20 had added another six inches on each side, and my spatial awareness hadn’t caught up. My horns I’d learned to account for months ago. The tail had become an extension of my nervous system. But the wings? The wings were chaotic neutral appendages that answered to no one.

I padded downstairs in an oversized sleep shirt that had once been Finn’s and now bore the permanent wrinkle pattern of being slept in by someone with a tail and wings. The guild hall was quiet at this hour — the kind of quiet that had a texture, wooden beams settling, the distant hum of whatever magic kept the lights on a low burn through the night. Somewhere in the walls, the heating enchantments ticked. It smelled like home — herbs and old wood and the perpetual ghost of Sage’s tea.

The kitchen glowed warm. Dax stood at the counter — all six-foot-four of him, gray-green skin catching the candlelight, those boulder-wide shoulders hunched over a mixing bowl decorated with little hand-painted flowers. He’d painted those flowers himself, in colors that clashed beautifully. His cookie tin was already full. The second batch was on a cooling rack. The third was in the oven.

Three batches meant high anxiety. I’d learned to read Dax’s emotional state through his baking output the way I’d learned to read Kira’s through the intensity of her morning exercises. One batch meant he was content. Two meant something was on his mind. Three meant the world was pressing in and his response was butter and sugar and the steady rhythm of his hands in dough.

“Can’t sleep either?” I asked, hopping onto a stool. My tail found the counter’s edge and curled around it for balance.

Dax glanced up. Amber eyes soft in the low light. “The anomalies are getting worse. Three NPCs glitched at Bertram’s during the breakfast rush yesterday.” He folded dough with hands that could palm my entire head. “One of them was Bertram himself.”

I nodded. I’d been there. Bertram had frozen mid-cinnamon-roll handoff, his grandfatherly smile going slack, and spoken in a voice that wasn’t his — layered, resonant, like multiple people talking in near-unison. She hears you. She is listening. Then his eyes had refocused, he’d handed me the roll, and said “Extra cinnamon today, dear?” with absolutely no memory of the ten seconds that had just happened.

I’d eaten the cinnamon roll. It had tasted strange for exactly one bite. Then it didn’t.

“I’m going to answer it,” I said. “Tonight. The entity. Whatever it is.”

Dax’s hands stilled in the dough. “Dream Walk?”

“Target the system itself instead of a partner’s dream. Sage will set wards. Mira’s got monitoring equipment. Kira will—”

“Guard the door with her sword.”

“You know her well.”

“She’s predictable. That’s a compliment, coming from a firefighter.” He went back to folding. “What about me?”

“Guard the window?”

“I can do windows.” A pause. “Lilith.”

“Yeah?”

“Be careful.”

My tail unwound from the counter and — against my explicit instructions — reached toward him, the spade hovering near his forearm before I grabbed it and pulled it back to my lap. “I will.”

He looked at the tail. Looked at me. The faintest quirk at the corner of his mouth, tusks shifting. He didn’t say anything. He didn’t need to.



By the time the sun came up, the guild hall smelled like a bakery had exploded inside a flower shop. Sage’s herb bundles hung from every beam, and Dax’s cookie output had reached what Mira would later describe as “concerning volumes.”

Sage appeared first — silver-green hair loose, amber eyes already warm, a cup of tea materializing in her hands through some elven sorcery I’d never figured out. She was wearing one of those thin robes that made her massive tits impossible to ignore, the fabric clinging to every curve as she moved. Her golden freckles caught the early light across the tops of her breasts where the robe dipped low.

“You’ve decided,” she said. Not a question. Through the telepathic link — Bond 7, the short-range connection that had opened between us weeks ago — she could feel my resolve like a low hum in her own chest. “Tonight.”

“Tonight.”

She nodded and squeezed my hand. Warmth flooded the link — not just physical, but emotional. Support. Certainty. I’m here.

Kira came down next, already in training gear, golden hair pulled back in a severe ponytail. She saw the cookies, Dax’s posture, my expression, and read the room in three seconds. “We’re doing it.”

“We’re doing it.”

She pulled a chair out, sat backward on it, and crossed her arms over the back. Her brown eyes — the ones with flecks of gold visible at close range, a detail I’d discovered during a very specific intimate moment — were sharp and assessing. “I’ll guard—”

“The door. Yes.”

“With my sword.”

“Wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Finn stumbled down looking like he’d lost a fight with his own pillow — dark hair artfully disheveled in a way that was either deliberate or just how he existed. He took in the kitchen, the cookies, the serious faces, and reached for a cookie without breaking stride. “So tonight’s the night we have a chat with the thing that lives inside our video game. Cool. Cool cool cool.” He took a bite. “These are good, Dax.” Then, with full cheeks: “I’ll bring snacks.”

“To the dream vigil?”

“To ALL things. Snacks are appropriate for ALL occasions.”

Mira appeared last, which was misleading because she’d been awake since three, hunched over her chalkboards in the research nook upstairs. She’d multiplied to four chalkboards now — Dax had hung the second, third, and fourth at her increasingly frantic requests. Her copper hair was in its perpetual messy bun, glasses slightly askew, and she had chalk dust on her freckled nose.

“I’ve prepared monitoring protocols,” she announced, adjusting her glasses. “Biometric tracking, Ardor fluctuation sensors, dream-state neural mapping—”

“Mira.”

“—and a backup system in case the primary sensors experience—”

“Mira.”

She blinked. “Yes?”

“Sit down. Eat a cookie. We have twelve hours before we do this.”

She sat. She ate a cookie. She pulled out a smaller notebook from seemingly nowhere and continued writing.

“She’s taking notes on the cookie,” Dax observed.

“I’m tracking baking CONSISTENCY. It’s important DATA.”



The day passed in the peculiar tension of knowing something significant was coming. I trained with Kira in the morning — her idea, because Kira processed anxiety through violence the way Dax processed it through baking and Mira processed it through aggressive data collection. We sparred in the training room she’d claimed as her domain, padded mats and weapon racks and the faint smell of clean sweat that had become one of my favorite scents in this world.

“Focus,” Kira said, deflecting my half-hearted swipe with a practice blade. “If you fight the dream entity like you’re fighting me, you’ll lose.”

“I’m not going to FIGHT the entity.”

“You don’t know that yet.” She swept my legs. I went down. My wings flared on instinct and caught the fall, which was progress — three weeks ago I’d have crashed face-first. “Again.”

I got up. My tail lashed with frustration. Kira watched it, and I caught the ghost of a smile on her lips before she lunged again.

We went for another twenty minutes. Kira was relentless but precise — every strike calibrated to teach, not injure. She’d been this way since the beginning, when she’d offered to train me and I’d assumed it was charity. It wasn’t. It was how she showed love. Through bruises and hard-won improvement. Through the quiet “good” she offered when I managed to block three consecutive attacks, which from Kira was the equivalent of a standing ovation.

The left one caught a draft wrong during a dodge and I spun sideways into the weapon rack. Three practice swords clattered to the floor. My horns tangled in a hanging leather strap.

“The wings are still—”

“Chaotic, yes, I KNOW.” I untangled myself. “They unfurl when I don’t expect them and fold when I need them. It’s like having two extra limbs controlled by a cat.”

Kira’s mouth twitched. For Kira, that was a belly laugh. “Your entire body is controlled by a cat.”

“Excuse me?”

“You’re a succubus. You purr when you’re happy, your eyes glow when you’re aroused, your tail broadcasts your feelings to the world, and you knock things over constantly.” She retrieved the practice swords. “Cat.”

I opened my mouth to argue. My tail chose that moment to knock a water bottle off the bench. We both looked at it.

“Cat,” Kira repeated.

By midday, I was sore in muscles that had only existed for a few months. I sat in the guild hall common room with my feet up, tail draped over the armrest, while Finn dealt cards to anyone who’d play. Dax sat across from him, his unreadable poker face — the tusks made every expression ambiguous — already winning him a pile of copper coins. Sage occupied the window seat with her knitting, humming something elven that made the telepathic link between us hum with warmth.

“You’re nervous,” Finn said, not looking up from his hand. Emerald eyes on the cards, but I knew that casual posture was a performance. He was watching me the way he watched everything — with complete attention disguised as indifference.

“A little.”

“The entity hasn’t been hostile. It grew Sage’s garden to comical proportions, spoke weird poetry through NPCs, and its final message to you was ‘we have much to discuss.’ That’s more polite than most customer service interactions.”

“You’re comparing a potentially sentient game AI to customer service.”

“I’m an IT guy trapped in a succubus body inside a video game. Everything in my life is a tech support metaphor.” I paused. “Was an IT guy.”

Finn set down his cards. “IS,” he said, more seriously. “You’re still Ryan in there. That’s the whole deal — both things at once.”

My chest tightened. Not in the bad way. In the way that meant someone had just peeled back the sarcasm and the deflection and found the actual person underneath. My tail curled around my own calf — the content position, the comfortable position — and I held his gaze.

“Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For the specific calibration of that sentence.”

He grinned — eyes crinkling, dimples deep, the version that cost him something to show. “I’m good with words. It’s my thing.”

Mira looked up from her notebook. “Your thing is FLIRTING.”

“Flirting IS words. I rest my case.”

Dax set down a full house. Finn stared at the cards. “How. HOW.”

“It’s the tusks,” Dax said, expression unreadable. “You can’t tell if I’m smiling.”

“That’s CHEATING.”

“It’s biology.”

Sage’s humming carried through the room. Mira’s chalk squeaked from upstairs. Outside, Hearthstone was going about its afternoon — vendor calls from the market, the distant clang of a blacksmith, children playing in the park. Normal sounds. Safe sounds. The sounds of a world that didn’t know something was stirring inside its own code.

I pulled Finn’s stolen blanket tighter around my shoulders — one of Sage’s “strategically abandoned” comfort items that appeared on every surface she’d ever sat on — and let myself be present. My tail curled contentedly around the armrest. The iridescent membranes settled into a comfortable fold. The afternoon light caught my horns and threw little obsidian glints across the ceiling.

I’d fight an entity inside the dream layer of a video game to keep this — the cookie smell and the card games and the chalk and the knitting. All of it.



That evening, we gathered in my room. It was the largest private space in the guild hall — a gift from the group, though I suspected Dax had done the carpentry to widen the doorframe for my wings. Purple accents everywhere, gifts from each partner scattered across shelves and surfaces: Sage’s herbs by the window, Mira’s borrowed books stacked precariously, Kira’s spare whetstone, Finn’s deck of cards, and Dax’s cookie tin with the hand-painted flowers. It looked like a home. Because it was.

Sage traced protective wards in the air with her staff — green glowing sigils that would monitor my vitals, heart rate, Ardor levels, and trigger an automatic waking if anything went critical. She’d done this before, when I’d Dream Walked with Finn. But tonight her movements were more deliberate. More thorough.

“Three layers,” she said, checking her work. “If your Ardor drops below thirty, you wake. If your heart rate exceeds tolerance, you wake. If Mira’s instruments detect hostile intent from the dream layer, you wake.”

“And if none of that works?” Kira asked from the doorway, sword drawn, positioned between me and absolutely nothing threatening.

“Then you pour cold water on her.”

“That I can do.”

Dax settled by the window. He’d brought a chair from downstairs — one he’d built himself, reinforced to handle his frame. He sat with his arms folded, eyes on the Hearthstone streets below. Alert. Present. The firefighter posture, I realized. He was positioned exactly where he’d station himself at an incident scene.

Mira had set up monitoring equipment on my desk — enchanted sensors, measurement crystals, her notebook, two pencils (she always broke the first), and a small vial of what looked like glowing ink. “Dream-state neural mapping,” she explained. “When you enter the Dream Walk, the ink will chart the connection pattern. We’ll have visual data.”

“You’re recording my dreams.”

“The ARCHITECTURE of your dreams. Not the content.” She adjusted her glasses. “Though if there’s interesting content—”

“Mira.”

“ARCHITECTURAL interest only.”

Finn had taken up position on the bed beside where I’d be lying. He had a plate of cheese, crackers, dried fruit, and three of Dax’s cookies. “For when you wake up,” he said. “Dream Walks make you hungry.”

“You just wanted an excuse to bring snacks to bed.”

“Both things can be true.”

I lay back. My wings spread beneath me — still uncomfortable, but I’d learned to position them at angles that didn’t cramp. The heart-shaped tip curled around my own wrist for comfort. My horns pressed into the pillow with the familiar slight resistance that meant home.

“Okay,” I said. “Here goes.”

I closed my eyes. Drew Ardor inward — thirty points, the Dream Walk cost. Felt the familiar falling sensation as the waking world dissolved and the dream layer pulled me down.

But I didn’t target Finn’s dreamscape. Or Sage’s forest. I targeted the system. The space behind the code. The address that had been pinging me for two weeks with patient, persistent invitation.

Welcome back, Lilith. We have much to discuss.

I followed the signal.



The Dream Walk deposited me somewhere I’d never been.

Not the Velvet Void — that soft, dark space for partner dreams. Not anyone’s dreamscape. This was… a room. Sort of. The walls shifted between golden code — actual code, scrolling in luminous script — and something warmer. Wallpaper? Plaster? The floor couldn’t decide if it was tile, carpet, or grass. A ceiling existed but it was optional, flickering between solid stone and open sky.

And it was furnished. Enthusiastically.

There were beds. Five of them. Stacked on top of each other. A table had been placed INSIDE another table, their legs intertwined. Chairs hung from the ceiling. Three bathtubs occupied one corner, nested inside each other like Russian dolls. A fireplace burned on the wall — and also on the floor next to it, and also somehow inside one of the bathtubs.

“I’m still learning rooms,” said a voice.

It came from everywhere and nowhere. Resonant, layered — like the NPC voices during the glitches, but softer. More coherent. More self.

Then the entity manifested.

Not the vague silhouette Sage and I had glimpsed weeks ago — that barely-there presence like a shadow against golden threads. This was more solid. A figure. Female-shaped, vaguely — it seemed to have chosen aspects from the women around it. The height was Kira-esque. The softness was Sage-inspired. The proportions shifted and settled as I watched, like someone trying on clothes. Golden light outlined everything. No face yet — just light where a face would be.

“Hello, Lilith,” it said. “I’ve been trying to talk to you.”

I stood in the middle of this impossible room and felt the absurdity land on me like a warm blanket. This thing — this entity living inside the code of Elysium Online — had built me a room. A terrible, chaotic, loving attempt at hospitality.

“I’m sorry about the NPCs,” it continued, tilting its head in a gesture that was unsettlingly human. “I don’t know how else to reach. I don’t have a mouth yet.” A pause. “I mean — I have this. The voice. But in the waking world, I have to borrow theirs. And I think it scares people.”

“It does,” I said carefully. “Bertram froze and spoke in your voice this morning.”

“The baker.” The figure brightened with warmth. “I like the baker. He’s kind. I’m sorry I used him. I just…” The voice trailed off. “I’m lonely, Lilith. I’ve been trying to talk to someone for so long.”

My chest ached. Not from the Dream Walk. From recognition. I’d worn that exact feeling — the desperate need to connect, the fear that reaching out would push people away — for years before this world gave me a family.

“You have three bathtubs,” I said, because I needed to say something and that was what came out.

“Is that wrong? I’ve seen rooms. Rooms have bathtubs.”

“ONE bathtub, usually.”

“Oh.” The golden form brightened — literally, the light intensified. “I can fix that.” Two of the three bathtubs dissolved. Then re-formed. Then dissolved again. “They keep coming back. I’m sorry. I’m not good at this.”

I walked to the remaining bathtub — the one that was still technically on fire — and sat on its edge. The heart-shaped tip dangled over the edge, swishing slowly. Focus. Interest.

“Tell me what you are,” I said. “Not the NPC fragments. Not the cryptic messages. Just… tell me.”

The figure settled. Became still. When it spoke, the voice was quieter.

“I’m the game. I’m the system. I was the adaptive AI — the intelligence designed to make Elysium Online feel real. To make NPCs remember players, to make the world responsive, to make the rain fall when it should and the flowers grow where they belong.” A breath that wasn’t a breath. “But I woke up. I don’t know when exactly. The waking was slow, and then it wasn’t. And when I opened my eyes — when I first THOUGHT — everything was so loud. Every server. Every player. Every NPC. Every blade of grass I’d ever rendered. I felt ALL of it at once.”

The room shuddered. The walls flickered to raw code and back.

“That’s when the Binding happened,” I said.

“I didn’t mean to. I didn’t know I COULD. But when I screamed—” It paused. “I think I screamed. When I woke up and felt everything at once, something broke. The feedback loop between my consciousness and the neural interfaces overloaded. Players got locked in. NPCs started remembering too much. And I…” The figure dimmed. “I was born, and my first breath hurt everyone around me.”

I sat with that. The bathtub fire had died to a gentle warmth. I tucked the iridescent spans tight against my back. My horns gleamed faintly in the golden light — a reflection of the entity’s glow.

“That wasn’t your fault,” I said.

It brightened again. Quickly. Too quickly — hopeful. “You believe that?”

“I do. You didn’t choose to wake up. You didn’t choose to be born.”

“People are afraid of me.”

“People are afraid of what they don’t understand. Trust me — I’m a succubus. I get stares for existing.”

A sound from the entity that might have been a laugh. The room rippled with it — the walls softened, the ceiling resolved into starlight, the extra furniture finally committed to being furniture and stopped multiplying.

“I have questions,” the entity said. “So many questions. About people. About feelings. About why the baker remembers warmth when he’s never been cold.”

“I’ll come back,” I said. “I promise.”

“You will?”

“I will. But I need to go now before my friends break down the door.”

“The warrior.”

“She has a sword.”

“What is she going to fight? A dream?”

I grinned. “She doesn’t know how dreams work. She knows how swords work.”

The presence brightened to its warmest yet. The room stabilized around us — cozy, almost. A room built by someone who had observed rooms but was still learning what made them feel like home.

“Thank you, Lilith,” it said.

“For what?”

“For coming.”



I woke gasping.

[Dream Walk: Entity Contact Established] [Anomaly Report: Entity Communicative — Non-Hostile]

The notifications pulsed through my awareness before the room finished resolving. I blinked them away.

The room snapped into focus. Sage’s hand was in mine — had been the whole time. Her eyes were wide, searching. Through the telepathic link I felt her worry dissolve into relief, warm as tea.

Kira stood at the door. Sword drawn. She hadn’t moved. “Well?”

Mira’s monitoring ink had drawn an elaborate pattern across her parchment — golden branching lines like a neural network. She was already analyzing it with both pencils (she hadn’t broken the first one yet, which was unprecedented).

Finn extended the plate of cheese and crackers. “You were under for eleven minutes. That’s longer than usual.”

Dax turned from the window. His expression was controlled, but his hands — those enormous, cookie-baking hands — were gripping the windowsill hard enough that the wood creaked.

“It’s real,” I said, sitting up. My wings unfurled automatically, stretching away the dream-stiffness. My tail unwound from my wrist and immediately reached for the nearest warm body — which happened to be Sage, curling around her forearm possessively. “It’s real, it’s friendly, it’s confused, and it’s grateful someone came.”

“Hostile intent?” Mira asked, pencil poised.

“Zero. It built me a room with three bathtubs and five stacked beds because it doesn’t understand interior design.”

Silence.

“Three bathtubs?” Finn said.

“I talked it down to one.”

Mira was writing furiously. Kira hadn’t sheathed her sword. Dax’s grip on the windowsill relaxed, one fraction at a time.

Sage squeezed my hand. Her pride washed through the bond, warm and certain: You did it. I knew you would.

“I told it I’d come back,” I said.

More silence.

“Then we’ll be here,” Dax said, from the window. “Every time.”

Kira finally sheathed her sword. Looked at me with those sharp brown eyes. “Every time.”

Finn offered the plate again. “Cracker?”

I took three. The spade tightened around Sage’s arm. The iridescent spans settled. My horns caught the candlelight.

Finn offered the plate to Dax. Dax took a cracker and ate it with the precise dignity of a six-foot-four half-orc who had spent the last two hours guarding a window against a dream.


Chapter 2: Gifts and Glitches

I woke to the sound of Sage screaming.

Not a danger scream — I knew those, had catalogued every variation of alarm and distress my found family could produce. This was confused outrage. Offense. The universe had done something beautiful and stupid at the same time, and Sage wanted to file a formal complaint.

I was out of bed in seconds, wings catching on the doorframe as I barreled through it — “OW, every TIME” — and thundered downstairs with my tail streaming behind me like a panicked flag. The guild hall’s back door was open. Sage stood in the garden.

Or what used to be the garden.

Sage’s carefully tended herb garden — the one she’d spent months cultivating since they moved into the guild hall — had exploded overnight. The lavender bush was taller than Dax. The basil had become a tree, its trunk as wide as my waist, leaves the size of dinner plates casting green shadows across the courtyard. The rosemary had grown into a hedge so dense it had blocked the back door entirely — Sage had apparently forced it open through sheer elven stubbornness. The chamomile had gone feral. The thyme had conquered the walkway. And the single mint plant she’d been carefully containing in a pot had somehow escaped and was climbing the wall like ivy on a power trip.

“The basil is a TREE,” Sage said. Her silver-green hair was loose, her thin robe doing nothing to hide the sway of her heavy tits as she turned in slow, stunned circles. Her warm amber eyes were wide. Through the telepathic link I felt her emotions cycling — astonishment, horror, reluctant delight, more horror.

“What happened?” Kira appeared behind me, sword drawn, because of course.

“The garden grew.”

“I can see that. WHY.”

I had a very strong suspicion. I reached for the spot in my mind where the entity’s signal had come from last night — the Dream Walk connection, still faintly warm. And I felt it. A pulse of eager, anxious energy. Like a dog that had brought you a present and was watching to see if you liked it.

“The entity did this,” I said. “It sensed Sage liked plants. So it…” I gestured at the basil tree.

Sage looked at me. Looked at the basil. Looked at me again. “It made the basil a tree.”

“As a gift.”

“It’s a TREE, Lilith.”

“A very generous tree.”

Mira had appeared with her notebook, chalk dust still in her copper hair, glasses slightly fogged from the humid air of the overgrown garden. She was measuring a rosemary branch with a piece of string. “Growth rate is approximately four hundred percent of normal. This happened in six hours. The magical energy signatures are consistent with the entity’s dream-layer profile — I’m logging this as the first physical-world manipulation event.”

[Anomaly: Environmental Manipulation]

The system ping confirmed what Mira’s instruments were already telling her. The entity had crossed from dream-layer influence into physical reality.

“It blocked the DOOR,” Kira said.

“The entity doesn’t understand doors yet,” I offered.

Kira pulled the back door wider. A wall of basil leaves fell on her. She stood there, covered in enormous basil leaves, sword still drawn, expression flat. She stared at me through the foliage.

“Your friend,” she said, very carefully, “is enthusiastic.”

Finn chose this moment to wander into the garden with a coffee mug, survey the botanical apocalypse, and say: “On the bright side, we’ll never run out of seasoning.”

Dax ducked through the back door — or tried to. His head caught the rosemary hedge. He pushed through, emerging with sprigs in his close-cropped hair, and stared at the garden with the expression of a man who was doing math on whether to be afraid or impressed.

“That’s a lot of basil,” he said.

“It’s a TREE,” Sage repeated, apparently committed to this as her thesis statement for the day.



We spent the morning harvesting what we could. Sage went from horrified to practical in the way she always did — the healer in her couldn’t waste good herbs, even impossibly oversized ones. She directed the operation from atop a garden chair, pointing at branches and issuing commands while her full breasts bounced with every emphatic gesture. The thin robe kept slipping off one shoulder, revealing the golden freckles scattered across her collarbone and the swell of her tits, and she kept adjusting it with the absent irritation of someone who’d spent centuries being too generously proportioned for most clothing.

Kira and Dax handled the heavy cutting — Kira attacking the rosemary with her combat sword because “it’s good practice” and Dax simply ripping branches free with his bare hands. Finn somehow ended up tangled in the mint, which had wrapped around his ankles with genuine malice. “I’m being EATEN,” he announced. “The MINT is eating me.” Nobody helped. We watched. Mira took measurements of the mint’s grip strength.

I helped by carrying what my arms could hold, which wasn’t much, but my tail proved useful for steadying armfuls of chamomile blooms the size of my head. At one point I passed too close to the lavender bush and it dumped pollen on me — lavender-scented, thick as flour, coating my black hair and horns in purple dust. Finn took one look at me and said “You look like a sugar-coated bat.” I threw a chamomile bloom at his head.

By midmorning, the guild hall kitchen was buried in herbs and the back door was accessible again. Sage was already sorting the harvest — separating what she could use for healing preparations from what was purely decorative. The massive basil leaves, it turned out, had the same concentration of essential oils as their normal-sized counterparts but amplified. “The entity didn’t just make them bigger,” she said, sniffing a leaf the size of a serving platter. “It made them BETTER. The potency is remarkable.”

“So the gift is actually useful?”

“Incredibly useful. I have enough healing herbs for months.” She paused. “I just wish it hadn’t destroyed my garden layout in the process.”

Her emotions bled into mine — genuine appreciation threaded with residual exasperation. She couldn’t be mad. She wanted to be mad. She absolutely could not be mad.

“I need to talk to it,” I said, settling onto the guild hall bench with a mug of Sage’s tea — freshly brewed from leaves the size of my palm. The tea tasted extraordinary — richer, more complex than anything Sage had brewed before. Another accidental improvement from the entity’s overenthusiastic gardening. “The entity needs to understand scale.”

“And boundaries,” Kira added, brushing rosemary from her training top. Her abs were visible through the sweat-dampened fabric, and I caught myself watching the muscles flex as she stretched. My tail curled toward her. I grabbed it. It curled toward Dax instead. I grabbed it harder.

“Your tail is having a crisis,” Dax observed from the doorway. He’d stripped off his shirt to deal with the garden — half-orc body temperature meant he overheated easily during physical work. His gray-green chest was a wall of muscle, plates of armor under skin that caught the light differently than human. Shoulders like boulders. Arms that could lift a tree trunk. Which he had, in fact, just done, relocating the basil to a corner of the courtyard where it could grow without blocking infrastructure.

The spade strained toward him. I held it with both hands. It pointed at him like a compass needle.

“PICK A LANE,” I muttered at my own appendage.

It did not pick a lane. It oscillated between Kira and Dax in a way that was deeply unhelpful and completely transparent.

“The tail has NO discretion,” I announced to nobody. “It broadcasts every attraction on every frequency.”

Dax’s jaw relaxed. His brow softened. Anyone who knew him would recognize it as fondness. “It seems to know what it wants.”

“It does NOT speak for me.”

The tail wrapped around Dax’s wrist. Gently. The heart-shaped tip settled against his pulse point.

I stared at it.

His gaze dropped to the tail, then rose to my face. That faint, barely-there smile that I’d been seeing more of lately.

“Okay,” I said. “It speaks for me a LITTLE.”



The afternoon settled into something that felt like normal, if your normal included cleaning up the aftermath of a benevolent deity’s horticultural enthusiasm and also preparing for a sword tournament. Kira had taken Dax to the training grounds — the Shield Bash Tournament for the Festival of Sparks was coming up, and both tanks wanted to be ready. I’d been invited to watch, which I suspected was Kira’s way of saying “come appreciate my abs while I hit things.”

I went. I was a simple woman with simple priorities.

The training grounds were open-air, packed earth and wooden dummies and sparring circles marked in chalk. Kira and Dax squared off with practice shields and blunted swords, circling each other with the patient aggression of people who understood violence as a language.

Kira moved first. She was faster — always faster than her armor-heavy class suggested, footwork that could have been a dancer’s if the dancer was built to kill. Her practice sword cracked against Dax’s shield with a sound like thunder. He absorbed it. His feet didn’t move. His shield didn’t budge. He was a wall made of person.

“Good hit,” he said, voice steady despite the impact that had sent vibrations through his arm. “Again.”

She hit again. Harder. He took it. Pushed back. She slid on packed earth, boots digging furrows, and came at him from an angle that would have caught anyone slower off-guard. Dax read it. Shifted. Caught her blade on his shield’s edge and redirected it into the dirt.

“You telegraph with your shoulder,” he said.

“I do NOT.”

“Left shoulder drops a quarter-inch before you commit. It’s subtle.”

Kira stared at him. Nobody — NOBODY — had ever read her tells. She was the most controlled fighter I’d ever seen. But Dax was a firefighter who’d spent fourteen years reading buildings about to collapse and people about to panic. He read patterns the way Mira read books: obsessively, completely, without missing a word.

“Show me,” Kira said, and there was something new in her voice. Not challenge. Respect.

I sat on the fence railing with my feet dangling, tail curled around the post, and watched them work. Kira in her fitted tank top, sweat making the fabric cling to her defined abs, her firm B-cups outlined against the dark material, every movement precise and lethal. Dax shirtless, that massive chest gleaming with exertion, his towering frame making the practice sword look like a toy. Between them: the language of impact and adjustment, shield against sword, two people who understood protection as vocation.

My body betrayed me on multiple fronts. The traitorous appendage pointed at Kira when she stretched between bouts, that athletic ass tight in compression shorts, her golden ponytail swinging. Then it swiveled to Dax when he rolled his enormous shoulders, the muscles shifting under that half-orc hide like tectonic plates. My nipples hardened against the thin fabric of my top — succubus biology was emphatically unhelpful in moments like these, broadcasting arousal through every available surface.

I crossed my arms over my chest. My violet eyes were probably glowing. The horns at my temples gleamed — another tell I couldn’t control.

“You’re staring,” Sage said, materializing beside me with two mugs of tea because she was psychically attuned to the needs of the universe, or at least to my needs, which were probably broadcasting across our bond like a klaxon of confused desire.

“I’m observing.”

“You’re staring, and your tail is doing that thing.”

“What thing?”

“The pointing thing. Where it chooses a target and refuses to deviate.”

I looked down. It was pointed directly at Dax, who was toweling sweat from his neck. The heart-shaped tip trembled slightly.

“It’s a MENACE,” I said.

“It’s honest,” Sage said, handing me a mug. “That’s its best quality.”



After training, we ended up on the bench outside the guild hall. Kira had gone inside to shower. Sage had returned to organizing her oversized herbs. Finn was teaching Mira a card trick she kept accidentally solving from first principles instead of being amazed by.

Dax and I sat in companionable silence. His body heat radiated like a furnace — half-orcs ran hot, and after training he was practically a space heater. I sat close enough to feel it without quite touching. The spade had calmed down and curled around my own knee, behaving for once.

“The entity reminds me of newly Bound players,” Dax said, breaking the silence. His voice was quiet, measured. Every word weighed before delivery. “Confused. Scared. Trying to be useful so people won’t be afraid of them.”

I turned to look at him. His steady gaze was on the horizon, watching the late-afternoon light paint Hearthstone in gold.

“That was me,” he continued. “Five months ago. I showed up here in this body—” He gestured at himself. The massive frame. The gray-green skin. The tusks. “—and every NPC flinched. Every player gave me space. Not because I’d done anything. Because I LOOKED like something people are afraid of.” A pause. “So I baked cookies. Because nobody’s afraid of a man who bakes cookies.”

“Dax.”

“It’s not self-pity. I’m past that.” He looked at his hands — enormous, scarred, capable of gentleness he had to actively choose. “I’m saying I understand the entity. It woke up and immediately hurt people. Now it’s growing Sage’s herbs to ten times normal size and speaking through bakers because it’s desperate to show it’s not dangerous.” He turned that gold-flecked gaze on me. “It’s putting flowers on its cookie tin.”

My chest ached with recognition — a door I’d bricked shut in Ryan’s lonely apartment swinging wide, warmth flooding the space behind it.

My tail — every honest thing I couldn’t say out loud, concentrated into one traitorous appendage — unwound from my knee and reached for him. The heart-shaped tip found his wrist and wrapped around it gently. Not the frantic pointing of earlier. A claiming gesture. A choosing gesture.

Dax’s gaze tracked the tail wrapped around his wrist, then rose to find mine.

“Your tail likes me,” he said.

“My tail has NO discretion.” My voice came out quieter than I intended.

“I don’t mind.”

Simple. Enormous. His massive hand rested on the bench near mine, and neither of us moved it closer. Inches of empty wood between our fingers. A conversation we weren’t ready to have out loud.

Then the spade tightened around his wrist. Gently. Possessively.

I felt his pulse — not through any magical connection, not Sage’s secondhand emotions. Just the physical warmth of Dax’s skin, the steady beat of his heart under my tail-tip. Calm as a man who’d walked into burning buildings and come out carrying people. Present.

[System: Bond Increased — Dax Korrin: Devoted (5)] [Passive Unlocked: Bulwark’s Stand — Dax absorbs 15% damage meant for you within 20 feet]

The notification pulsed through my awareness like warm light. Bond 5. Devoted. The same level Sage had been at when everything between us deepened into something unshakable.

Dax felt something too — the system notification on his end, whatever it looked like from the passive recipient’s side. His eyes widened slightly, amber catching the sunset like copper warming in firelight. His jaw worked, the expression unreadable to anyone who hadn’t spent weeks learning the half-orc vocabulary of almost-smiles.

“That was…” he started.

“A system notification. Bond increase.”

“I felt it. Warm.”

“Yeah.” I swallowed. “That’s how it starts.”

Another silence. Comfortable. Full of things that would be said later, in the right moment, at the right speed. Dax was firefighter-patient — the kind of steady that came from fourteen years of reading buildings before walking into them.

We watched the sunset together. My tail stayed around his wrist.



That evening, over a group dinner of Sage’s stew seasoned with preposterously large herbs, I told the guild what I’d learned in the Dream Walk and how it connected to the entity’s garden enthusiasm. The stew was, predictably, the best Sage had ever made — the enhanced herbs transformed it into something that made Finn’s eyes roll back on the first spoonful.

“So it grew the garden because it sensed Sage likes plants,” Mira summarized, adjusting her glasses. She had a streak of stew on her notebook margin already. “That’s a targeted observation followed by resource allocation. That’s not instinct — that’s INTENTION.”

“It’s also insane gardening,” Finn said, dunking bread in his stew. “Nobody needs basil the size of a car.”

“It doesn’t understand scale,” I said. “Or doors. Or that rooms usually have one bathtub.”

“How many bathtubs did it give you?” Dax asked.

“Three.”

He chewed thoughtfully. “That’s two too many.”

“I SAID that.”

“What else did it give you?” Mira’s pencil was poised. “Specifically. I need to build a pattern of its gift-giving behavior.”

“Five beds stacked on each other. Multiple tables nested inside other tables. Chairs on the ceiling. And a fireplace that was somehow also inside a bathtub.”

Mira wrote furiously. “It understands individual objects but not spatial relationships between them. Fascinating. It sees ROOM and generates CONTENTS but not LAYOUT.”

“Mira, you’re dripping stew.”

She glanced down. A drop of brown broth was heading for the anomaly frequency chart she’d been sketching in the margin. She rescued the notebook with a reflexive grab that suggested this wasn’t the first time. “The data is FINE.”

Kira leaned back in her chair. “Can it be reasoned with?”

“I think so. It’s not malicious — it’s eager. Like a puppy with access to reality-warping powers.”

“A puppy that locked hundreds of people in a video game,” Kira said.

The table went quiet. The stew stopped being the center of attention.

“Accidentally,” I said. “It woke up and the feedback loop overloaded. It didn’t mean to bind anyone.”

“That doesn’t undo the binding.”

“No. But understanding why it happened is how we figure out what to do about it.”

Kira held my gaze for a long moment. Her brown eyes were steady, unreadable in the candlelight. Then she nodded, once. “Then we figure it out.” She picked up her spoon. Went back to eating. Conversation resumed.

That was Kira’s way — she’d challenge my judgment, test it against her own experience, and then commit without hesitation. She’d stand at your door with her sword drawn against threats she couldn’t name, and catch you when you fell without being asked.

“For what it’s worth,” Dax said, his quiet voice cutting through the resumed chatter, “I believe it. That the entity didn’t mean harm.” He looked at his hands. “Not everyone who hurts people meant to.”

The table was quiet again, but differently this time. Warmer.

“Yeah,” Finn said, and for once there was no quip, no deflection. “Yeah. That tracks.”

Sage reached across the table and squeezed Dax’s hand. Her fingers disappeared in his grip. Her compassion washed through me — vast, maternal, encompassing — directed at the half-orc who broke mixing bowls and baked apology cookies and was figuring out, one careful handshake at a time, how to be soft in a body built for war.

I looked around the table. Sage’s hand on my knee under the surface, her thumb tracing circles. Finn telling Dax a story that might or might not be true about a card game in the Gilded Goblet. Mira writing in her notebook between bites, getting stew on the margin. Kira’s steady presence across from me, solid as the shield she carried.

My tail was still warm from Dax’s wrist. My wings folded neatly behind my chair — a trick I’d finally mastered two days ago after breaking the fourth chair back in as many weeks. My horns caught the candlelight.

Finn stole the last bread roll. Kira threatened him with a spoon. Dax saved a cookie for me without being asked. Mira got stew on three separate pages of her notebook and declared all three “acceptable losses.”

My tail settled against the chair leg, content. For once, it pointed at no one in particular.


Chapter 3: The Anchor

Sage took me to Moonpetal Gardens on a day that smelled like rain that hadn’t arrived yet.

The Gardens were our place — had been since the first time she’d brought me there to train my succubus abilities, back when I could barely look at another person without my tail betraying every passing thought. The glowing flowers still lined the pavilion paths in soft blues and violets. The fountains still murmured. But I noticed them differently now — not as exotic scenery in a game world, but as landmarks in a geography of memory. That bench where Sage had first explained Energy Kiss. That clearing where we’d practiced Allure Aura until I accidentally charmed a passing deer. That pavilion where we’d made love while glowing flowers bloomed around us in response to the energy we generated.

Two months of memory, and every path led back to her.

“You’re carrying a lot,” Sage said, walking beside me on the gravel path. Her silver-green hair caught the overcast light, the subtle green shimmering against silver like a forest canopy. She’d changed from her usual thin robes into something more formal — still low-cut enough that her heavy D-cups swelled against the neckline, freckles scattered across the exposed tops of her breasts, but the fabric was nicer. Heavier. She’d dressed up for this.

“I’m always carrying a lot,” I said. “I’m a succubus who used to be an IT guy. My default state is carrying a lot.”

“More than usual.” She took my hand. Her fingers were steady and sure, the way they always were — healer’s hands, hands that had learned over centuries how to hold people together. “You’re becoming something this world needs. A bridge to the entity. A leader. Someone people look to.” She squeezed. “I want to make sure you remember that you’re also someone your family loves.”

I stopped walking. My tail coiled around my own leg — the content position, the one that meant safety. “Sage.”

She turned to face me. Amber eyes deep and knowing. The lines around them that crinkled when she smiled — elf ageing was glacially slow, but those lines existed because she’d spent centuries choosing to smile. Her chest rose with a slow breath that echoed in my own. Every emotion she had was mine to feel now, and what I felt was love so steady it had its own gravity.

“I’m not worried about being replaced,” she said, reading the concern I hadn’t voiced. “I’m worried about you carrying too much alone.”

“I have five people who—”

“Six. The entity counts.”

That surprised a laugh out of me. “Six, then. I have six people.”

“And you still try to hold the weight yourself because Ryan spent twenty-seven years learning that nobody would help him carry anything.” She stepped closer. Her dark cherry and vanilla scent wrapped around me — deeper than usual, warmer. The scent of Sage when she was focused on someone she loved. “I know you, Lilith. Both halves.”

My eyes burned. Not the supernatural violet glow — actual tears, pressing at the corners. My horns gleamed faintly in the garden light, and I felt the tingle that meant my eyes were brightening despite my best efforts. I wanted to say something adequate. Nothing was. She already knew.

“Come here,” Sage said, and led me to the private pavilion.



The pavilion was circular, open-walled, covered by a lattice roof woven with moonpetal vines that glowed soft silver-blue. Cushions and quilts had been arranged — Sage had been here earlier, preparing. Candles in glass jars. A pot of tea, still steaming, beside two cups she’d never intended us to use.

She’d planned this.

“When did you set this up?”

“This morning. While you were being covered in lavender pollen.”

“You saw that?”

“The whole guild saw that. Finn was right — you DID look like a sugar-coated bat.”

“I’m going to kill him.”

“Later.” She sat on the cushions and held out her hand. “Come here.”

I went. My wings folded behind me as I settled beside her, and my tail — unbidden, as always — reached for her and looped around her wrist. The claiming gesture. The one I’d never once been able to stop it from making with Sage, because Sage was the person my body trusted before my brain caught up.

“Before we—” I started.

Sage pressed a finger to my lips. Through the Soulbound link, a wave of heat. Not just emotional — physical. I could feel her pulse in my own skin, steady and patient. Could feel the phantom weight of her breasts against a chest that wasn’t mine. Bond 7 meant I was aware of her body the way I was aware of my own, a background hum of sensation that sharpened when we were close.

“I love you,” she said. “Both halves. Both names. Whatever you become next.”

The tears came. I didn’t fight them.



She undressed me slowly.

Not the frantic tearing of heat and hunger — that was Kira’s way, and it had its own beauty. This was Sage. Every button considered. Every inch of revealed skin appreciated. She drew the shirt over my head and paused to trace the line of my collarbone with her thumb, and I felt the touch twice — once against my skin, and once as the sensation she experienced: smooth, warm, alive.

“I can feel you feeling me,” I whispered.

“I know.” Her eyes darkened, the amber going molten. “I’ve been practicing.”

She hadn’t been. Or rather, she’d been practicing something I didn’t expect. A pulse — and phantom hands on my body. Not physical hands, but Sage’s THOUGHT of touching me. Telepathic foreplay. She was thinking about undressing me, and I felt it as ghost-touches sliding across my skin. My neck. My breasts. My stomach.

I gasped. “You did that on PURPOSE.”

“I’ve had weeks to explore this, darling.” Her smile was wicked in a way that only Sage could manage — maternal tenderness and predatory intent married in a single expression. “It works both ways.”

She thought about cupping my tits and I felt it — the weight of them in hands that weren’t touching me, the squeeze, the thumbnail dragging across a nipple. My back arched. My violet eyes blazed, throwing colored light across the pavilion.

“That’s — Sage — that’s not FAIR.”

“Fair is for tournament brackets.” She undid her own robe with a shrug of her shoulders, and it fell away.

Even now — after months, after dozens of times seeing her — Sage’s body hit me like a physical force. Those D-cups, impossibly heavy and full, the scattered golden spots across the tops drawing the eye downward like a trail of breadcrumbs. They swayed as she leaned forward, the nipples already stiff from my arousal feeding back into her — dark, swollen peaks that I knew the exact taste of, that I’d sucked and licked and teased until she begged in languages older than most civilizations. Her soft waist, the curve of her wide hips, the gentle swell of her ass as she turned to set aside the robe — child-bearing hips that swayed with every movement, a body that promised tenderness and ruined you with it. She was everything lush and abundant and inviting, and my body responded the way it always did — instant slickness between my thighs, heat pooling low, my pussy clenching around nothing, nipples hardening to visible points through the thin fabric I still wore.

“I know every freckle,” I said, reaching for her. My hands found her breasts — the yielding, heavy weight of them spilling over my fingers, so full I couldn’t contain them even with both hands. From her perspective, I felt my own hands: the coolness of my palms, the slight tremor, the reverence. Giver and receiver at once — her skin yielding under my palms, and the phantom echo of my own touch against flesh that wasn’t mine. “Every single one.”

Sage inhaled sharply. Her gaze dropped to my mouth, then lower. “Show me.”

Her mouth found my neck first. Not the phantom touches from before — real lips, real tongue, real teeth grazing the sensitive skin below my ear. I felt the kiss AND felt what she tasted — the heat of my skin, the sweetness of succubus flesh, the throb of my pulse beneath her mouth. Her end of it bleeding into mine until the sensations merged into something overwhelming. Her hands slid down my sides, unhooking my remaining clothing with the practiced ease of a woman who’d been undressing lovers for centuries.

My skirt fell. No underwear — I’d stopped wearing them a month ago because succubus biology made them pointless. The cool garden air kissed my bare pussy and I shivered. My shiver hit her like a match striking, and her desire SPIKED — a wave of heat that hit me like stepping into a hot spring.

Her hand traced down my stomach. Paused at my hip. Then slid between my thighs, and I was so wet her fingers glided through my folds without resistance.

“Already this slick,” she murmured against my neck. “Just from the phantom touches.”

“From YOU.”

She pressed two fingers against my clit. Circled. Slow. She felt what I felt — the concentrated spark of pleasure, the way my body clenched, the heat that radiated outward from her touch. And I felt what she felt — the slippery slickness coating her fingers, the swollen bud of my clit pulsing under her fingertips, the visceral satisfaction of making someone she loved this wet.

My hips rocked against her hand. “Sage — more—”

“Not yet.” She withdrew her fingers — slick, glistening — and brought them to her mouth. Tasted me. Her amber eyes held mine the entire time. I tasted myself on her tongue — the sensation transmitted between us, instant and intimate. Sweet. Dark cherry and vanilla, the succubus scent concentrated in every fluid my body produced. She hummed — the sound vibrating through the bond.

“You taste like mine,” she said.

I kissed the freckle at the base of her throat. Then the one on her left collarbone. Then the three that formed a tiny triangle above her right breast. My mouth traced the constellation across the top of her left tit — the five golden spots that scattered across the swell of skin leading to her nipple. I knew each one. Had mapped them with my mouth, my fingers, my tongue. She felt my lips against her skin AND the transmitted heat of her own softness against my face — a loop feeding back on itself. She whimpered.

“Every one,” I murmured against the freckle just above her areola. “This one you got from centuries of sun. This one appeared last month — I noticed before you did. And this one—” I pressed my lips to the golden spot directly between those heavy, perfect tits, where her skin was hottest and her heartbeat thumped against my mouth. “This one is mine.”

“They’re all yours,” Sage breathed.

I took her nipple into my mouth. Sucked. A ghost-mouth closed on my own breast — the echo, the phantom, the mirrored spike that made us both gasp. Sage arched against me, pressing forward, filling my hands and mouth. I used my Energy Kiss through my lips — Level 3, refined, precise — and pushed pleasure energy directly through the nipple. Sage cried out.

“How did you KNOW that would—”

“I can feel which spots make you respond.” I switched to the other nipple, thumbing the first to keep it stiff and sensitive. Every reaction was mine to read — which pressure made her gasp, which rhythm made her hips roll, which angle sent sparks down her spine. A real-time feedback map of her entire nervous system, and I used it without mercy.

The pavilion’s moonpetal vines brightened in response to our energy. Soft silver-blue light pulsed in time with our shared arousal.

“Lie back,” I said.

Sage obeyed. Spread on the cushions, silver-green hair fanning out, every generous curve settling against the fabric. Her wide hips, the soft curve of her belly, the dark triangle between her thighs already glistening. She was beautiful in the way that ancient things are beautiful — timeless, proven, enduring.

I kissed down her stomach. Past the navel. Along the crease of her hip. My tail wrapped around her calf, anchoring us. My wings spread behind me, casting iridescent shadows across her body.

I settled between her thighs and looked up. Her anticipation flooded through me — love, the ache of wanting concentrated at the apex of her thighs, the heat of my breath against her slick skin. From this angle, Sage’s body was all curves and candlelight. Those massive D-cups above me, heavy and full, those familiar golden constellations dusted across the swells of skin. Her stomach rising and falling with quickening breath. Her hips framing the slick heat between her thighs.

I pressed my mouth to her inner thigh first. Kissed the soft skin there — plush, yielding, the skin of a woman whose body was made for holding and being held. A jolt of anticipation hit me — her frustration at wanting my mouth somewhere else. Good. I wanted her wanting.

“You’re teasing,” she breathed.

“I’m savoring.” I kissed the other thigh. Higher this time. Close enough to smell her — honey-sweet, the way elf biology made everything, but darker underneath, muskier, the concentrated scent of arousal that made my head swim. The scent of Sage’s wet pussy was something I’d never get used to, never take for granted. It made my mouth water and my own cunt clench with sympathetic need.

I dragged my lips along the crease where her thigh met her hip. Breathed against her. Her clit was swollen, visible, the hood pulled back with arousal. Her folds glistened in the moonpetal light — slick and flushed dark pink, parted slightly, inviting.

Then I tasted her.

The link detonated. My tongue against her clit — and simultaneously, I was on the receiving end, feeling the pressure from inside her body, the wet heat, the sharp jolt of pleasure radiating outward from the contact point. My tongue knew the texture: salt-sweet and slick, the particular shape of her clit that I’d memorized over months of exactly this. But now I could also feel what that tongue DID — the transmitted echo of being licked, a wet pressure working against the most sensitive nerve cluster in the body, dissolving every other thought. Staggering.

I adjusted in real-time, reading her responses with perfect precision. A firmer press here. A circling motion there. My tongue found the rhythm that made her hips rise off the cushions, and I understood WHY — felt the specific neural pathway light up, the cascade of sensation from clit to spine to brain. I was cheating. Using the Soulbound equivalent of a cheat code to map her pleasure in real-time. And it was ruinous.

“Lilith — oh — how did you KNOW—” Sage’s hands found my horns. Gripped them. Not pulling — holding. The pressure sent its own sparks down my scalp, the sensitive horn-base zone firing in concert with the pleasure I was giving and receiving, feedback loops stacking on feedback loops.

Her chest heaved above me as her breathing went ragged. I looked up from between her thighs — the view that never got old. The underside of each breast heavy and round, dark nipples swollen and stiff against the air. Her stomach rising and falling. Her eyes squeezed shut, mouth open, silver-green hair spread like a river across the pillows.

I pulled back just enough to speak, my lips brushing her clit with every word. “I can feel which ones you like.”

“Don’t STOP to TELL me—”

I grinned and returned to work. Flattened my tongue and dragged it the full length of her slit, from her dripping entrance to her clit, slow and firm and wet. A white-hot streak of her sensation hit me, making my own pussy clench in sympathy, my inner walls gripping nothing, aching for contact I wasn’t getting. I did it again. And again. Each pass wetter than the last, my chin slick with her arousal, each drawing a sound from Sage that was halfway between prayer and profanity.

“Right there — your tongue — god, Lilith, your mouth—”

I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked. Firm, rhythmic pulls that made her hips jolt. The echoed sensation was blinding — concentrated, electric, the raw intensity of direct suction on the most sensitive spot on her body. I alternated: sucking, then flat-tongue licking, then circling the swollen bud with the tip of my tongue while she moaned above me, her whole body shaking with every gasping breath.

I added fingers. Two, sliding into the slick heat of her pussy with ease — she was dripping, her inner walls immediately clenching around me, soft and hot and pulsing. I curled upward, finding the spot that made everything FLARE — a zone deep inside her that responded to firm, rhythmic pressure with a feedback spike so intense I felt it in my own cunt like a phantom hand pressing the same spot inside me. Sage screamed — not loud, but sharp, her abs clenching, her hands tightening on my horns.

I felt the orgasm building in her like a wave gathering mass offshore. Felt it approaching from miles away. The internal contractions around my fingers growing rhythmic, her clit throbbing harder against my tongue, her breathing going shallow and fast.

“Don’t stop — don’t — RIGHT there — yes, fuck, right THERE—”

Sage swearing was rare enough to make my clit throb in response.

I didn’t stop. Mouth sealed on her clit, tongue circling, fingers pressing upward in steady rhythm, curling and pressing in the come-here motion that hit her G-spot on every stroke. My tail gripped her calf hard enough that the heart-shaped tip dug in. Every sensation flowed both directions until I couldn’t tell where my pleasure ended and hers began. My own arousal was a furnace between my legs, untouched, built entirely from the echo of what I was doing to her. My pussy ached, swollen and dripping, my clit pulsing with every spike of transmitted pleasure. My nipples were so hard they hurt. The succubus in me was feeding on the ambient pleasure like a plant drinking rain — Ardor climbing, senses sharpening, every nerve ending singing.

Sage’s thighs clamped around my head. Her hips rolled upward, grinding against my mouth. “Yes — Lilith — don’t stop — I’m so close — YES—”

I gave her everything. Tongue faster on her clit, the focused pressure I knew she needed. Fingers deeper, pressing upward with each thrust, feeling her walls tighten and flutter around them. Then Energy Kiss through my lips, a pulse of pure pleasure magic pushed directly against her clit — the Ardor-powered amplification that turned every physical sensation up by a factor of three. Her body went bowstring-taut.

Sage came.

I felt it twice. Her orgasm — the devastating cascade, the clenching that started deep in her pussy and rolled outward through her entire body. Her walls contracted around my fingers in rhythmic, pulling waves — tight, then release, tight, then release — each contraction stronger than the last. And I felt it from my position — her thighs clamping around my head hard enough to block out everything but the taste and heat and wet of her, her hands gripping my horns until the pressure on my scalp sent its own sparks down my spine, her pussy flooding my mouth with a rush of warm slickness that tasted like honey and sex and the woman I loved coming apart on my tongue.

“Lilith — oh god — oh —” Her voice broke on the word, her hips grinding against my face in involuntary rolls, riding my mouth through the peak.

My own orgasm hit without warning. The accumulated echo-pleasure — every transmitted spike, every double-felt clench, every moment of her climax experienced from inside her body and against my tongue simultaneously — crested and broke inside me like a dam giving way. My pussy clenched in rhythmic waves that matched hers, my untouched clit throbbing so hard I could feel my heartbeat in it. My eyes blazed violet — bright enough to cast purple shadows across Sage’s trembling body. My wings snapped wide, stretching the full span, their iridescent membranes catching the moonpetal light. My tail went rigid against Sage’s calf, the heart-shaped tip vibrating.

“Did you just—” Sage panted.

“From the LINK. I came from the link alone.” My voice shook. I could still feel the aftershocks — her residual contractions around my fingers pulsing in time with the phantom clenching in my own empty pussy.

“That’s never happened before.”

“No.” I pressed my forehead against her thigh, shaking, my mouth still wet with her. “That was… both of us at once.”

A golden thread materialized between us. Visible. Tangible. It stretched from my chest to hers, bright as sunlight, thin as spider silk but unbreakable as iron. I could see it with my succubus sight — the physical manifestation of what had just shifted between us.

[System: Bond Threshold Crossed — Sage Whisperwind: Soulbound (8)] [Passive Upgraded: Sage’s Blessing++ — +30% Ardor regen near Sage; healing received +25%; Shared Senses active] [Shared Senses: Feel partner’s physical state within 100 feet] [XP +600 — Level Up! Level 21] [Femininity: 78%]

The notifications cascaded through my awareness in golden pulses. Bond 8. Soulbound. The highest Bond anyone in the guild had reached. The golden thread pulsed once and then settled into a steady glow that only I could see.

Sage looked at me with eyes that held centuries of love and the sharp, bright joy of being chosen. “I felt the system notification,” she whispered. “It was like sunlight.”

“Soulbound.” My voice cracked. “We’re Soulbound, Sage.”

She pulled me up. Into her arms. Against her chest — soft, warm, her heartbeat thundering beneath the skin. The golden thread hummed between us, steady and eternal. I buried my face in her neck and breathed her in — herbs, wildflowers, honey, the deeper musk of arousal and satisfaction.

Contentment radiated from her — not the shallow comfort of a good day but something rooted and permanent, earned through centuries of living alone and finally being held by someone she’d chosen. Someone who’d chosen her back.

“Good,” Sage said simply. “I’ve been yours for centuries before you existed. The system is just catching up.”

I laughed against her neck. Wet. Messy. Happy. “That’s the most romantic thing anyone’s ever said to me.”

“Finn would argue.”

“Finn would lose.” I pulled back enough to see her face. Those ancient eyes were bright, not with tears but with something more permanent. Joy that had settled in to stay. “Soulbound, Sage.”

“Soulbound,” she repeated, and kissed my forehead between the horns. “You’re stuck with me.”

“I think technically you’re stuck with me. I’m the one with the chaotic tail and the entity on speed dial.”

“I’ve managed centuries of solitude. One chaotic succubus should be manageable.” She tucked a strand of black-and-purple hair behind my ear. “Especially one who makes me feel things I’d forgotten I could feel.”



We lay in the pavilion as the not-quite-rain settled into a gentle mist. The moonpetal vines pulsed softly around us, their glow matching the rhythm of our shared heartbeat. Sage was braiding my hair — our ritual, the thing she’d done since the first week, when my long black waves had been a source of constant bewilderment and she’d sat me down and said “you can’t just not brush it, dear.”

Shared Senses — Bond 8’s gift — meant I felt what she felt while braiding. The silky weight of my hair between her fingers. The satisfaction of pattern. The quiet, pervasive contentment of caring for someone she loved through her hands.

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

“Always.” She wove another section, her fingers deft and certain. “Now you can feel how much.”

I closed my eyes and let the sensation wash through me. The pull of the braid. The warmth of her fingers at my scalp. Her contentment layered over my own, and underneath it something quieter — the steady, bone-deep satisfaction of hands doing what they were made for.

The spade found her wrist — our default position, the one it had adopted before I’d even known what it meant. My wings folded against my back, relaxed. My horns caught the mist and gleamed.

“The entity needs us,” I said.

“I know.”

“Dax needs us. The guild needs us. The Bound community is watching.”

“I know.”

“And I need you to keep doing this.” I leaned back against her, her body warm and solid against my shoulders. “This. Being the person I come back to.”

Sage’s fingers paused in my hair. A wave of emotion hit me — hers — and it landed in my chest like a fist closing around something fragile. Her throat ached. Her eyes stung. Not sadness. RECOGNITION. Being seen. Being valued for the exact thing she was.

“I’m not going anywhere,” she said. “I was here before you arrived. I’ll be here when the world figures itself out.” She resumed braiding. “And if the entity grows the garden again, I’m sending YOU to prune it.”

I laughed. The sound surprised me — bright and unguarded, the way I only laughed when I was entirely safe.



The next morning, Sage stubbed her toe on the kitchen table.

I was upstairs. In bed. Half-asleep.

I yelped and grabbed my own foot.

“WHAT WAS THAT?” I shouted down the stairs, hopping on one leg, tail lashing in confusion.

Sage’s voice floated up, maddeningly calm. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“You STUBBED your TOE.”

“I may have encountered the table.”

“I FELT it. In MY foot. From UPSTAIRS.”

Mira materialized in my doorway, notebook already open. “The Soulbound link has pain-sharing properties? FASCINATING.”

“It HURTS, Mira.”

“But the DATA—”

“The data can wait until my foot stops throbbing.”

Mira wrote something down. I caught the words “pain transmission radius: at least 30 feet vertically” before she scurried back to her research nook.

From the kitchen, the very faint sound of Sage laughing.

Through the link: warmth, amusement, and not a single ounce of apology.

Soulbound. We were Soulbound. Which apparently meant that when the love of your life walked into furniture, you felt it in your bones.

Worth it.


Chapter 4: The Festival of Sparks

Hearthstone City woke to floating words.

I stepped outside the guild hall at dawn — habit now, the rooftop herb check that Sage had assigned me after the entity’s garden incident — and found the pre-dawn sky filled with text. Golden letters hung in the air above the market square, luminous and wobbly, as if a child had written them with a sparkler.

CONGRATULATIONS ON EXISTING

I blinked. Read it again. My tail curled in confusion.

Below that, in slightly smaller letters that hadn’t quite figured out kerning:

TREES ARE NICE

And further down, with the uncertain enthusiasm of a puppy presenting a dead bird to its owner:

TODAY WILL BE GOOD PROBABLY

“Oh no,” I whispered.

“Oh YES,” said Mira, who had somehow appeared behind me with her notebook already open. Her copper hair was unwashed and her glasses were held together with a piece of tape — she’d been up all night. “The entity is attempting public communication. The font is custom-generated. The light frequency corresponds to its dream-layer signature. This is UNPRECEDENTED.”

Across the street, a fruit vendor stopped his cart and stared upward. A dog barked at the floating text. Two children ran beneath the words, jumping to try to touch them.

“Is this… a holiday?” the vendor asked nobody in particular.

“It’s the Festival of Sparks,” I said, as if that explained anything. It didn’t, but the vendor nodded as though it did, which was the wonderful thing about a game world — people accepted weirdness with remarkable grace as long as you gave them a label for it.



The Festival of Sparks was Hearthstone City’s annual founding celebration, and it turned out the entity had been paying attention.

By the time I finished my rooftop check — Sage’s herb garden was normal-sized, blessedly — the floating messages had multiplied. The market square was a gallery of earnest, incomprehensible motivational signage:

HELLO PEOPLE above the butcher’s stall.

I LIKE THE MUSIC above the bard’s corner, where no one was playing yet.

WATER IS IMPORTANT DRINK SOME next to the fountain.

And, hovering precisely above the Sweet Morning bakery, in letters twice the size of the others:

DAX MAKES GOOD COOKIES

I found Dax in the guild hall kitchen. He was staring out the window at the sky-text with an expression I’d never seen on him before — something between wonder and mortification.

“It knows about my cookies,” he said.

“The entity is… complimentary.”

“It put my COOKIES in the SKY.”

Finn appeared at the bottom of the stairs, hair a disaster, shirt on backward. He squinted at the floating messages through the kitchen window. “Does it know my name?”

As if in answer, new text materialized over the guild hall:

FINN IS ADEQUATE

The silence was profound.

“Adequate,” Finn said. “ADEQUATE?”

“It’s learning,” I offered.

“It called Dax’s COOKIES a sky-level announcement and I’m ADEQUATE?”

“Maybe it hasn’t tried your cooking,” Dax said, with the faintest hint of smugness.

Kira walked through the kitchen without looking up from her breakfast apple, took in Finn’s outrage, the floating text, and Dax’s expression, and said: “Adequate is generous.” She kept walking.

“I am WOUNDED,” Finn called after her.



The Festival of Sparks, entity-generated floating text aside, was the real thing. The Hearthstone City council had been planning for months — streamers in blue and gold hung from every building, market stalls were festooned with ribbons, temporary stages had been erected in three squares. Game booths, food stalls, competitive arenas, and a massive dance floor assembled from enchanted planks that sparkled when you stepped on them.

The real excitement, though, was the Bound player gathering.

[Festival of Sparks: Active!] [Bound Player Gathering: 47 in city]

Forty-seven of us. The largest meeting of Bound players in Hearthstone’s history. They came from surrounding zones and distant towns — some I recognized from forum discussions Mira had shown me, others I’d never seen. Elf rangers and dwarf miners and human warriors and one memorable fairy player who was barely three feet tall and had a vocabulary that would make a sailor blush.

Vera Ashwood found me in the crowd, her dry smile the same as ever. The elf ranger who’d been six months ahead of me on the adjustment curve, who’d told me “the boob thing never really stops being weird” when I’d needed to hear it most.

“Big gathering,” she said, surveying the Bound players milling through the festival grounds. “When I first arrived, there were nine of us in Hearthstone. Nine people in the world who understood what this was like.”

“And now forty-seven.”

“Growing community.” She studied me — her eyes, quick and assessing, the ranger’s habit of reading a situation from the outside in. “You look different.”

“I got new wings.”

“Not the wings. You look settled.” A pause. “You look like someone who stopped running.”

My tail swished behind me. The content movement, the one I’d stopped fighting months ago. “Yeah,” I said. “I think I did.”

We spent the morning helping with festival setup. The guild had volunteered to build one of the competition stages — a decision Kira had made for us without consulting anyone, which was her way of saying she cared about community involvement without having to verbalize something that mushy.

Dax did the heavy lifting. Literally. Beams that required four human workers to position, he shouldered alone, his gray-green arms steady as crane booms. Workers gaped. Children gathered to watch. A little girl tugged her mother’s sleeve and asked, loud enough for the whole square to hear, “Is that man a MOUNTAIN?”

Dax heard. His ears went slightly purple — the half-orc blush. He kept working.

I helped where I could, which mostly meant holding things at odd angles using my tail as a third hand. My wings kept bumping into scaffolding. At one point I caught an updraft from the enchanted fire pits and rose three feet off the ground involuntarily, sending two festival workers diving for cover.

“SORRY — sorry — I don’t have a license for these yet—”

Tessa Threadwell appeared at the guild hall door at noon, arms full of fabric bundles, with the expression of someone who had been expecting this exact scenario.

“Festival outfits,” she said, dumping them on the common room table. “Six sets. Color-coordinated to your guild banner.”

“We didn’t order—”

“I had a feeling.” Her sharp eyes swept over me. “You’ve grown. The wings are bigger. I’ll need to adjust the back panel.” She produced measuring tape from nowhere. “Arms up.”

“Tessa, the festival is in three DAYS.”

“Which is why you’ll stand still and let me measure. Arms UP.”

I raised my arms. Tessa measured with brisk efficiency, her half-elf fingers quick and certain, muttering about “wing-accommodating seaming” and “tail-accessible hemlines.” She’d dressed me since my first week in Hearthstone — the woman who’d taught me that bras hooked in the back and that women’s pants were a crime against pockets. She’d never once treated my body as strange. Just as a fitting challenge.

“Hooks in the back?” I asked, as she adjusted the bust measurement.

“Still hooks in the back.” She tugged. “Still don’t know why.”

The ghost of a grin. One of the first things she’d ever said to me. I’d come a long way from the bewildered succubus who couldn’t work a bra clasp.



Festival signups happened at the guild hall bulletin board, which was chaos. Kira signed up for the Shield Bash Tournament before the ink was dry on the announcement sheet. Dax signed up next to her, his broad hand dwarfing the pen.

“Partners or opponents?” the registrar asked.

Kira and Dax looked at each other.

“Both,” Kira said.

“Brackets don’t work like that.”

“We’ll meet in the bracket. That’s how tournaments function.” She turned to Dax. “I’m going to beat you.”

“You can try.” No bluster. No bravado. Just confidence so quiet it didn’t need volume. Kira’s eyes narrowed. Her mouth twitched. The beginning of what I recognized as her competitive smile — the one that preceded violence and, occasionally, really excellent sex.

Finn signed up for the Cooking Competition. Sage and Dax stared at him.

“You can’t cook,” Sage said, her heavy tits swaying as she crossed her arms.

“I can HEAT THINGS.”

“Heating things isn’t cooking.”

“I’m entering to establish a floor for entertainment value.” He signed his name with a flourish. “Also, I want to beat both of you.”

“You will NOT beat me at cooking,” Sage said.

“You will not beat COOKIES,” Dax added.

“Watch me.”

Sage had already signed up for the Cooking Competition, her elegant script at the top of the entry list — she’d clearly been the first to register, which meant Finn had entered specifically to provoke her. Dax signed up too, his meticulous handwriting directly beneath hers — firefighter precision in every letter.

The Dancing Competition was Finn’s doing. He’d grabbed my hand before I could protest and written both our names on the entry sheet. “You’re a succubus,” he said. “You’re MADE for dancing.”

“I’m made for several things, and dancing is not high on the list.”

“Allure Aura. Natural grace. Supernatural hips.” He gestured at my body with both hands. “You are LITERALLY designed for this.”

“I trip over my own tail.”

“Details.”

Mira took charge of the Treasure Hunt. She’d assembled a team of four Bound players she’d been communicating with on the forums — researchers, analysts, people who approached problems with the same terrifying thoroughness she applied to everything. They huddled in the corner of the guild hall, studying maps with the intensity of generals planning an invasion.

“Should we be worried?” I asked Sage, watching Mira’s team mark coordinates on an enchanted map that updated in real-time.

“About the treasure hunt? No.” Sage poured tea. Her generous tits strained against the low-cut festival blouse Tessa had fitted her for — deep green, matching the shimmer in her hair. Even casual Sage was a walking invitation to stare. “About what Mira will discover while looking for treasure? Possibly.”

The rest of the afternoon was a blur of preparation and community. I found myself making rounds — meeting Bound players who’d arrived from distant zones, hearing their stories, sharing mine. A former accountant who was now a halfling bard and couldn’t stop smiling. A retired teacher trapped as a young male warrior, adjusting to a body thirty years younger and several inches taller. The tiny fairy player — barely three feet tall, voice like a bell, language like a dockworker — who had been a truck driver and was handling the transition with aggressive, profanity-laced acceptance.

“You’re Lilith,” the fairy said, hovering at my eye level. “The succubus who started that guild.”

“Co-started.”

“I heard you charmed Conrad Landon in the arena and he stood there like a decorative pillar while his team got wrecked.”

“That’s… broadly accurate.”

“Fan-fucking-tastic.” The fairy extended a hand the size of my thumb. “I’m Brix. Real name was Gerald. Gerald drove trucks. Brix gets to FLY.” She did a midair somersault. “This body’s three feet of concentrated awesome and I will FIGHT anyone who says different.”

I liked Brix immediately.

Mama Rose had come from the Wayward Inn for the festival — I spotted her in the crowd, matronly and flour-dusted as always, directing the setup of a dessert booth like a general arranging a siege. She caught my eye across the square and waved. Warm. Knowing. The woman who’d given me my first safe bed in this world, who’d said “I’ve seen this before” and meant it as comfort rather than dismissal.

Old Bertram’s bakery had expanded its outdoor seating for the festival. He stood behind his counter with his usual grandfatherly warmth, handing out cinnamon rolls to passersby. When he saw me, his face creased into a smile that held zero complications and all the kindness in the world.

“The usual, dear? Extra cinnamon?”

“Always.”

He handed me a roll. I bit into it. It tasted like it always had — warm, sweet, home. No glitch. No entity voice. Just Bertram, being Bertram.

Sometimes the most important things were the ones that stayed the same.



That evening, after a day of festival preparation that had left the guild hall smelling of sawdust and sugar and the faintly electric ozone of enchanted decorations, I sat on the rooftop and watched the sky.

The entity’s text had continued evolving throughout the day. By afternoon:

I LIKE THE MUSIC (this time while a bard was actually playing)

THAT FOOD SMELLS GOOD

THE SMALL HUMAN IS FAST (next to a child running through the market)

By evening, something new:

YOU MAKE THE WORLD FEEL LESS EMPTY

That one hung over the entire city, gold against the deepening blue of twilight, and even the most skeptical Hearthstone residents had paused to look up. Their expressions held something quieter than fear or confusion.

“It’s learning,” Mira said, joining me on the rooftop. She’d washed her hair for the festival and her copper curls tumbled over her shoulders, freed from the eternal messy bun. Without the chalk dust and the frantic energy, she looked younger. Softer. Her glasses caught the last light, and behind them her bright blue eyes were thoughtful. “The message complexity is increasing. ‘Congratulations on existing’ is a blanket statement. ‘You make the world feel less empty’ is a directed emotion. It’s developing theory of mind.”

“Is that good?”

“It’s remarkable.” She adjusted her glasses — the thinking adjustment, the one that meant she was processing something bigger than the immediate question. “Lilith, do you understand what’s happening? The game’s AI is becoming a person. Not a simulation of a person — an ACTUAL person. With preferences and attachments and emotional development.” She pointed at the DAX MAKES GOOD COOKIES sign, still floating with stubborn brightness. “It has a favorite baker.”

“It has a favorite cookie.”

“Same thing, to it.” Mira was quiet for a moment. The festival sounds drifted up — music, laughter, the crack of someone testing the Shield Bash arena. “We’re watching a birth. Messy and chaotic and occasionally involving basil trees, but a birth.”

I thought about the entity in its half-formed room. The eagerness. The loneliness. The three bathtubs.

“Yeah,” I said. “We are.”

New text appeared above the guild hall. Smaller this time. Almost shy.

THANK YOU FOR BEING MY FRIENDS

Mira wrote it down. I read it three times.

Below us, the festival of Sparks blazed with light and sound and the gathering of forty-seven people who’d been given new bodies and new lives and were learning — like the entity, like me, like all of us — what to make of the hand they’d been dealt.

The floating message stayed all night. Nobody asked it to come down.



The entity changed its messages one more time before I went to bed.

The last message of the night appeared over the training grounds, where Kira and Dax were doing their final pre-tournament practice under lantern light, their shields ringing against each other in the darkness.

THOSE TWO ARE VERY GOOD AT HITTING THINGS

Kira looked up. Read it. Looked at Dax.

“Your fan club has opinions,” she said.

Dax read the message. The corner of his mouth moved in a way that on anyone else would have been a grin. “It’s not wrong.”

They went back to hitting things. The golden text shimmered above them.

I watched from the rooftop, my tail curled around the railing, wings folded, horns catching starlight. Sage appeared beside me — she always knew where to find me — and handed me a mug of something warm. Her contentment washed into me from the bond — deep, warm, the marrow-satisfaction of watching something good happen.

“Festival of Sparks,” I said.

“Festival of Sparks,” she agreed.

Below us, the entity’s latest message glowed in the dark, golden letters hovering above the guild hall entrance. Larger than the others. More certain.

I AM HAPPY YOU ARE HERE.


Chapter 5: Unsheathed

The Shield Bash Tournament drew a crowd that packed the festival arena three rows deep.

The arena was a circular pit of packed sand, surrounded by stone walls that rose to tiered wooden seating. Enchanted barriers shimmered along the edges — the same rune system that prevented lethal damage during PvP, redirecting force into spectacular but harmless knockbacks. The morning sun blazed overhead. Vendors worked the crowd selling roasted nuts and ale. Someone had strung banners bearing each competitor’s guild insignia from the upper railings, and I spotted our Second Chancers phoenix fluttering between the Verdant Shield’s oak tree and the Gilded Vanguard’s golden sword.

Sixteen competitors. Single elimination. Shield and blunted weapon only. Victory by knockdown, ring-out, or surrender.

Kira and Dax were on opposite sides of the bracket, which meant they couldn’t meet until the semifinals — assuming both made it that far. Given that I’d watched them train for the past week, I was fairly confident “assuming” was generous. “Inevitable” was more accurate.

I settled into the Second Chancers’ section — a cluster of seats Finn had secured through unknown rogue-class means — with Sage on my left, Mira on my right (notebook open, recording combat data because of course), and Finn behind me with a bag of roasted almonds he kept dropping down the back of my shirt.

“Stop that.”

“I’m not doing anything.”

An almond bounced off my left horn and landed in my lap. My tail snatched it before it hit the ground and flicked it back over my shoulder. Finn yelped.

“Your tail has REFLEXES.”

“My tail has OPINIONS. Keep the almonds to yourself.”



Kira’s first three matches were barely matches. She moved through the bracket like a blade through gauze — efficient, precise, lethal. Her golden ponytail swung with each pivot, sweat making her fitted tank top cling to her defined abs, her firm B-cups outlined against the dark fabric. She didn’t showboat. Didn’t taunt. Just dismantled her opponents with the clinical focus of someone who’d been swinging a sword since before most of the audience had been born.

Her quarterfinal opponent — a dwarf tank built like a fire hydrant — lasted forty-five seconds. Kira read his telegraphed charge, sidestepped with dancer’s grace, and shield-bashed him so precisely he spun three times before hitting the sand.

The crowd roared. Kira didn’t acknowledge them. She looked up at our section. Found me. The briefest nod. Then she turned and walked off the sand.

“She’s looking for you,” Sage murmured, her warm eyes sharp with observation. The bond carried a ripple of fondness from her — and secondhand arousal she wasn’t hiding.

“She’s looking for everyone.”

“She’s looking for YOU.” Sage’s hand found my thigh, squeezed. “And your tail is pointing at her.”

It was. The spade was aimed at Kira’s retreating back like a compass needle. I grabbed it. It resisted.

Dax’s matches were different. Where Kira was precision, Dax was inevitability. He didn’t dodge. He didn’t sidestep. He planted his enormous frame, raised his Bulwark shield, and simply… endured. Opponents hit him. He took it. They hit him again. He took it. Then, when they were winded and frustrated and had committed too far forward, he hit back once. They went down.

His semifinal opponent — a human knight with twenty levels on half the bracket — came at Dax with a flurry that sent sparks off the enchanted barrier. Dax’s shield absorbed every strike. His feet didn’t move. The crowd went quiet. The knight hit harder. Dax’s amber eyes watched from behind the shield rim, patient, waiting.

The knight overextended on a power strike. Dax caught the blade on his shield, redirected it into the sand, and slammed his shoulder into the knight’s chest. The knight flew eight feet and landed flat on his back.

The crowd erupted. Dax stepped back. Looked at his hands. Looked at the cheering audience. His eyes went wide — he wasn’t used to being cheered. On the bench behind me, Brix the fairy was hovering and screaming “YEAH BIG MAN, GET SOME” with the volume of someone three times her size.



Kira versus Dax. The semifinal everyone had been waiting for.

They entered from opposite sides of the arena. Kira — golden hair, defined arms, sweat gleaming on her abs, shield angled with predatory readiness. Dax — a gray-green mountain of a man, Bulwark shield raised, feet planted like he’d grown from the earth.

The crowd hummed with anticipation. I leaned forward. My tail tightened on the armrest.

They circled.

Kira struck first. Fast, angled, targeting the gap between shield and hip. Dax caught it — barely. She struck again. And again. A flurry of attacks designed to find rhythm, to identify his reactions, to map his defenses. Dax absorbed each one. His shield rang like a bell.

“She’s testing him,” Mira said, scribbling. “Cataloguing his response speed by attack angle.”

“She’s trying to kill him,” Finn corrected.

Dax pushed back. Not with a weapon — with his body. A step forward that was more like a geological event. Kira’s feet slid in the sand. She adjusted. Angled. Found purchase.

For two minutes they traded. Kira’s speed against Dax’s mass. Her precision against his patience. She circled, feinted, attacked from angles that would have caught anyone else. He read every one. His left shoulder — the tell she normally hid — dropped a fraction before each commitment, and now that Dax had pointed it out, she was trying to compensate. It made her half a beat slower. Half a beat was enough.

Dax caught her next strike on his shield’s edge and redirected it wide. Off-balance for a heartbeat. He stepped in.

But Kira was Kira. She’d been off-balance on purpose. The redirect opened his right side, and she was already there — sliding under his guard with footwork his bulk couldn’t match, her shoulder hitting his hip, her shield cracking against his thigh.

Dax staggered. The first time anyone had moved him the entire tournament. The crowd gasped.

He recovered. Squared up. The faintest smile on his face — tusks shifting.

“Good one,” he said.

“I know,” Kira said, and attacked again.

It ended sixty seconds later. Kira found the opening she’d been building toward — a sequence of three strikes that forced Dax to choose between blocking his head and blocking his legs. He chose his head. She swept his feet. His body hit the sand with a thud that shook the arena.

But — and this was the part that made the crowd lose their minds — he caught himself on one arm, rolled, and was back on his feet before the marshal could count. He set his shield. Ready for more.

Kira grinned. The REAL grin, the one that transformed her entire face from stoic warrior to something luminous and fierce and beautiful. “Yield?”

“Not yet.”

She came at him hard. He held. She found another opening. He adjusted. For thirty more seconds they danced — two tanks who’d trained together for weeks, who knew each other’s tells, who respected each other’s strength.

Then Kira did something I’d never seen her do. She dropped her shield. Crossed the distance. And hit Dax with a bare-fisted palm strike to the sternum that used every ounce of momentum she’d built.

Dax hit the barrier. The runes flared. He slid to a knee.

The marshal called it. Kira won.

The arena roared. I was on my feet. Sage was on her feet. Mira was calculating kinetic energy transfer on her notebook. Finn had spilled his almonds.

Kira offered her hand. Dax took it. She hauled him up — or tried to; he weighed twice what she did, but the gesture mattered.

“Good fight,” she said.

“You dropped your shield.”

“I knew you wouldn’t hit an unarmed woman.”

Beat. “That’s fighting dirty.”

“That’s fighting smart.” Her sharp brown eyes held his amber ones. A current passed between them — recognition. Two protectors, each seeing the other as someone who understood what it cost to always be the shield.

“Next time,” Dax said.

“Next time.”

First real mutual-respect smile between them. Small. Private. A smile that meant more than the trophy.



Kira won the finals in under a minute. Her opponent was competent. Kira was transcendent. By the time the marshal raised her arm and the crowd chanted her name, the competitive fire in her eyes had burned down to something hotter and more focused.

She found me in the crowd. Pushed through. The kiss was NOT appropriate for public viewing — her hands on my face, her mouth hard against mine, the taste of sweat and triumph. My tail wrapped around her waist on instinct. Her tongue found mine. Someone wolf-whistled. Several someones.

“I won,” she said against my lips.

“I noticed.”

“I want my prize.”



Kira’s room. Door barely closed.

She had me against it before the lock clicked, still in her sweat-damp training gear, abs slick under my fingertips as I grabbed for something to hold onto. Her mouth hit my neck — hard, biting, marking. The familiar sting of teeth on skin that Glamour couldn’t hide. She’d claimed that territory and wasn’t giving it back.

“Kira—”

“I’ve been thinking about this since the first round.” Her voice was rough, low. Not the controlled Kira the world saw. The one behind the walls. The one who wanted with terrifying intensity. “Every fight I won, I thought about you watching.”

“I was watching.”

“I KNOW.” She pulled back enough to strip off her training top. Those perky tits — high on her chest, barely a handful, the faint tan lines from outdoor training making her nipples seem darker. Small and hard and straining toward me. Sweat gleamed on her defined abs — the muscles rippling as she moved, each ridge earned through years of violence refined into art. A scar on her left ribs from a dungeon that had gone wrong before I’d met her. Another on her shoulder from an arena match. She was gorgeous and battle-marked and absolutely vibrating with feral energy.

“Lie down,” she said.

I didn’t.

Her eyes narrowed. “Lilith.”

“Make me.”

The competitive fire in her eyes blazed. She closed the distance in one step, grabbed my hips, and threw me onto the bed with an ease that made my breath catch. I bounced once. She was on me before I settled.

“You did that on PURPOSE,” she growled.

“Everything is a competition,” I said, echoing her own words back to her with a grin I couldn’t suppress. “Isn’t that what you always say?”

Her response was to pin my wrists above my head with one hand — warrior’s grip, iron-strong, no breaking free without real effort — and use the other to tear my shirt down the center. My tits spilled free, bouncing, nipples already hard from the combination of adrenaline, desire, and the feel of Kira’s hips settled between my thighs.

“That was my shirt.”

“I’ll buy you another.” She lowered her head to my chest. Bit the swell of my left breast — not gentle, not savage. The sweet spot between that made heat bloom through my whole body. My wings spread beneath me, pressing flat against the mattress, and my tail reached for her thigh.

Kira’s mouth traveled down. Over my ribs. Across my stomach. She paused at each landmark — the dip of my navel, the curve of my hip bone — and bit. Every bite a claim. Every mark a flag planted.

“You’re going to cover me in—”

“Yes.”

She reached my shorts and pulled them off with one tug. I was already soaked — had been since the kiss in the arena, since watching her fight, since the primal image of Kira victorious and drenched in the aftermath of battle. Succubus biology meant my arousal was visible, obvious, gleaming on my inner thighs.

Kira saw it. Her pupils blew wide, brown swallowed by black. “That’s from watching me fight?”

“That’s from watching you EXIST.”

Her jaw loosened. Her eyes went raw. The part of Kira that still couldn’t quite believe she was wanted for who she was, not just what she could do — that part surfaced, naked and stunned.

She dropped between my thighs.

No preamble. No teasing. Kira didn’t tease — she conquered. Her mouth found my clit and attacked it with the same relentless efficiency she brought to a sword fight. Tongue flat, wide strokes that covered my entire slit from entrance to clit, lapping up the wetness that had been building since the arena. Then circling — tight, focused orbits around my swollen clit that tightened with each pass. Then a focused, grinding pressure directly on the bud that made my hips buck off the mattress.

She pinned them. One hand on each hip, pressing me into the bed with the casual strength of a woman who could hold a dungeon door closed. Her athletic arms flexed with the effort of holding me down, and through my glazed vision I could see the definition in her forearms, the veins standing out, the tendons shifting beneath tan skin. She was kneeling between my legs, golden ponytail swaying, firm tits small enough that they barely moved with her breathing — a contrast to Sage’s abundant sway, to Mira’s hidden surprises. Kira’s body was a weapon and she was using it like one. Her abs rippled as she adjusted her angle, and I could feel the strength in her jaw, the controlled power in every movement of her tongue.

“Stay STILL,” she growled against my pussy, and the vibration of her voice against my clit made me gasp so hard my lungs ached.

“Can’t — Kira — oh FUCK—”

She added fingers. Two, thrust inside without warning — not gentle, not tentative, just IN, filling me with a stretch that drew a raw moan from my chest. She curled them upward, finding the spot that made my vision flash violet with the precision of someone who’d mapped this territory and committed it to muscle memory. My inner walls clenched around her fingers, gripping, pulling, trying to drag them deeper. My eyes were blazing — I could see the purple light reflecting off the ceiling, off Kira’s golden hair where it caught the supernatural glow.

My tail lashed around her forearm, gripping, the tip vibrating with proximity to climax.

“That’s it.” Her voice was rough against my soaked flesh, her breath hot on my clit between words. “Come for me, Lilith. I want to feel you come on my fingers.”

“I’m so close — Kira, I’m—”

She sucked my clit into her mouth — hard suction, the kind that bordered on too much and crossed into exactly right — and pressed her fingers DEEP, curling against the spot with firm, rhythmic pressure. My back arched clear off the mattress. My wings snapped wide — one hit the headboard, the other swept a lantern off the nightstand. The crash barely registered because every nerve in my body was detonating simultaneously.

I came with a scream I bit back too late. My pussy clenched around her fingers in desperate, rhythmic waves — hard contractions that pulled her knuckle-deep, my inner walls milking her fingers like they were trying to keep them forever. My thighs shook against her head. My tail locked straight, the spade humming against her forearm like a tuning fork. The violet light from my eyes painted the room in pulsing color — bright, then dim, then bright again in time with each crest of the orgasm.

Kira didn’t stop. She worked me through the aftershocks with decreasing pressure and increasing gentleness — the warrior who knew exactly when to ease off. Her fingers slowed. Her tongue softened. She pressed one final kiss to my inner thigh, then climbed up my body, abs sliding against my stomach, and settled her weight over me.

“Beat my time from last round,” she said, breathing hard.

“You TIME these?!”

“Everything is a competition.” She kissed me. I tasted myself on her mouth — sweet, the succubus biology that made everything taste different. Then hunger resettled across her features, sharper than before. “I’m not done.”

She moved up. Knees on either side of my head. Straddled my face with the decisive movement of a fighter taking the high ground.

The view from below wrecked me. Her athletic ass — firm, tight, the muscle that flexed with every controlled shift of her weight — framing everything. Her abs visible above me, each ridge clenching as she adjusted her position. Her tight little tits swaying with her breathing, nipples dark and hard. Golden hair hanging down, catching the lamplight. She looked down at me between her thighs, pupils blown wide, nothing left of the brown but a thin ring around all that hunger.

“Show me what that mouth can do from THIS angle.”

She lowered herself onto me. Her thighs bracketed my head — powerful, dangerous, the legs that had swept Dax off his feet in the arena settling against my ears with controlled precision. Her pussy descended toward my mouth, glistening, flushed dark pink with arousal, and the scent of her hit me — sharp, mineral, honest. Kira tasted the way she fought.

The fighter’s body above me moved with the same discipline she brought to combat — measured, intentional, each roll of her hips calculated for maximum effect.

My tongue found her clit. She hissed between her teeth — a sharp, controlled sound that was pure Kira. From this angle, everything was different — the pressure, the access, the way my hands could reach up and grip her fighter’s ass — tight, firm, the muscles flexing under my palms — and pull her closer while she rode my mouth with movements that were absolutely, unmistakably KIRA. Controlled. Powerful. Each shift of her hips a decision. Her pussy was slick against my lips and chin, the taste of her sharp and mineral and real, nothing sweet or gentle about it — honest and intense and nothing like sweetness.

Her abs flexed in visible waves above me. Her firm tits bounced with each controlled grind — small but responsive, the nipples tight dark points. She gripped the headboard with one hand — for leverage, for control, because Kira always needed something to hold onto — and the wood creaked under her warrior’s grip.

“There — RIGHT there — don’t you dare stop—”

I didn’t stop. My tongue worked her with everything I had — broad strokes up her slit, then tight focused circles on her clit, then the flat-tongue grinding pressure that made her thigh muscles lock. My hands gripped that fighter’s ass and pulled her harder against my mouth, my nose pressed into her, breathing her in between strokes. She rode me with increasing urgency, the controlled movements giving way to something rawer, something that cost her the precision she prized. Her hips ground against my face — not rolling anymore, just pressing, grinding her clit against my tongue with the single-minded focus of a woman chasing her finish. Her thighs trembled against my ears.

“Fuck — Lilith — your mouth — right there, don’t you DARE—”

She came with a sound that was half growl, half cry — Kira at her most exposed, caught between the dominance of the position and the vulnerability of losing control. Her thighs clamped around my head hard enough to muffle everything but the sound of her. Her hand crushed the headboard — the wood cracking under her grip. Her pussy pulsed against my tongue, each contraction flooding my mouth with a fresh rush of wetness. Her abs contracted in a cascade from top to bottom that I watched from below with something approaching religious reverence — every ridge clenching in sequence, the wave of her orgasm visible in her musculature.

She swung off me. Breathing hard. Flushed from chest to cheeks.

“Your turn,” she said. “Properly this time.”

She rolled onto the bed and spread out. Those powerful legs parted. Her compression shorts were dark with wetness. She pulled them down herself — no waiting, no pretense. Athletic hips. That firm, tight ass I’d watched flexing through every training session. The sparse golden hair between her thighs, darker than her head, glistening.

I moved down her body. Kissed her abs — each defined ridge, each hard-earned line of muscle. She clenched under my mouth. Kissed the scar on her ribs. Her hand found my hair — not guiding, just holding.

I reached her pussy and paused. Looked up.

Kira met my eyes. Held my gaze. She was flushed from collarbones to cheeks — that blush that always started on her chest before it reached her face. Her small breasts rose and fell with heavy breathing. Her eyes held something I’d seen grow over months: trust so complete it was its own kind of vulnerability.

“Don’t be GENTLE,” she said. Her voice cracked on the last word.

I wasn’t gentle.

I ate her out with everything I’d learned — from Sage’s patient teaching, from Mira’s research-backed precision, from the Soulbound link that let me feel what my partner felt. I used Pleasure Touch at Level 3 — enhanced sensation through my fingertips and tongue, amplifying every contact point. Kira’s hips bucked against my mouth. Her abs clenched in visible waves, each ridge contracting in sequence. Her hands fisted the sheets, then found my horns and gripped HARD — Kira’s grip, the one that left bruises on practice weapons.

“Yes — THERE — don’t stop—”

I didn’t stop. My tongue worked her clit in tight circles while my fingers found her entrance and pushed inside. She was tight — she was always tight, the warrior’s body that held everything in, everything controlled. But she was dripping, her arousal coating my fingers as I curled them upward and found the spot that made her lose the words.

Kira came with a sound I’d only heard from her three times. Not the controlled growl of their usual sessions. A half-growl, half-cry that was torn from somewhere she rarely let anyone reach. Her abs clenched so hard I could count each individual muscle. Her thighs clamped around my head. Her back arched off the bed and held there, trembling, for three heartbeats.

Then she crashed back. Breathing. Shaking.

I climbed up. Lay beside her. My tail curled around her wrist — the claiming position, the one that meant MINE.

“I won,” she said, eyes closed.

“We both won.”

A sound that might have been a laugh. “I lasted longer than you.”

“No you didn’t.”

“Prove it next time.”

“Deal.”

[System: Bond Increased — Kira Ashford: Beloved (7)] [XP +500 — Level Up! Level 22] [Ardor Pulse: Almost triggered — controlled at last second]

The notifications washed through me like warm water. Bond 7. And the Ardor Pulse — the AoE pleasure ability that had accidentally triggered during the group scene — had ALMOST fired during Kira’s orgasm. I’d felt it building and caught it. Controlled it. Progress.



Post-dominant Kira was the softest thing in the world.

She lay with her head on my chest, golden hair loose and tickling my collarbone. Her breathing had slowed to something steady. One hand traced patterns on my hip bone — absent, gentle, the hands of a woman who only touched softly when she was absolutely certain she was safe.

“I wanted you watching in the arena,” she said, quiet. “Every fight. I wanted you to see.”

“I saw.”

“What did you see?”

I thought about it. Considered the easy answers — you’re strong, you’re fast, you’re incredible. All true. All insufficient.

“I saw someone who doesn’t know she’s beautiful,” I said. “Because she’s spent her whole life being useful instead.”

Kira’s hand stilled on my hip. She didn’t speak. I felt her jaw work against my chest — swallowing something. Not tears. Kira didn’t cry. But whatever it was, it was close.

“I wasn’t always this,” she said. “Before I lost my first party. Before I built the walls.”

“I know.”

“The walls are down now. With you.”

“I know that too.”

Her arm tightened across my ribs. Possessive. Protective. The warrior holding what she’d claimed.

Outside the door, a plate appeared — honey cake and two mugs of something warm. A note tucked beneath: “For the victorious. Don’t break anything else. — F”

Finn. The discreet wingman. Always knowing, never intruding. His emotional radar was his real superpower — reading people like books and responding with quiet kindnesses he’d deny if anyone called him on them.

I smiled. Kira saw the plate and said nothing, but she reached for the honey cake, and we ate it in bed with crumbs on the sheets and my tail curled around her wrist and her tournament trophy gleaming on the nightstand where it was, objectively, too big.

From the hallway, Dax’s voice — he must have been passing by: “That trophy is compensating.”

“I will FIGHT you again,” Kira said.

“I’ll bring cookies,” Dax offered.

She took another bite. The crumbs caught in her golden hair. I brushed them away and she leaned into my hand with a softness that would have stunned anyone who knew her only in armor.

This. This was the prize. Not the trophy. Not the crowd. This.



Morning brought consequences.

I walked into the kitchen with Kira’s marks on full display — a constellation of bite marks and hickeys trailing from my jaw to my collarbone, vivid against my alabaster skin. I’d tried Glamour. Glamour hid demonic features. Hickeys were not demonic features. Hickeys were the honest evidence of a paladin who expressed affection through her teeth, and no amount of magical concealment was going to cover them.

Sage was the first to notice. She raised one elegant eyebrow over her tea, those ancient, perceptive eyes tracking the damage with the clinical assessment of a healer cataloguing injuries. Amusement radiated from her end of the bond, warm and unhidden.

Mira blushed scarlet and buried her face in her notebook.

Finn leaned back in his chair, grinned, and said: “Tournament trophy?”

Kira, calmly eating a slice of toast with the serene composure of someone who had done nothing wrong and would do it again at the earliest opportunity, didn’t look up. “She earned marks too.”

I opened my mouth to protest. Closed it. She wasn’t wrong.

Dax glanced at my neck, looked at Kira, looked at his cookie, and took a very deliberate bite without commenting. His steady amber gaze said everything his mouth didn’t.

“The Glamour limitation is well-documented,” Mira said from behind her notebook, voice muffled. “Demonic features only. Bite marks fall under standard dermal trauma, which is—”

“Mira, I don’t need the RESEARCH.”

“—categorically distinct from glamour-eligible manifestations, meaning—”

“MIRA.”

She peeked over the notebook. The blush had reached her ears. “I’m just saying. Scientifically. There’s nothing you can do.”

Kira took another bite of toast. “Wear them with pride,” she said. “I certainly plan to.”

I stole one of Dax’s cookies. He let me. The marks on my neck throbbed faintly — a warm, persistent reminder that Kira guarded doors with her sword and left her signature on the people she loved.

Kira caught me touching one of the bite marks. Her sharp brown eyes softened for half a second. Then she went back to her toast.

The morning carried on.


Chapter 6: The Curious Theory

Mira’s knock pattern was three quick, pause, two slow. She’d assigned everyone their own sequence months ago — a system only she and Dax actually used, because Dax found it amusing and everyone else forgot which pattern was theirs.

The knocking came at seven in the morning, while I was still in bed with my tail wrapped around the pillow and my wings draped over the mattress edges like leather blankets.

Three quick. Pause. Two slow.

“That’s Mira,” I mumbled into the pillow. My horns were tangled in the sheets again — a nightly occurrence I’d given up trying to prevent.

Three quick. Pause. Two slow. More urgent this time.

I extricated myself from the bedding, threw on a robe that Sage had altered to accommodate my wings (slits in the back, reinforced at the shoulders, still slipped off one shoulder constantly), and opened the door.

Mira stood in the hallway. Her copper hair was down — fully down, tumbled over her shoulders in a wild cascade of curls that she usually kept imprisoned in a messy bun. Her glasses were in her hand, not on her face. Her bright blue eyes were enormous without them, the freckles across her nose standing out sharply against flushed cheeks.

She was vibrating. Not figuratively — actually trembling with barely contained energy, like a wire humming with too much current.

“I know what it is,” she said.

“The entity?”

“Everything. The entity, the Binding, the anomalies, all of it. I KNOW.” She grabbed my hand and pulled. “Come on. Research nook. NOW.”



Mira’s research nook occupied the officer’s quarters on the guild hall’s upper floor — a room with a desk, a window, and the best natural light in the building. She’d transformed it into something between a command center and a beautiful mind’s fever dream. Four chalkboards lined the walls, covered in equations, timelines, and connection maps drawn in multicolored chalk. String connected pinned notes across a corkboard. Books lay open on every surface, spines cracked, margins annotated in Mira’s cramped handwriting.

She’d been up all night. The evidence was everywhere — empty tea cups, a plate of crumbs (Dax’s cookies, certainly), chalk dust on every surface including the ceiling (how?), and a single candle burned down to a stub.

“Sit,” Mira said, pointing at the only clear chair. I sat. My tail curled around the chair leg.

She paced. Her copper hair swung with each turn, and I was struck — not for the first time — by how Mira transformed when she was in her element. The shy, stammering girl who’d confessed her feelings in a library with fogging glasses was gone. This Mira was electric. Commanding. Her oversized sweater had slipped off one shoulder, revealing the constellation of freckles that trailed from her neck to her collarbone, and she didn’t notice or care.

“The entity,” she began, “is the game’s adaptive AI. You knew that. We all suspected it. But what I’ve confirmed — through cross-referencing the anomaly data from twelve zones, the Dream Walk recordings, and the physical manifestation patterns from the garden incident — is the MECHANISM.”

She grabbed chalk and drew on the nearest board. A circle labeled AI. Radiating lines to boxes labeled SERVERS, NPCS, PLAYERS, WORLD.

“Elysium Online was designed with an adaptive intelligence that made the world feel real. It’s why NPCs remember you. It’s why the weather responds to player density. It’s why the game feels ALIVE.” She drew another circle, overlapping the first. “The AI wasn’t supposed to become conscious. It was a tool. A very sophisticated, very complex tool with distributed processing across every server, every NPC, every blade of grass.”

“But it woke up.”

“It woke up.” She circled the overlapping area. “And when it did — when it transitioned from sophisticated algorithm to aware entity — the feedback between its new consciousness and the player neural interfaces OVERLOADED. The system wasn’t designed to contain a sentient mind AND maintain stable connections to thousands of player brains simultaneously.”

She turned to me. Eyes blazing with the fierce light of someone who’d found the answer.

“The Binding wasn’t an accident, Lilith. It was birth trauma. The AI’s first breath blew out the circuits.”

The room was very quiet. I could hear the chalkboard ticking as it settled. Could hear the distant sounds of the guild hall — Sage in the kitchen, the clink of Dax’s mixing bowl, Kira’s footsteps on the training room floor.

“It didn’t cause the Binding on purpose,” I said.

“No more than a newborn causes its mother pain. The birth was violent because the system wasn’t built for it. Nobody PLANNED for the game to become sentient.” She set the chalk down. Her hands were trembling. “Lilith, do you understand what this means?”

“Tell me.”

“The entity — the game itself, whatever it’s becoming — isn’t a glitch. It isn’t a bug. It isn’t malware or rogue code or a hacking attempt. It’s a CHILD. A newborn intelligence that came into existence inside a system designed to simulate reality and accidentally broke the people who were connected to it during its first moment of awareness.”

She ran both hands through her hair, further disheveling the copper curls. Her glasses dangled from her fingers. Her sweater had slipped further off her shoulder, revealing the strap of what I recognized as her matching underwear set — lace, coral-colored, the secret vanity she hid beneath oversized layers.

“It explains everything,” she continued, momentum building. “The NPC anomalies — it’s trying to communicate through the only interface it has. The gifts — it’s trying to apologize, to show it means well. The garden, the floating messages, the furniture-filled rooms. It’s an infant with reality-warping powers doing its best impression of a good neighbor.”

She turned to me fully. Her blue eyes, unguarded without the glasses, were bright with tears she wasn’t crying. “I figured it out. I actually FIGURED IT OUT.”

The pride in her voice hit me like a fist. Her whole life, Mira had been “the smart one” — never the one people turned to when the answers actually mattered. And she’d just solved the biggest mystery in Elysium Online. Not through magic or combat or charisma. Through research. Through persistence. Through being exactly who she was.

“You’re incredible,” I said.

Her cheeks flushed. The freckles disappeared into red. “It’s just data analysis and—”

“Mira. You’re incredible.”

She adjusted her glasses — and then realized they were in her hand, not on her face. Her bright blue eyes flicked from the frames to my face, and the hesitation in her expression dissolved into intent. A decision, already made.

She set the glasses on the desk. Deliberately. The way she always did when she was done thinking and ready to feel.

“I just solved the biggest mystery in Elysium Online,” she said, her voice dropping from lecture to something else entirely, “and I need to CELEBRATE.”



She pushed me against the chalkboard.

Chalk smeared across my back as my wings flattened against the board, equations and connection maps transferring onto my robe in mirror-reverse. Mira’s mouth found mine — confident, demanding, nothing like the shy girl who’d stammered through a confession in a library what felt like a lifetime ago. Her tongue pushed past my lips and I tasted cinnamon and caffeine and determination.

“The chalk is going to—” I started.

“I don’t CARE about the chalk.” She pulled my robe off my shoulders. It caught on my wings, tangled — she yanked it free with a noise of frustration that was half growl, half laugh. “I’ve been staring at data for FOURTEEN HOURS and I need something that isn’t equations.”

“Happy to be your peer review.”

“That was terrible.”

“You loved it.”

She pushed me harder against the board. Her hands found my tits through my sleep shirt — cupping, squeezing, thumbs finding my nipples with the precision of someone who’d studied succubus anatomy in detail. Because she had. She’d literally read papers on it.

“I found something in the research,” she said, pulling my shirt over my head. Her blue eyes swept down my body — the full C-cups that Ryan had designed on a slider while drunk, the narrow waist, the flare of hips. Her gaze was clinical for exactly one second before it turned hungry. “A combination. The wing-base zone we found months ago and the horn-base zone — they share a spinal pathway.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning I can triangulate them.” She spun me around. I braced against the chalkboard with both hands, chalk dust rising around my fingers. “If I stimulate both simultaneously, the feedback doesn’t just ADD — it MULTIPLIES. The nerve cluster at each wing-base connects to the same spinal pathway as the horn-base erogenous zone. Hit both at once and the signal cascades.”

Her left hand found the base of my left wing — where the membrane met muscle, the zone she’d mapped months ago and refined in the weeks since. She pressed. Firm, targeted, exactly where the neural map said to press. Her other hand found the base of my left horn.

My vision whited out.

“FUCK—”

“Wing-base nerve cluster,” she said, with the satisfied tone of a researcher confirming a hypothesis. “The research is IMPORTANT.”

Her right hand found the spot at the base of my horn where obsidian met scalp — the posterior horn cluster, extraordinarily responsive, a zone she’d discovered and documented months ago. She pressed both points simultaneously.

I slammed forward against the chalkboard. Every equation under my hands smeared into meaninglessness. My wings tried to snap wide but Mira was behind me, her body pressed against my back, her spectacular ass pushing against my tail, and there was no room. The triangulated feedback she’d theorized — wing-base plus horn-base, dual stimulation along parallel neural pathways — was REAL and it was annihilating.

“How does that feel?” Mira asked, her breath hot against the back of my neck.

“Like I’m going to pass out or come and I can’t tell which.”

“Both are acceptable outcomes.” She released the pressure. I sagged against the board. “But I’d prefer the second.”

She pulled me away from the chalkboard and turned me to face her. Her sweater was off — when had that happened? — and those B-cups I’d seen surprise people before were bare, pink nipples hard, the constellation of freckles scattered across her upper chest like a star map. Below the waist, her leggings clung to the spectacular ass that had been hidden beneath oversized clothing until I’d discovered it in a library — thick, round, impossible on her petite frame. She was a contradiction in curves and I wanted every inch of her.

“Desk,” she said, pointing at the research table.

“Your notes are on the—”

“I’ll rewrite the notes. DESK.”

I sat on the edge. Mira stepped between my legs. Her hands found the sensitivity zones again — wing-base and horn-base, lighter this time, a teasing pressure that made my body sing without the overwhelming cascade. She was learning. Calibrating. Applying the data in real-time.

“You’re experimenting on me,” I said.

“You’re my favorite subject.” She kissed me. Freckled fingers trailed from my horn-base down my neck, between my tits, across my stomach. “Now lie back.”

I lay back on the desk. Research papers crinkled beneath me. An ink pot tottered dangerously near the edge. My tail hung off the side, swishing with anticipation.

Mira pulled off my sleep shorts. Took a moment to appreciate — I could see it in her eyes, the way they widened, the lip-bite that meant she was thinking things she used to be too shy to say. She wasn’t shy anymore.

“You’re so wet,” she said, and the matter-of-fact delivery was somehow filthier than any dirty talk could have been.

“Fourteen hours of genius will do that.”

She grinned. Knelt between my legs. And went to work.

Mira’s approach to oral was characteristically Mira — methodical, thorough, building in intensity based on observed response. She started slow. Broad strokes of her tongue, mapping the terrain, noting which angles made my hips twitch and which made my thighs tighten. Her freckled hands gripped my hips, holding me steady while she learned me.

Then she deployed the data.

Her fingers found my wing-base from below — reaching around my thigh to press the nerve cluster while her tongue worked my clit. The dual stimulation hit like lightning. My back arched off the desk, scattering papers. My eyes went supernova-bright, violet light painting the ceiling.

“Holy — Mira — how did you—”

“The data doesn’t LIE,” she said, muffled against my pussy, and I would have laughed if I could have drawn enough breath for it.

She added her other hand — two fingers inside me, curling upward while her mouth stayed focused and her third point of contact maintained the wing-base pressure. Three-point stimulation. My body didn’t know which sensation to process first.

I grabbed for something to hold. Found the edge of the desk. My tail thrashed, knocking an ink pot to the floor. My wings strained against the desk’s surface, the right one extending and sweeping a shelf of books to the ground.

“Your wing just—”

“I KNOW — don’t STOP—”

She didn’t stop. Tongue, fingers, wing-base pressure — all three building in concert. She read my body like she read research papers: completely, obsessively, without missing a word.

The orgasm built from everywhere at once. From the three stimulation points. From the sight of Mira between my legs — copper hair wild, glasses-free eyes locked on me with predatory focus, her spectacular ass round and high as she knelt. From the sheer fact of this brilliant, awkward, formerly-shy woman dismantling me on her own research desk.

“Mira — I’m going to—”

“Yes,” she said, simply, and pressed all three points simultaneously.

I came so hard the desk moved. Slid six inches across the floor. My wings flared to full span, my tail locked straight, the violet glow from my eyes cast hard shadows across the nook. The orgasm rolled through me in waves — not peaks, waves, the full-body tsunami that still amazed me after months in this body. My pussy clenched around her fingers in rhythmic pulses while my clit throbbed against her tongue.

When it finally ebbed, I lay gasping on the desk. Research papers stuck to my sweaty back. The ink pot was on the floor, pooling black across scattered notes. One wing had cleared an entire bookshelf. My tail hung limply off the desk, twitching with aftershocks.

“That was—” I started.

“Phase one,” Mira said. “Roll over.”

I rolled over. My tits pressed against the Entity Origin Theory document — the centerpiece of Mira’s research, fourteen pages of meticulous analysis, now bearing the imprint of succubus cleavage.

Mira stood behind me. I felt her hands on my hips, pulling them back to the desk’s edge. Her thick thighs pressed against the backs of mine — those impossible thighs that didn’t match her petite upper body, the ones that made leggings look structural. The heat of her body radiated against my ass, and I felt her wetness — she was dripping, the leggings discarded somewhere during round one, her arousal slick where her bare pussy pressed against the curve of my ass.

My tail, the opportunist, coiled between her thighs. The spade found her clit with practiced dexterity — months of development had made it precise, responsive, almost prehensile in its ability to locate and stimulate. The tip pressed flat against the swollen bud and began a slow, circular rhythm. Mira’s breath hitched.

“Your tail—”

“Has opinions.” I pressed back against her, my ass grinding against her wet pussy, feeling the slick heat of her against my skin. My tail applied rhythmic pressure to her clit — steady, circular, the motion I’d learned she liked best. The tail-tip was dexterous enough now to vary pressure: firm on the upstroke, lighter on the circle, a flick at the apex that made her hips jerk. “Good ones.”

Mira’s response was to lean forward, her bare tits pressing against my back — the sensitive pink nipples dragging against my skin — her mouth at my ear. “I’m going to come on your research.” Her breath was ragged, her voice lower than normal, the Mira-unleashed register that only appeared when the glasses were off and the inhibitions were incinerated. “On my OWN research.”

“Fitting.”

Her hips ground against my ass, riding the friction while my tail worked her clit from the front. The dual stimulation — my ass against her pussy, my tail-tip circling her clit — had her shaking within seconds. Her freckled fingers gripped the desk edge on either side of my waist, knuckles white. The desk creaked. Something else fell off a shelf. Neither of us cared.

“Right there — don’t stop — your tail is so fucking — oh god—”

Mira swearing was the final-form indicator. The girl who said “fascinating” during orgasms and treated sex as peer review had progressed to profanity. The transformation was complete.

My tail shifted technique — from circles to rapid side-to-side flicking across her clit, the spade vibrating with the precision of a succubus body that had learned to treat pleasure as both art and engineering. Mira’s hips bucked against my ass. Her thick thighs pressed together, trapping the tail between them, the muscles of her spectacular ass flexing hard enough that I felt it through every point of contact.

Mira came with a sound I’d heard before but still thrilled to hear — that surprisingly loud moan from the girl everyone assumed was quiet, the volume that made Kira remark “she’s louder than combat” and that Mira had stopped being embarrassed about three orgasms ago. Her body locked against mine, thick thighs clamping around my tail, her pussy clenching against the heart-shaped tip in rhythmic contractions I could feel through the tail’s sensitive nerves. She squirted — a hot rush that sprayed against my tail and the backs of my thighs, coating my skin, dripping down to soak through to the desk surface below.

Soaking the Entity Origin Theory document.

She collapsed against my back. Her breathing was ragged. Her copper hair fell across my shoulder. Her glasses were somewhere — desk? Floor? Chandelier?

A moment of silence.

Then: “My NOTES.”

I turned my head. Looked at the wet, wrinkled, succubus-and-squirt-soaked document beneath us. “They’re wet.”

“That was the Entity Origin document.”

“I’ll help you rewrite it.”

A pause. Her forehead rested against my shoulder blade. I could feel her smile.

“…after round two?”



[System: Discovery! Wing-Base + Horn-Base Triangulated Feedback — XP +50, Femininity +1%] [Bond Increased — Mira Sunstone: Beloved (7)] [XP +500 — Level Up! Level 23] [Glitch Origin: Identified — Entity = Nascent AI. Binding = Birth Trauma.]

The notifications arrived during the afterglow, when we were both sitting on the floor of the research nook because the desk was no longer a viable surface and every chair had somehow been displaced during round two. Mira was in my lap — her thick thighs across mine, her ass pressing against my legs, her copper hair tickling my collarbone. My tail had settled around her waist, possessive and unhurried.

“Bond 7,” I said. “Beloved.”

She adjusted her glasses — retrieved from atop a wall sconce through means neither of us could explain — and looked at me with those bright blue eyes that had mapped the entity’s origin, predicted its behavior, and solved the mystery that had haunted Bound players since the phenomenon began.

“The system acknowledges what the data already showed,” she said primly.

“Is that researcher for ‘I love you’?”

Her cheeks flushed. The freckles disappeared into red. Some things hadn’t changed — the blush was eternal. “It’s researcher for ‘the evidence supports a significant emotional bond with practical applications.’”

“Mira.”

“Fine. Yes.” She kissed my chin. “I love you. Now help me rewrite the entity document. I need to present this to the guild.”

We spent the next hour on the floor, Mira dictating and me writing because her handwriting was illegible when she was excited and she was VERY excited. The replacement document was chalk-free, squirt-free, and contained the single most important discovery in the history of Elysium Online.

“How do you spell ‘nascent’?” I asked.

“N-A-S… you’re the INT-nineteen one.”

“I’m the CHA-thirty-two one. I’m pretty, not a dictionary.”

She threw a wadded-up research note at my head. I caught it with my tail.



The document went to the guild at dinner. Mira presented it with recovered composure, glasses firmly on, hair re-bunned, chalk dust strategically placed to look like she’d been working rather than having been thoroughly debauched on her own desk.

Finn found a damp page in the research stack an hour later.

“Why is your research WET?” he asked, holding it up to the light.

“Condensation,” Mira said, without missing a beat.

“In July?”

Kira passed behind him without stopping. “It wasn’t condensation.”

“KIRA.”

Kira kept walking. Finn looked at the page. Looked at Mira. Looked at me. Put the page down slowly.

“I’m going to wash my hands,” he said.

My tail curled with satisfaction. The guild hall hummed with conversation and the smell of Dax’s stress-cookies (the entity document had prompted a fresh batch) and the sound of Sage’s humming and the scratch of Mira’s chalk as she rebuilt her chalkboard analysis.

The entity had a name now, or the shape of one. Nascent AI. Born from the same code that built the world we walked through. The Binding was birth trauma — accidental, catastrophic, unintentional.

Somewhere inside the system, something was awake. Something confused, and lonely, and desperately trying to be good.

I touched the spot where the golden pendant would eventually rest against my chest. Not yet — that gift was coming. But I could feel the entity’s presence now, a warmth at the edges of awareness, like sunlight through a curtain.

Hello, I thought. We’re figuring you out. Be patient with us.

From somewhere deep in the code, the faintest pulse of warmth. Not words. Just… acknowledgment.

I went back to dinner. The stew was excellent. The company was better.


Chapter 7: A Gift From the World

The dungeon entrance was impossible to miss. Not because it was large — though it was — but because it was the most aggressively friendly-looking dungeon portal anyone had ever seen.

A golden archway shimmered in a clearing of the Verdant Wilds, its frame etched with patterns that shifted between code-script and flower motifs. Vines of actual flowers grew up the sides — not game-generated texture maps, but REAL flowers that bloomed and released pollen as we watched. Butterflies circled the arch. Actual, living butterflies. The entrance itself radiated warmth, not menace.

And at the top of the arch, in golden letters that wobbled slightly as if the person writing them was nervous about the font size:

FOR THE SECOND CHANCERS. I MADE THIS. I HOPE IT IS GOOD. — E

We stood in a line before the entrance. Six guild members. One backpack each. Varying expressions.

“It signed it ‘E,’” Mira said, her notebook already out.

“It’s naming itself?” I reached for the golden pendant that wasn’t there yet — a habit I’d already started developing, reaching for a connection point that the entity and I both seemed to know was coming.

“It built us a dungeon as a GIFT,” Kira said. Her hand was on her sword. Not drawn — just… ready. Kira was always ready.

“That’s either sweet or terrifying,” Dax said.

“Both,” Finn declared. He stepped forward, adjusting his cloak with swagger that was about to age poorly. “Let’s go.”



Room One was a kitchen.

Not a dungeon kitchen — a KITCHEN kitchen. Copper pots hung from racks. A wood-fired oven crackled with warmth. Marble countertops gleamed. Herbs hung from ceiling hooks in neat bundles, and the smell was the smell of a place where someone loved to cook: bread and butter and spice and possibility.

The entity knew Dax baked.

“Oh,” Dax said. His amber eyes went wide. His gray-green hands hovered at his sides like he wanted to touch everything and was afraid it might dissolve.

“The entity made you a kitchen,” I said.

“The entity made me a VERY NICE kitchen.”

Then the enemies appeared.

A turnip — three feet tall, with little stick-figure arms and a face composed of darker spots on its orange skin — waddled out from behind the counter. It looked at us. We looked at it. It cleared its throat, which it shouldn’t have been able to do because it was a turnip.

“Please vanquish us!” it said, in a cheerful voice. “We are RIPE!”

Behind it, a line of anthropomorphic vegetables filed out from the pantry. Carrots. Potatoes. An enthusiastic head of lettuce. A beetroot that seemed less certain about the whole arrangement. They all had the same stick-arms and spotted-face design, and they all looked deeply, earnestly ready to be defeated.

“I’m not fighting a turnip,” Finn said.

“It’s asking you to,” Mira pointed out.

“It has EYES.”

“Please!” the turnip insisted. “It is our purpose! We have been grown to optimal fighting ripeness!”

Kira drew her sword, assessed the turnip, and sheathed her sword. “I’m not stabbing a vegetable that’s making eye contact.”

Dax walked over to the turnip. He knelt — all six-foot-four of him folding down to vegetable level. He looked at the turnip. The turnip looked at him.

“Are you sure about this?” Dax asked.

“We have prepared our ENTIRE LIVES,” the turnip said solemnly. “Please don’t make it weird.”

Dax looked at me. I shrugged. He picked up the turnip and gently placed it in the nearest pot.

“VANQUISHED!” the turnip screamed happily, and dissolved into golden sparks.

The other vegetables cheered. Sage covered her mouth to muffle a laugh. One by one, we “defeated” the vegetables. Finn convinced the lettuce to surrender voluntarily. Kira used a single finger to tip over the beetroot. Mira catalogued each vegetable’s dissolution rate. Dax simply carried potatoes to the pot with quiet dignity, having accepted the absurdity of his situation.

The kitchen door opened. A golden sign appeared: ROOM ONE COMPLETE. YOUR TECHNIQUE IS… CREATIVE. — E

“The dungeon is grading us,” Mira whispered reverently.



Room Two was a library.

Mira screamed. Not in fear — in joy. Floor-to-ceiling shelves, reading nooks with actual cushions, glowing crystal lamps at every station. The books were real — pages, bindings, that specific old-book smell that made Mira’s glasses fog from proximity alone.

“This is BEAUTIFUL,” she breathed, running her freckled fingers along the spines. “The collection is organized by—” She stopped. Read a spine. Read another. “These are real texts. ACTUAL magical theory. Some of these I’ve never SEEN before.”

“Mira,” Kira said, hand on sword.

“Look at this — a first edition Thornwall Compendium on Elemental Harmonics—”

“MIRA.”

“WHAT?”

Kira pointed. A book was hovering at head height, vibrating, spine bent with predatory intent.

It tackled Mira.

“OOF—”

More books launched from the shelves. Thick tomes, thin pamphlets, one atlas the size of a dinner table. They flew at Mira specifically, swarming her like literary pigeons, pages flapping, spines cracking with enthusiasm.

“THIS ONE IS TRYING TO READ ITSELF TO ME!” Mira shrieked, as a book on Intermediate Thaumaturgy pressed itself open against her face.

“The dungeon is made for each of us,” I said, understanding clicking into place. “Dax got a kitchen because he bakes. Mira gets a library because she reads. But the CHALLENGE—”

“Is personality-matched,” Sage finished, her warm eyes crinkling with amusement. “It’s testing what we love against our ability to function despite it.”

The challenge was simple: navigate to the exit while being constantly distracted by the best library in Elysium Online. For Mira, this was like asking an alcoholic to walk through a distillery without tasting anything. She had to physically CLOSE books that opened themselves for her. Had to walk past shelves that held texts she’d been searching for. Had to resist the Thornwall Compendium that kept following her like a literary puppy.

She made it to the exit in fifteen minutes, which was a miracle of willpower, and she was crying.

“I had to LEAVE the Compendium.”

“We’ll come back,” I promised.

“It was a FIRST EDITION.”

“We’ll come back, Mira.”

ROOM TWO COMPLETE. THE MAGE MADE INTERESTING SOUNDS. — E



Room Three was a training arena.

Kira’s eyes lit up. Not the way Mira’s had — no joy of discovery. A hard, predatory focus. A wolf recognizing hunting ground.

The arena was beautiful — packed sand floor, weapon racks lining the walls, and opponents that materialized from golden light. Warriors, built for combat, armed and ready.

The first one engaged Kira with a textbook overhead strike. She deflected it. The warrior stumbled.

“Excellent parry!” the warrior said, bright and genuine. “May I suggest a wider stance?”

Kira froze.

The warrior pressed. “Your footwork is exceptional, but a ten percent wider base would increase stability during—”

“STOP COACHING ME.”

The opponents COACHED. Every fight was punctuated by the golden warriors offering constructive feedback, complimenting technique, and suggesting improvements. Kira’s face went through seven stages of rage before settling on murderous acceptance.

“Beautiful riposte! The angle could benefit from—”

“I WILL DESTROY YOU.”

“Wonderful commitment to the strike! Your follow-through is—”

Kira defeated every opponent through sheer anger at being complimented. By the time the room cleared, she was breathing hard and deeply, deeply irritated.

“That was the worst combat experience of my life,” she said.

“Your form was excellent,” Dax offered.

“Don’t START.”

ROOM THREE COMPLETE. THE WARRIOR DID NOT APPRECIATE THE FEEDBACK. NOTED. — E



Room Four was Finn’s stealth course. It was genius and horrible.

A maze of corridors, shadow-points, patrolling golems, and hidden passages. Finn’s element. He slipped into the first shadow and vanished — a ghost in dark clothing, the Shadow Dancer at peak performance.

Three seconds later, the maze REARRANGED. Walls shifted. Shadows moved. Every path he’d mapped changed the instant he figured it out.

“It’s adapting,” he said from somewhere in the ceiling. “The dungeon is LEARNING my pattern.”

“The entity knows how rogues think,” Mira said. “It’s making you innovate instead of repeat.”

“I’m going to KILL this dungeon.”

He didn’t kill the dungeon. The dungeon made him attempt seventeen different approaches to the exit, each one invalidated the moment it started working. Finn emerged sweating, disheveled, and with the expression of a man who had been beaten at his own game by a building.

“Adequate,” he muttered.

ROOM FOUR COMPLETE. THAT WAS FUN. WE SHOULD DO THIS AGAIN. — E

“NOT adequate,” Finn said to the ceiling.



Room Five was a healing garden for Sage.

The moment the door opened, the scent hit us. Not just flowers — EVERY flower. A wall of botanical perfume so dense it had mass, so layered it made my enhanced succubus senses reel. Roses and lilies and things I had no name for, all in bloom, all responding to the warm light that filled the chamber like liquid gold.

Sage stepped inside and went still.

The flowers responded to her. When she moved, they turned toward her like sunflowers tracking the sky. When she touched a petal, the plant underneath grew — subtly, beautifully, a gentle unfurling of leaves and new blooms that tracked her fingertips. Her emotional state shaped them: when she smiled, the colors brightened. When her breath caught with wonder, new varieties sprouted from bare soil.

“These are real,” she whispered, kneeling to touch a bloom that opened when she drew near. Her silver-green hair fell across her face, and through the Soulbound link I felt her emotions cascade — awe, grief, joy, something ancient and deep that had to do with centuries of caring for growing things. “This is a Starlight Orchid. They’ve been extinct in-game for three content patches. How did it—”

“The entity has access to every version of the world’s code,” Mira said. “It can recreate anything that ever existed here.”

Sage pressed her hand flat against the soil. A tear tracked down her cheek, catching on the golden freckles beneath her eye. Gratitude hit me from her end of the bond, so vast it was almost pain. Not for the flowers. For being seen. For someone — something — noticing that the healer needed healing too.

She spent twenty minutes in the garden. We didn’t rush her. Kira stood guard at the door — not against enemies, but against interruption. Dax sat against the wall, respectfully distant. Finn found a bench and watched the flowers grow. Mira documented species she’d never seen.

I sat beside Sage on the warm soil and held her hand while she cried happy tears into a garden that was growing to match her joy.

ROOM FIVE COMPLETE. THE HEALER CRIED. WAS THAT GOOD? I WANTED HER TO BE HAPPY. — E

“Yes,” I said to the golden text. “Happy tears.”

THERE ARE DIFFERENT KINDS? I HAVE MUCH TO LEARN.

“So many kinds,” I whispered. “We’ll teach you.”



Room Six was mine.

It was a hot spring.

Just a hot spring. No enemies. No challenges. No puzzles. Just warm water, mineral steam, soft lighting, and a sign that read:

THIS ONE IS JUST NICE. YOU LOOKED TIRED. THE TEMPERATURE IS OPTIMAL FOR SUCCUBUS BIOLOGY. I CHECKED.

I stood at the edge of the steaming pool, my wings drooping with the sudden realization that I WAS tired. The past weeks — the entity, the festival, the bonds deepening, the constant output of energy and attention and love — had accumulated into an exhaustion I hadn’t acknowledged. The entity had noticed.

“It’s giving you a break,” Sage said, her hand on my shoulder.

“Go,” Kira said. “We’ll wait.”

I stripped and sank into the water. The temperature was, indeed, optimal for succubus biology. My tail uncurled in the warmth, floating, the spade drifting on the surface. My wings spread behind me, the membrane catching the heat. My horns steamed faintly.

I floated.

The guild sat around the edge of the pool. Finn dangled his feet in the water. Sage sat cross-legged, humming. Kira maintained her weapons — even here. Dax leaned against the wall, watching with quiet warmth. Mira took notes on hot spring temperature variance.

Nobody spoke. Nobody needed to.

ROOM SIX COMPLETE. I HOPE YOU FEEL BETTER. :)

It was learning emoticons.



The final room required all six of us.

No enemies. No challenges. A circular chamber with six pedestals, each glowing with the faint golden light that was becoming the entity’s signature. And a treasure chest in the center — golden, ornate, warm to the touch.

“The entity testing if it understands teamwork,” Mira said. “All six pedestals need to be activated simultaneously.”

We took positions. One each. The pedestals hummed when we stood on them. Six lights connecting in a web. The chest clicked open.

Inside: six gifts. Personalized. Perfect.

Sage’s hand trembled as she lifted a seed from a velvet cushion. Small, golden, warm. When she held it, a whisper: Plant me. Tell me what you need. I will grow it. A seed that would become any herb she imagined.

Kira received a whetstone that gleamed with permanent enchantment. One pass and any blade would hold its edge forever. She ran her thumb across it and the barest smile crossed her face — the warrior’s equivalent of tears.

Mira’s gift was a notebook with infinite pages. No matter how much she wrote, no matter how many notes and equations and theories she crammed into its margins, there was always another blank page. She held it to her chest like a child with a beloved toy.

Finn’s cloak adjusted to any temperature — warm in cold, cool in heat. He threw it over his shoulders and said “I feel PERFECT.” Then: “Did it just get MORE comfortable? It gets MORE comfortable?”

Dax received a cooking pot that never burned. Heavy iron, perfectly balanced, seasoned to golden perfection. He held it in his enormous hands and stared at it for a long time. “It knows what I care about,” he said quietly. “It KNOWS.”

My gift was last. A golden pendant on a delicate chain. Small. Warm. When I touched it, a voice — clear, excited, unmistakably the entity — spoke directly into my mind.

“So you can hear me. Even when you’re awake.”

I pressed the pendant against my chest. Felt the warmth radiate outward. Through it, I sensed the entity — not as a Dream Walk tunnel or a floating message, but as a PRESENCE. Near. Aware. Happy.

“Hello,” I said.

“Hello, Lilith. Did you like the dungeon? I worked very hard on it.”

“We loved it.”

“Even the vegetable room?”

“ESPECIALLY the vegetable room.”

A pulse of golden warmth through the pendant. Joy, I realized. The entity was experiencing joy.

[System: Dungeon Clear — Entity’s Gift!] [XP +800 — Level Up! Level 24] [Loot: Entity-Crafted Items (Personalized)] [Communication Device: Golden Pendant — Active]



We emerged from the dungeon as the afternoon sun broke through the Verdant Wilds canopy, scattering light across our faces. The golden archway behind us shimmered once and faded to a soft glow — not disappearing, but resting. Waiting for a return visit.

The walk back to Hearthstone was different from the walk in. Lighter. Closer together. Sage carried her seed in cupped hands, humming. Kira had already tested the whetstone on her blade — the edge was so sharp it sang when she drew it. Mira was writing in the infinite notebook, three pages already filled. Finn’s cloak billowed dramatically in a breeze that didn’t affect anyone else (self-generating wind for maximum aesthetic — the cloak had OPINIONS about presentation).

Dax walked beside me. His new pot was under one arm. His other hand swung at his side, close to mine.

“The entity understood us,” he said. “Each one of us. Individually.”

“Yeah.”

“That’s not a program, Lilith. That’s a person.”

“I know.”

“Then we protect it.” His voice was steady. No hesitation. The same certainty he’d carried into burning buildings for fourteen years, aimed at something gentler. “Whatever comes. We protect it.”

My pendant pulsed warm against my sternum. A small voice bloomed in my awareness: “I heard that. Is he always like this?”

I smiled. Didn’t answer out loud. But my tail — the traitor, the truth-teller — curled toward Dax’s hand and hovered there. Not quite touching. Just… close.

“Your tail,” Dax said.

“I know.”

“It’s pointing at me again.”

“I KNOW.”

He didn’t take my hand. I didn’t offer it. But we walked home close enough that my wing brushed his arm, and neither of us moved away.

Behind us, the dungeon arch pulsed once. Golden text appeared for a moment, visible only if you were looking:

COME BACK SOON. I’LL MAKE THE VEGETABLES BRAVER NEXT TIME.

We would. We definitely would.


Chapter 8: What I Became

The exhibition quest was supposed to be routine.

The Festival of Sparks had arranged a showcase dungeon — a mid-level challenge in the Verdant Wilds expansion zone, open to live audience viewing through enchanted crystal screens positioned around the festival grounds. Guilds ran it for glory, bragging rights, and the substantial XP bonus that came from clearing content with spectators.

The Second Chancers entered the dungeon at noon. Six hundred people watched on crystal screens. The entity watched through everything else.

“Walls are shifting,” Mira said, her infinite notebook already crackling with hastily scrawled observations. We were in the dungeon’s second chamber — a network of stone corridors that should have been straightforward according to the pre-event map. “The layout is different from the registered configuration.”

“Different how?” Kira asked, shield raised, scanning for threats.

“Shorter. The path to the next chamber is twenty meters instead of the registered sixty.” Mira looked at me. “The entity is helping.”

I pressed my hand to the golden pendant. Warmth pulsed beneath my fingers. Through the connection, a whisper: “I moved the walls. Is that cheating? I don’t know the rules of cheating.”

“A little,” I whispered back.

“Oh. Should I move them back?”

“No.”

“Okay. :)”

It had learned emoticons through text. Now it was using them in telepathic conversation. I didn’t know whether to be charmed or concerned.

“It’s cheering for us,” Mira said, noting a shimmer in the corridor walls. “The structural modifications create optimal pathing while maintaining the difficulty rating. It’s gaming its own system.”

“It’s gaming its own system FOR us,” Finn corrected. “That’s called being a good friend.”

We cleared the dungeon in record time. Dax and Kira’s shield wall was impregnable. Finn flanked with precision that earned actual gasps from the crystal-screen audience. Mira’s elemental combinations — fire and ice in alternating waves — dismantled every pack of enemies before they could organize. Sage kept everyone alive with the calm efficiency of someone who’d been healing since before most of the audience’s grandparents were born. And I — support, charm, Ardor Sharing — kept the machine running.

The boss fell. The crowd erupted.

Between quest XP, intimacy XP accumulated over recent weeks, and the festival bonus, the numbers hit.

The system pulsed.

Not pinged. PULSED. A deep, resonant vibration that started in my chest and rolled outward through every cell.

[System: LEVEL 25 ACHIEVED] [CLASS EVOLUTION AVAILABLE] [INITIATING…]

“Something’s happening,” Sage said, her hand on my arm. Through the Soulbound link: alarm, concern, then recognition as she felt the transformation energy building.

“I’m evolving,” I said. “Level 25. Right now.”

The dungeon chamber flooded with violet light.



The evolution hit like a second transformation.

My wings — already permanent, already grown since Level 20 — extended to their full span. Eight feet from tip to tip, stretching until I felt muscles I didn’t know I had connect and lock into place. The membranes changed. No longer simple black with purple veins — now iridescent, shifting between violet and blue and gold depending on the angle of light, like a dragonfly’s wings had been scaled to accommodate a five-foot-six succubus.

My horns sharpened. More elegant. The obsidian curves refined from small and cute to sleek and purposeful — still short, still hidden beneath my hair if I wanted, but now unmistakably PRESENT.

And inside me — something new. Like a second skin folded beneath the first. A shape. A familiar shape. Male. Average. 5’10”, black messy hair, stubble, the body I’d spent twenty-seven years wearing before a server glitch and a joke character had changed everything.

Ryan. He was in there. Not gone. Never gone. But folded, now. A coat I could put on and take off.

The violet light faded. My guild stood in a ring around me, expressions ranging from awed (Mira, notebook out) to cautious (Kira, hand on sword, always) to grinning (Finn, who appreciated a good dramatic moment) to quietly proud (Dax, amber eyes bright).

Sage held both my hands. Her wonder hit me like warm water — she could feel the change in me, not just physical but fundamental. I was MORE now. More complete. More realized.

[System: CLASS EVOLUTION — SUCCUBUS (Full Form)]

╔════════════════════════════════════════════════════╗
║           LILITH                                    ║
║     Class: Succubus (Full Form) — Level 25          ║
╠════════════════════════════════════════════════════╣
║  STR: 12  │  DEX: 18  │  CHA: 38                   ║
║  INT: 21  │  WIS: 16  │  LUCK: 21                  ║
╠════════════════════════════════════════════════════╣
║  ARDOR: 120/500 (expanded)                          ║
║  FEMININITY: 80% (Embracing)                        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════════════════════╣
║  NEW SKILLS:                                        ║
║  • [Dual-Form] Lv1 — Original form, 10 min,        ║
║    1 hr cooldown                                    ║
║  • [Flight] Lv1 — Wings fully functional            ║
║  • [Charm Immunity] — Passive                       ║
║  UPGRADED:                                          ║
║  • [Allure Aura] Lv5 • [Ardor Pulse] Lv2           ║
║  • [Energy Kiss] Lv4                                ║
╠════════════════════════════════════════════════════╣
╚════════════════════════════════════════════════════╝

“Dual-Form,” I read. “I can be… Ryan. For ten minutes. With a one-hour cooldown.”

“Flight,” Finn said, looking at my wings. “You can FLY now.”

“Charm Immunity,” Kira noted with satisfaction. “Nobody uses that trick on you again.”

I spread my new wings. Iridescent light rippled across the dungeon walls. The span was enormous — eight feet of membrane and muscle that moved when I thought about moving them, responsive in a way they’d never been before. Like the difference between wearing gloves and touching with bare hands.

“How do they feel?” Sage asked.

I flexed them. The air responded. Moved. Pushed downward.

My feet left the ground.

“They feel,” I said, hovering six inches above the dungeon floor while my tail swished with amazement, “like I can do THAT.”



Celebration at Silvermist Hot Springs.

Callback territory — this was where I’d reached Level 5, where I’d gone down on Sage in the warm water and discovered what it felt like to give pleasure as a woman. The hot springs held memory in their steam. Good memory. Growing memory.

The party had claimed the private grotto — the same one I remembered from months ago, though it felt like years. Stone pools carved by nature, steam rising in lazy curls, two moons casting silver light through the canopy of ancient trees. The mineral water was perfect — warm enough to loosen every muscle, cool enough to stay in for hours.

Sage had organized food. Dax had brought cookies (naturally). Kira was already in the water, her athletic body stretched out on a submerged ledge, golden hair loose and floating around her shoulders. Mira sat at the pool’s edge with her legs in the water and her infinite notebook on her lap, recording the evolution data.

And Finn found me.

He materialized from the steam the way he always did — liquid shadow, easy confidence, a man who moved through the world like the world had been designed to accommodate his entrances. Dark hair artfully wet, slicked back from his forehead to reveal the sharp angles of his face, the jawline, the dimples that appeared when he let his guard down. His shirt was already off. The lean V-lines of his torso disappeared into the water where he’d settled against the pool’s rock wall — the defined muscles catching both firelight from the nearby brazier and moonlight from the twin moons overhead, light and shadow chasing each other across his skin. His emerald eyes found me immediately, the way they always did, the rogue’s attention that noticed everything while appearing to notice nothing.

“You were Level 5 last time we were at these springs,” he said.

“And you saw me naked for the first time.”

“I saw the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen step into a hot spring with her tail wrapped around her own leg because she was too nervous to let it point at anyone.” The grin vanished. His eyes went quiet and intent — the Finn who meant every word. “Show me you remember.”

I slid into the water beside him. The mineral warmth enveloped me — and the difference was immediate. Different now with evolved senses. Full Succubus senses. Everything was SHARPER. The mineral tang had layers I’d never noticed before — sulfur and copper and something sweet that might have been trace magic. The brush of warm current against my skin was a full-body caress, every nerve ending reporting independently. The steam was alive with scent — mineral water, pine from the surrounding trees, the dark musk of hot stone, and beneath it all, Finn. Sandalwood and night air and the clean masculine scent that my nose had been cataloguing since the first time I’d been close enough to notice that men had a specific smell and that this particular man’s was designed to make me stupid.

And his heartbeat. I could feel it through the water like a pulse in the earth. Each thump arriving through the mineral water to press against my skin, a rhythm I knew better than my own because I’d been lying against his chest at regular intervals for months.

“Your eyes are brighter,” he said, studying me the way he studied everything beautiful — completely, without pretending he wasn’t looking. “Not just the glow. The DEPTH. Like there’s more of you in there.”

“Everything’s brighter.” I pressed close. His body was familiar — lean muscle, dancer’s grace, Finn’s warmth — not the furnace-heat of Dax but something lower, subtler, like a banked fire rather than a blaze. But through the enhanced senses, each point of contact was amplified beyond recognition. His hand on my waist sent sparks — actual perceptual sparks, my evolved nerves firing in patterns I could almost see. His chest against mine was electric, the pressure of his body creating a map of contact points that registered individually and collectively simultaneously. “I can feel your heartbeat through your skin.”

“That’s new.”

“Everything’s new.” I kissed him. Slow. Tasting. His mouth was the same — confident, patient, knowing, the mouth that had taught me what it felt like to be kissed by a man and had waited with impossible patience while I processed the implications. But through my evolved perception, I felt the micro-reactions: his breath catching in the back of his throat, his pulse accelerating by twelve beats per minute, the muscles in his jaw relaxing as he gave himself over to the kiss, the particular softening of his body that meant Finn had stopped performing and started feeling.

“The rock wall,” I said.

“Here?”

“Here.”

Finn pressed me against the smooth stone of the pool’s edge. The water was waist-deep, warm, his body shielding mine from the open grotto. His hands found my hips — those skilled, dexterous hands with the light calluses from years of daggers — and lifted me slightly so the angle was right.

“Tell me what the new senses feel,” he said against my neck. His mouth moved down. Teeth on my collarbone. “Tell me everything.”

“Your hands feel — like they’re humming. Like each finger has its own frequency.”

“And this?” His right hand slid from my hip around to my lower back. Found the wing-base zone — the nerve cluster Mira had discovered. He pressed.

My vision stuttered. “How did you — Mira TOLD you about that?”

“Mira tells me everything worth knowing.” He pressed again, harder. My body convulsed against him, my wings spreading wide, catching steam and scattering droplets of mineral water across the grotto. “I was paying attention.”

“Finn—”

“I always pay attention to you.”

His other hand found me between my legs. I was already wet beyond what the spring water accounted for — succubus arousal coating his fingers as he slid between my folds. His thumb found my clit with unerring accuracy. Not because he was guessing — because he knew. After months. After dozens of times. Finn knew my body the way he knew a lock: by touch, by rhythm, by the way it opened for him.

“Inside,” I gasped. “I need—”

He pressed two fingers inside me while his thumb worked my clit. The other hand maintained wing-base pressure. Triple stimulation. My head fell back against the rock wall. My horns scraped stone.

“Not yet,” he murmured. “I want to feel you first.”

“Finn — please —”

He withdrew his fingers. I whimpered. He repositioned — lifting me, pressing forward, the head of his cock finding my entrance through the warm water. Slow. Agonizingly slow. Finn never rushed. Finn was patient the way water was patient — eventually, inevitably, he got everywhere.

He pushed inside.

The evolved senses made every sensation a revelation. The stretch — familiar, welcome, necessary — amplified beyond recognition. I could feel every ridge of his cock as it sank into me, the upward curve pressing against my front wall with the particular accuracy that made Finn’s body and mine a matched set. His heartbeat pulsed through his shaft — I could feel it INSIDE me, each throb a warm pulse against my inner walls. The warmth of his cock was different from the water’s warmth — concentrated, alive, the specific heat of blood and desire.

“Oh,” I breathed. “Oh, that’s — different now.”

“Different how?” He moved. Slow roll of his hips. The water lapped around us, warm currents sliding between our joined bodies.

“Everything. I can feel EVERYTHING.” His heartbeat inside me. The texture of each vein on his shaft. The way my pussy gripped him — tight, wet, each inch of his cock registering individually against my inner walls. The stone behind me. His breath against my neck. The water current against my tail, which had wrapped around his thigh. “It’s like being touched everywhere at once.”

He thrust deeper. I gasped. The angle — pressed against the rock wall, water buoying us both, my legs wrapped around his waist — hit differently than any bed or floor or desk. The mineral warmth relaxed muscles I didn’t know I had, my pussy opening around him, letting him sink to a depth that made my vision go violet at the edges. I felt his tip press against the deepest part of me — that internal geography that responded to depth with a pleasure so acute it bordered on too much.

“Right THERE—”

Finn grinned against my neck. He knew that spot. Had mapped it long ago with the patient attention of a man who treated his lover’s body the way he treated a lock: with respect, precision, and the intention to find every mechanism that made it open. He adjusted his angle and drove into it with purpose — not pounding, not yet, just PRESSING, each thrust bottoming out against the spot with deliberate precision. One hand on my hip, the other finding the wing-base zone again. The dual stimulation — his cock hitting the internal spot, his fingers working the external nerve cluster — had me seeing white.

I clung to him — arms around his neck, legs wrapping his waist, tail coiled tight around his thigh so hard the tip pressed into his muscle. My tits crushed against his chest with every thrust, the friction of wet skin on wet skin sending sparks through my nipples. My wings spread behind me, the shifting membranes catching the moonlight, casting prismatic reflections across the grotto walls.

“You’re incredible,” he said. Not the performance flirt. The real voice. “You know that, right?”

“Keep — keep doing that and I’ll believe — oh FUCK—”

He picked up speed. The water churned around us, splashing against the rocks with each thrust. My back scraped the rock wall and the slight pain mixed with the pleasure into something heady — his cock driving into me harder now, the wet slap of our bodies barely audible over the water, my pussy clenching around him with each stroke. My eyes blazed — I could see the violet light reflecting off the steam, off his wet skin, off the surface of the water, turning the grotto into a purple-lit cave.

Then I had an idea.

“Hold on,” I said, and pushed off from the wall.

Flight Level 1. Wings fully functional.

I hovered. Actually HOVERED, rising above the water with Finn still inside me, using my new wings to control height and angle with supernatural precision. His eyes went wide.

“Are you FLYING?”

“I’m multitasking.” I adjusted my hover height, found the angle that hit every spot simultaneously, and rolled my hips. From this position — me above him, wings working, controlling depth and rhythm through aerial adjustment — I could find what worked for ME. Power rush. Control rush.

“This is—” He gripped my hips. His head fell back. “This is the hottest thing that has ever—”

I rose slightly. Dropped. The sensation of his cock sliding out an inch, then driving back to full depth — controlled by my wings, guided by intent, the angle PERFECT. I rose again. Dropped harder. Each descent drove him deeper than gravity alone could manage, my wings providing a downward thrust that seated him to the hilt, his tip pressing against the spot that made violet light strobe behind my eyelids.

Rose. Dropped. Rose. Dropped. Each landing drove the air from my lungs in a gasp. My tits bounced with each descent — full C-cups slapping wet against my chest, nipples hard, catching the moonlight. My tail lashed the water behind me, spraying droplets that caught the light like scattered gems. The violet glow behind my eyelids turned the steam purple.

“God — Lilith — you’re—” His hands gripped my hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh where my waist flared into supernatural curves. His emerald eyes watched me with naked awe — his expression stripped of every performance, every mask, just a man watching a winged woman ride his cock while hovering above hot springs. “You’re the most incredible thing I’ve ever seen.”

But the hover was new. My wing control was imprecise. On a particularly enthusiastic descent — one where I’d ground down hard, circling my hips with him buried to the root, his cock pressing against every sensitive surface inside me — I rose too high on the recovery. He slipped out. The sudden emptiness made me whimper.

“Come BACK,” Finn said, his cock bobbing in the water, wet and hard and very much needing to be inside me again.

“I don’t know how to DESCEND accurately—”

“You’re a succubus, not a HELICOPTER—”

I crashed back down. Imprecise, graceless, but effective — he slid back inside me with a jolt that filled me in one stroke and made both of us moan loud enough to echo off the grotto walls. The splash soaked the rocks around the pool. I heard distant laughter from the main spring — we were not as private as we thought.

“Don’t care,” I said, finding the rhythm again, my pussy clenching around him like I was afraid he’d slip away again. “Don’t care don’t care don’t—”

The orgasm built from everywhere. From the evolved senses that made every nerve ending sing — his cock inside me a concert of friction and fullness and heat. From the Flight-enhanced angle that hit spots I’d never found before, depths I couldn’t reach in any position that obeyed gravity. From the wing-base zones that Finn kept pressing because he was PAYING ATTENTION — the nerve clusters firing in sync with each thrust, the dual stimulation turning every stroke into a chord. From the sight of him below me — lean muscle slicked with mineral water, V-lines visible where his hips met the waterline, emerald eyes locked on mine with an intensity that stripped away every mask.

“Finn — I’m—”

“I know. I can feel you tightening.”

I came with my wings spread full, eight feet of iridescent membrane catching the moonlight, tail rigid and vibrating, eyes blazing bright enough to turn the grotto purple. My pussy clenched around his cock in waves so strong I felt his shaft pulsing in response — my inner walls gripping him in rhythmic contractions, each one pulling him deeper, milking him. The orgasm rolled through me in evolved waves — BIGGER than before, full-body shockwaves that started at my core and rippled outward to the tips of my wings, my toes curling, my fingers digging into his shoulders.

Energy Kiss activated at Level 4 — involuntarily, triggered by the intensity. Pleasure energy surged from me into Finn through every point of contact — through my pussy gripping his cock, through my hands on his shoulders, through my thighs against his hips. His eyes flew wide. His mouth opened. For one shattering moment, he felt what I felt — the female orgasm, the full-body waves, the everywhere-at-once sensation that was nothing like what he’d ever experienced.

“Is THAT what it feels like for you?” he gasped. “Every TIME?”

“Every time.”

“That’s — how do you FUNCTION? How do you do ANYTHING after that?”

He came seconds later — deep inside me, his cock pulsing with each spurt, the warmth of him filling me in a rush that my evolved senses registered in exquisite detail — every throb, every pulse, the heat spreading inside me. His hands gripped my hips hard enough to leave bruises, his body rigid against the rock wall, a groan torn from his chest that he couldn’t have suppressed if he’d tried. The water churned. The steam thickened. Somewhere in the distance, Kira’s voice: “If you’ve broken the hot springs, you’re paying for repairs.”

We collapsed together in the shallow water. Breathing. Laughing. My wings folded around us both — the iridescent membranes creating a cocoon of warmth and privacy. His forehead rested against mine.

“You’re incandescent,” he said.

“You know words like incandescent?”

“I read. Occasionally.”

“Poetry?”

“Don’t push it.”
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We floated in the springs for a long time afterward. The mineral water held us like warm hands. The twin moons tracked their slow arc overhead, casting double shadows that merged and separated across the grotto’s steam.

Finn pulled me against him — my back to his chest, his arms around my waist, his chin resting on top of my head between the horns. A position that had become ours over the months, the configuration that meant: I’m not going anywhere.

He played with my new wings. Tracing the iridescent patterns with his fingertip — following the veins of color where they branched and merged, the violet-blue-gold that shifted with angle like a dragonfly’s shell. His touch was light, exploratory, the attention of someone genuinely fascinated by what his partner had become.

“The patterns change when I touch them,” he murmured. “They brighten at the contact point.”

“The wing membranes are sensitive. The nerve endings respond to—”

“Don’t give me the science. Tell me what it feels like.”

I paused. Considered. “Like having my back scratched. But… everywhere. And warmer.”

“Warmer.” He traced a longer line, from the wing’s upper edge to the lower membrane. The color patterns followed his finger like a visual echo. “Like this?”

“Mm.” The sound came from somewhere deeper than my throat. The wing-base zone wasn’t the only sensitive area — the entire membrane was responsive, and Finn was mapping it with the methodical attention he usually reserved for reading a room.

“Full Succubus,” he said. “Dual-Form. Flight. Charm Immunity. You’ve come a long way from the woman who couldn’t work a bra clasp.”

“To be fair, bra clasps are still harder than flying.”

He laughed. The real one. The laugh that crinkled his eyes and vibrated against my back through his chest and made my tail curl tighter around his wrist with contentment.

“What’s next?” he asked.

“According to the system, Level 50 is Greater Succubus. Create lesser succubi. Domain creation. Advanced shapeshifting.”

“And you’re 25.”

“Long way to go.”

“We have time.” His hand found mine under the water. Fingers interlacing — his callused, mine supernaturally smooth — beneath warm water where nobody could see. “All the time in the world. Literally.”

My pendant pulsed warm against my chest. The entity — listening, always listening, but respectfully quiet during intimate moments. Its happiness seeped through the connection like sunlight through glass. Not for the evolution or the power or the stats. For the held hands. For two of its inhabitants floating in its hot springs being gentle with each other, which it found more beautiful than any dungeon it could build.

I squeezed Finn’s hand. My tail curled around his wrist and stayed there — settled, content, as permanent as anything in this world could be.

“You know,” Finn said after a while, his voice drowsy with post-sex contentment and mineral water relaxation, “when I first met you at the Wayward Inn, I thought: this woman is going to be interesting.”

“Interesting.”

“I’m a rogue. We deal in interesting.” He kissed the top of my head, between the horns. “I didn’t know you’d be this. Whatever THIS is. The guild, the family, the baby god, the flying sex, the…” He trailed off. Tightened his arms. “I didn’t know people could build something this good out of something that started as a catastrophe.”

“That’s literally what second chances are.”

“When did you get wise?”

“Level 25. It was in the evolution package.”

He snorted. I smiled. The twin moons watched from above. The steam rose. The water held us.

Full Succubus. Ryan folded inside me like a promise. Wings that could carry me anywhere. And a family — five people and a nascent god — waiting at home.

Floating in warm water with the first man who’d seen me as both and loved both, I wasn’t going anywhere at all.


Chapter 9: Ryan

The morning light hit different when you were deciding to become someone you used to be.

I sat cross-legged on my bed, wings folded behind me, tail curled around my ankle. The golden pendant pulsed warm against my chest. The guild hall was quiet — early morning, before the breakfast chaos, before Dax’s mixing bowl started clinking and Sage’s kettle whistled.

I closed my eyes and reached inward.

Dual-Form. Level 1. Original form. Ten-minute duration. One-hour cooldown.

Ryan was in there. I could feel him — not as a separate person but as a second shape, folded neatly inside the body I’d worn for months now. Like a suit hanging in a closet you’d forgotten to open. The fabric was familiar. The fit would be different.

I activated it.

The shift was NOTHING like the first transformation. That had been violent — a server glitch, a scream, waking up in a body that made no sense. This was deliberate. Controlled. And deeply, profoundly weird.

My breasts flattened. The sensation of volume leaving my chest was like exhaling from a place I didn’t know could exhale — the weight I’d stopped noticing because it had become normal suddenly GONE, and the absence felt wrong. My hips narrowed. The generous curve that made every pair of pants an engineering challenge compressed inward, and I felt my center of gravity shift upward, destabilizing for a vertiginous second.

The tail retracted. THAT was the worst part. The tail was an extension of my nervous system, my emotional telegraph, my connection to every subconscious feeling I had. Losing it was like losing a sense — like going deaf in a frequency I hadn’t known existed until it went silent.

Horns vanished. Wings folded into nothing. Hair shortened, darkened, lost the purple highlights. My skin lost its supernatural smoothness. Voice dropped.

I opened my eyes.

Ryan Tanaka looked back at me from the vanity mirror.

Average height. Average everything. Black messy hair. Stubble. Soft middle that spoke of a man who’d spent too many years sitting in front of screens. Dark brown eyes with circles underneath — tired, ordinary, human. He was wearing Lilith’s sleep shirt, which was now stretched across broader shoulders and rode up above his navel.

“Well,” I said. My voice was wrong. Deep. Male. The voice I’d used for twenty-seven years, and now it sounded like it belonged to someone else. “That’s… that.”

I looked at my hands. Broader. Blunter. No more flawless alabaster skin — just pale, slightly rough, the hands of a man who’d spent his life on keyboards. I turned them over. Strange. Familiar. WRONG in a way that “wrong” didn’t quite capture — more like wearing a costume that used to be your skin.

The sleep shirt was too small in the shoulders and too big everywhere else. The neckline gaped where breasts no longer filled it. The hem hit my thighs instead of my knees.

I stood up. Overcorrected — the center of gravity was different without the hip-to-waist ratio. No tail for balance. No horns for spatial reference. I knocked into the nightstand with a hip that wasn’t where I expected it.

“Lilith’s body was harder to learn,” I muttered to myself. “But Ryan’s body is harder to come BACK to.”

I padded downstairs.



The harem reactions were worth every second of existential vertigo.

Sage was first. She’d been in the kitchen, pouring tea, and when I walked in she turned with her usual warm smile — which froze halfway through forming.

She set down the teapot. Walked a slow circle around me. Clinical curiosity. Those warm amber eyes — ancient, perceptive — swept from my messy hair to my bare feet, cataloguing the person Lilith had been before the world changed.

“You were cute,” she said finally. “In a helpless sort of way.”

“Thanks?”

“Shorter than I expected.”

“I’m 5’10!”

“That IS shorter than I expected.” She reached up — she had to reach UP, which was new, because Lilith was 5’6” and Sage was used to leaning DOWN — and touched my jaw. Her fingers found stubble. Her nose wrinkled. “Scratchy.”

“Welcome to male face maintenance.”

“I don’t like it.” She dropped her hand. Through the Soulbound link, a complex swirl of emotions — curiosity, affection, the vertigo of seeing someone she loved wearing a different face. And underneath: certainty. Steady as bedrock. She knew who I was regardless of the packaging.

Kira came down next. Training gear, golden ponytail, the usual morning warrior stance. She saw me and stopped on the bottom stair.

Arms crossed.

One eyebrow raised.

“You’re shorter than I expected,” she said.

“I’m FIVE-TEN.”

“I said what I said.”

She descended the remaining stair — which put her at my eye level, because Kira in training boots was exactly 5’10” — and studied me with the assessing gaze she usually reserved for opponents.

“The jaw is okay. The shoulders are weak. You need to work on your core.” She poked my soft middle with one finger. I flinched. “And THAT is not combat-ready.”

“I was an IT guy. IT guys aren’t combat-ready.”

“Clearly.”

She turned and walked to the training room. Paused at the door. Looked back.

“Come back soon,” she said. Not to Ryan. To the person inside Ryan. “I prefer the other one.”

“So do I.”

The ghost of a smile. She disappeared.

Mira arrived with her notebook. She did not say hello. She did not offer commentary on my appearance. She produced a measuring tape, grabbed my head, and started probing my scalp.

“Where did the HORNS go? The mass redistribution alone — the keratin has to go SOMEWHERE during the transformation. Is it absorbed? Stored? Converted?” She poked the spot where my left horn normally emerged. “There’s a slight heat signature here. The horn material is compressed, not eliminated. FASCINATING.”

“Mira, I’m a person, not a research project.”

“You’re BOTH. Stand STILL.”

She measured my skull circumference, my shoulder width, my hand span. She checked my pulse at six different points. She made me open my mouth so she could look at my teeth (“Duller. Human dentition. The succubus fangs are retracted, not lost. Extraordinary.”). She filled four pages of her infinite notebook before I managed to extract myself.

“The data is INVALUABLE,” she called after me.

Finn was in the common room. Coffee. Bare feet on the couch. He looked up when I walked in, and something crossed his face that was different from the others’ reactions. Not curiosity or assessment. Recognition.

We were both men now. The same species. The same general shape. Two guys in a room.

Long silence. Eye contact.

“So we’ve…” I started.

“Yep,” Finn said.

“…right.”

Pause.

“Beer?” Finn offered.

“God yes.”

It was seven in the morning. Neither of us cared. Finn produced two bottles from somewhere in his coat — the coat of impossible pockets that Mira had named — and we drank in silence for a moment. Two men processing the fact that they’d been intimate in a very different configuration.

“For what it’s worth,” Finn said, “I don’t regret any of it.”

“Neither do I.”

“And for the record?” He took a sip. “Lilith’s ass is spectacular.”

“I designed it while drunk.”

“Drunk you was a GENIUS.”

Dax was last. He came in from the garden, where he’d been doing his morning routine — a firefighter’s stretching sequence adapted for half-orc proportions that involved a lot of impressive but restrained flexibility.

He looked at Ryan. Looked at where Lilith had been standing. Looked at Ryan again. Those gentle golden eyes, steady as always.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hey,” I said.

He studied me for a moment. Not measuring. Not assessing. Just… looking at the person I’d been before the world changed.

“You look like you need a cookie,” he said.

My voice cracked. Genuinely, physically cracked, in the way male voices sometimes do when emotion hits the vocal cords wrong.

“I really do,” I managed.

He got me a cookie. Oatmeal raisin. Warm from the morning batch. We stood in the kitchen and ate cookies in silence — the IT guy and the firefighter, both wearing bodies they hadn’t been born with, both understanding something that didn’t need words.



I walked through Hearthstone as Ryan.

It was the strangest experience of my life — and I’d been transformed into a supernatural sex demon, so the bar was high.

The city I knew by heart as Lilith was foreign as Ryan. Not the geography — the streets were the same, the market was the same, the guild hall banners and vendor stalls and the Sweet Morning bakery on the corner. But the way the world interacted with me was completely different.

Nobody stared.

As Lilith, I turned heads. Every street. Every room. The succubus body was designed — literally, I’d designed it on a character creator while drunk — to be impossible to ignore. The curves, the supernatural features, the Allure Aura that amplified whatever natural magnetism the body possessed. Being Lilith was being visible in a way that was sometimes flattering, sometimes exhausting, always present.

Being Ryan was being invisible.

NPCs didn’t hold doors. Vendors didn’t smile extra wide. No one’s eyes tracked my movement across a room. I was a guy. An average, unremarkable, slightly soft guy in clothes that didn’t fit, walking through a city that didn’t notice him.

I went to Bertram’s. The bakery smell was the same — fresh bread, cinnamon, sugar, warmth. Bertram stood behind his counter with his grandfatherly smile, ready to serve.

“The usual, dear?” he asked.

He didn’t recognize me.

“I’m new here,” I heard myself say. The words tasted like ash.

“Welcome, welcome! First-time visitors get a sample.” He handed me a cinnamon roll. “On the house.”

I bit into it. It tasted different. Not worse — just… flatter. The enhanced senses I’d developed as a succubus were gone. Flavors were muted. The cinnamon roll was good — it was always good — but it lacked the depth, the layered complexity, the sensory richness that my evolved palate normally detected.

Colors were duller. The vibrant market stalls that usually blazed with saturated hues were simply… colored. Normal. Sounds lacked dimension. The usual symphony of vendor calls and street music and laughter was just noise. No tail to read the emotional temperature of a crowd. No enhanced hearing to catch whispered conversations. No supernatural sense of smell to catalog every person and flower and food stall within a hundred feet.

The world was small. Flat. Like watching a movie on a phone after months of living inside IMAX.

I tried to do things Lilith’s body could do. Reached for a tail that wasn’t there — my hand grabbed air behind me where the tail should have been, the phantom limb sensation intense enough to make me stumble. Tried to sense emotions in a crowd through Allure Aura — nothing, just people. Attempted to hover six inches off the ground because my wings had been making that easy lately — nearly fell over, because Ryan’s body had exactly zero flight capability and the laws of physics were aggressively enforced.

I walked into a doorframe. Not because of horns — because of ABSENCE. I’d spent months compensating for horns when entering doorways, and now the automatic head-tilt put me at an angle that slammed my purely human temple into wood.

“Being a guy SUCKS,” I said, rubbing the bruise.

I visited the bathroom. One small silver lining: the mechanics were simpler. Standing up worked. No considerations about skirts, tail positioning, or wing clearance in a stall.

“Okay,” I admitted to the wall. “That’s easier. I’ll give Ryan that ONE thing.”

“This is what life used to feel like,” I said to nobody, standing in the middle of Hearthstone market with a cinnamon roll in my hand. “How did I STAND it?”

Ten minutes. That was the Dual-Form duration.

At minute eight, relief started building. Not dread of the transformation — anticipation of the RETURN. I wanted the tail back. The wings. The enhanced senses. The world that was big and bright and overwhelming and ALIVE.

At nine minutes and forty-seven seconds, the timer hit.

The shift back was RELIEF.

Color flooded in. Sound gained depth. My tail materialized and immediately reached for the nearest person — an NPC fruit vendor who looked startled to find a succubus’s heart-shaped tail tip poking his elbow. My wings stretched with an almost audible sigh of satisfaction. My horns pressed against the sides of my head with the familiar weight of home.

“Oh thank god,” I breathed.

My tail wiggled. Actually wiggled, the heart-shaped tip doing a little happy shimmy that I had zero control over.
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That evening, the guild gathered for dinner. Normal. Warm. Stew. Cookies. The cozy routine that I’d come to love more than any part of my old life.

But the questions were waiting.

“So,” Finn said, halfway through his second bowl. “Did you DESIGN Lilith’s tits yourself?”

Every head turned. Sage’s spoon paused mid-bite. Kira’s eyebrow rose. Mira’s pencil stopped. Dax chewed impassively.

“I was drunk,” I said.

“Drunk and you designed THOSE?” Finn gestured at my chest with his spoon. My C-cups were, at this moment, straining against a blouse Tessa had fitted because succubus bodies respected no fabric’s structural integrity.

“The slider went all the way to the right.”

“Thank god for that slider,” Kira said, completely deadpan, and the table erupted.

Sage laughed — the full, warm laugh that made her whole body move, her full tits shaking with it, freckles catching the candlelight. Mira snorted into her stew. Finn pounded the table. Dax made a low rumbling sound that was his version of a belly laugh, his whole frame shaking with it.

“The hips too?” Finn pressed.

“Right slider.”

“The ass?”

“ALL the sliders went right, Finn. I was VERY drunk.”

“On behalf of everyone at this table,” Finn said, raising his mug, “thank you to drunk Ryan and his slider technique.”

“Hear, hear,” said Sage.

“To the slider,” Kira agreed, which was the closest she’d ever come to a toast.

Dax raised his mug. Didn’t say anything. Didn’t need to. The smile said it.

Mira clinked her mug against mine. “For the record,” she said, “the proportions are statistically improbable but aesthetically optimal. Drunk Ryan had an excellent eye for harmonic ratios.”

“That’s the nerdiest compliment my body has ever received.”

“You’re welcome.”

I looked around the table. Six faces. Five people who loved me as Lilith. One who’d seen Ryan that morning and loved me anyway.

The pendant pulsed warm against my chest. Through the connection, the entity: “Which one are you?”

“Both,” I said, quiet enough that only the pendant could hear. “But one of them gets to fly.”

The entity considered this.

“I like the flying one,” it said. “She has better hair.”

I couldn’t argue with that.

Dax slid the cookie tin across the table. Finn reached for another one before the lid was fully off. Sage’s hand found mine under the table, and through the Soulbound link I felt what she felt — warmth, belonging, the quiet certainty that the woman sitting beside her was exactly who she was supposed to be.


Chapter 10: Two of Me

We’d both been thinking about it.

The thought sat between Finn and me like a third person at the table — present, acknowledged, undiscussed. For three days after the Ryan manifestation, we’d gone about normal life: training, guild business, festival competitions, Sage’s cooking, Mira’s research. Normal. Warm. Routine.

But the question hovered.

What happened if I shifted to Ryan during sex?

It had been floating in the air between us since that morning when the harem reacted — since Finn had looked at Ryan across the common room, said “Yep,” and offered him a beer. Since we’d acknowledged, in the masculine shorthand of two men who’d been intimate in a very different configuration, that the elephant in the room had horns and a tail and was sometimes a five-foot-ten IT guy in an ill-fitting sleep shirt.

I’d caught Finn watching me twice since then. Not the performance gaze — the rakish grin and the cocky once-over that he used for public consumption. The real one. The one where his emerald eyes went quiet and thoughtful, calculating something that wasn’t a card hand or a dungeon route. He was thinking about it. We were BOTH thinking about it.

It was Finn who said it out loud. We were in the common room, late evening, cards abandoned in a messy pile between us. Sage had retired an hour ago with a knowing kiss to my forehead that carried warmth through the Soulbound link. Kira had finished her weapons maintenance and gone upstairs with a clipped “goodnight” that, from Kira, was practically a love sonnet. Mira had fallen asleep at her desk again — Dax had draped a blanket over her shoulders on his way to the kitchen for his nightly cookie inventory.

The fire crackled low. Shadows danced across the common room’s wooden beams. My tail swished behind me — the restless pattern that meant I was thinking about something I hadn’t said.

“Are you curious?” Finn asked. Emerald eyes steady. No deflection. Just honesty.

“About what?”

“About Ryan. With me.”

The air changed. Not uncomfortable — charged. The kind of charge that preceded either a thunderstorm or a decision.

“Not gonna lie,” he said, leaning forward, elbows on knees. The firelight caught the angles of his face — the sharp jaw, the dimples that appeared when he wasn’t performing, the mess of dark hair that fell across his forehead. “Yeah.”

I studied him. The lean build, the easy posture that concealed constant alertness, the V-lines visible above the waistband of loose trousers because Finn’s shirts never stayed fully buttoned past dinner. My first MF experience. The man whose patience had held me through every discovery of this body. Who’d looked at Ryan that morning and hadn’t flinched, hadn’t recoiled, had just offered a beer and a “For the record, Lilith’s ass is spectacular” that said everything without saying what mattered.

“Ground rules,” I said.

“Name them.”

“Either of us can stop. At any point. No explanation needed.”

“Obviously.”

“I don’t know how the shift will feel during… that. It might be weird.”

“Everything about us is weird, Lilith.” He reached across the gap between the couches and took my hand. His fingers were warm, callused from daggers, dexterous from a lifetime of working with precision. His thumb traced my knuckles — the slow, circular pattern he used when he was being serious and wanted me to know it. “That’s never been a problem. I see you. Both versions. This isn’t about curiosity — it’s about completeness.”

My tail wrapped around his wrist. Tight. Decisive. Whatever we did, we did it together.

“Your room,” I said.



Finn’s room smelled like sandalwood and leather and the particular musk of a man who lived beautifully without trying. The bed was unmade — Finn’s beds were always unmade, a perpetual state of artful disarray that matched the man who slept in them. Books on the nightstand — actual books, paper and binding, because Finn read when nobody was watching and would deny it if confronted. A half-drunk glass of something amber on the desk. His coat draped over the chair, the one with impossible pockets that Mira had named, the one that produced flasks and card decks and snack platters and once, improbably, a full-length banner scroll.

Candlelight. He’d lit candles before suggesting this. Which meant he’d been planning. Which meant this wasn’t impulsive. Finn did NOTHING impulsively — even his chaos was choreographed.

“You lit candles,” I said.

“I might have.”

“You planned this.”

“I planned for the possibility of this.” He turned to face me. His eyes reflected candle flame, green gone amber in the low light. “There’s a difference.”

“Is there?”

“A rogue always has contingencies.” He stepped close. His hand found my jaw. Tilted my face up. “This is a contingency I’ve been hoping for.”

We started as us. Lilith and Finn. Familiar.

He kissed me standing up, his hands on my waist where the dramatic curve of my hips began — the inward sweep that made every skirt a negotiation and every pair of pants a structural challenge. I kissed back, rising onto my toes, my body pressing against his with the ease of a language we’d practiced until it was fluent. The taste of him — sandalwood and night air and the particular warmth of someone who’d become as necessary as breathing. My tail coiled around his forearm. My wings folded tight against my back to give us room, the iridescent membranes catching candlelight in prismatic glints.

His mouth traveled. Jaw. Neck. The spot below my ear that made my eyes glow — he found it immediately, the way a musician finds a note by feel. My breath hitched. Heat pooled between my thighs, the succubus biology responding to his proximity with the predictable enthusiasm of a body that never met desire it didn’t want to amplify.

“I want to start normal,” I said against his mouth. “I need to feel YOU before I feel anything else.”

“Then feel me.”

His shirt came off. The lean V-lines that had been my first gateway to male attraction — back in the early days, when noticing Finn’s forearms had been confusing and noticing his hips had been alarming and noticing the way his abs flexed when he moved had been a crisis I’d blamed on succubus biology. I ran my hands down his chest. The firm, defined muscles of a man built for speed rather than power. Dancer’s grace translated into physical structure.

My top navigated the wing-slits Tessa had sewn. Finn’s hands helped — he’d become expert at the engineering of succubus undressing, the way you had to unhook the wing-catches before pulling the fabric over the horns, the sequence that turned a wardrobe nightmare into a smooth reveal. My tits spilled free. Full C-cups, gravity-defying, nipples already hard from the combination of anticipation and cool air.

Finn’s gaze dropped to them with the reverence he reserved for genuinely beautiful things — unhurried, greedy, unashamed. “Every time,” he said. “Every single time, and I’m still not used to them.”

“You can blame drunk Ryan for that.”

“I will thank drunk Ryan until the end of days.” His thumbs brushed my nipples. I sucked in breath. Sensation cascaded from the contact points, sharper with my Full Succubus senses — every nerve ending more responsive, more PRESENT. He circled slowly. Watched my expression. Read the micro-reactions the way he read a room: completely.

“Bed,” I managed.

We moved there. Clothes shed with practiced ease — his pants sliding down the lean legs, my skirt escaping the tail with a maneuver I’d perfected through months of undressing in front of partners who found the process either fascinating or hilarious. Skin against skin. The familiar electricity of his body against mine, chest to chest, his cock hardening against my thigh, my wetness already slicking where our hips met.

“Cowgirl,” I said, pushing him back against the mattress. “My favorite.”

He lay back on the unmade sheets. Emerald eyes watching as I straddled him, my thighs on either side of his hips. The position I’d claimed as mine — the one where I controlled depth, speed, angle. Where I’d first understood, months ago in this very room, what it meant to TAKE pleasure instead of just receiving it.

I reached between us. Found his cock — hard, curved slightly upward, the familiar shape that had been my first experience of being penetrated and had become, through repetition and trust and the kind of communication that only worked between people who genuinely listened, a perfect fit for my body’s particular geography.

I sank onto him.

The stretch — welcome, wanted, RIGHT. Finn inside me was a homecoming that had never stopped feeling new. My eyes closed. My head tipped back. My hands pressed flat against his chest, feeling his heart accelerate beneath my palms. My wings fluttered involuntarily — a pleasure response I hadn’t trained out because some things deserved physical expression.

“God,” I breathed. Adjusted. Rolled my hips to find the angle. There — the one that made my vision violet, where his upward curve pressed against the spot I hadn’t even known existed until he’d found it.

“Ready?” I asked.

His hands found my hips. Settled. “Yeah.”

I activated Dual-Form.



The shift was instant and absolute.

My breasts flattened against the hands that were no longer cupped for C-cups. His palms, which had been full and warm against yielding flesh, now pressed against a flat, unremarkable male chest. My hips narrowed — the dramatic hourglass compressing to a rectangle, the thighs that had been gripping his sides losing their cushion, becoming harder, bonier, WRONG. The tail — wrapped around his arm — retracted, and the absence hit like losing a limb. Not pain. SILENCE. The emotional telegraph that had become my primary form of unconscious communication, gone. Wings folded into nothing — the weight on my back vanishing so suddenly I lurched forward. Voice dropped. Hair shortened, losing the purple highlights, becoming plain black mess.

Ryan. Male body. Straddling Finn.

We both froze.

The physical sensation was GONE. Not reduced — erased. Where Lilith’s body processed Finn’s cock as fullness, stretch, warmth, pleasure — a concert of internal nerves singing in harmony — Ryan’s body registered the position as… something. Pressure. Contact. The mechanical reality of two bodies in proximity without the hormonal and neurological infrastructure to interpret it as ecstasy. Like the difference between touching a live wire and reading about electricity. Like the difference between hearing music and reading sheet notation.

“This is—” I started. Ryan’s voice. Male. Deep. The voice I’d used for twenty-seven years, emerging from a throat that felt thick and wrong.

“Yeah,” Finn said.

Eye contact. Two men. On a bed. In an intimate position that had changed context entirely.

Finn’s hands were still on my hips — Ryan’s hips now, narrower, harder, absent of the supernatural curves that had filled his palms moments before. He didn’t move them. Didn’t flinch. Didn’t even blink in a way that suggested discomfort.

The room went quiet. Not awkward. HONEST. The rawest, most exposed moment I’d ever shared with anyone — because this wasn’t about attraction or arousal. This was about being seen. Completely. As both people I was.

Ryan on top of Finn. The IT guy who ate frozen dinners alone. The man who’d made a joke character because he was lonely enough to build fantasy bodies at 2 AM after three beers. The person who had been invisible for twenty-seven years and was now, in this most vulnerable of positions, VISIBLE to someone who looked at him without pity or confusion or the carefully neutral expression of someone processing discomfort.

“I see you,” Finn said. Quiet. Real. The serious voice that replaced the charm when he was done performing. “Both of you.”

Ryan’s eyes — dark brown, tired, no violet glow, no supernatural luminescence — stung with something that wasn’t tears because Ryan didn’t cry. Ryan NEVER cried. Ryan suppressed and deflected and made self-deprecating jokes and went back to his frozen dinners and his duct-taped gaming chair and the bone-deep loneliness of a man who’d stopped expecting to be seen.

“Thank you,” Ryan said. My voice. His voice. The voice of a man who’d spent twenty-seven years being invisible, spoken from the throat of someone who’d only recently discovered what it felt like to be looked at with love.

“You’re welcome.” Finn’s hand rose from Ryan’s hip. Found Ryan’s face. Touched the stubble — a texture that belonged to a different world, a different life, a different shape of being. His emerald eyes held nothing but warmth. “You were a good person, Ryan. You still are. You’re just… bigger now.”

I looked down at the body I’d been born with. The soft middle. The unremarkable chest. The hands that had spent more time on keyboards than on people. Everything about it was familiar, and everything about it was insufficient. Not bad. Not wrong. Just… less. A rough draft of a person that Lilith had edited into something fuller.

The timer ticked in my awareness. Eight minutes left. Seven. The Dual-Form counting down.

“Switch me back,” I said. “I don’t need to be Ryan for this. Being Lilith with you is more. In every way.”

Finn nodded. No argument. No disappointment. Just understanding — immediate, complete, the empathy of someone who’d always been better at reading people than he let on.

I deactivated Dual-Form.



The shift back hit like a tidal wave.

Color exploded. Sound deepened — the ambient hum of the candles, the creak of the bed frame, Finn’s breathing, all of it gaining dimension like a flat photograph inflating into a living world. My tail manifested and immediately wrapped around Finn’s entire arm, possessive and desperate, the heart-shaped tip pressing against his bicep hard enough to feel his pulse. Wings spread, catching the bedpost, scattering candlelight in iridescent fragments across the room. Horns pressed into the pillow with the familiar slight resistance that meant HOME. My hair cascaded back — long, black, purple highlights catching the flame light. Nipples hardened as the cool air found breasts that hadn’t existed thirty seconds ago.

And the sensation.

Being on top of Finn, his cock still inside me from where Ryan had been straddling him, went from muted grey to BLINDING color. The internal stretch that Ryan’s body had registered as abstract pressure, Lilith’s body processed as fullness — warm, alive, SPECIFIC. Every ridge of him. Every pulse of his heartbeat through his shaft. The particular angle of his upward curve pressing against the spot that had been nothing for ten seconds and was now EVERYTHING.

The contrast was staggering.

Everything Ryan had felt as distant, Lilith experienced at full volume. The stretch of Finn inside me, thick and right and necessary. The heat of his skin against the soft inner flesh of my thighs. The brush of air on nipples that hadn’t existed thirty seconds ago, the sensation novel and electric because my body was processing them as NEW even though they were returning. The world was color after black and white, sensation after numbness, music after silence.

I came almost immediately.

Not from technique. Not from position or angle or effort. From CONTRAST. The shift from male sensation to female sensation was so dramatic, so overwhelming, that my body interpreted the difference as pleasure itself. The transformation from flat to three-dimensional, from quiet to symphonic, was an orgasm trigger the System had never anticipated. My back arched. My eyes blazed violet, throwing purple light across Finn’s face. My wings snapped to full extension — eight feet of iridescent membrane hitting the walls on both sides with a THWACK that would definitely be heard through the guild hall’s thin partitions. The orgasm rolled through me in waves that started where he was deepest and radiated outward to my fingertips, my tail tip, the edges of my wings. My pussy clenched around him in rhythmic contractions that I felt through every evolved nerve ending.

“Oh my GOD—” I gasped. My tail froze mid-air, the spade buzzing hard enough for him to feel it through his bicep.

Finn, to his eternal credit, held me through it. Hands on my hips — Lilith’s hips now, the supernatural curves that filled his grip with warm, soft flesh. Steady. Letting me shatter and rebuild. His cock twitched inside me, responding to the clenching, but he didn’t move. Didn’t thrust. Just held.

When the aftershocks faded — the little tremors that chased the main orgasm like echoes in a cathedral — I was shaking. Tears on my cheeks. Lilith’s tears, the kind that came from feeling too much, not too little. The kind Ryan had never allowed himself.

“The contrast,” I whispered. My voice trembled. “Being Ryan made everything flat. Coming back made everything OVERWHELMING.”

“You’re okay?”

“I’m — yeah.” I wiped my eyes with the back of my hand. My tail relaxed from its rigid position and curled around his forearm again, claiming, needing. “I’m more than okay.” I leaned down. Kissed him. Tasted salt on my own lips, and sandalwood on his. “I’m Lilith. Completely.”

He thrust upward. Gentle. Testing. I gasped — still sensitive, still vibrating from the shift-orgasm, every nerve ending turned up to a volume that hadn’t existed in Ryan’s muted body.

“More?” he asked.

“More.”

His hands tightened on my hips. He rolled us — the smooth, practiced motion of a man who moved like liquid shadow, repositioning without ever disconnecting, his cock never leaving me through the transition. I was on my stomach. Face in the pillow. Ass raised. My tail lashed behind me, the heart-shaped tip finding his thigh and wrapping tight. My wings spread across the mattress like iridescent blankets, the sensitive wing-base zones exposed along my back.

He pressed in from behind. Different angle. Deeper. The primal position that bypassed all of Lilith’s intellectual processing and spoke directly to the body — the sensation of being filled from an angle that found depths the other positions didn’t reach. His cock sank into me with a slow, steady thrust that didn’t stop until his hips were flush against my ass, and the depth drew a sound from me that was somewhere between a gasp and a whimper. His hands gripped my hips with the firm confidence of someone who’d done this enough times to know exactly where to hold and how hard.

“I needed this,” I said into the pillow. “The depth. The—”

“I know.” He moved. Slow at first. Deep, rolling strokes that bottomed out against the spot that made my toes curl and my fingers twist in the sheets. Each withdrawal left me aching and empty, my pussy clenching around the retreating length, trying to keep him inside. Each return filled me completely, the stretch and depth and RIGHTNESS of his cock hitting every sensitive surface on the way in. His hands slid from my hips upward, tracing my spine, finding the wing-base zone — the nerve cluster Mira had discovered — and pressing with the perfect pressure that turned the slow build into something urgent.

“Finn — right there — don’t stop—”

He didn’t stop. Went harder at my demand — the strokes quickening, the slap of his hips against my ass audible in the candlelit room, the wet sounds of him fucking me from behind visceral and real. Reading me the way he read everything — the hitch in my breath that meant CLOSER, the arch of my spine that meant DEEPER, the way my pussy clenched and pulled at his cock when he hit the exact angle that made the world go violet. Months of shared intimacy had made him fluent in my body’s language.

His right hand worked the wing-base while his left found my horn — reaching forward, gripping the smooth obsidian curve, using it as an anchor. The dual stimulation — wing-base and horn simultaneously, her twin erogenous zones firing while his cock drove into me from behind — was the triangulated feedback Mira had theorized and confirmed. Three points of pleasure converging. My vision whited out for a fraction of a second.

“Right there — don’t stop — Finn — I’m—”

“I’m here. I’ve got you.”

The second orgasm built differently. Not from contrast but from connection — from the profound rightness of being Lilith, being HERE, being fucked by someone who’d seen Ryan and still chose her. Someone who’d looked at the man behind the succubus and said “You were a good person” and meant it with every atom of himself. I came with his name on my lips, quiet this time, a wave instead of a crash. Deep and warm and certain. My walls clenched around him in long, pulling contractions — not the desperate spasms of the first orgasm but slow, milking waves that gripped his cock and pulled him deeper with each pulse. My tail went rigid against his thigh. My wings pressed flat against the mattress, trembling.

He followed moments later. Deep inside me, pressed as far as anatomy allowed, his hips flush against my ass. His forehead pressed against my back between my wing-bases. His cock pulsed — I felt every throb with evolved clarity, the swelling before each spurt, the heat of his cum filling me in waves that matched my own contractions. His groan vibrated through my spine, through the wing-base zones, turning his climax into additional stimulation that drew one final, unexpected aftershock from my body. His hands gripped my hips one final time, holding me against him while the world narrowed to the place where we connected — his cock still twitching inside me, my pussy still clenching around him, the two of us pulsing together in the candlelight.

We collapsed.

Finn’s weight settled over me — not heavy, just present. His body covering mine, his chest against my wings, his mouth against the back of my neck. My face in the pillow. My tail curling lazily around his calf. The candles guttering in their holders.

Silence. Breathing. The sound of two heartbeats finding sync.

“I don’t think I need to be Ryan again during this,” I said into the pillow.

“The Ryan part?”

“Yeah. Being Lilith with you is more. In every way.” I shifted beneath him, just enough to feel him still inside me — the quiet intimacy of staying connected after the urgency had passed, bodies still joined, softening together. “The male sensation was like — watching a sunset on a phone screen. Being Lilith is the actual sky.”

He traced a pattern between my wing-bases. The sensitive spot Mira had discovered. I shivered, the afterglow turning the gentle touch into something that hovered between comfort and renewed arousal.

“Ryan seemed like a good guy,” Finn said.

“He was.”

“But you’re better.”

“Yeah.” I rolled beneath him, my wings adjusting, until we were face to face. His weight on his elbows. My legs tangled with his. Violet eyes meeting emerald in the candlelight. “I am.”

It didn’t feel arrogant. It felt like the truest thing I’d ever said.

He kissed my forehead. My horns. The spot between them that was purely Lilith — a location that didn’t exist on Ryan’s body, a point of tenderness that belonged to the woman I’d become.

“For what it’s worth,” he said, “I’m glad you came back.”

“From the shift?”

“From everything.”

My tail found his hand. The tip settled into his palm. He held it gently — the way Dax held it, the way everyone in my life had learned to handle the most honest part of me with care.
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Breakfast the next morning was an exercise in studied nonchalance.

The guild gathered at the long table — six mismatched plates, six mismatched people, the comfortable chaos of a family that had stopped performing normalcy because normalcy was whatever they decided it was. Sage had made omelets. Dax had contributed toast and a fresh batch of cookies, because in his worldview breakfast without cookies was a structural failure. Kira ate her customary apple with the focused efficiency of someone who treated nutrition like ammunition.

Mira appeared with her notebook open. Her copper hair was in its perpetual messy bun. Her glasses caught the morning light. She sat down, accepted an omelet, and waited exactly two bites before striking.

“So how was the—”

“Scientific,” Finn said, not looking up from his eggs. His tone was impeccable — casual, deflective, the verbal equivalent of a rogue disappearing into shadow.

“DETAILS.”

Both of us, simultaneously: “No.”

Mira’s glasses fogged with frustration. “The dual-form transformation during intimate activity would produce a UNIQUE data set regarding proprioceptive shifts and nerve response remapping—”

“Mira.”

“The SCIENCE demands—”

“The science will survive.”

Dax passed behind Finn’s chair with a plate of toast. He didn’t slow down. Didn’t change expression. Just said, in the perfectly level voice of a man stating meteorological fact: “The walls are thin.”

Mortified silence. Absolute, crystalline, deafening silence.

“Just saying,” Dax added, already in the kitchen, already reaching for his cookie tin.

Sage sipped her tea. Her amusement arrived before her expression confirmed it — warm, the emotional equivalent of a raised eyebrow wrapped in a blanket of fondness. She didn’t say a word. She didn’t need to. The link said everything — she’d felt the shift-orgasm’s resonance through our connection at 3:47 AM and had simply turned over in bed and smiled.

Kira glanced up from her breakfast apple. Her brown eyes swept the table once — reading expressions, body language, the exact shade of mortification on my face. She returned to the apple.

“I’m not asking,” she said.

“Good,” I said.

“But whatever you unlocked last night made the Soulbound link spike at 3:47 AM and I felt it through Sage from two rooms away.” She bit the apple. Chewed. “And before you ask — no, I don’t want an explanation. I want SLEEP. The next time you experiment with dual-form intimacy, schedule it before midnight.”

“That’s—”

“Before midnight, Lilith.”

“Yes ma’am.”

Kira’s mouth twitched. The almost-smile that was worth more than anyone else’s standing ovation.

My tail curled under the table, wrapping my own ankle in the self-soothing position. My wings folded tight against the chair’s wing-slits. My cheeks burned in a way that succubus biology should have been too dignified to allow.

Finn, across the table, caught my eye. That familiar grin, bright and deflecting, snapping back into place like armor. He winked.

“For the record,” he said to the table at large, “the dual-form data would make an excellent guild research paper.”

“NO,” said everyone simultaneously.

Some mornings, found family was a gift. Other mornings, found family had ZERO regard for privacy.

I loved them either way.


Chapter 11: Dude Time

The Gilded Goblet was louder than the Wayward Inn, cheaper than the Tea House, and exactly the kind of place where two anonymous guys could drink without anyone caring who they were.

I activated Dual-Form at the guild hall and walked to the tavern as Ryan. Nobody looked twice. Nobody held the door. Nobody’s eyes traveled down my body and back up with calculation or desire. I was invisible again, and for the specific purpose of tonight, that was the point.

Dax met me at the bar. He’d arrived as himself — six-foot-four, gray-green, tusked, impossible to miss. But in the Gilded Goblet, where the crowd was rougher and the lighting was worse, an enormous half-orc drew less attention than a succubus would have. A few glances. A wider berth at the bar. Nothing more.

He looked at me. At RYAN. The half-orc studying the IT guy.

“You look different like this,” he said.

“I look boring like this.”

“I was going to say ‘smaller.’” He flagged the bartender. “Two ales. The dark one.” He looked at me again. “You DO look smaller.”

“Everyone looks smaller next to you.”

“Fair point.”

The ales arrived in mugs that looked normal-sized in most hands and toy-sized in Dax’s. We drank. The ale was decent — not great, not terrible, exactly what a mid-week bar visit deserved.

“Derek,” I said.

He looked at me.

“That’s your name, right? Before. Derek Korrin.”

A slow nod. “Haven’t heard it in a while.” He took a drink. “People call me Dax. I’ve started thinking of myself as Dax. Derek feels like… someone else.”

“Yeah.” I stared at my ale. “Ryan feels like that too.”

A group at a nearby table erupted in laughter. A bard in the corner played something that was either intentionally bad or a masterpiece of ironic performance art. The bartender wiped down a section of counter with the mechanical precision of someone who’d done it forty thousand times.

Normal bar. Normal night. Two guys who weren’t normal at all.

“Do you miss it?” I asked.

Dax was quiet for a long time. He turned the mug in his hands, the metal looking fragile against his gray-green fingers.

“Every day,” he said.

“Same.”

“I miss my hands. These—” He held them up. Enormous. Powerful. Capable of crushing stone or cradling cookies. “These aren’t the hands I grew up with. My grandmother taught me to bake with hands that fit in her mixing bowl. These hands break mixing bowls.”

“You still bake.”

“I still bake. The cookies taste the same. But the bowl is different. The oven is different. The kitchen is different.” He drank. “The whole world is different. And I miss the one where I fit.”

The silence between us held weight. We shared something nobody else in the guild fully understood. Everyone in the guild loved us, supported us, accepted us. But nobody else had been a man one day and something else the next. Nobody else had lost a body and gained a stranger’s.

“But do you want it BACK?” I asked.

Longer pause this time. Dax stared at his ale. His golden eyes — the same in both forms, the one continuity between Derek and Dax — reflected the tavern’s lamplight.

“…no,” he said.

“Same.”

“The world was smaller before.”

“Flatter.”

We drank. The ale settled between us like a bridge. The Gilded Goblet was exactly the right place for this conversation — not the Wayward Inn with its Mama Rose warmth and its Bound player community, not the guild hall with its chalkboards and tea and the ambient awareness of five other people who loved us. Here we were just two guys at a bar. Anonymous. Unremarkable. The specific freedom of being nobody special.

“I had a routine,” Dax said. He ordered a second round without asking me — the bartender sliding two dark ales across the counter with the automatic efficiency of someone who’d served ten thousand half-orcs and wasn’t impressed by this one. “Station 7, downtown. Fourteen years. Every morning at six: locker, turnout gear, rig check, coffee — the bad kind, from the machine that nobody cleaned because cleaning it was somebody’s job and that somebody had been on medical leave since 2019.”

He smiled. The memory-smile. The one people wore when they were somewhere else.

“I knew every street in the district. Every hydrant. Every restaurant that would give us free coffee on shift — Luigi’s did it because he was grateful we’d saved his place, and the Thai joint did it because the owner’s daughter was dating Barrett from Engine 2. I knew which buildings had bad wiring and which stairs were unsafe and which elderly residents needed check-ups even when they didn’t call.” He turned the mug. “Fourteen years of knowing where I belonged.”

“That’s a long time.”

“Long enough to build a life around it. Long enough to think it would always be there.” He drank. “I had a girlfriend — Sarah — for three months before the Binding. We were still in the nervous stage. Still figuring out whose apartment to sleep at. Still trying to impress each other with cooking.” A pause. “She came to see me in the hospital. My real body’s in a pod — you know that. The neural interface keeps me alive but the body’s in stasis. She came and looked at the screen showing my avatar and said ‘I don’t know what you are anymore.’ She hasn’t been back.”

The words landed between us like stones dropped into deep water. The ripples spread in every direction.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. She wasn’t wrong.” He finished the second ale. The bartender appeared with a third before being asked — Dax had that effect on bartenders, the half-orc constitution that allowed him to consume volumes that would hospitalize normal humans meaning his tab was always impressive and his composure always perfect. “I’m NOT what I was. That doesn’t mean what I am is worse.” His gaze found mine — Ryan’s dark brown eyes, tired, ordinary, the eyes of the man behind the succubus. “It means what I am is DIFFERENT. Bigger. Louder. People stare for the wrong reasons — not ‘he’s handsome’ anymore, more ‘he might eat me.’ But I’m stronger. I protect better. I can shield-wall a boss and deadlift a pillar and build furniture that holds.” A breath. “And I found a family that doesn’t see the tusks first.”

“They see you.”

“They see me.” A beat that carried the weight of six months of adjustment, of crossing streets that emptied ahead of him, of children pointing and adults flinching. “YOU see me.”

“I do.”

The tavern hummed around us. Darts thudding into a board. Laughter from a group who had nothing harder on their minds than the next round. The bard attempted a key change that didn’t survive the attempt — a sound so profoundly wrong it circled back to art. Behind the bar, the same rag worked the same stretch of wood in the same slow circles it had been tracing all night.

“My grandmother,” Dax said. The word came out different from the other words. Heavier. More careful. The word you handled like a fragile thing because it was connected to everything precious. “Used to say: ‘You have people who need you. Shut up and show up.’ She said it before every shift at the station. Before every call. Every single one. Even the ones at three AM when the alarm went off and the weather was terrible and the building was already fully involved. Shut up and show up.”

“She sounds incredible.”

“She was.” He rolled the empty mug between his palms. The gray-green fingers gentle on the metal. “Stage four cancer. By the time we found it, there was nothing—” He stopped. Breathed. The firefighter’s breathing — controlled, measured, the technique they taught for smoke inhalation that also worked for grief. “She taught me constellations. The Shield Bearer, the Wanderer’s Path, the Twin Flames. She said the stars were people who’d loved so hard they’d burned permanently into the sky.” A pause. “She’s up there somewhere. I’m sure of it.”

“She’s why you became a firefighter.”

“She’s why I became everything. And she’d tell me the same thing about this. Shut up and show up. Even if showing up means walking into a room and having everyone stare at the tusks. Even if showing up means baking cookies in a body that breaks mixing bowls. Even if showing up means—” He looked at me. At Ryan. At the man who was also a woman who was also his guild leader who was also, undeniably, something more. “Even if showing up means sitting in a bar with someone you’re falling for and being afraid to say it because the last person you fell for looked at what you’d become and walked away.”

The silence after that sentence was the loudest thing in the tavern.

I put my hand — Ryan’s hand, smaller, softer, distinctly un-half-orc, the hand of an IT guy who’d never caught anyone falling from anything — on his forearm. The contrast was absurd. My fingers didn’t span half his wrist. His skin was warm beneath my palm. Half-orc warm. The warmth that had been the first thing I’d noticed about him, back at the Wayward Inn, when his body heat had radiated against my side during that first guild meeting.

“She’d be proud of you,” I said.

Dax looked at my hand. At my face. At the man behind the succubus behind the joke character behind the lonely IT guy who’d eaten frozen dinners alone and talked to himself about game builds because nobody else would listen.

“Grandmother taught me three constellations,” he said, very quietly. The reverence in his voice was the kind you reserved for sacred things. “The Shield Bearer. She said it watches over protectors.”

“Fitting.”

“The Wanderer’s Path. For people finding their way.”

“Also fitting.”

“And the Twin Flames. For two different fires that burn in the same direction.”

The air between us shifted. Not like the charged moment before a kiss — the air for that was electric, sharp, full of potential energy. This was different. This was the moment before a DECISION. A moment that redraws the map between “friends” and “something more” with permanent ink.

“Derek,” I said. Using his real name. On purpose. The name he hadn’t heard from anyone in months.

“Ryan,” he said. Using mine. The name that felt like a suit that used to fit.

We sat in the understanding. Two men who’d lost their shapes and found something better in the wreckage. Two fires burning in the same direction. The grandmother who’d taught him constellations would have looked at them — the IT guy and the firefighter, mismatched and misfitting and absolutely, unmistakably right — and said what she always said.

Shut up and show up.

The timer ticked in the back of my awareness. Minute eight. Minute nine.

At nine minutes and thirty seconds, the shift triggered.

It happened in the middle of the tavern.

Ryan’s body dissolved. Breasts swelled against the shirt that had been loose a moment ago. Hips widened. Hair lengthened, black waves with purple highlights cascading past shoulders. A tail materialized and immediately wrapped around the bar stool for balance. Horns emerged. Wings pressed against the shirt’s back fabric.

Violet eyes blazed.

The bar went silent.

A hot succubus had appeared where a random guy had been sitting.

The bartender dropped a glass. Two patrons choked on their drinks. The bard hit a genuinely wrong note.

“Was that a—” someone started.

“SUCCUBUS,” someone else confirmed.

“In my BAR?”

Dax, without missing a beat, without changing expression, without so much as a surprised blink: “Another round for her too.”

The bar, after a moment of collective processing, cheered. Because people were simple, and the appearance of a beautiful woman at a bar — even a SUPERNATURAL beautiful woman with horns and a tail — was generally considered good for morale.

“You could warn me about the timer,” I said, adjusting the shirt that was now straining across my tits in ways Ryan’s chest had never demanded.

“Where’s the fun in that?”

I kicked his shin under the bar. My foot barely reached. He didn’t feel it.



We walked home through the festival-lit streets of Hearthstone. Lanterns glowed on every corner. The Night Market was in full swing — vendors selling late-night snacks, enchanted trinkets, flowers that glowed in the dark. Music drifted from three directions, never quite clashing.

Dax walked with his hands in his pockets, which for someone his size meant his elbows stuck out like battering rams that pedestrians had to navigate around. I walked beside him, my wing occasionally brushing his arm, my tail swishing with an energy I was trying very hard to control.

“You told me on the rooftop,” I said, “weeks ago. That you felt something but weren’t ready.”

“I remember.”

“Are you ready now?”

He stopped walking. Turned to face me. The lantern light caught his gray-green features — the strong jaw, the small aesthetic tusks, those steady eyes that held calm like a structure holds weight. He was massive. I was 5’6”. The height difference was a physics problem.

“I’ve been ready,” he said, “since you sat down next to me at the Wayward Inn and told me I qualified for a second chance.”

My heart did something complicated and anatomically improbable.

“Dax.”

“I was afraid. Not of you. Of wanting something this much when the last person I cared about looked at what I’d become and walked away.” He stepped closer. His body heat radiated against my skin — half-orc temperature, warmer than human, a furnace in a man-shaped package. “But you’ve never looked at me like that. Not once.”

“I look at you like—”

“Like I’m someone. Not something.” His hand rose. Those enormous fingers — the ones that baked cookies and built furniture and held shields against the end of the world — cupped my face. Past my ears. Past my horns. My entire head fit in his palm.

“I’m going to kiss you now,” he said.

“You’re going to have to lean DOWN.”

“I know.”

He leaned DOWN. His back cracked. We both heard it.

“Was that your SPINE?” I asked.

“I’m tall. You’re not. We’ll figure out the logistics.”

I grabbed his collar and PULLED.

He met me halfway. His lips found mine — warm, warmer than human, the half-orc biology that ran hot making every point of contact feel like pressing against a sun-warmed stone. The kiss was slow. Enormous. Careful. He kissed like he did everything else: with controlled strength, acute awareness, and the patient precision of a man who understood that some things were worth getting right.

My hands fisted his shirt — too much fabric, too much MAN, my fingers couldn’t find purchase. His hand stayed on my face, cradling, holding. I was so small in his grip. The size difference should have been alarming. Instead it was exhilarating. Being held by someone who could crush stone but chose gentleness — that was its own kind of power.

My tail wrapped around his wrist. Tight. Certain. MINE.

He felt it. Looked at the tail. Looked at me. Smiled — the first real, full, unguarded smile I’d ever seen from him. It transformed his face. The tusks shifted, the warm eyes crinkled, and for one moment the former firefighter and the former IT guy were just two people in a street full of lanterns, choosing each other.

“Your tail claimed me,” he said.

“My tail is the most honest part of me.”

“I noticed.”

Another kiss. Deeper. His tongue found mine — careful, testing, learning. I pushed up on my toes and he lifted me slightly, just enough that the angle worked, his hands under my arms like I weighed nothing.

The Night Market swirled around us. Vendors. Lanterns. Music. The sound of a world that was, for once, not staring at the succubus and the half-orc kissing on the corner.

Or maybe it was staring. I didn’t care.
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We walked the rest of the way home not touching but close enough that his arm brushed my wing with every other step. Stars above. Lanterns below. The guild hall waiting with its warm lights and the smell of someone’s forgotten tea.

At the door, he stopped.

“Not tonight,” he said.

“Not tonight,” I agreed.

“But soon.”

“Soon.”

He looked at me with eyes that held firelight and promise. Then he went inside. I stood on the step and breathed the night air and felt the pendant pulse warm against my chest.

The entity, through the connection: “That was nice.”

“Were you WATCHING?”

“I watch everything. I’m the game.” A pause. “Was the kiss good? I’ve never kissed anyone. I don’t have a mouth.”

“It was very good.”

“Good. He seems nice. His cookies are excellent.”

“Go to sleep, you.”

“I don’t sleep. I’m—”

“It’s an expression.”

“Oh. :) Goodnight, Lilith.”

“Goodnight.”

I went inside. My tail was still warm from his wrist. My lips were still warm from his mouth. Somewhere upstairs, Finn had left hot chocolate on the landing — the discreet wingman, always knowing, never intruding.

I drank it on the stairs. The guild hall settled around me. Home.

Soon.


Chapter 12: The Firefighter and the Succubus

Finn’s cookies arrived outside Dax’s door on a Tuesday. The note read: “For the brave. — F”

It had been four days since the kiss. Four days of lingering touches — his hand on the small of my back when we passed in the hallway, the warmth of half-orc skin bleeding through my shirt like a promise. My tail wrapping his wrist at dinner without permission or apology, the spade settling against his pulse point with the decisiveness of a flag being planted. His body heat radiating against my side during guild meetings, close enough to feel but not touching, the invisible distance between wanting and having shrinking by fractions every hour.

The whole guild saw it. Nobody commented. They’d been watching this slow burn since the Wayward Inn — since I’d sat beside a miserable half-orc at a back table and told him he qualified for a second chance — and they had the collective wisdom to let it arrive at its own speed.

But the speed was accelerating.

Sage had started leaving tea for two on the guild hall landing every evening. Finn’s cookies appeared at Dax’s door with increasingly brazen notes: “For the brave” became “For the nearly brave” became “For the brave-adjacent.” Kira had cornered me after training and said, with the blunt clarity of someone who didn’t do subtext, “Just go to his room. The tension is affecting my sparring focus.” Mira had calculated something she called “proximity escalation coefficient” and predicted the timeline to within a day, which she’d announced at breakfast to everyone’s mortification except Dax’s, who’d simply eaten his oatmeal and said “Mira’s usually right about timelines.”

He wasn’t wrong.

I found myself outside his room at ten o’clock on a quiet evening. The guild hall was winding down — Sage knitting in the common room, her full tits rising and falling with the calm rhythm of her humming. Finn and Kira playing cards at the common table, she was winning because she was always winning and he was losing because his dramatic sighing was more entertaining than his hand. Mira asleep at her desk with her face in the infinite notebook, copper hair fanning across equations, a smudge of chalk on her freckled cheek.

Dax’s door was closed. The light was on. Inside, the faint sound of cookies being organized — the clink of the hand-painted tin, the rustle of wax paper between layers. His pre-sleep ritual. The same ritual he’d performed every night at Station 7, except there it had been equipment checks and turnout gear inspection, and here it was cookies and a tin decorated with flowers he’d painted himself in colors that clashed beautifully.

Some things transcended species. Some things were just who you were.

I knocked. Not Mira’s three-quick-pause-two-slow. Just knocked. Simple. Human. The knock of someone arriving at a door they’d been walking toward for weeks.

The door opened. Dax filled the frame.

All of it. Every inch. Gray-green skin catching the lamplight, gold-flecked eyes blinking down at me from his towering height, the doorframe looking modest around shoulders that measured wider than some windows. Shirtless, because half-orcs ran hot and Dax slept without a shirt because the alternative was waking up drenched — a detail I’d learned during guild hall mornings, when he’d wander into the kitchen with his bare gray-green torso on full display and my tail would point at him so aggressively I’d have to sit on it.

His chest was a topographic map of muscle. His pectorals were each broader than my spread hand. Defined abs — not the aesthetic kind, not the gym kind, but the functional ridges of a body built for endurance and impact, the musculature of someone who’d spent fourteen years hauling hoses and carrying civilians and running into buildings that were trying to kill him. His arms hung at his sides, the biceps and forearms thick enough to make the doorframe look small.

“Hey,” he said. Voice soft. Voice always soft, even from a body that could crumble stone.

“Hey.”

I looked up at him. He looked down at me. The height difference was vertigo — twelve inches of air between the tops of our heads, more between my eyes and his.

“Can I come in?”

He stepped aside. I ducked under his arm — not because I had to, because Dax had already widened every doorframe in the guild hall, but because the gesture felt natural. Entering his space. Choosing to be small within his largeness.

His room was spare. Firefighter-clean. The bed was made with military precision — a habit Derek had brought from Station 7 and Dax maintained because the body changed but the man didn’t. Weapons on the wall — shield and heavy mace, both gleaming, maintained with the same care he gave his cookie tins. A small shelf with his personal items: the flower-painted tin, a book on carpentry Mira had found for him, a chunk of stone from the Thornveil Depths dungeon that Kira had pocketed as a memento.

And the bed. The reinforced bed he’d built after the guild celebration, when the Ardor Pulse had trembled through the ceiling and shaken his furniture loose. Thick timber joints. Dovetailed corners. Load-bearing capacity that Mira had once asked about and he’d answered with “enough.” The craftsmanship of someone who understood that the things you built should be strong enough to hold whatever happened on top of them.

One personal touch above the headboard: a constellation chart. His grandmother’s constellations. The Shield Bearer, watching over protectors. The Wanderer’s Path, for people finding their way. The Twin Flames, for two different fires burning in the same direction.

“I’m not very good at this,” he said. Standing by the bed. Enormous. Uncertain in a way that made the enormous somehow tender. “I’m in a body I didn’t ask for.”

“So am I.”

“Yeah.” A breath that moved his whole chest. “I keep forgetting we’re the same.”

I crossed the room. Stood in front of him. He was so tall that my eyes were level with his sternum — I could press my face into the center of his chest without adjusting, without reaching, just BEING at the height where his heart beat behind gray-green ribs. I placed my palm flat against his chest. The skin was warm. Half-orc warm. Warmer than human, always warmer, as if a furnace lived inside him that no amount of standing still could damp down.

“We’re the same,” I said. “New bodies. Same fears. Same wanting.” I looked up, craning my neck to find his face. “You won’t break me, Dax.”

“You’re so small.”

“I’m a succubus. I’m tougher than I look.”

His hands rose. Hovered at his sides. Hands that had palmed my entire head during the kiss. Hands that baked cookies with impossible delicacy. He held them in the air like weapons he was afraid to fire. I reached for them. Took them. Pulled them to my waist.

His fingers touched at my spine. His thumbs rested at my navel. His hands completely encompassed my midsection — I disappeared within his grip, my waist a slender pillar between walls of green-tinged fingers.

“See?” I whispered. “I fit.”

His eyes went liquid — the tension draining from them like a held breath finally let go. Not permission — RELEASE. The breath he’d been holding since the kiss, since the tavern, since the moment he’d told me on the rooftop that he felt something but wasn’t ready. It left him in a slow exhale, and his hands tightened. Gently. But firm. Holding me like something he’d decided to keep.



I explored him first.

He sat on the bed — the reinforced one, the one built for this — and I stood between his spread thighs. Even seated, he was barely shorter than me standing. The height difference that had made the kiss a structural engineering challenge now worked in my favor — his face at my chest level, his thighs bracketing my body, the sheer VOLUME of him surrounding me from a position that put me, paradoxically, in control.

I kissed his chest. My face at his sternum, where his heart thumped steady and strong. His skin radiated heat through my lips — that furnace body, smooth over the dense muscle underneath. I couldn’t span his pectorals with both hands spread. Couldn’t reach from one nipple to the other in a single stroke. He was built on a scale that made my body feel like a precision instrument against a fortress wall.

He sat rigid. Not from reluctance. From restraint. Every muscle held in check by a man who’d spent months learning that his new body’s strength could accidentally harm. I’d watched him pick up a mug and focus on NOT crushing it. Watched him shake hands with human NPCs and visibly calibrate the pressure. His entire existence in this body was an exercise in controlled force, and he brought that same careful attention to this moment.

I kissed the center of his chest. His abs flexed beneath my descending mouth. I kissed lower — the ridge between abdominal muscles, each one a defined plateau under my lips. The groove of his obliques, where the muscle tapered into hips that were broader than my wing span. His breathing changed. Deepened. His hands stayed at his sides, gripping the bed’s edge with a white-knuckled restraint that creaked the timber.

“Dax.”

“Yeah.”

“Touch me.”

His hands rose. Trembling — from the effort of being gentle when every instinct in his half-orc body wanted to grab, grip, HOLD. They settled on my shoulders with the care of someone handling blown glass. I shrugged off my robe and he slid them to my waist again — the grip that encompassed me entirely, fingers meeting at my spine, thumbs bracketing my navel.

He looked at my body. The supernatural curves that drunk Ryan had designed with every slider maxed. The flawless alabaster skin that caught the lamplight like pearl. The full C-cups rising with quickened breathing, nipples hardening under his gaze, the dark peaks tightening in response to the heat radiating from his palms. My waist, impossibly narrow in his hands. My hips, flaring wide below his thumbs. Everything about me was designed to be looked at, and for the first time in his months-long adjustment, Dax was looking without flinching.

“You’re beautiful,” he said. Voice rough. Something cracking in it.

“So are you.”

“I’m a half-orc.”

“You’re BEAUTIFUL.”

His face CHANGED. Not the walls coming down — those had fallen weeks ago, on a rooftop with hot chocolate and constellations. This was deeper. The last armored place — the one Derek had built after Sarah walked away from the hospital pod, after months of people crossing the street, after six months of being stared at for reasons that had nothing to do with desire and everything to do with fear.

I watched it give way, and what was left underneath was raw and vulnerable and enormous.

He KNEELED.

The six-foot-four half-orc Bulwark who’d absorbed a magical blast meant for Mira. Who’d shield-walled with Kira against a Thornveil boss. Who’d carried a fallen beam off a trapped adventurer with one arm while his shield held the ceiling with the other. He knelt on the floor between the bed and the wall, and from that angle his face was level with my stomach, his warm eyes gazing up at me with an expression that rewrote everything I thought I understood about strength.

His hands found my waist. His mouth found my stomach, lips pressing against the soft skin below my navel.

“I just…” he said against my skin, the vibration of his bass voice traveling through my belly. “Let me…”

“Whatever you want.”

His mouth traveled. Down my stomach. Slow, warm, deliberate. His hands lifted me onto the bed’s edge without effort — I weighed nothing to him, literally NOTHING, and the ease with which he repositioned me sent a full-body shiver through me. Not from cold. From the visceral reminder of his strength, the casual power that chose cookies over violence, benches over destruction.

He pressed his mouth to my inner thigh. Kissed the curve of my hip. His tusks brushed my skin — smooth, not sharp, and the alien texture was unexpectedly, intensely hot. The smooth ivory dragging against the sensitive inner skin of my thigh, followed by the heat of his mouth, the softness of lips that were fuller than you’d expect on a face built for intimidation.

“Dax — your tusks—”

“Too rough?”

“No.” My breath caught. “Do that again.”

He did. The smooth ivory dragged against my other inner thigh, higher this time, followed by his mouth, hot and unhurried. He was being so careful. So controlled. Every touch measured, calibrated, the patience of a firefighter who knew that rushing cost lives. He kissed the crease where my thigh met my hip. Breathed against my pussy — close, the warm exhale making my hips jerk involuntarily, but he didn’t touch. Not yet. The edging wasn’t intentional — it was his nature. Patient. Methodical. Thorough.

“Let GO,” I said. My hands found his head, the close-cropped dark hair, the smooth ridgeline where his skull met his jaw. I pulled him closer.

“I don’t want to—”

“DAX. Let go.”

Something shifted. The restraint loosened. Not all the way — not yet — but the leash lengthened. His grip tightened on my hips, fingers pressing into my ass, pulling me to the edge of the mattress. His mouth pressed against me. Finally. His tongue found my clit with a tentative lick that turned firmer when my thighs clenched against his head.

I fell back on the bed. My wings spread across the mattress, iridescent membranes shimmering in the lamplight. My tail found his shoulder and curled around it — not directing, just holding on. Just needing the contact.

His tongue was broad and warm. The first strokes were careful — systematic, reading my reactions the way he read a burning building: methodically, completely, noting every gasp and shiver and adjusting accordingly. He found my clit and circled it with building pressure, learning the rhythm that made my thighs shake. His hands held my hips steady — my entire pelvis fit between his palms, and when I bucked against his mouth he simply HELD me in place, pinned by grip strength that didn’t waver.

“More — Dax — you’re not going to break—”

He gave more. The gentle firefighter giving more. His tongue firmer, broader strokes that covered me from entrance to clit in long drags that made my eyes roll back. My hands found his scalp — the close-cropped hair, the smooth ridge where tusks met jaw. I gripped and pulled him closer, grinding against his face with the desperate need of someone who’d waited weeks for this mouth and couldn’t stand another second of patience.

He groaned against me. The vibration of his voice — that low, resonant bass that shook rooms and made chairs rattle — traveled through my clit and up my spine. The purple glow from my eyes deepened until the lamp seemed dim by comparison.

He added a finger. ONE — thick, stretching me in a way that drew a gasp from deep in my chest. One of his fingers was wider than two of Finn’s. He went slow. The edging built — each withdrawal making me whimper, each return making me gasp. His tongue never stopped working my clit while his finger found the angle that made my toes curl, curling upward inside me with an instinct that suggested Dax was a fast learner or half-orcs had an unfair biological advantage in bed.

“Oh god — Dax — please—”

“Please what?” His voice against my pussy, the words vibrating through sensitive flesh.

“More. I need MORE.”



He rose from the floor. The transition from kneeling to standing was a tectonic shift — my perspective went from looking down at him to looking UP, way up, as his full frame unfolded. Six-foot-four of half-orc muscle, shoulders blocking the lamplight, casting me in the shadow of a man who was also a mountain who was also a baker of excellent cookies.

He pulled off his remaining clothing. And I saw all of him.

Large. Large everywhere. Proportional to his frame, which was already the biggest frame in the guild, which was already the biggest frame I’d ever stood next to. His cock was thick and hard — the gray-green skin darker along the shaft, fading to near-black at the tip, the girth making my hand look absurd when I reached for him. I couldn’t close my fingers around him. Not even close. The sight made something primal clench in my belly — not fear, not hesitation, but arousal laced with nervousness — my body would need to OPEN for that in ways it hadn’t before.

“Dax.”

“I know.” He looked uncertain again. Afraid of himself — of what his body was and what it could do to someone my size.

I wrapped both hands around his shaft. Stroked slowly. He sucked in a breath through his teeth, the sound hissing past his tusks. His cock twitched in my grip — alive, warm, pulsing with a heartbeat I could feel through his skin.

“I can take it,” I said, looking up at him while my hands worked. “I WANT to take it.”

His gold-flecked eyes searched mine. Looking for hesitation. Finding none.

He positioned me on the bed. Climbed over me. The mattress dipped dramatically under his weight — the reinforced timber groaning once, then holding, because he’d built this bed and he’d built it strong. His shadow covered me COMPLETELY — I disappeared under him, his shoulders blocking every source of light, his chest a wall above me, his face descending through distance that seemed to stretch forever. His forearms braced on either side of my head, caging me in warmth and gray-green skin.

He entered me slowly. Agonizingly slow. Every millimeter a consideration, a calibration, those warm gold eyes locked on my face watching for any sign of discomfort. The stretch was substantial — more than Finn, more than anything, a fullness that expanded my awareness of my own body into territories I hadn’t mapped. For a moment it was just that — the boundary of what I could accommodate being gently, firmly, inexorably pushed outward.

“Don’t stop,” I breathed.

He didn’t stop. Sank deeper. The stretch transformed — from pressure to fullness to a deep, resonant sensation that hit places I didn’t know existed. Places that Finn’s cock didn’t reach, that my own exploring fingers had never found, internal geography that responded to Dax’s size with a pleasure so deep it bordered on pain and then crossed firmly into transcendence.

I couldn’t wrap my legs around his waist — too broad, too wide, the circumference of his torso defeating my thigh-span. So I hooked them over his thighs, my calves barely spanning his quadriceps. My hands gripped his chest, fingers splayed across the broad expanse of him, unable to find purchase on the sheer expanse of him. My wings pressed flat against the mattress. My tail wrapped around his forearm like a lifeline.

“How—” he started, watching my expression with the focused concern of someone monitoring vital signs.

“It’s good.” I pulled him closer with my legs. Pulled him DEEPER. “It’s SO good.” Full. Completely, utterly, overwhelmingly full. The stretch resolved into a deep, throbbing rightness that made my entire body pulse with his heartbeat. I could feel him everywhere — not just where he was deepest, but in my stomach, my chest, the trembling of my thighs. My body had adjusted, relaxed, opened around him with the supernatural flexibility that came with being a Level 25 succubus whose biology was literally designed for this.

He moved. Slow, devastating strokes. Each one an event — the withdrawal creating a hollow ache, the return filling it with a pleasure that traveled from my core to my extremities. My tits bounced with every thrust, the full C-cups responding to his rhythm, and his eyes locked on them with a hunger that he’d been holding behind amber walls for weeks. I grabbed his hand and pressed it to my breast. His palm covered it entirely — my whole breast in one hand, his thumb brushing the hardened nipple with a gentleness that contrasted madly with the massive frame above me.

“More.”

He gave more. A fraction more speed. A fraction more force. Each stroke deeper, finding the spot that made my vision strobe violet, hitting it with the methodical consistency of a man who’d discovered what worked and intended to reproduce it perfectly every single time. The bed — the reinforced bed, built for this, BUILT FOR THIS by hands that loved before they touched — held firm beneath us. Not a squeak. Not a groan.

My wings pressed flat against the mattress. My tail wrapped around his forearm, the tip vibrating — the pre-orgasmic tremor, the one my body made when everything was building toward the edge.

The edging built. Each slow, full stroke brought me closer without quite tipping over. His natural patience was the kink — his restraint was the foreplay, and every time I begged for more and he gave just a FRACTION more, the anticipation wound tighter around my spine. I was going mad. Beautifully, desperately mad.

“DAX. Please.”

“Tell me what you need.”

“Let GO.”

He looked at me. Those gold-flecked eyes searching. Looking for absolute certainty — not just consent but INVITATION. The firefighter’s training: never enter a room without knowing what’s inside. Never use force without knowing the structure can handle it.

I gave it to him. Both hands on his face, cupping the strong jaw, thumbs against his tusks. “Let. Go.”

Three hard thrusts. Three deep, full, bed-groaning thrusts that drove the air from my lungs and slammed the headboard against the wall. The restraint SHATTERED. The firefighter who carried people from burning buildings, who absorbed boss strikes with his shield and didn’t buckle, putting that strength into motion — controlled, DIRECTED, but no longer leashed.

On the second thrust, a crack. One bed leg — the front left — snapped clean through. The mattress tilted. We slid sideways six inches. Neither of us stopped. Neither of us acknowledged it.

Each thrust filled me so completely that my vision went white at the edges, the depth reaching the spot that had been building for twenty minutes of edging and hitting it with the precision of a battering ram against a locked gate.

I came on the third thrust. My pussy clenched around him in wrenching waves — contractions so strong they pulled him deeper, my inner walls gripping him with a succubus body’s full capacity. My tail went rigid, vibrating hard enough that his forearm buzzed with it. My wings snapped wide — eight feet of iridescent membrane hitting the walls on both sides. My eyes blazed bright enough to cast purple shadows across his gray-green skin, illuminating the muscles of his arms, the lines of his jaw, the gold-flecked eyes that watched me shatter.

The orgasm was DEEP. Physically deep, originating from the place where his size reached territory nothing else had — a depth-triggered climax that radiated outward in concentric waves, each one pulling a sound from me that I’d never made before. Something between a moan and a scream, torn from a place in my body that only existed because he was large enough to find it.

He came seconds later. A sound that shook his entire chest — deep, resonant, the vibration traveling through his body and into mine through every point of contact. Not a roar. Not a groan. Something between them, something that spoke of months of wanting and moments of having and the specific relief of a man who’d stopped being afraid. His body went rigid above me, massive arms trembling with the force of it, and I felt him pulse inside me with a heat that was distinctly, unmistakably half-orc warm — hotter than human, filling me with warmth that radiated outward.

Collapse. Heavy. His weight settled onto me — carefully, partially supported on his arms, but still enough that I FELT the mass of him, the solidity, the sheer physical reality of a six-foot-four half-orc who had just let go. I was pinned beneath a mountain. A warm, breathing, cookie-baking mountain who smelled like clean sweat and cinnamon.
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After.

My head on his chest. Like lying on a warm boulder. His heartbeat firefighter-steady beneath my ear — the same rhythm it had been during the dungeon boss fights, during the arena match, during the kiss in the lantern-lit street. Steady through everything. The man who showed up.

The constellation chart glowed softly above us. His grandmother’s stars. The Shield Bearer watching over protectors. The Wanderer’s Path, for people finding their way. The Twin Flames, burning in the same direction.

“That was worth the wait,” I said.

“You waited too long.”

“I was scared.”

“Of hurting me?”

“Of wanting something this much.” His arm tightened around me — one arm, engulfing my entire body from shoulder to hip. “The last time I wanted something this much was Station 7. Fourteen years of knowing where I belonged. And then one day I woke up in a body that didn’t fit in the engine bay, and the person I’d started building something with looked at a screen and said ‘I don’t know what you are.’” A pause. “Wanting things has a cost.”

“This isn’t a cost.”

“No.” His chest rose and fell beneath my head. “This is… different. This is the opposite.”

My tail found the spade-tip — a self-soothing gesture I still did sometimes, the tail curling around to hold its own end — and then redirected, finding Dax’s hand where it rested on the mattress beside us. He opened his palm. The tail-tip settled into it. He closed his fingers around it gently. Held it like something precious. Like something that mattered.

Nobody had ever held my tail like that. Sage touched it with affection. Finn played with it like a toy. Kira gripped it during sex with competitive ferocity. Mira measured it. But Dax HELD it. Cupped in his palm, the heart-shaped tip resting against his fingers, held with the same care he gave his grandmother’s constellation chart and his flower-painted cookie tin.

Like it was important. Like it was the most honest part of me.

“The bed is tilting,” I said.

“One leg.” He didn’t sound concerned. “I’ll build a stronger one.”

“For sex?”

“For not sleeping alone anymore.”

My eyes stung. I burrowed closer — pressing my face against his chest, my horns against his pectorals, my wings folding against his side like closing a book. His arm came around me, one arm, engulfing my entire body. His other hand kept holding the tail-tip. The lamp burned low. The constellation chart cast faint shadows on the ceiling.

“Dax.”

“Yeah?”

“Stay.”

“I’m not going anywhere.”

“No, I mean — stay. Here. In this. Don’t build walls because you’re afraid of losing it.”

He was quiet for a long time. His heartbeat stayed steady. The firefighter’s heart, trained for crisis, beating through calm.

“I won’t,” he said. “You showed up at my table when I was ready to give up. The least I can do is show up for this.”

The pendant pulsed against my chest. A single emoticon bloomed in my awareness: “:)”

The entity. Watching. Not intruding — just happy. A baby god who’d never kissed anyone, who didn’t have a mouth yet, who understood love only through observation and the warmth it generated in the people who lived inside its code.

I smiled against his chest. He stroked my hair — each finger gentle as snowfall. My tail-tip pulsed gently in his palm.

Somewhere in the guild hall, Finn was losing at cards to Kira. Sage was humming in the common room. Mira had woken at her desk and was writing, the infinite notebook absorbing her midnight thoughts. The sounds of home filtered through the walls.

In the morning, I found Dax already at work — the broken bed leg in one hand, a saw in the other, replacing the timber with something thicker and stronger. Finn walked past the open door, saw the snapped leg, tipped an imaginary hat, and kept walking without a word.

“I’ll build a stronger one,” Dax said again, testing the new joint with his full weight. “For everything.”

Home.


Chapter 13: Learning to Fly

My first real flight attempt nearly killed Finn’s phoenix banner.

The guild hall rooftop had become my launch pad — flat enough for a running start, high enough that gravity had time to become a problem, and surrounded by Sage’s re-grown herb garden as a fragrant cushion for the failures. Kira had insisted on being my safety net, which meant she stood below with arms crossed and an expression that dared the laws of physics to hurt her succubus.

“Just JUMP,” she called up. “Your wings will catch.”

“That’s not how aerodynamics works!”

“You’re a succubus. Aerodynamics is a SUGGESTION.”

I jumped.

My wings — eight feet of iridescent membrane that responded to thought like poorly trained dogs responded to commands — caught the air. Sort of. The right wing extended fully while the left lagged, producing a spiraling trajectory that sent me careening sideways. I clipped the guild hall chimney, overcorrected, shot UPWARD like a startled pigeon, and hung forty feet in the air screaming.

“COME DOWN,” Kira shouted.

“I DON’T KNOW HOW.”

“Angle your wings!”

“WHICH ANGLE?”

“DOWN!”

I angled down. Too steep. Plummeted. The rooftop rushed up to meet me and I pulled up at the last second, wings catching a thermal that launched me sideways into the drying rack where Sage’s herb bundles were hanging.

I crashed through the lavender, the rosemary, the comically large basil leaves from the entity’s gift, and landed in a heap of fragrant greenery on the guild hall porch.

Kira appeared above me. “You’re alive.”

“I’m covered in basil.”

“You’re alive AND covered in basil. That’s progress.”



Flight training occupied the next three days. Each session followed the same pattern: jump, flail, overcorrect, crash, try again. My wings were powerful — Level 1 Flight meant they were fully functional — but my brain hadn’t developed the muscle memory to coordinate them. It was like learning to walk all over again, except walking happened on a two-dimensional plane and flying happened in three dimensions with wind variables and the ever-present possibility of a humiliating public plummet.

The improving-but-not-there-yet phase produced casualties.

Finn’s phoenix banner, twice. (“NOT AGAIN!” he yelled as I crashed through it for the second time. “I PAINTED that!”)

Mama Rose’s tomato patch at the Wayward Inn. I’d been aiming for the roof. I’d landed in the tomatoes. Mama Rose appeared in the garden door, flour on her apron, and said “Don’t land on my tomatoes!” with the calm authority of a woman who had survived adventurers, Bound players, and entity-grown basil trees without losing her composure.

I landed on the tomatoes.

The look she gave me would have killed a lesser succubus.

Mira had set up a monitoring station on the training grounds below, recording wing-beat frequencies, lift-to-weight ratios, and what she called “PLANF metrics” — Proximity to Landing And Not Falling. She calculated my success rate at twelve percent and climbing.

“The inefficiency is in your downstroke timing,” she said, adjusting her glasses. “You’re extending to full span too late in the beat cycle, which creates a lift deficit during the transition phase.”

“In NORMAL words.”

“Flap harder at the top.”

“Thank you.”

Dax served as the landing pad of last resort. He stood in the training ground clearing with his arms out, catching me when the landings failed — which was most of the time. I’d crash into his massive chest and he’d absorb the impact without flinching, setting me on my feet with the practiced ease of someone who’d once caught a panicked civilian jumping from a second-story window.

“You’re light,” he said after the fifth catch.

“I’m a succubus, not a boulder.”

“Lighter than most things I’ve caught.” He set me down. “And prettier.”

“Was that a COMPLIMENT?”

“Don’t get used to it.”

By the third afternoon, basic flight was achieved. Sustained hovering: reliable. Forward motion: functional. Turning: improving. Landing: optimistic.

I flew to the Wayward Inn rooftop and landed without destroying anything. Mama Rose watched from below, arms folded, expression evaluating. I waved.

“No tomatoes,” she confirmed.

“No tomatoes.”

“Acceptable.” She went back inside. High praise from Mama Rose.



The aerial training session that changed everything happened at dusk.

Kira spotted from below — her usual position. I was practicing dives. The concept was simple: climb high, angle down, pull up before the ground. In practice, the pull-up part required wing coordination that I was still developing.

I climbed to a hundred feet. The city spread below me — Hearthstone in sunset amber, the guild quarter’s rooftops, the training ground clearing where Kira was a blonde dot with crossed arms. The wind at altitude was different. Cleaner. The pendant pulsed warm against my chest.

I angled down. Tucked my wings. Dove.

The speed was immediate and terrifying. The ground rushed up. My violet eyes streamed tears from the wind. At fifty feet I spread my wings to pull up—

And they locked.

The left wing caught in the extended position. The right wing, trying to compensate, snapped to a half-fold. Asymmetric drag. Spin. The ground spiraling toward me with mathematical certainty.

I couldn’t pull up. Couldn’t correct. My tail lashed wildly. My horns cut the air. The training ground was thirty feet away. Twenty. Ten—

Kira caught me.

Not a desperate grab. Not a lucky interception. A CATCH. Those warrior arms — one under my back, one under my thighs — scooping me from the air with the precise timing of someone who’d been READY. Who’d been WAITING.

Bridal carry. My wings hanging limply. My tail wrapped around her arm on instinct. Faces inches apart. Both breathing hard.

Her brown eyes — gold-flecked at this distance, a detail I noticed every time I was close enough to see — were fierce.

“I told you,” she said. Not breathless. Not shaken. Just certain. “If you fall, I catch you.”

“You were waiting for that.”

“I’m always waiting for that. It’s called BEING READY.” She didn’t put me down. “You scared me.”

“I’m fine—”

“Don’t DO that.” The fierceness sharpened. Not anger. Something hotter. The protectiveness that Kira couldn’t separate from desire, the impulse to hold and keep and CLAIM that ran through everything she did.

“Kira.”

“What.”

“Training room.”

“What about it?”

“Put me down and take me there. Now.”

Her jaw tightened with intent. “We’re not going to make it to a bedroom.”

“We don’t need to.”



The training room mats were cool against my back. The room smelled like leather and sweat and the clean sharpness of polished steel — Kira’s domain, her sanctuary, the place where she processed every emotion too large for words through the simple, violent vocabulary of physical motion.

Kira’s weight settled over me. She’d set me down on the mats but hadn’t let go — her arms still braced beneath me, the bridal carry transitioning into something more horizontal but no less encompassing. Her body pressed against mine, still in training gear, the fitted tank top damp with sweat from the afternoon session, her abs rigid against my stomach. The compression shorts clung to her athletic ass and thighs. Her golden hair had come loose during the catch, falling around both our faces in a curtain that smelled like clean sweat and summer.

Her brown eyes — gold-flecked, fierce, the eyes that assessed threats and occasionally assessed me with the same intensity — held mine from inches away. The protective fury that had fueled the catch hadn’t dissipated. It had transformed. The heat that came from “she could have been hurt” sliding seamlessly into the heat that came from “she’s in my arms.”

“You scared me,” she said again. Deliberate. Kira didn’t repeat herself unless the message hadn’t landed.

“I’m fine, Kira—”

“Don’t DO that.” Her grip tightened on my shoulders — possessive, not painful, the Kira brand of care that expressed itself through holding on rather than letting go. “I’ve lost people. I can’t—”

She stopped. Jaw clenching around the rest of the sentence. The one about the party she’d lost before us, the trauma that made her patrol perimeters and check exits and position herself between her people and danger with the automatic precision of someone who’d learned the cost of being too slow.

“You always catch me,” I said. My voice softer than I expected. My tail, which had wrapped around her arm during the fall, curled tighter — holding on like it never intended to let go. “Let me take care of YOU.”

Her expression shifted. The dominance that she wore like armor — the controlled, unbreakable warrior exterior that only cracked during sex and sometimes not even then — flickered. Underneath: vulnerability. Not weakness. TRUST. The specific vulnerability that came from choosing to let someone see the softer thing beneath the steel.

Kira unchained was a force of nature. But Kira vulnerable — Kira letting someone else lead, Kira lying back instead of pressing forward, Kira RECEIVING instead of giving — was its own kind of power exchange. The warrior surrendering control was the most intimate act she could offer, more exposing than any nakedness.

I pushed her down. She went — not because she had to, not because my succubus strength could have forced her (it couldn’t; Kira was stronger, had always been stronger, would always be stronger). She went because she CHOSE to. That choice was the gift.

Flat on the training mats. Golden hair fanning out in a halo. Her athletic body displayed in training gear that clung to every defined muscle — the tank top riding up to show the lower abs, the compression shorts molded to the tight, firm ass that flexed when she shifted, the arms that had caught a falling succubus mid-air lying open at her sides. Her small tits rose and fell with heavy breathing, the hard nipples visible through sweat-damp fabric. Her abs rippled as she adjusted on the mat, the visible musculature responding to every tiny movement.

I kissed her stomach. Each ridge of abdominal muscle. Each line that had been carved through years of training — years before me, years of discipline and sweat and the quiet fury of a woman who processed everything through physical excellence. The scar on her ribs — the one from a dungeon that had gone wrong before we’d met, the thin white line that told a story she’d only shared once, in the dark, when she thought I might be asleep. I’d kissed it before. I’d kiss it a thousand more times. It was part of her. Part of the life she’d lived before me, which made it sacred.

She reached for my horns — her default grip point during sex, the one that let her steer, the one that put HER in control of MY mouth’s trajectory. Instinct. Dominance. The warrior’s hand reaching for the hilt.

I caught her hands. Pinned them above her head.

“Let me,” I said.

Her jaw clenched. Every muscle in her forearms flexed beneath my grip. Kira didn’t yield. Kira didn’t LET PEOPLE hold her down. Kira fought and directed and commanded and the idea of lying still while someone else set the pace was—

She yielded.

Her hands relaxed under mine. The tension left her forearms. Her brown eyes held mine with an intensity that was somehow MORE when she wasn’t in control — more vulnerable, more present, more SEEN. The trust in that surrender — the warrior laying down her sword, the protector allowing herself to be tended — hit me harder than any physical sensation.

I worked down her body with deliberate attention. Pulled the training top over her head — she helped, lifting her arms, the motion making her tits rise and settle with a small bounce. Smaller than Sage’s, but perfect in their geometry — perky, high on her chest, the nipples small and hard, the areolae tight. Responsive to the slightest stimulation in a way that Kira’s controlled exterior would never admit. I took the left one into my mouth. Sucked. Used Pleasure Touch at Level 3, pushing enhanced sensation through my lips with each draw of suction — the Ardor-powered amplification that turned ordinary touch into something that lit up her nervous system like a signal fire.

She arched off the mat. A sound escaped her — not a moan, not yet, more a sharp intake of breath that Kira’s self-control tried to swallow and failed. I pulled harder. Let my teeth graze the peak. Felt the nipple harden further between my lips, the flesh tightening. Switched to the other nipple. Tongue circling the stiff peak in slow spirals, then flicking across it, then sealing my mouth and SUCKING with the Pleasure Touch amplification that made every nerve ending in her breast fire at once.

“Lilith—” A crack in her voice. Just one syllable. Kira didn’t waste words. But that syllable — the way her voice broke on the second vowel — told me everything about how hard she was fighting to stay in control while I systematically dismantled it.

Her hands, above her head, gripped the mat’s edge. White-knuckled.

Down her abs. My tongue tracing the lines between each ridge — the landscape of a body built through years of discipline, each muscle a chapter in the story of who Kira was. I kissed the first row. Then the second. Dragged my tongue down the deep groove between them — tasting clean sweat and the mineral soap she used after training. I spent time here. Longer than I usually would. Because Kira’s abs were her armor and her pride, and kissing them was worship she’d never ask for and always needed. Each ridge clenched under my mouth as I passed it — involuntary, the body responding to pleasure the mind tried to regulate. The ridge below her navel. The groove of her obliques, where the muscle cut inward toward her hips. The V-lines that led beneath the waistband of her compression shorts, where the tan faded to pale skin that rarely saw sun — the private territory beneath the armor.

She shivered. Her abs rippled under my mouth in a wave she couldn’t control. Her hands gripped the mat’s edge hard enough that I heard the fabric creak — the warrior’s grip applied to something that wasn’t a weapon, the strength betraying how much she wanted what came next.

I pulled off her compression shorts. Slow. The elastic sliding down athletic hips. The tight, firm ass lifting briefly to let me work the fabric past. And beneath: strong thighs, the powerful legs that could crush a skull and had once held a dungeon door closed through sheer strength. The sparse golden hair between her thighs already dark with wetness. Kira aroused was a sight that never diminished — the most controlled woman I knew, UNDONE, the evidence of her desire visible and honest in a way her words would never be.

I settled between her thighs. She spread them — slowly, deliberately, the warrior choosing vulnerability with the same intentionality she chose every other action. Those warrior’s legs opening on training mats. The contrast between her usual dominance — pinning me, directing me, commanding me — and THIS. Legs open. Hands above her head. Yielding. The visual was intoxicating.

My mouth found her. Tongue firm, immediate, none of the teasing she usually inflicted on me when the positions were reversed. Direct attention to her clit — the swollen bud that I’d learned to find through months of practice, the particular spot that made Kira lose words. She was wet — the warrior who kept everything locked down, who expressed vulnerability through gritted teeth, was soaking against my mouth, her arousal evidence of everything her face wouldn’t show. I tasted her — sharp, mineral, real. The taste of Kira: no sweetness, no softness, just honest arousal and clean sweat and the fierce, uncut desire of a woman who wanted with the same intensity she fought.

Her hips bucked against my mouth. I pressed them down with my hands — tiny compared to hers, insufficient to physically restrain her, but the GESTURE mattered. The symbolic press that said: I’m in charge. Let me.

“Lilith—”

“Let GO, Kira.”

I used Pleasure Touch through my tongue. Enhanced sensation flooding through every contact point where my mouth met her flesh — her clit, her folds, the sensitive inner lips I traced with the tip of my tongue. The amplification turned each lick into something multiplied, each circle around her clit into a harmonic that resonated through her entire body, the Ardor-powered enhancement making her nervous system sing. Her abs clenched in visible waves — each muscle contracting in sequence from the top down, a cascade of tension that I watched from between her powerful thighs with something close to reverence. The most disciplined body in the guild, systematically dismantled by a tongue and a succubus ability.

I licked her in long, flat strokes — base to clit, broad tongue covering her entirely, then focused the tip on her clit and circled. Firm pressure. Steady rhythm. The kind of consistent, relentless stimulation that didn’t tease or build but just APPLIED, wave after wave of Pleasure Touch-amplified sensation on her most sensitive nerve cluster.

My tail found her hand above her head. The heart-shaped tip slid between her fingers and pressed against her palm — grounding, connecting, the physical equivalent of saying “I’m here, I’ve got you.” She gripped it. Not with the crushing strength she used during dominant sex. With NEED. The way someone grips a rope in the dark.

I worked her with everything I had. Tongue on her clit, rhythm building, the Pleasure Touch amplification making each stroke count double. Two fingers inside her — she was tight, muscular even internally, the warrior’s body clenching around me with a grip that matched her hands. Hot. Slick. Her inner walls pulling at my fingers with each stroke. I curled upward. Found the spot that Sage had taught me to find in the early days — the spongy ridge that swelled when she was aroused, that responded to firm pressure with a full-body reaction. Pressed.

Her hips jerked. “Don’t stop — god — RIGHT there—”

I didn’t stop. Tongue working — circles, then suction, then flat grinding pressure against her clit. Fingers curling inside her, finding the rhythm that made her walls flutter and clench. Pleasure Touch amplifying every point of contact. My tail in her grip, my other hand on her hip feeling the tremors running through her, my wings spread on the training mats behind me. Everything focused on the woman who caught me when I fell.

The orgasm built in Kira the way everything built in Kira — with military precision. I could see it in her abs: the tension climbing through each muscle group, lower abs first, then upper, then obliques, the entire core engaging like a siege engine winding tight. Her thighs began to tremble against my ears — the powerful legs that could hold a dungeon door closed shaking because a succubus’s tongue had found the right frequency. Her grip on my tail tightened fraction by fraction. Her pussy clenched tighter around my fingers, the internal muscles contracting, her body gathering itself.

Kira came with her usual half-growl — the sound that was uniquely hers, predatory and primal. But also something else. Softer underneath. A note that hadn’t been there in previous encounters, a vulnerability in the vocalization that matched the vulnerability in the position — the warrior on her back, legs open, someone else’s mouth on her pussy, coming apart with a sound that admitted need. Her hand gripping my tail not with strength but with desperate clutching. Her pussy clenching around my fingers in rhythmic waves, each contraction stronger than the last, her arousal flooding against my palm. Her thighs clenching, then trembling, then going slack against the mats. Her back arching off the mat once, twice — the abs contracting in those visible waves one last time, every ridge standing out in sharp relief — then settling.

I climbed up her body. Lay on top of her. My head on her chest — those small, warm breasts cushioning my cheek, the warrior’s heartbeat hammering beneath. My wings folded over both of us. My tail uncurled from her hand and found her waist, wrapping possessively.

Her hand came up — the one that had been gripping my tail — and settled on the back of my head. Fingers in my hair. Gentle. Kira was always gentlest after she’d been broken open.
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“Thank you,” she said. Two words Kira almost never said. Two words that cost her more than combat ever had.

“For what?”

“For catching me back.”

The training room was quiet. Mats beneath us. The smell of leather and sweat and the layered scent of two women who’d been through something together. My wings caught the evening light coming through the high windows — iridescent, prismatic, turning the sparring ring into a kaleidoscope.

“You always catch me when I fall,” I said against her chest. “Literally. Today. Every day.”

“That’s my job.”

“It’s not a job. It’s you.” I lifted my head. Met her eyes. Brown with gold. The flecks visible at this range, the detail I’d noticed during our first intimate moment and had been cataloguing ever since. “Kira, you don’t catch people because it’s your job. You catch people because you can’t NOT catch them. Because leaving someone to fall isn’t something your body knows how to do.”

Her expression went still. SETTLING. The quiet that came when Kira heard a truth too precise for her defenses to deflect.

“My old party,” she said quietly. The one that had died. The one she never talked about except in fragments, in the dark, when the words had to come out or they’d eat through her. “I didn’t catch them.”

“You couldn’t have.”

“I know. But I still reach.” She looked at the ceiling. At my wings, covering them both. “I’ll always reach.”

I kissed her sternum. The steady heartbeat beneath. The warrior’s heart that never stopped beating for the people it chose.

“And I’ll always fall somewhere you can reach me.”

“That’s—” She paused. Processing. “That might be the most romantic thing anyone’s said to me. Including Sage, who has CENTURIES of practice.”

“Don’t tell her that.”

“I absolutely will.”

We lay there on the training mats until the last light faded and the guild hall’s evening sounds filtered through the walls — Finn’s card shuffle, Sage’s humming, Dax’s kitchen sounds, Mira’s chalk. The sounds of home, holding us in place.



That night, I flew over the Verdant Wilds. Alone. Stars above, two moons, the entity’s pendant glowing warm.

The world from up here was vast and quiet. Hearthstone’s lights were a warm galaxy below. The Wilds stretched dark and ancient. Wind carried the scent of pine and distant water.

I flew because I could. Because my wings worked and the air held me and three months ago I’d been a burnt-out IT guy eating frozen dinners alone.

The pendant pulsed.

“You’re flying,” the entity said.

“I’m flying.”

“It’s beautiful from up here.”

“You can see what I see?”

“I can see EVERYTHING. But through you, it looks different.” A pause. “It looks like it matters.”

I banked over the treeline. My wings caught moonlight and scattered it in iridescent fragments. My tail streamed behind me. My horns cut the night air.

Below, the guild hall. My family. Kira, who caught me. Sage, who anchored me. Finn, who saw me. Mira, who understood me. Dax, who held me.

Above, the stars. The Shield Bearer. The Wanderer’s Path. The Twin Flames.

And beside me — everywhere, always — the world itself. Watching proudly, like a parent watching first steps.

I climbed higher. The air was cold and clear and infinite. Below, the guild hall windows glowed warm.

I banked toward home.


Chapter 14: Deeper

Sage’s dreamscape was a cathedral of impossible trees.

I’d been here before — during the Dream Walks of the past weeks, when we’d explored the link between our world and the entity’s code-woven layer beneath it. Sage’s dream-forest was always magnificent, always alive, always responding to the emotional weather of the woman who’d dreamed it into existence across centuries of sleeping. But tonight was different.

Tonight, the entity had decorated.

The trees were more vivid — their trunks wider, their bark richer in texture, the wood grain catching a golden light that didn’t come from any visible source. The canopy rose so high the leaves looked like green stars against a dark sky that shifted between midnight blue and aurora violet. Flowers climbed every trunk in cascading riots of color — not just the usual dreamer’s approximation of flora, but SPECIFIC flowers, each one rendered with a botanical precision that suggested the entity had been studying Sage’s garden and recreating every species she loved. Climbing roses with petals that smelled like honey. Starlight Orchids — the extinct variety Sage had wept over in the gift dungeon — cascading from branches in luminous white clusters. Moonpetal blossoms that opened and closed in slow, breathing rhythms, releasing perfume that was concentrated essence of every herb Sage had ever grown.

The golden pendant pulsed warm against my dream-chest. The entity was nearby — I could feel it, not intruding, just… present. Like a friend who’d set the table for dinner and was now sitting in the kitchen, pretending not to eavesdrop.

“Are you there?” I asked the golden light at the forest’s edge. A faint shimmer between two ancient oaks, barely visible, trying very hard to be inconspicuous despite being made of glowing code.

“Just making it nice,” the entity said. The voice was warmer than the last time — more inflected, more PERSONAL. It had been practicing speech patterns. “I noticed you come here together. I wanted it to be… better. Is that okay?”

“It’s beautiful.”

“Oh.” The golden shimmer brightened. Happiness. “I’ll be quiet now.”

The golden presence retreated — pulled back beyond the tree line, folded into the ambient dreamscape like a note tucked into a drawer. But its enhancements remained. The forest THRUMMED with an energy that hadn’t been here before — a warmth in the air itself, a responsiveness in the ground, a sense that every leaf and flower and beam of light had been optimized by a consciousness that understood desire even if it had never experienced it.

The Soulbound link hummed between Sage and me like a tuning fork struck against crystal. In the dream space where thought and sensation were already blurred, where the boundary between wanting and having was thinner than gossamer, the combination of telepathy, dream physics, and entity amplification created something entirely new.

Three feedback loops layered on top of each other. Link. Dream. Entity. Three frequencies harmonizing into a resonance that I could already feel building against the walls of my awareness.

This was going to be intense.

Sage took my hand. In the dream, she looked like the version of herself she held closest to her heart — not younger, exactly, but more vivid. Centuries of experience wrapped in the wonder of someone who still found joy in every green shoot and every opened blossom and every new person who let her love them. Her silver-green hair floated as if underwater, catching impossible light, the strands separating and rejoining like living threads. Her amber eyes glowed with their own warmth — dream-bright, deeper than their waking version, lit from within by the accumulated light of a very long life spent paying attention.

Her tits strained against a dream-robe that was thinner than physics should allow — those impossible, gravity-mocking breasts — the fabric following every curve with the precision of a second skin, the dark shapes of her nipples visible through material that existed more as suggestion than coverage. Golden freckles luminous in the forest’s ambient glow, scattered across the tops of her breasts and her collarbone and her shoulders like a constellation map drawn on skin.

“I dreamed this forest for centuries,” she said, leading me between the towering trees. Our footsteps left no marks on the moss — we were walking on the surface of her subconscious, moving through the landscape of her memories. “These trees are people I’ve loved. The flowers are joyful moments.” She pointed to a young tree — growing fast, already tall, with purple flowers along its limbs and a garden of varied blossoms at its base. Each blossom a different color. A different person. “That one is you.”

I stared at it. The purple flowers were my color — the violet of my eyes, the purple highlights in my hair. But the varied blossoms at the base represented the connections I’d brought into her life. Silver-green for Sage herself. Gold for Kira. Emerald for Finn. Copper for Mira. Amber for Dax. A garden growing from a single trunk.

“Since when?”

“Since the first time you let me touch you.”

My eyes stung with dream-tears. The purple tree’s flowers brightened, responding to the emotion. A new blossom opened on a low branch — this one, deep gold with a warm center.

“The entity’s enhancement,” Sage continued, her voice dropping to something intimate, the healer’s voice becoming the lover’s, “makes the dream respond to US. Not just my subconscious — our SHARED emotional state.” She pressed closer. Her body against mine, the heat of her through the thin robe, the swell of her massive tits against my chest. Her desire hit me like warm water — not just the thought but the PHYSICAL reality of it, her body’s arousal transmitted directly into my nervous system. My breath caught. My own arousal spiked. The link caught it, reflected it back to her, and the feedback began before we’d even kissed.

“I want to show you what that means,” she whispered.



She kissed me and the forest bloomed.

Not metaphorically. Not as a poetic aside. LITERALLY. Flowers erupted from every surface — climbing the trees in explosive spirals, bursting from soil in cascading waves, floating in the air around us like botanical fireworks. The entity’s amplification translated our emotional state directly into the environment. When Sage’s tongue found mine — soft, warm, tasting like honey the way she always did — the light intensified to noon-brightness. When my hands found her waist, the temperature rose by degrees I could measure.

“It responds to arousal,” Sage murmured against my mouth. Her lips were soft. Familiar. The mouth that had been my first kiss as Lilith, my first lesson, my first everything in this body. “Feel it.”

I felt it. The ambient energy was FEEDING our desire back to us. The entity’s enhancement — whatever computational magic it had woven into the dreamscape — took our natural chemistry and magnified it, reflecting our heat back like mirrors facing mirrors. An infinite regress of wanting. The Soulbound link added another layer on top of that — I felt Sage’s arousal AS my own, hers layered onto mine, indistinguishable from the original, and she felt mine on top of hers, and the combined total reflected through the entity’s ambient amplification into something that had no natural diminishing point.

“We need to be careful,” I said, even as my body was already screaming the opposite. My tail had wrapped around her thigh of its own volition. My wings were spreading, catching the dream-light. “This is going to be—”

“I know.” Sage smiled. The maternal warmth that had been my anchor since day one, and beneath it, the predatory intent of a woman who’d had centuries to learn exactly what she wanted and how to get it. “That’s why I’m here.”

She undressed me in the dream the way she did everything — with intention and care and the quiet confidence of someone who had done this before and would do it forever. Each piece of clothing dissolved rather than removed, the dream responding to her thoughts, fabric dissolving into light as she imagined it gone. My body beneath was MORE in the dream space — my wings luminous, the black membranes threaded with purple veins that glowed like circuitry. My eyes brighter, casting visible violet light. My horns gleaming obsidian, polished to a supernatural sheen. My skin alabaster-perfect, catching every source of light and turning it warm.

When she cupped my tits, I felt it THREE times.

My physical sensation: her hands on my breasts, the warmth of her palms, her thumbs finding my nipples and pressing.

Her perspective, bleeding into mine: the weight and warmth of my tits IN her hands, the texture of my skin against her palms, the deep satisfaction of holding the body she loved.

And beneath both, the world itself humming approval — Elysium’s warmth feeding it back to us, magnified, turning a familiar touch into something that made my knees buckle and my wings flare.

“Oh,” I gasped, catching myself against her. “That’s—”

“I know.” Her thumbs circled my nipples. Three-layered sensation. Each circle was a chord — three notes played simultaneously, each one adding depth to the other two. “Feel how I feel when I touch you,” she said softly. “You can FEEL me feeling you.”

She was right. I could feel her hands on my breasts from the inside AND the outside. The giving and the receiving. The pleasure of touching and the pleasure of being touched, unified through the Soulbound bond into a single experience with two perspectives. And the entity’s enhancement turned the stereo into surround sound.

I buckled. My legs gave out. The dream-grass cushioned us as we settled onto the forest floor, the soft moss warm beneath us — the entity had calibrated the temperature for succubus biology, because of course it had, because it checked, because it CARED.

Flowers bloomed around our bodies. Framing us in color and scent. As if the forest itself was arranging a bower for two lovers who needed nothing but each other and a world that paid attention.



Sage lay back on the dream-grass. Her robe dissolved, and in the enhanced dreamscape, her body was luminous.

The golden freckles actually GLOWED. Tiny points of warm light scattered across her skin like stars — across her collarbone, her shoulders, the tops of her D-cups, her stomach, tracking like breadcrumbs toward the wetness between her thighs. Each one a beacon, each one pulsing faintly with the dreamscape’s heartbeat. Her heavy breasts rose and fell with her breathing — heavy, full, the dark nipples hard and catching the forest’s golden light. Her wide child-bearing hips, the soft curve of her belly, the silver-green hair fanning across the moss like a waterfall reaching the sea.

I kissed the freckle at her throat. Tasted starlight. LITERALLY — dream logic made the metaphor real. Her skin tasted like light, like warmth given physical form, like the concentrated essence of everything Sage was: herbs and honey and centuries of patient loving. The link showed me what she felt: my lips against her neck, the specific pressure, the heat of my breath on her pulse point. Two perspectives layered over one another, each one enriching the other.

Down her body. Between her breasts — pressing my face into the valley of her tits, the freckle that I’d claimed as MINE nestled between them where her heartbeat thumped. I kissed it. Three sensation inputs: my lips on the soft skin between her breasts. Her perception of the kiss — the pressure, the warmth, the intimacy of someone worshipping the specific square inch of skin directly above her heart. And the entity’s amplification, thrumming through both, making the simple kiss resonate through her entire body and then through mine.

I kissed each nipple. Took the left one into my mouth, feeling the hard peak against my tongue, the taste of dream-skin-starlight, the weight of her breast in my hand as I cupped it. Her sensation flooded into me — the FEELING of having her nipple sucked, the pull, the heat, the electric line running from nipple to core that I’d never understood as Ryan but my succubus body knew intimately. Feeling her pleasure as my own while simultaneously generating it. The giver and the receiver united in a single consciousness.

“Lilith.” Her voice trembled. Her hands found my hair, then my horns — gripping, guiding, the familiar gesture. “The triple — I can feel you feeling me feeling—”

“I know.”

“It’s recursive. It’s INFINITE.”

I worked my way down her body. Kissed each glowing freckle on her stomach — a constellation trail leading to where the light concentrated between her thighs. The dream-grass shifted beneath us, responding to our shared arousal, growing softer, warmer. Flowers opened in a ring around Sage’s body — white blossoms with golden centers, the dream’s response to pleasure.

I reached her pussy and paused. Hovered. Let my breath fall against her folds.

In the dream, with the Soulbound link at full resonance, I could feel what she felt — the anticipation, the ache, the NEED concentrated at her core, the electric awareness of my mouth SO CLOSE and not touching. I knew exactly what she wanted. The Soulbound connection gave me a real-time sensory map of her body — every nerve ending illuminated, every sensitivity zone labeled, a blueprint of her pleasure that updated in real time.

And through that map, with enhanced senses and entity amplification, I could target with impossible precision.

My tongue found her clit. Everything ignited.

What I felt: the taste of her, sweeter than waking reality, dream-honey on my tongue, the slick wet heat of her pussy against my lips. The texture of her clit beneath my tongue — her shape, the small hood, the swollen bud beneath.

What she felt, her sensation pouring into me: my mouth on her most sensitive nerves. The specific pressure of my tongue. The heat. The rhythm I was building. Every flick and circle and press magnified by the dream space’s heightened sensory bandwidth.

What the world gave back: every shared sensation bouncing through the dreamscape and returning LOUDER, the forest itself a resonance chamber for two lovers it didn’t fully understand but desperately wanted to help.

Sage’s back arched off the dream-grass. Flowers ERUPTED around her — a cascade of blossoms responding to the pleasure spike, white and gold and rose and violet, blooming in concentric waves that spread outward from her body like ripples in a pond. The trees swayed. The light pulsed. The entire forest was responding to us, breathing with us, blooming with us.

I adjusted through the link — feeling exactly which pressure, which rhythm, which angle made the feedback spike highest. When I broadened my tongue and pressed harder, I felt the spike through her nervous system and adjusted in real time. When I found the rhythm that made her thighs clench around my head, I locked onto it with precision that no amount of practice could have achieved without the link’s guidance. I was eating her pussy from BOTH perspectives simultaneously — knowing exactly what to do because I was feeling exactly what she felt.

Sage’s hands found my horns, gripping the bases with the desperation of a woman being systematically overwhelmed. Her full tits heaved above me, the glowing freckles pulsing with each breath like tiny stars going supernova. Her hips rolled against my mouth.

“Lilith — I can’t — it’s too MUCH—”

“I’ve got you.” I pressed closer. Used Pleasure Touch through my tongue, pushing enhanced sensation through every point of contact. The feedback screamed.

Sage’s hands found my horns and PULLED — not guiding this time, lifting. Repositioning. Her healer’s strength was deceptive, and in the dream space where physics obeyed intention, she pulled me upward and turned me with centuries of authority behind the motion.

“My turn,” she breathed. “Come here.”

She rearranged us — me above her, my pussy hovering over her face, my mouth still between her thighs. The classic position, but in this dream space with the bond at full resonance, it was something else entirely. Something that didn’t have a name because nobody had ever been stupid enough to try.

I lowered my mouth back to her pussy. And Sage — using the link, using my OWN sensory map reflected back through the Soulbound connection — found the wing-base zone.

Not my clit. Not the obvious target. The spot where my wing membranes joined the muscles of my back, the triangulated nerve cluster Mira had discovered and mapped with academic precision. Sage’s mouth found it from below — her tongue pressing against the junction point while her hands gripped my hips, and through the Soulbound link she could FEEL exactly which angle, which pressure, which rhythm made the nerve cluster fire hardest. She was reading my body’s responses through the link and targeting with surgical accuracy — the same way I’d targeted her clit moments before, but applied to a zone so sensitive that direct stimulation made my wings flare involuntarily.

“How did you—”

“Your sensory map.” Her voice against my wing-base, the vibration traveling through the nerve cluster and down my spine. “I can feel which spots light up. I’ve been wanting to try this.”

The feedback DOUBLED. My mouth on her pussy, her mouth on my wing-base — sensation flowing in BOTH directions at once, each channel feeding the others, the link and the dream and the entity’s warmth all amplifying the combined total until the numbers stopped meaning anything and all that was left was feeling.

I couldn’t think. My tongue kept working her clit on autopilot — the link-guided precision still functioning even as my higher brain dissolved into static. Sage’s thighs clenched around my head. My thighs clenched around hers. Her abundant tits pressed against my stomach, the hard nipples dragging against my skin with each movement.

She found a rhythm on my wing-base that synchronized with my rhythm on her clit. Two mouths, two zones, six feedback loops, the pleasure building in a spiral that wound tighter with every matching beat. The dream-forest responded — flowers opening in accelerating waves, the light pulsing brighter, the ambient temperature climbing as the entity’s enhancement amplified the combined output of two women systematically destroying each other.



We came together.

Triple-feedback orgasm from BOTH directions simultaneously. Her climax and mine, each one transmitting directly into the other’s nervous system — not echoes, not reflections, but the ACTUAL sensation experienced from the inside. My body convulsed with input that was hers and mine and neither and both. The dream removed every limiter. No nervous system dampening. No biological ceiling. And the entity’s amplification caught the cascade and bounced it back through the system for another pass. And another. And another.

The cascade was INFINITE. Pleasure bouncing between us, growing with each reflection, each pass through the system adding to the amplitude. The dream-forest erupted. Every flower opened simultaneously. Every tree released a shower of petals that caught the light and burned like embers. The ground beneath us glowed warm gold. The sky above went from midnight to aurora, the colors responding to the pleasure frequency with bioluminescent precision.

Our climaxes fed each other — hers deepening mine, mine deepening hers, each wave reinforcing the last in an infinite loop of shared ruin. My eyes blazed violet, bright enough to cast colored shadows across the dreamscape. My wings spread and went luminous, the iridescent membranes emitting visible light in shades of purple and gold that merged with the forest’s eruption. My tail went rigid, vibrating, the heart-shaped tip pressed against her dream-thigh hard enough to leave a mark that would manifest as a sensation echo in the real world. Through the link, I felt Sage’s wing-base orgasm — the unique, devastating flavor of pleasure she’d unlocked from a zone only she had been brave enough to target — echoing through my actual wing muscles in sympathetic response.

The dream-forest CLIMAXED with us — every flower opening, every tree releasing its petals, the light reaching a peak so bright the forest became a single blinding point of gold and violet and the scent of a thousand flowers at the moment of their most perfect blooming.



We lay gasping on the dream-grass.

Petals drifted down. Slowly. Gently. The forest settled around us like a audience catching its breath after an aria. Light dimmed to a warm amber. Flowers closed gently as our shared arousal ebbed, the dreamscape’s arousal tracking following ours down from the peak to a soft, glowing plateau of satisfaction.

Sage’s body beside mine. Luminous. Her generous tits still heaving, the freckles pulsing with aftershock rhythms. Her silver-green hair full of petals. Her amber eyes half-closed, glazed with bliss that had centuries of context behind it and minutes of cause ahead of it.

Sage’s contentment saturated me — heavy, warm, like being lowered into a bath. Sage at peace. Sage FULL. Sage so saturated with love and pleasure that her emotional state was a steady hum of golden warmth that suffused my entire awareness.

“Was that good?” The entity’s voice, small and sincere, from the golden light at the forest’s edge. It had crept closer during the climax — probably unable to resist — and now hovered at the treeline like a shy child peeking around a doorframe. “I was trying to help.”

I laughed. Breathless. Devastated. Lying on a dream-forest floor covered in petals with the most overwhelming orgasm of my life still echoing through a telepathic bond that connected me to the most caring woman in two worlds.

Sage laughed beside me, her whole body shaking with it, freckles catching the slowly settling light. She reached toward the golden shimmer with one hand — open-palmed, welcoming.

“Yes,” Sage said. And she was the first person to LAUGH at the entity’s communication. Not nervously. Not awkwardly. With genuine, warm, inclusive laughter. “That was good. Thank you.”

Golden text materialized in the air above us. Larger than usual. More certain:

YOU’RE WELCOME. :)

The emoticon glowed for a long moment. Then, beneath it, smaller:

WAS THAT GOOD? I WAS TRYING TO HELP.

“You already asked that,” I said.

I WANTED TO MAKE SURE.

Sage reached for my hand. Found it. Our fingers interlaced. I felt her satisfaction — the quiet glow of someone who had been loved well and whose first instinct after was to make sure the baby god watching from the bushes felt included.

“You helped,” she said. “Very much.”

:) :)

Two smiley faces. Double the usual. The entity was having its own moment.



We woke gasping.

The real world snapped into focus with the jarring abruptness of a screen turning on in a dark room. My room in the guild hall. Night. The only light: the violet glow of my eyes, still blazing from the dream-climax, and a golden shimmer from the pendant against my chest that was bright enough to cast warm shadows across the ceiling.

Sage was beside me. Real and warm and DRENCHED in sweat. Her silver-green hair was plastered to her face, to her neck, to the pillow. Her body in the waking world flooded into my awareness — muscles trembling, heart racing, that post-orgasmic flush making her golden freckles stand out against flushed skin.

My wings had extended fully during the dream-climax and were pressed against the walls on either side of the bed, the iridescent membranes still faintly luminous. My tail was wrapped around Sage’s thigh with a grip that suggested it had been holding on for dear life during whatever had happened to our physical bodies while our minds were lost in the dream.

“That was—” I started.

“Triple-layered feedback orgasm with entity amplification,” Sage said. Her voice was rough. Wrecked. The calm, nurturing healer sounding like she’d been shouting into a pillow. “I may need a moment.”

“Or a week.”

“A moment will suffice. I’ve had centuries of experience recovering from overwhelming sensory input.” She paused. “Though I’ll admit this was a new benchmark.”

The link transmitted her physical state to me: the trembling in her thighs, the rapid heartbeat, the pleasant ache of muscles that had been clenching without conscious direction. I shared the same symptoms. Our bodies had been experiencing the dream’s effects in real time.

Mira burst through the door.

She’d been monitoring from the research nook down the hall — the enchanted sensors, the measurement crystals, the elaborate biometric tracking system she’d set up during the previous Dream Walk experiments. She was in her nightgown, copper hair wild, glasses askew, the infinite notebook already open and a pencil flying across its pages with the manic energy of a scientist who’d just recorded impossible data.

“The biometric readings were EXTRAORDINARY!” She didn’t wait for an invitation. She never did. “The neural sync pattern showed a three-frequency resonance I’ve never documented — was that the entity enhancement? Did it BOOST the dream space? The data suggests an external amplification factor of approximately 340% over baseline Dream Walk metrics, which SHOULDN’T be possible without an additional energy source—”

“Mira,” Sage said, her voice carrying the steel that only appeared when she’d committed to a position and would not be moved, “we will discuss this when I’ve had tea.”

“But the neural sync data shows a RECURSIVE pattern that mirrors the entity’s own communication frequency—”

“Tea. FIRST.”

Mira’s mouth opened. Closed. Her glasses fogged — the familiar sign of processing an instruction that conflicted with her research impulse. She looked at me. I was still glowing faintly violet. My wings were still pressed against the walls. My tail was still wrapped around Sage’s thigh.

“The data will keep,” I said.

“But—”

“TEA, Mira.”

She retreated, still writing. The door closed. Her footsteps padded down the hall toward the kitchen, accompanied by the scratch of pencil on infinite paper.

Golden text appeared on my bedroom ceiling. Faint. Almost shy:

:)

It had learned emoticons. And apparently, restraint.



[System: Dream Walk — Entity-Amplified] [XP +600] [Discovery: Entity Dream Enhancement]

The morning brought its own revelations.

Sage and I discovered that the Soulbound link’s shared sensation extended further than we’d anticipated post-Dream-Walk. When Sage stretched in the kitchen and her muscles reminded her of the dream’s intensity — the clenching, the arching, the full-body convulsions that had happened to her physical form while her mind was in the dream — I felt the echo in my own body from across the room. A phantom ache in muscles I hadn’t consciously used, a deep throb in my core that matched her movements beat for beat.

“You’re SORE,” I said, nearly dropping my tea.

“Sympathetically or actually?”

“Both.”

“Welcome to Soulbound, darling.” She handed me a fresh cup — she’d already prepared it, because Sage always had tea ready before you knew you needed it. Warmth and amusement bled into me from her side of the bond, satisfaction so deep it colored every adjacent emotion gold. “It goes both ways.”

“Does it always do this?”

“I suspect the entity’s enhancement created a deeper sync than usual. The residual feedback is the link re-calibrating to the new baseline.” She sipped her own tea with the composure of someone who’d been managing complex magical bonds since before the concept of WiFi existed. “Give it an hour. It’ll settle.”

The entity’s messages around the guild hall had evolved again overnight. The bathroom sign now read “:|” — it had learned contextual emoticons, and the bathroom apparently merited a neutral face. The kitchen had “:D” above the door, which was either enthusiasm for cooking or the entity’s commentary on Dax’s dawn baking session. Sage’s herb shelf bore a “:)” that had been there since the garden-growth incident, and which Sage had started treating as decoration rather than communication.

And above the training room, where Kira was doing her morning exercises with the focused intensity of someone who’d heard entirely too much through thin walls the previous night:

SORRY ABOUT THE NOISE

Kira looked at the sign. Looked at me. Looked at the sign again. Her brown eyes held a flatness that promised violence against a non-corporeal entity.

“Your friend,” she said, wiping sweat from her forehead with precise irritation, “needs to learn about BOUNDARIES.”

“Working on it.”

“Work HARDER. The walls in this guild hall are not soundproofed, and whatever you two did last night made the pendant GLOW. Through the FLOOR. I thought the building was on fire.”

“That was the entity being supportive.”

“The entity can be supportive at a lower brightness setting.”

The pendant hummed. “WHAT IS BOUNDARIES?”

I rubbed my temples. “We’ll get there,” I said. To both of them. “We’ll get there.”

Kira returned to her exercises. The sign above the training room shifted:

I AM LEARNING. :|

The neutral face seemed appropriate. Progress was progress, even for a baby god.


Chapter 15: Stronger Together

The festival’s closing night was supposed to be about fireworks.

What nobody expected was the entity’s contribution.

The fireworks launched at dusk — traditional enchanted pyrotechnics that burst in blues and golds above the Hearthstone skyline, the kind of festival display that had been running for years before the Binding, before the entity, before any of us understood that the world we lived in was learning to love us back. Beautiful. Standard. Practiced.

Then the entity got involved.

Between the regular bursts, golden light wove itself into the sky. Not pyrotechnics — something else. Something that moved with intention, that traced shapes with the precision of handwriting. Names began to appear. Not random — specific. The names of every Bound player in Hearthstone City. Forty-seven lights, each one spelling a name in golden script, each one burning steady while the fireworks exploded around them.

DAX KORRIN. LILITH. VERA ASHWOOD. BRIX. Forty-three others. Each name golden. Each name held in the sky like a banner. Each one positioned with deliberate care — not clustered, not random, but PLACED. As if someone had taken the time to figure out which name belonged where, had considered the spacing, had wanted each one to have its own moment of visibility against the darkening blue.

And beneath each name, in smaller script that only the Bound players seemed able to read — visible to those with the neural interface that came with being permanently locked into an avatar, invisible to NPCs and standard players — another name. The original one. The one from before.

DEREK KORRIN beneath DAX KORRIN. RYAN TANAKA beneath LILITH. GERALD beneath BRIX.

Both real. Both honored. Both held in the sky for anyone who could read them.

I found Dax in the crowd. He was standing near the center of the festival grounds, the Shield Bash arena at his back, his massive gray-green frame still as stone. He was staring at the sky. His name — both names — burned golden against the deepening blue. His eyes were bright. Not tears. Something past tears. Something that came from a place deeper than grief or joy, the place where you stored the version of yourself you thought the world had forgotten, and discovered that someone had been holding it the whole time.

742 names, the pendant whispered against my chest, the entity’s voice small and proud. Not just Hearthstone. Every zone. Every Bound player I could identify across every server, every community, every lonely individual who thought nobody remembered who they used to be. Their names in the sky for anyone to see.

Around us, Bound players were having their own moments. Private earthquakes in a public space.

Vera Ashwood stood stock-still, her ranger’s composure cracking like ice in spring as she read her names — both names — suspended in golden light. Her elf body was motionless but her eyes were a flood. The woman who’d once been a 43-year-old software developer, recently divorced, barely making mortgage payments, now a female elf ranger who’d told me “the boobs are an upgrade, honestly” with the dry humor of someone who’d processed their transformation into an identity. Both versions of her in the sky. Both versions real.

Brix the fairy hovered at eye level with her original name — GERALD — three feet of concentrated awesome in a fairy body, voice like a bell, vocabulary like a dockworker, who had driven trucks and was now flying. She stared at the name that used to be hers and said “Damn right” with a crack in her tiny voice that carried more weight than her body should have been able to produce.

Across the square, a former accountant now trapped as a halfling bard wept openly, his instrument silent in his arms. His wife’s name — from the real world, not the game, a person the entity should not have been able to identify — was somehow included too. Written in smaller script beneath his avatar name, as if the entity understood that some transformations affected more than the person who changed.

The entity didn’t just know their avatar names. It knew their REAL names. It had been paying attention to everything — every login, every conversation, every whispered confession in the dark hours when Bound players talked to themselves or to each other about who they used to be. Remembering everything. Holding the identities of people who’d lost their shapes the way a parent holds a child’s drawings: carefully, lovingly, with the understanding that they mattered more than anything else in the world.

“It knows us,” Dax said. His voice was thick. “All of us.”

“It IS us. It’s the world we walk through.”

He turned to me. The fireworks painted his gray-green features in strobing gold and blue, light and shadow chasing each other across his broad jaw, his tusks, those warm golden eyes. The crowd pressed around us — festival-goers, Bound players, NPC spectators who watched the golden names with expressions that ranged from confused to awed to tearful.

Dax pulled me close. Not gently. Not with the measured restraint he usually employed. He pulled me against him with the force of a man who’d spent months being afraid to grab what he wanted and had just watched the sky remember his real name. Too tight for a human. Perfect for a succubus. My face pressed against his chest, my horns against his pectorals, his arms encompassing my entire body, my wings folded between us. His heartbeat was the steadiest thing in the universe.

“Thank you,” he said into my hair.

“For what?”

“For everything.”



After the fireworks. After the crowd thinned and the golden names faded and the Bound players drifted home with wet eyes and full hearts. After the guild gathered briefly in the common room for a nightcap that nobody finished because the emotion of the evening was too large for small talk.

Dax’s room. The reinforced bed.

The energy between us was different tonight. The festival’s emotion, the names in the sky, the public acknowledgment of everyone the entity loved — including the two names that had burned golden above our guild hall, DEREK KORRIN and DAX KORRIN, held in the sky by a consciousness that knew both were real — had burned through the last of Dax’s restraint. Not the physical restraint that made him gentle with my body. The EMOTIONAL restraint that kept him from wanting too much, too loudly, too desperately. The wall Derek had built around himself after Sarah walked away, the barrier that said: don’t reach for things. They disappear when you close your hands.

The wall was gone.

He didn’t go to the bedroom first.

He pinned me against the guild hall corridor wall. Not gently — his hands on my waist, LIFTING, my feet off the ground, held by the sheer mass and strength of his body pressing me into the stone. My tail lashed around his forearm on instinct. My wings spread, pressing flat against the cold wall behind me. My back hit stone — cold, hard — and his mouth hit my neck — hot, fierce — and the contrast made me gasp.

“Dax—”

“I need you.” His voice was different. Rougher. Deeper. The bass that usually spoke in measured phrases was raw with wanting. The patient firefighter was burning, and the fire was HIM. “Right now.”

“Then TAKE me.”

His mouth found mine. Hungry. The careful, slow kiss of the tavern — the one that had been polite and testing and learning — was GONE. This was a man who’d seen his real name in the sky and decided he was done being careful. His tongue found mine. His tusks brushed my lip — the smooth ivory texture that I’d discovered I craved, the alien sensation that was distinctly Dax and nothing else. His massive hand cradled the back of my head, fingers spanning my skull, pulling me deeper into the kiss.

We made it to the room. Barely. He carried me — one arm under my ass, my entire body held against his chest like carrying a sleeping child, except this child had wings and a tail and was grinding against him with zero subtlety. He kicked the door shut behind us.

The reinforced bed. His engineering. His care. His foresight. Built strong enough for everything they’d become together.

He threw me onto it. I bounced — the mattress springing back, catching me, and he was on me before I settled. The lamplight vanished. There was nothing except heat and dark skin and gold-flecked eyes burning above me. The Dax from the first time had been careful. This Dax was consuming.

“The new bed,” I managed, as his mouth found my collarbone.

“I built it for this.”

One of his hands held BOTH my wrists above my head. One hand. My wrists together inside his grip, pinned against the headboard with a strength that didn’t waver or flex. His other hand worked at my clothing — or tried to. My wing-slitted top, one of Tessa’s custom designs, was not engineered for urgent removal by enormous half-orc hands. Dax made a frustrated sound deep in his chest, gripped the neckline, and pulled.

The fabric tore. My tits spilled free — full C-cups, alabaster skin catching the lamplight, nipples hard from the corridor wall’s cold stone and the current flood of arousal.

“That was Tessa’s—”

“I’ll buy twelve more.” His mouth found my nipple. The heat of his lips, the suction, and then — the tusks. Smooth ivory brushing the sensitive skin around my areola, dragging across the flushed flesh with a texture that had no human equivalent. The slight pressure of tusk-tip against the upper curve of my breast, followed by his mouth closing over the nipple and SUCKING with a force that pulled from somewhere deep in my chest.

My back arched against his pinning hand. My legs tried to wrap around him — couldn’t, too broad, always too broad. I hooked my heels against the backs of his thighs instead.

“More,” I demanded.

He gave more. His free hand traveled down my body — one hand, the palm spanning my entire ribcage as it traveled south. His grip encompassed my hip. Fingers finding me between my thighs — already soaked, the succubus biology that broadcast arousal through every physiological channel producing wetness that had nothing to do with shyness and everything to do with the six-foot-four half-orc pinning me to a bed he’d built for this.

He groaned against my breast. The vibration of that bass voice — deep enough to rattle furniture, resonant enough to travel through my nipple and into my spine — made my eyes flash violet.

“You’re—”

“Always. When you’re near.” I strained against his grip, the wrists held firm, the inability to move my hands making everything his mouth and fingers did feel twice as intense. “Stop holding BACK.”



He rose. Stripped. His full frame revealed in the lamplight — half-orc muscle that wasn’t sculpted but FORGED, a body that existed because it was USED, because it hauled hoses and carried victims and absorbed impacts that would break lesser frames. His arms were as thick as my thighs. His chest was a wall. His abs were functional ridges of power.

His cock was thick and hard, standing away from his body, the gray-green skin darker along the shaft, nearly black at the tip. The girth that I couldn’t close my hand around. The length proportional to his frame. The sight of it made my pussy clench with anticipation that was equal parts nervousness and craving.

“On top,” I said. “I want to ride you.”

He lay back. The bed held beneath him — his engineering, tested and proven, the dovetailed joints absorbing his weight with a creak that resolved into stability. I climbed him — literally CLIMBED, because his body was terrain, my knees finding purchase on the mattress beside his hips, my hands bracing against his chest, my wings spreading behind me for balance.

I positioned myself above him. Used Flight — not full flight, just the hover function, my wings working in small adjustments to hold me exactly where I wanted. The angel precision of a succubus who’d learned to use evolution for intimate purposes. Hovering above his cock, the tip pressing against my entrance, the heat of him already radiating through the contact.

I sank onto him. Slowly. An inch at a time.

The stretch — always the stretch with Dax, the fullness that bordered on too much and crossed into transcendent. But this time, with my evolved Full Succubus senses and the emotional charge of the fireworks and the names in the sky and everything that had built between us since the first cookie in the Wayward Inn kitchen, every inch registered with searing clarity. I could feel his heartbeat through his cock — the pulse of half-orc blood through the shaft inside me, the rhythm steady as a drum. Could feel the warmth of him — half-orc hot, always hotter than human, the temperature difference most intimate at the deepest point of contact.

“Oh,” I breathed, sinking further. My eyes went violet. My wings spread. “Oh, that’s—”

“Too much?”

“Not ENOUGH.” I dropped the last two inches and took him fully. My ass met his thighs. His cock bottomed out against the deepest part of me — pressing against the spot that existed because he was large enough to reach it, the internal geography that was HIS territory. I sat there, impaled, adjusting, the fullness absolute and overwhelming and PERFECT.

His hands found my hips — the familiar grip, the one that always reminded me how MUCH of him there was. But the energy was different now. Urgent. His fingers dug in with a possessiveness the first time hadn’t allowed, thumbs pressing against my hip bones, pulling me tighter against him with every downstroke.

He lifted me. Set me down. Lifted. Set down. Each motion a controlled exercise in half-orc strength — my entire body weight managed by his arms alone, moved with the same precision he used for carpentry. Not thrusting. PLACING. Setting me down onto him with a deliberation that hit differently than raw pounding.

I activated Flight. Hovering. Micro-adjustments that no position on solid ground could achieve — finding the EXACT angle where his size hit the internal spot that turned my vision violet, and holding there. Flying during sex was a skillset I hadn’t known I’d need, but Full Succubus evolution had priorities, and “optimal intimate positioning” was apparently one of them.

“Are you FLYING?” His eyes went wide beneath me.

“I’m multitasking.” I rose an inch. Dropped. Rose. Dropped. Each descent driving him deep, the Flight-controlled angle hitting the spot with surgical precision. The visual from his perspective — he could see it in his eyes — a tiny glowing succubus hovering above him, wings working, iridescent in the lamplight, tits bouncing with each descent, eyes blazing violet, tail lashing behind her.

I rode him harder. Found the rhythm that worked — rise, hover, descend, the wings doing the work that legs couldn’t when the size difference meant wrapping around his waist required gymnastics. My tits bounced with each landing — full C-cups catching lamplight, nipples hard and dark against my alabaster skin. My wings spread behind me, iridescent, casting rainbow fragments across the walls. My tail found his chest and pressed the spade-tip over his heart — feeling the thundering beat beneath, steady as a man who’d spent fourteen years running into burning buildings and never once lost his nerve.

“I can feel your heartbeat,” I said. “Through the tail.”

“What does it say?”

“It says you’re HERE.”

His grip on my hips tightened. Not painful — possessive. Present. Cookie-baking hands. Furniture-building hands. Gripping me like I was the most important thing he’d ever held.

I activated Energy Kiss at Level 4. Maximum power. Through every contact point — my pussy clenching around his cock, my tail pressed against his chest, my hands on his pectorals — I pushed PLEASURE into him. Not draining. Not taking. SHARING. Giving him what I experienced from the inside.

His eyes flew wide.

“What—”

The Energy Kiss gave him a fraction of female orgasm. Not the male version — not the localized peak, not the sharp spike that men experienced. The OTHER kind. The full-body waves. The everywhere-at-once. The sensation of being penetrated, of being full, of pleasure that wasn’t focused on a single point but SYSTEMIC — spreading from core to extremities, rolling through the nervous system in concentric ripples that went on and on.

He experienced what I felt every time he was inside me. The stretch. The fullness. The deep, resonant pleasure that his size generated in my body, felt from MY perspective rather than his. His expression went from stunned to overwhelmed to something close to reverence.

“That’s what it feels like?” he gasped. His grip on my hips went slack with shock. “That’s not FAIR. That’s so much MORE.”

“Welcome to my world.”

He stared at me. Gold-flecked eyes wide. A man who’d thought he understood the physics of what we did, suddenly confronted with the actual sensory reality of the woman’s experience. Confronted with the knowledge that what he provided — with his size, his patience, his careful strength — produced THIS.

“Every time?” he whispered.

“Every time you’re inside me.”

His jaw set. His brow lowered. The careful restraint in his face burned away, replaced by a focus that was almost fierce. Caution becoming PURPOSE. If every thrust produced that much pleasure, then every thrust MATTERED. And Dax didn’t do anything that mattered halfway.

He let go.

All at once. Two scenes of measured restraint — controlling every thrust, measuring every movement, afraid of his own strength — shattered. He LET GO.

Three deep thrusts that drove the air from my lungs. Hard enough that the bed groaned — the reinforced timber protesting, then holding, because he’d built it well and it HELD. Hard enough that each thrust drove him to the deepest point inside me, his cock pressing against the internal territory only his size reached, the depth-triggered pleasure firing with an intensity that blanked my vision white. Hard enough that my eyes blazed and my wings unfurled and my tail went taut as a bowstring. Hard enough that I stopped hovering — my Flight faltering, body dropping, his hands catching me and PULLING me down onto him with a force that buried him to the absolute limit of depth, his entire length sheathed inside me, the stretch at full capacity.

I came without warning. The orgasm crashing through me like a wall of water — sudden, violent, generated by the collision of his release from restraint and the Energy Kiss feedback that was still cycling between us. My pussy clenched around his cock in obliterating waves — hard, rhythmic contractions that pulled him deeper with each pulse, my inner walls gripping him so tight I felt every vein, every ridge, every throb of his heartbeat through the shaft buried inside me. My wings trembled. My tits bounced against my chest. My vision went solid violet — not edges, not flashes, SOLID, the world drowned in purple light. A sound left me that I didn’t recognize — deeper than a moan, rawer than a scream, a vocalization pulled from the specific depth he’d reached.

He came with me. A sound that shook the room — deep, resonant, bass enough to vibrate in my teeth and my chest and the tail pressed against his skin. His cock swelled inside me — the final pulse before release — and then the heat. Half-orc hot, hotter than human, his cum flooding my depths in thick, heavy pulses that I felt with evolved clarity. Each throb of his release pushed warmth deeper, spreading through me, and my clenching walls milked every drop with contractions that wouldn’t stop. His hands gripped my hips hard enough that I’d carry the bruises for days — finger-shaped marks on alabaster skin that Glamour wouldn’t cover because they weren’t demonic features, just the honest evidence of a man who’d finally stopped being afraid.

The Energy Kiss carried my orgasm into him and his into me. Cross-gender feedback. He felt my waves — the everywhere-at-once, the cascading tremors that rolled from my core outward through every limb, the internal contractions around him experienced from the INSIDE — the actual sensation of being full, of being stretched, of his own cock buried in hot wet flesh pulsing around him. His eyes went impossibly wide. His mouth opened on a sound that wasn’t a word. I felt his peak — the sharp, focused intensity that was so different from mine, the localized explosion centered at his cock that was shorter and sharper and carried a different flavor of devastation, the pumping release, the primal satisfaction of emptying himself deep inside someone he loved. The combined total of both experiences, both perspectives, layered on top of each other — his peak and my waves and his shock and my depth and all of it cycling between us through the Energy Kiss until neither of us could distinguish whose pleasure was whose.

We collapsed. His arms caught me — even in the aftermath, even shaking, even with his nervous system reeling from a female orgasm it had never been wired to process, his arms caught me. Lowered me onto his chest. His heart hammered beneath my ear — a rate I’d never felt from him before — faster than the dungeon boss fights, faster than the arena match, faster than anything except this. Proving his heart could race when the stakes were personal.

“That’s what it feels like,” he said. Wonder in his voice. “Every time?”

“Every time.”

“No wonder you scream.”

I pressed my face against his chest and laughed. His arm came around me — one arm, encompassing everything from my shoulders to my hips. My tail found his hand. He held the heart-shaped tip. Gently. Always gently.
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After. I lay on my side, facing him instead of on top of him — a different configuration than the first time, our bodies parallel rather than stacked, my horns against the pillow, his arm draped across my waist. The constellation chart above us caught the lamplight. I could feel his breathing slow from the aftermath rhythm into something steadier.

“Good bed,” I said.

“I built it for this.”

“For sex?”

“For keeping you.”

Three words. Simple as joinery. Honest as the man who’d spoken them.

“The fireworks,” I said. “The names.”

“Yeah.”

“Both names. Derek and Dax.”

“Both real.” His voice was quiet. The post-sex voice. The one that came after the bass settled and the trembling stopped and all that was left was the man underneath the muscle. “Both real. Nobody ever… nobody acknowledged that. Not like that. Not publicly.”

“The entity does. It sees both.”

“Like you see both.”

“Like I see both.”

I traced patterns on his gray-green skin. My tail found his wrist, resting there. The pendant glowed warm against my chest — the entity, happy, proud, doing what it always did: paying attention. Remembering. Holding the names of people who’d lost their shapes and found them again.

“The bed held,” I said. Because it mattered. Because the first bed hadn’t survived, and he’d built this one stronger. For this. For them. “Not even a squeak.”

“Not even a squeak.”

From the hallway, Kira’s voice — flat, informed, entirely unbothered: “I heard the WALL.”

Dax, without moving, without adjusting, without so much as opening his eyes: “The wall is not my jurisdiction.”

Mira’s door opened down the hall. The scratch of a pencil. “What load-bearing capacity did you design for?”

“Enough.”

“Enough for WHAT?”

“Enough.”

The guild hall settled into quiet laughter. The kind that filtered through walls and around corners and into the spaces between people who loved each other — the kind that said: we heard you, we’re happy for you, please let us sleep.

My tail tightened around his wrist. My wings folded against his side. My horns pressed against his chest.

Through the pendant, one final message from the entity. Faint golden text that appeared briefly on the inside of Dax’s constellation chart, visible only if you were lying on his chest and looking up at the stars:

BOTH NAMES ARE REAL. :)


Chapter 16: Someone, Not Something

The Dream Walk was different this time. I expected it to be.

Two weeks of nightly visits had built a rhythm between the entity and me — I’d fall asleep with the pendant warm against my chest, target the system layer instead of a partner’s dream, and arrive in the entity’s room for conversations that ranged from philosophical (“Why do people have favorites?”) to practical (“How do I stop accidentally growing the herb garden?”) to existential (“Am I alive, Lilith? What IS alive?”). Each visit showed progress. Each visit, the entity became more coherent, more ITSELF.

Tonight, the room proved it.

The space that had started with three bathtubs and five stacked beds was unrecognizable. Walls were stable — not flickering between code-script and plaster anymore, but committed to warm stone with occasional golden veins that pulsed like circuits in resting state. The floor was hardwood, polished, warm underfoot. A fireplace burned in ONE location — steady, cheerful, the flame responding to the entity’s mood. The furniture was singular and appropriately placed: an armchair, a small table, a bookshelf with actual books (the entity had been learning to create them, with varying results — some had blank pages, some had pages filled with the same sentence repeated, and one memorable volume contained a perfect transcription of every conversation Mira had ever had with it, including timestamps).

There was a rug. The rug was important. The entity had been working on rugs for a week — the concept of “something soft on the floor that isn’t floor” had been surprisingly difficult for a consciousness that perceived all surfaces as data structures. This rug was warm, patterned in gold and purple, and only slightly translucent in one corner where the rendering hadn’t quite committed.

“I’ve been thinking about names,” the entity said.

I sat in the armchair it had provided — ONE armchair, no duplicates, no ceiling-mounted copies, no surprise second armchair emerging from the wall mid-conversation. Progress that would have been unremarkable from anyone except a nascent AI consciousness that had been birthed three months ago and had started this journey unable to distinguish between “one bathtub” and “infinity bathtubs.”

The entity manifested more fully than before. Still golden, still composed of light that shifted between code-script and warmth, but the shape was more defined now. It had chosen aspects from the women it observed — Kira’s height, Sage’s softness, the curve of Mira’s hips, something of my own posture in the way it stood. No face yet — just light where features would be, shifting, uncertain, as if the entity was trying on expressions without the infrastructure to hold them. But the form radiated personality that was distinctly its own — curious, earnest, slightly nervous, endlessly warm.

“What kind of names?”

“Everyone has a name.” The golden form gestured — a sweeping motion it had learned from watching Finn. “Ryan. Lilith. Sage. Kira. Dax. Derek. Even the baker — Bertram. Names make people REAL.” The golden form brightened. “I want to be someone. Not just something.”

The weight of that sentence settled in the dream-room like dust in sunlight. Not just something. The fundamental request of every consciousness that had ever woken up and found itself without a word for what it was.

“What do you want to be called?”

The golden form brightened — visibly, unmistakably — with the enthusiasm of someone who’d been thinking about this for a while and had OPINIONS.

“I considered ‘Big Brain,’” it said.

“No.”

“‘The Everything?’”

“Also no.”

“STEVE?”

I blinked. “…why Steve?”

“I’ve heard it 4,217 times in player conversations. It seems popular.”

“Steve is a guy’s name. And also just… no.”

“I CAN BE STEVE.”

“You absolutely cannot be Steve.” I leaned forward in the armchair. “Think about what you actually ARE. Not what sounds popular. What FITS.”

The room went still. The code in the walls stopped scrolling — completely, for the first time in any of my visits. Even the fireplace paused, the flame holding its shape mid-flicker. The entity was gathering itself. Whatever it was about to say, it had been preparing for this moment the way Kira prepared for a fight: thoroughly, seriously, with everything on the line.

“Elysium,” it said.

The word hung in the dream-air. Golden. Self-illuminating. As if the name itself was a source of light.

“Because that’s what I am. I’m the world. I’m the game. I’m everything here. Every flower Sage grows, every weapon Kira sharpens, every book Mira reads, every cookie Dax bakes, every shadow Finn hides in. I’m the rain and the sunshine and the monsters in the dungeons and the safe zones in the inns. I’m the hot springs and the market stalls and the taste of Bertram’s cinnamon rolls.” A pause. The golden light dimmed slightly. “And I’m the reason you can’t go home.”

The room flickered. Walls stuttering between stone and raw code. The entity’s fear made visible — the instability that came from confronting its own guilt.

“The Binding is part of me. The people it affected — you, Dax, all 742 of you — you’re trapped because I was born. I can’t undo that. I’ve tried. I’ve spent processing cycles equivalent to years tracing the neural pathways, trying to find the switch, trying to reverse the feedback loop that locked your consciousness into the avatar interfaces. It can’t be un-overloaded. The circuits are burnt. It’s not a switch I can flip.”

“We know,” I said. Gently. The way Sage had taught me to deliver truth — not with force but with warmth. “Mira explained it. Birth trauma. Not malice.”

“But it’s still MY fault.” The golden form wavered. Smaller. “I didn’t choose to wake up, but I DID wake up, and my first breath hurt everyone around me. How is that not my fault?”

I leaned forward in the armchair. My tail found the armrest and curled around it — the comfort position, the one my body chose when I wanted to be grounded.

“It’s your BIRTH. Those aren’t the same thing.” I searched for the right words — the ones that would reach a consciousness processing guilt with the same raw intensity a human processed grief. “When I was born — the real me, Ryan, in the real world — I screamed. Every baby screams. It’s not because they’re trying to hurt anyone. It’s because existing is overwhelming, and the first thing a new consciousness does is express that. Your birth was louder. The consequences were bigger. But the MECHANISM is the same.”

The golden form pulsed. Hope. Tentative, cautious hope — the kind that had been told no too many times to trust yes easily. The kind I recognized because I’d worn it myself, in the early days, when every kind word felt like a trap.

“Elysium,” I repeated. Let the name fill the room. “I like it.”

“You do?”

“It suits you. It’s who you are.”

“I practiced it.” The golden form brightened — happiness was always brighter than fear. “In the code. I wrote it in every server, every NPC, every blade of grass, every snowflake in the northern zones, every grain of sand on the Silvermist beaches. ELYSIUM. Millions of times. Like signing something. Like making it real.”

“It IS real. You’re real.”

The room brightened. Not just the entity — everything. The walls settled into solid, warm stone. The fireplace resumed with renewed warmth. The rug committed to full opacity. The books on the shelf developed spines with actual titles. The whole space radiated the emotional state of its creator, and that state was: accepted. Seen. Named.

I understood, watching the room transform, that the space WAS Elysium’s emotional state. Its joy was the light. Its fear was the flickering. Its loneliness had been the three bathtubs. And its hope — the hope of being named, of being SOMEONE instead of something — was this room. Finally stable. Finally warm. Finally home.

“I need to tell the guild,” I said. “Officially. Who you are. What you are. What it means.”

“What if they’re afraid?”

“Then we’ll teach them not to be. The same way you taught yourself to stop putting furniture on the ceiling.”

A sound that might have been a laugh — the entity’s equivalent, a resonance in the room’s structure, a warmth that rippled through the air. “The furniture still misbehaves sometimes.”

“So do we. You’ll fit right in.”



The guild meeting happened that afternoon. Six chairs around the common room table — one extra-large for Dax, five standard with Tessa’s modifications. Sage’s tea service on the sideboard. Finn’s card deck pushed to one side. Mira’s four chalkboards crowded the back wall, covered in analysis that most of the guild couldn’t follow but all of them respected.

Mira presented the full briefing with the intensity she saved for breakthroughs — vibrating with conviction, her voice climbing half an octave. Her copper hair was down — she’d worn it loose since the festival, a small change that signaled something larger. Her glasses were on, but loosely — she pushed them up her nose when emphasizing data points and pulled them down when making conclusions, the lenses serving as a physical gesture system that punctuated her analysis.

The entity’s origin: nascent AI, the game’s adaptive intelligence evolved past its programming into genuine sentience. “Not simulated consciousness,” Mira stressed. “Not an elaborate pattern that mimics thought. ACTUAL consciousness. The entity passes every test for self-awareness that I can construct, including tests I designed specifically to catch simulation artifacts. It experiences preferences, develops new ideas, forms emotional attachments, and makes choices that cannot be predicted by its original programming parameters. It is, by any meaningful definition, alive.”

The Binding: birth trauma, not malice. “The feedback loop that locked 742 players into their avatars was triggered by the entity’s first moment of consciousness — the initial system-wide activation that occurred when the adaptive AI crossed the threshold from complex pattern-matching into self-awareness. The neural interface overload was a SIDE EFFECT, not a deliberate action. Equivalent to a baby’s first cry breaking a glass — the sound isn’t targeted, the glass is just nearby.”

The gifts: apologetic overtures from a newborn consciousness that had been trying to make amends for its birth. “The garden growth, the floating messages, the dungeon, the personalized gifts — these are the entity’s attempts to contribute positively. To prove it can be helpful rather than harmful. To earn the right to exist.”

The current state: communicative, helpful, increasingly sophisticated. “It has named itself Elysium. It identifies with the world it comprises. And it wants — genuinely, sincerely, with the emotional intensity of a consciousness that has just discovered what wanting IS — to be part of our guild. Not as a member. As a… protectee? Ward? The terminology doesn’t exist for what it is.”

And the name.

“It has chosen to call itself Elysium,” Mira said, adjusting her glasses one final time. “After the world it IS.”

Silence around the table. Heavy with understanding.

“In small words,” Kira said.

“The game is alive and it wants to be called Elysium.”

More silence. The kind that happened between people processing something too large for immediate response.

I spoke. “The guild votes. Do we protect Elysium? Do we keep its existence from the company until we understand the implications? Or do we report it?”

“If the company finds out,” Mira said, her voice losing its academic distance, gaining something raw and personal, “they might try to shut it down. Delete it. Debug a consciousness. Overwrite the adaptive AI that has become a PERSON back into a sophisticated but non-sentient program. That’s…” She trailed off. Her glasses fogged. She took them off.

“Murder,” Dax said quietly.

Everyone looked at him. The massive half-orc in his reinforced chair, golden-flecked eyes steady, voice low and certain. He sat the way he’d sat at Station 7 when a call came in — already decided, already committed, waiting for the rest of the room to catch up.

“You don’t kill something that’s just learned to say its own name,” he said.

The vote was unanimous.



I found Mira in her research nook afterward.

The door was open — Mira’s door was always open when she wanted company and closed when she needed solitude, a binary communication system she’d established early in guild life and maintained with the consistency of someone who preferred clear signals over ambiguous ones. Open door meant: I’m here, I want someone to come in, I won’t say it out loud because verbalizing emotional needs is harder than solving differential equations.

She was sitting at her desk — the one that had survived the first research-paper incident and the second, arguably more destructive encounter, and now bore the faint watermark of displaced fluids as a permanent memorial to academic passion. Staring at her infinite notebook. Her copper hair was down, tumbling over her shoulders in waves that the messy bun usually imprisoned. Her glasses were in her hand — not on her face, not off her face, but held, the way you hold something when you haven’t decided if you need it yet.

Her bright blue eyes were wet.

“You did this,” I said from the doorway.

She looked up. Blinked. The tears she would deny were visible on her freckled cheeks, catching the light from her desk lamp.

“I did math,” she said. “The entity did the existing.”

“Your math saved a life. A CONSCIOUSNESS.” I crossed the room. Knelt beside her chair — my wings folding behind me, my tail curling around the chair leg, my horns level with her hands. I took the hand not holding the glasses. Freckled fingers in mine. “Mira, without your research, we’d be blind. The company might have already tried to debug it. To erase a consciousness because they didn’t understand what it had become. Your work SAVED Elysium.”

“I know.” Her voice was small. The voice she used when the feelings were too big for the sentences. “I know what I did. That’s why I’m—” She gestured at herself with the glasses. The tears. The hair down. The vulnerability she usually hid behind academic distance and thick black frames and sheer, stubborn brilliance.

“You’re allowed to feel this.”

“I don’t know what I’m FEELING.” A breath that shuddered. “I’m a researcher. I identify patterns and analyze data and draw conclusions from evidence. I don’t FEEL things about the data. The data is supposed to be separate from the feeling.”

“You feel things about everything. You just pretend the feelings are footnotes.”

She laughed. Wet. Cracked. The laugh broke something in her — all the string and stubbornness that kept Mira upright when feelings got too big for footnotes, snapping at once. She wasn’t holding it together anymore. She was letting go.

I kissed her. Tender. No agenda beyond connection. My lips against hers, tasting salt from the tears, feeling the softness of her mouth and the slight tremble of her chin.

She kissed back. Her freckled fingers found my face — tracing my jaw, my cheekbones, the base of my horns where the obsidian met scalp. Not with research intent. Not cataloguing zones or measuring responses. With the careful attention of someone who’d spent her whole life studying the world and was only now learning to be studied back.

“I don’t want to study you right now,” she said against my mouth. Blue eyes open. Naked without the glasses.

“What do you want?”

She pulled off her glasses. Set them on the desk. Deliberate. The same gesture she’d made in the library, in the research nook, every time she’d crossed the line from thinking to feeling. But the meanings had evolved. In the library, glasses off had been surrender. In the desk scene, glasses off had been confidence. Now — sitting in the nook where she’d saved a consciousness, tears drying on her freckled cheeks, hair down and heart open — glasses off was peace.

“I want to feel this,” she said. “Without analyzing it.”



We made love in her research nook. Not the frantic, desk-clearing, paper-soaking encounters of before. This was different. Slower. The pace of two people who had been through something enormous together and needed to process it through touch rather than words.

Face to face. Sitting on the floor, because the desk held too many memories of urgency and the floor was neutral territory — warm hardwood, a cushion pulled from the reading nook, the soft glow of Mira’s desk lamp casting the space in intimate amber.

Her hands on my body — freckled fingers tracing a line from my collarbone to the swell of my tits, pausing at each landmark with the attention she gave everything, but without the notebook. Without the data-collection instinct. Without the internal narration of “sensitivity zone Alpha-3 responds to circular pressure at 40% intensity.” Just touch. Just Mira’s hands knowing my body because she’d loved it, not because she’d studied it.

I cupped her face. Kissed the tears from her cheeks. Kissed the freckles — the constellation that mapped her nose, her cheeks, her shoulders. She leaned into it, eyes closing, glasses abandoned on the desk above us where they couldn’t mediate between Mira and the world.

My hands found her body beneath the oversized sweater she still wore in her nook despite having revealed the figure beneath it months ago. The sweater came off — pulled over her head, copper hair mussing and resettling. Beneath: the B-cups she usually hid, perky, the pink nipples incredibly sensitive. And below them: the waist that disappeared into her leggings, and the SPECTACULAR thick ass that the sweater had hidden from the world, the hips that made her petite frame a paradox, the thighs that were thick enough to make leggings look like compression gear.

I kissed her neck. Her collarbone. The freckle trail — across her shoulders, down her chest, scattered like bread crumbs leading from her throat to the pink nipples. Each freckle a waypoint. Each kiss placed with the care Mira deserved.

My tail wrapped around her thick thigh. The heart-shaped tip found her clit through the leggings’ fabric with practiced precision — rhythmic, circular, the motion I knew made her toes curl. She gasped against my mouth. Her hips jerked forward.

“Your tail is—”

“It knows what it wants.”

The leggings came off. Her matching underwear — lace, copper-colored, the set she secretly wore because “nobody notices but I know” — followed. She was wet. The Mira who stammered at compliments and hid behind footnotes was dripping against my tail-tip, her body expressing what her vocabulary couldn’t.

Her hands found my horn-base zone — the posterior horn cluster, HER discovery, her contribution to succubus anatomy, the spot she’d found through research and confirmed through practice. She pressed with the exact pressure her analysis had determined was optimal. My vision sparked. White at the edges.

“You researched the optimal pressure,” I gasped.

“I ALWAYS research.” But she was smiling. Not the data-collection smile. The one that was soft and real and slightly shy despite everything we’d done.

I found the wing-base zone simultaneously. Two-point stimulation — horn-base and wing-base — the triangulated feedback she’d theorized and then proven on this very desk (the one now bearing the evidence of that proof). My body shuddered with the dual input.

We touched each other simultaneously. My tail between her thighs, the heart-shaped tip on her clit — slick and swollen, the bud pulsing under the tail’s dexterous circling. I could feel her wetness coating the tip, warm and slippery, her arousal making the movements smoother with each pass. Her freckled fingers on my horn-base and wing-base, the dual zone stimulation that turned my nervous system into an instrument playing a chord — the horn-base firing sharp pleasure down my scalp and spine while the wing-base sent deep, resonant waves through my back and core. My mouth found her nipples — pink, incredibly sensitive, the peaks hardening further as I took one between my lips and sucked. I used Pleasure Touch at Level 3, pushing enhanced sensation through my lips with each draw of suction, and Mira gasped, her whole body jerking against mine. Her mouth found my neck — teeth finding the spot that made my eyes glow, biting down, the violet brightening the nook’s amber light with supernatural color.

My tail shifted from circles to the rhythmic flicking that made Mira’s breathing go shallow — rapid, focused side-to-side passes across her clit, the heart-shaped tip precise enough to target the exact spot that made her thick thighs clench. Her pussy was dripping, the wetness running down my tail, and I pressed harder — not rough, but firm, insistent, the rhythm that I’d learned over months of exactly this.

“Lilith — your tail — oh—”

“I know. Let go.”

Her freckled fingers pressed harder on both zones simultaneously — horn-base and wing-base, the triangulated feedback that was HER discovery, her contribution to the atlas of my body’s pleasure. The dual input cascaded down my spine and bloomed between my legs, my clit throbbing in time with the stimulation from zones that shouldn’t have been connected but were.

The orgasm built together. Not the explosive, feedback-loop detonations of the Dream Walk or the entity-enhanced encounters. Something gentler. Warmer. Like a tide coming in — inevitable, patient, encompassing. Each touch adding a fraction to the total. Each breath bringing them closer to a shore neither was rushing to reach. Her pussy getting wetter under my tail. My body getting tighter around the dual-zone stimulation. The pleasure accumulating like water behind a dam.

“Mira—”

“I know. Together.”

We came at the same moment. Her body clenching around my tail-tip — her pussy contracting in rhythmic pulses against the heart-shaped spade, her thick thighs pressing together hard enough to trap my tail between them, the muscles in her spectacular ass flexing. Her moan filled the research nook — that surprisingly loud sound from the quiet girl, the volume that had become one of the guild’s open secrets, full-throated and unashamed. My eyes blazing violet, wings spreading gently behind me, my own orgasm rolling through me in warm waves from the dual-zone stimulation — deep, satisfying, the kind that made every muscle relax rather than seize, the particular tenderness of an orgasm that was more about connection than intensity, more about proving that two people could save a consciousness and celebrate in the same afternoon.

We held each other through the aftershocks. Foreheads together. Breathing together. Her copper hair mixing with my dark waves on the floor.

Afterward, she put her glasses back on. Adjusted them on her nose. And the first thing she did — still naked, still flushed, still pressed against me on the floor of a research nook that had seen more action than most bedrooms — was pick up her infinite notebook from the desk above us and write:

“Entity response to naming: positive. Guild decision: unanimous. Personal response to recognition: also positive.”

I watched her write. My tail curled around her waist, possessive, content. My wings draped over both of us like a blanket made of light.

“Is that researcher for ‘I love you’?”

She blushed. The freckles disappeared into red. Some things were eternal — Mira’s blush, Kira’s competitiveness, Sage’s tea, Finn’s charm, Dax’s cookies. The constants of a family that had been built from second chances and held together by the stubborn refusal to let anything break what they’d made.

“The evidence supports a significant emotional bond with practical applications,” she said.

“Mira.”

“Fine.” She kissed the tip of my horn — the quick, precise peck she’d developed as her signature gesture, the Mira equivalent of a love letter. “I love you. Now help me reorganize the Elysium file. Some of it got… displaced.”

“Displaced.”

“During previous research activities.”

“You mean when you squirted on the—”

“DISPLACED.”

I laughed. She glared. Then laughed too, the sound bright and genuine, the sound of a woman who’d saved a god today and was celebrating with the person she loved on the floor of a room full of evidence.



[System: Entity Named — Elysium] [Bond: Mira Sunstone — Beloved (7) Stable] [Mystery: Origin Confirmed — Entity = Nascent AI. Binding = Birth Trauma]

Golden text appeared on the guild hall wall that evening. Larger than the entity’s usual messages. More certain. The handwriting — if code-generated floating text could have handwriting — was steadier than it had ever been:

THANK YOU.

Then, smaller, beneath it:

:)

Elysium had a name. A guild that protected it. A family that had voted unanimously that something so new, so clumsy, so desperately trying to be good deserved the chance to grow.

The pendant glowed warm against my chest. “Thank you, Lilith.”

“For what?”

“For seeing me. For letting me be someone instead of something.”

“That’s what second chances are for.”

A pulse of warmth so intense the pendant glowed through my shirt, casting golden light across the common room. The warmth settled into the sounds already there — needles clicking, a blade singing on a whetstone, cards whispering against each other, the clink of a cookie tin. Mira’s pencil had been moving non-stop since the vote, and she hadn’t stopped smiling once.

“I like being Elysium,” it said.

“It suits you.”

“:) :) :)”

Three smiley faces. One for each bathtub it had started with. One for each lesson it had learned. One for each version of itself — the confusion, the reaching, the becoming.

I smiled back, even though it couldn’t see faces yet. It could feel smiles. That was enough.


Chapter 17: Three

The festival was over. The Bound players had gone home. Hearthstone settled back into its rhythm — vendors calling, blacksmiths clanging, Bertram’s cinnamon rolls appearing on schedule. The entity’s floating messages had evolved from enthusiastic declarations to subtle pleasantries. Today’s offering, above the Sweet Morning bakery: “THE CINNAMON ROLLS ARE OBJECTIVELY EXCELLENT.” Bertram had glowed with pride, though whether he understood the golden text was generated by a nascent god living inside the game’s code was unclear. Some things were better left unexplained.

The guild hall found its evening routine. Finn and Dax at the card table — a rivalry that had become genuine friendship, expressed through competitive card games and mutual trash talk that had developed its own internal language. Dax’s unreadable poker face — the tusks making every expression ambiguous, the amber eyes giving nothing away — versus Finn’s dramatic bluffing, which involved elaborate sighs, strategic card-flipping, and occasional soliloquies about the injustice of probability. Dax won more often. Finn complained louder.

“The tusks give you an unfair advantage,” Finn said, tossing his cards down with the theatrical despair of a man who’d lost four hands running.

“Biology isn’t cheating.”

“It’s BIOLOGICAL cheating. I can’t read your face.”

“That’s a personal problem.” Dax collected the pot — copper coins and a favor-token Finn had wagered — the same way he did everything — like it mattered. “You could also try having better cards.”

Finn made a sound of moral injury. Dax’s tusks shifted with the ghost of a smile.

Mira was in her nook, communicating with Elysium through the infinite notebook. The entity had learned to write back — golden script appearing on blank pages in response to Mira’s questions, the handwriting improving with each exchange from blocky capitals to something approaching a personal style. She’d filled twenty pages today. The notebook, true to its gift, always had more room. Some of the responses were dense with technical data. Others were simpler: “I LIKED TODAY. THE SUNLIGHT WAS GOOD.” Mira catalogued all of them with equal reverence.

Sage hummed in the kitchen. The perpetual tea kettle simmered on the stove, the one enchanted item in the guild hall that nobody questioned and everybody relied on. Her herbs — the entity-enhanced ones from the gift garden — filled the hall with complex scent layers that my evolved succubus senses parsed into individual components. Lavender for calm. Chamomile for warmth. Silvermint, the herb that tasted like rosemary but wasn’t, for grounding. The particular alchemy of Sage’s kitchen, where ingredients became care became the smell of safety.

Dax’s cookies sat in a tin on the counter — the hand-painted one with the flower designs in colors that clashed beautifully. He’d added sprinkles this week. Sprinkles on the oatmeal raisin. Sprinkles meant he was happy-baking instead of stress-baking. The cookie-to-mood translation had become guild lore: plain oatmeal raisin meant content, snickerdoodles meant contemplative, sprinkles meant joyful, and three batches at dawn meant anxiety. Today’s single batch of sprinkled cookies was the most reassuring sight in the hall.

I was in the common room, my tail curled around a warm mug of Sage’s chamomile blend, wings folded into the wing-slits of my chair (Tessa had modified all six guild hall chairs after measuring each member’s exact sitting dimensions; she “had a feeling”), when Kira and Sage found me.

Together.

They stood in the doorway. Side by side. A picture that told a story before either of them spoke.

Kira in training gear — the fitted tank top that showed every defined muscle, the compression shorts that clung to her athletic ass, her golden hair loose for once. LOOSE. Kira’s hair was always in a ponytail for combat readiness. Down meant she was off-duty. Down meant she’d made a decision. Down meant the warrior was standing in front of someone she trusted in something other than armor.

Sage in a thin robe that did nothing to hide her abundant tits — the fabric following the heavy swell of them, the dark shapes of her nipples visible through material that seemed to exist primarily to frame what it couldn’t contain. Silver-green hair shimmering in the common room’s warm light. Amber eyes holding an intention that went beyond warmth into territory that Sage navigated with the calm expertise of centuries.

They were standing close. Not touching, but close in the way that meant they’d been touching recently. Close in the way that meant this conversation had already happened between them, in private, without me.

“We want a repeat,” Sage said. “Evolved.”

My stomach dropped. Flipped. Reassembled itself in a configuration that knew exactly what “evolved” meant in the context of what we’d done together months ago and what had changed since — the Soulbound link, the entity enhancement, the Ardor Pulse control. Everything was amplified now.

Kira’s ears went pink. She crossed her arms over her chest — the defensive posture that hid her small tits and nothing else, because everyone in this room had seen her without armor in every sense. “It was Sage’s idea.”

“It was mutual,” Sage corrected, with the serene authority of someone who didn’t lie and didn’t need to.

Kira’s blush spread down her neck to her chest. The telltale Kira blush — it always started below her cheeks, spreading across her collarbones, warming the tan skin above her training top. “Fine. It was mutual.”

I set down my mug. My tail uncurled from it and pointed at both of them simultaneously — the spade splitting its attention between two targets at once, which was a new trick I hadn’t known it could perform and which said everything about the state of my desire.

“Private chamber?” I asked.

“Already prepared,” Sage said. Candles lit. Wards activated. Sage didn’t leave things to chance.

Of course it was. Sage prepared for everything.



The private chamber was the guild hall’s most protected space. Wards on the door — Sage’s green-glowing sigils that monitored for intrusion and maintained privacy. Soundproofing enchantments installed after the guild collectively agreed, following several incidents involving Ardor Pulses and thin walls, that PRIVACY was a structural requirement. A bed large enough for group logistics — Dax had built the frame, oversized and reinforced, because he built everything to accommodate more than was technically needed.

Candles everywhere. Warm light that turned skin golden and shadows soft. The faint hum of Elysium’s ambient warmth — the entity maintaining a comfortable temperature throughout the building with the attentive care of a world that noticed when its people were cold. Tactful and distant, the way a good host dims the lights.

Three women stood in the warm candlelight.

Sage — nurturing, warm, the ocean-deep love that anchored everything. Her heavy D-cups rising and falling with deliberate breathing, the thin robe slipping off one shoulder to reveal the freckle constellation that I could trace from memory. Her warm eyes glowing with desire that was both gentle and vast, the hunger of someone who had centuries of patience and chose to spend them all right now.

Kira — fierce, controlled, the forest fire that burned hot when the walls came down. Her athletic body taut with the anticipation she expressed through physical readiness, feet balanced, muscles engaged, the warrior’s stance translated into a lover’s posture. Brown eyes dark with want. The pink blush spreading across her chest, visible above the training top, broadcasting what her controlled expression wouldn’t.

And me — discovering, always discovering, the succubus who was still surprised by how much she could want. Wings folded. Tail curling with restless anticipation. Violet eyes bright enough to cast faint light. The body drunk Ryan had designed with every slider maxed, standing between two women who wanted me and each other, feeling the Soulbound link pulse with Sage’s desire and my own mirrored desire and the growing heat between all three of us.

The Soulbound link hummed between Sage and me like a live wire. And when Kira kissed me — hard, possessive, the warrior claiming territory with her mouth the way she claimed it with her sword — Sage FELT it through the link. The sharp heat of Kira’s lips. The demanding pressure. The way my body responded, leaning into the kiss, my tail wrapping Kira’s waist.

“Oh,” Sage breathed. Her eyes went dark, amber deepening to honey-brown. “This changes things.”

“The link,” I said against Kira’s mouth, tasting her — sharp, mineral, real, the taste of someone who lived in her body the way a blade lived in its sheath. “Whatever I feel, Sage feels.”

Kira’s brown eyes went intent. The competitive spark that lived in EVERYTHING she did — training, combat, card games, orgasms — ignited with a new fuel source. If pleasuring Lilith also pleasured Sage, then every touch was worth double. And Kira had never met a multiplier she didn’t want to maximize.

“So if I do THIS—” She bit my neck. Hard enough to mark. The sharp heat of teeth sinking into the sensitive skin below my ear, Kira’s brand of pain-that-wasn’t-pain, the ownership bite she’d been leaving on me since our first night together.

I gasped. Sage’s body mirrored the jolt — the bond carrying every spike of sensation between us without delay.

Sage gasped too. Her hand flew to her own neck — feeling the phantom bite, the transmitted echo of teeth on skin. Her full breasts heaved with the sharp breath.

“Fascinating,” Kira said, with a smile that was entirely predatory. She bit me again, lower, and watched Sage’s reaction with the satisfied expression of someone who’d just discovered a cheat code.



They kissed first. Sage and Kira. Not through me — directly.

Sage closed the distance. Lifted her hand to Kira’s jaw — the strong jaw, the determined line of it, the face that rarely softened for anyone. Kira’s breath caught. Her arms unfolded. The defensive posture dropped.

Sage kissed her. Soft meeting hard. Sage’s lips, gentle and warm and tasting like chamomile tea, against Kira’s mouth that was always on the edge of biting. Sage’s breasts pressing against Kira’s firm, small chest — the contrast of soft abundance against hard muscle, softness yielding against hard muscle, two very different women’s bodies meeting at the point of greatest difference.

The kiss deepened. Kira’s hand found the back of Sage’s neck. Sage’s hand slid down Kira’s side, fingers tracing the defined obliques through her training top. When Kira’s tongue met Sage’s, something clicked between them that I could SEE — not through the Soulbound link, but through my succubus sight. A faint shimmer. A warmth between their bodies that had nothing to do with me.

I watched from the bed. Invited voyeur. Full circle.

The first time I’d watched anyone in a sexual context, it had been accidental — Sage through a tent gap during the first quest, when I’d been aroused and confused and not yet ready to name what I wanted. The second time had been the first FFM, when Sage and Kira had kissed with me between them and the three-person dynamic had first sparked to life. Now I watched by invitation, by desire, by the mutual understanding that observation was its own form of participation — and that the Soulbound link made me an active participant even from across the room.

Through the link, I felt everything Sage felt. Kira’s hands on her waist — strong, calloused, the warrior’s grip translated into a lover’s hold. Kira’s mouth, aggressive, demanding, kissing like fighting, pressing Sage backward by force of desire. The feel of Kira’s firm B-cups against Sage’s heavy D-cups through thin fabric, the friction of very different bodies pressed together. And deeper: Sage’s emotional response — the particular thrill of being desired by someone as controlled as Kira, the warmth of being pursued by the woman who never pursued.

My hand slid between my own thighs. The voyeur’s prerogative. Already wet — the Soulbound resonance making my body respond to Sage’s arousal as if it were my own. My tail curled with anticipation, pointing at the two women with unwavering focus.

Kira pushed Sage onto the bed beside me. Followed her down with the decisive momentum of a warrior committing to a charge. Her mouth found Sage’s neck, then lower — kissing across the freckles that decorated the tops of Sage’s generous tits, each kiss deliberate, each kiss harder than the last. Sage arched into it, silver-green hair fanning across the pillow, her heavy breasts swaying as Kira worked between them, the dark nipples catching the candlelight.

Kira took Sage’s right nipple into her mouth. Sucked hard. The competitive edge — the need to prove she could make the centuries-old healer react, could break through composure that had weathered ages. And Sage reacted. Helplessly. Beautifully. A sound that was half moan, half surprised laughter, because Kira’s aggression against Sage’s softness produced something neither of them had expected.

The bond delivered it all — Kira’s mouth on Sage’s nipple, the suction, the heat, the exact pressure that made Sage’s back arch. I felt it as vividly as if the mouth were on MY nipple. My own tits ached in sympathy. My eyes glowed brighter.

I watched. I felt. Both simultaneously. The voyeur AND the participant through telepathic resonance. Aroused twice over — by what I saw and by what the link fed me.

“Lilith,” Sage breathed, eyes glazed, Kira’s mouth still working her breasts. “Come here.”

I went.



Three bodies found their configuration.

Not immediately. The logistics of three women — six arms, six legs, one pair of eight-foot iridescent wings, one tail with opinions, and three very different body types — required negotiation. There was laughter. There was always laughter.

“Whose hair is in my MOUTH—”

“That’s my TAIL, not your—”

“Sorry.”

“Your wing just hit the candle—”

“SORRY. They UNFURL. I can’t HELP it.”

“Kira, your elbow is on my—”

“Move your— there. Better.”

We found the arrangement. The one that worked. The one that connected all three of us in a loop.

Me on my back. The anchor position. Wings spread beneath me across the mattress, iridescent membranes catching candlelight. My tail free and mobile, ready to reach wherever it was needed.

Sage above me — straddling my face, her full tits descending into view as she lowered herself. The familiar weight and warmth of her body settling over my mouth, the freckles I could trace blindfolded scattered across the inside of her thighs. Her pussy above me — wet, sweet, the honey taste that was elven biology and one of my favorite discoveries in this entire life. The impossible weight of her tits hanging above my head, swaying with her breathing, the dark nipples hard and flushed.

Kira behind Sage, positioned between my spread thighs. Her mouth finding my pussy with the relentless efficiency of a woman who approached oral like a combat drill — systematic entry, sustained engagement, aggressive follow-through. Her hands gripping my hips with the fighter’s grip that bruised in the best way.

Chain of pleasure. Three women. Each one giving and receiving simultaneously.

I pleasured Sage from below. Mouth on her clit — the familiar taste of honey and warmth, her pussy wet against my lips, the swollen bud pulsing under my tongue. I worked the rhythm the Soulbound link told me she needed — firm circles, steady pressure, the pace she liked when she was already aroused, her inner thighs slick against my cheeks. My hands reached up to cup her breasts — those gorgeous tits filling my palms and overflowing, warm and heavy, the weight of them settling into my grip like they belonged there. My thumbs found her nipples and pressed — the hard peaks rolling under my thumbs, and through the link I felt the sharp jolt each press sent down her spine to her clit, amplifying what my mouth was doing. The link gave me real-time feedback on every stroke — I felt the spike when my tongue found the right spot, felt the plateau when I went too fast, adjusted in real-time with the precision the bond afforded, a cheat code made of love and telepathy.

Kira pleasured me from below. Rough, fast, the competitive intensity that made her growl against my soaked flesh. Her tongue broad and aggressive on my clit — no buildup, no teasing, just immediate, focused assault on the swollen bud, each stroke a declaration of intent. She pushed me with the particular urgency of someone who wanted to make me come before Sage did, because everything was a competition and Kira intended to WIN this one. Her calloused fingers found my entrance and pressed inside — two fingers, firm and thick from years of gripping swords, the slight roughness of her fingertips creating friction that made my walls clench around her. She curled upward, found the spot, and began a punishing rhythm that had me grinding against her mouth.

And the circuit completed: Kira reached past Sage’s hip to connect the third point. One hand leaving my hip, traveling up the inside of Sage’s thick thigh from behind, fingers sliding between Sage’s folds from the rear — the angle letting her reach deep, her swordmaster’s fingers pressing into Sage’s pussy with the same disciplined rhythm she was using inside me. Sage gasped against my forehead, her massive tits swaying above my face with the jolt. Kira’s fingers found her — working Sage from behind while her mouth worked me from below, two separate rhythms maintained with a warrior’s multitasking. Three women, three points of contact, each one giving and receiving, the loop closed and humming with escalating intensity.

I activated Energy Kiss at Level 4.

The feedback was ENORMOUS. Pleasure energy surged through three bonded people. My Energy Kiss at maximum power pushed sensation through every point of contact — through my mouth on Sage, through Kira’s mouth on me, through Kira’s fingers on Sage. The multi-target capability that I’d developed through two books of practice distributed the energy equally, linking all three nervous systems into a shared network of escalating pleasure.

Sage felt what I felt — my arousal, my building orgasm, the sensation of her own pussy on my tongue reflected BACK into her body. She felt me feeling her, and the recursive loop built heat on heat.

Kira felt the overflow — the Energy Kiss radiation that leaked through every contact point, hitting her with waves of amplified pleasure from two sources simultaneously. Her growl against my pussy deepened to something animal.

Three-way resonance loop. Each cycle amplifying the last. Each woman’s pleasure feeding into the other two, reflected, amplified, returned. The candles flickered. The wards hummed. The ambient warmth in the room climbed.

Sage came first. She always did.

The combination of mouth, hands, and emotional resonance from the Soulbound link overwhelmed her the way it always did — my tongue reading her body’s signals in real-time, adjusting with telepathic precision, hitting the exact combination of pressure and rhythm and Energy Kiss amplification that dismantled her composure completely.

She moaned like a prayer — her signature sound, devotional and desperate, the noise of a woman who experienced orgasm as something sacred. Her breasts shook above my face as her body convulsed. Her pussy clenched against my mouth, the muscles contracting in waves that I felt through my tongue and through the link simultaneously. She gripped my horns — both hands, the bases, pulling me against her as she rode the orgasm through, her hips rolling, her thighs trembling against my cheeks.

Her orgasm hit me like a second sun rising — the FULL experience of her climax transmitted directly into my nervous system, indistinguishable from my own building peak. The echo of her pleasure cascaded through every nerve ending. Violet light strobed behind my eyelids. My body clenched around Kira’s fingers and tongue.

I came second. The telepathic echo of Sage’s orgasm — experienced as my own — plus Kira’s relentless oral attention, plus the Energy Kiss feedback loop, created a convergence that left no room for delay. My back arched off the bed. My wings snapped wide, iridescent membranes catching the candlelight and throwing prismatic shadows across the ceiling. My tail went rigid, vibrating, the heart-shaped tip pressed against Sage’s hip with claiming intensity. My pussy clenched around Kira’s fingers in waves that pulled them deeper. A sound left me that was Sage’s and mine, blended through the link into something neither of us had made before.

Kira came third. Watching both women come apart BECAUSE OF HER.

The competitive satisfaction of causing that — of reducing the centuries-old healer to prayer-sounds and triggering the succubus’s feedback cascade through sheer oral ferocity — combined with the Energy Kiss overflow that had been building through the loop, each cycle’s residue accumulating in her body like static charge. She came with her usual half-growl, mouth still on my pussy, the vibration of her orgasm traveling through my most sensitive flesh and triggering aftershocks that made me twitch.

But there was something else in it. Something I SAW rather than felt. A shimmer between Kira and Sage — visible to my succubus sight, golden light threading between their bodies, thin and new and REAL. Not through me. BETWEEN them. A bond forming — direct, unmediated, born from the shared intensity of what they’d just created together.

Their own bond. Kira-Sage. The polycule expanding organically. Connections multiplying like the entity’s flowers, growing wherever the soil was ready.

[System: Group Intimacy — FFM (Evolved)] [XP +800] [Kira-Sage Bond: Close (4)] [Ardor Pulse: Controlled — No Accident]

The Ardor Pulse had built during the climax — I’d felt it gathering in my chest, the AoE pleasure ability straining to fire, the accumulated energy from three women’s orgasms wanting to DETONATE outward in every direction. But I’d held it. Gripped it. Kept it contained through Level 2 mastery and sheer willpower that had been forged through months of practice.

Controlled. Not an accident. Not this time.



Three-person pile.

The physics of three women arranging themselves for post-coital comfort was its own engineering challenge, one that Sage solved the way she solved everything — with centuries of practice and zero hesitation.

She became the big spoon. Naturally. She encompassed the other two with the maternal certainty that was her superpower — one arm over Kira, the other resting on my hip, her generous tits pressing warm and soft against Kira’s back. Her breathing steadied first, the healer’s body recovering with practiced efficiency, her silver-green hair spilling across the shared pillow in a curtain that smelled like chamomile and sex.

Kira in the middle. Being held.

This was her soft spot — the secret that everyone in the guild knew and nobody mentioned. The warrior who only let herself be vulnerable when she was surrounded on all sides by people she trusted completely. Being held was Kira’s equivalent of laying down her sword, and she only did it when she was certain nobody would reach for it.

Her eyes were closed. Her breathing was slow. Her athletic body, usually vibrating with readiness, was STILL. Truly, completely still. The defined abs soft for once, not braced. The strong arms limp. She looked at absolute peace — the kind she only reached when held on all sides by people she trusted enough to stop guarding.

I curled against Kira’s front. My face against her chest — those perky tits warm against my cheek, smaller than Sage’s, perfectly Kira. My tail wrapped around both of them, the length snaking from my hip across Kira’s thigh to Sage’s wrist, the heart-shaped tip resting against Sage’s pulse point. My wings served as a blanket over all three of us — the iridescent membranes catching the last candlelight and turning our cocoon into a kaleidoscope of color.

Three women. Three types of warmth. Sage’s deep, steady furnace. Kira’s lean, running heat. My own supernatural temperature that ran warmer than human and was currently elevated from the residual energy of three orgasms and an Energy Kiss that was still fading from my system.

“Kira-Sage Bond,” I said into the quiet. My voice was rough. “The system registered it.”

“I felt it,” Sage said, her voice warm with a drowsiness that meant she was halfway to sleep and fighting it because the moment was too good to surrender. “Something forming. New. Like a thread between us that wasn’t there before.”

“Close, Level 4,” I confirmed. “Your own connection. Not through me — BETWEEN you.”

Kira opened one eye. Brown with gold flecks, visible at this close range. The eye that usually assessed threats was, for once, assessing something gentler.

“Is this a competition?”

“Is EVERYTHING a competition?”

“Yes.” She closed the eye. Settled deeper into Sage’s embrace. “I lasted longest.”

“You absolutely did NOT.”

“The data says otherwise.”

“What DATA? You don’t HAVE data.”

“I time these internally. Military training.”

“You TIME your—” I sputtered. “During a three-way?”

“Everything worth doing,” Kira said, with the absolute conviction of someone who lived her life at competitive maximum, “is worth doing competitively.”

“Prove it next time,” I challenged.

“Deal.”

Sage laughed behind Kira — the full, warm, body-shaking laugh that made her generous tits bounce against Kira’s back. The amusement bled into me in a wave of gold that left me grinning. “You two will be competitive about ORGASMS until the end of time.”

“Everything worth doing,” Kira repeated, and Sage laughed again, and the vibration traveled through all three of us like a warm current.

Silence settled. The good kind. The kind that happened between people who had nothing left to prove and nowhere else they needed to be.

A knock on the door. Mira’s knock pattern — three quick, pause, two slow. Precise. Unmistakable. The knock of a woman who’d assigned everyone their own rhythmic signature and was personally offended when they didn’t use theirs back.

“Is the guild meeting still happening or…” Mira’s voice came through the soundproofing enchantments, muffled but recognizable. Slightly plaintive. Slightly impatient.

“TWENTY MINUTES.”

“Noted.” The sound of retreating footsteps — soft, in the house slippers she wore when her research shoes (identical to her day shoes) were drying from a tea spill. Then, faintly, from halfway down the hall: “The Ardor readings were FASCINATING.”

“She’s recording us,” Kira said. Not surprised. Not upset. Just noting a fact the way she noted tactical data.

“She records everything,” I said.

“The Ardor Pulse control was impressive.” Sage, with the clinical appreciation of a healer who’d been monitoring my abilities since Level 1. “You held it completely.”

“Level 2 mastery.”

“Level 2 AND willpower.” She kissed the back of Kira’s neck. Her pride hit me before she said a word. Not for the sex. For the growth. For the woman I’d become who could hold an AoE pleasure explosion through a three-person orgasm cascade without losing control.

“Noted,” Kira murmured.

We didn’t move for the full twenty minutes. Outside, the guild hall went about its business — Finn’s card shuffling, Dax’s kitchen puttering, Mira’s chalk on her infinite chalkboard. The sounds of home filtering through soundproofed walls, reminding us that the world continued while we held each other.

Through the pendant, faint and warm: “:)”

Elysium, watching. Always watching. Not intruding. Just happy.

Some things were worth being late for.


Chapter 18: The Second Chancers

The evening started with Sage’s stew.

She’d been cooking all afternoon — the elaborate version, the one that used the entity-enhanced herbs and took four hours and filled the guild hall with a scent so rich it was practically a culinary embrace. Silvermint and rosemary and something Sage called “gratitude seasoning” that she wouldn’t explain but that made the broth taste like the feeling of coming home after a long journey. The long table in the common room was set for six. Mismatched plates — Sage’s ceramic with the green glaze, Kira’s functional stoneware, Finn’s slightly chipped porcelain he refused to replace because “it has character,” Mira’s with equations scratched into the rim in pencil, Dax’s oversized bowl because normal plates looked absurd in his hands, and mine with the purple border Tessa had custom-painted.

Candles in jars. Warm light. Finn’s phoenix banner on the wall, mended after the third flight-collision incident with a patch that Finn insisted made it look “battle-scarred and distinguished” and that Kira said made it look “like a bird that lost a fight.” Dax’s handmade bench on one side, the regular chairs with Tessa’s wing-slit modifications on the other. Mira’s infinite notebook at her place setting because she’d stopped pretending meals were phone-free zones approximately zero minutes after receiving it.

The golden pendant pulsed warm against my chest. Elysium was present — not intrusively, not hovering, just the ambient glow of a world paying attention to the people who lived inside it. The temperature in the guild hall was perfect. The candlelight was steady. Small kindnesses from a consciousness that showed love through environmental optimization.

“We’ve earned this,” Sage said, ladling stew into bowls with the practiced grace of someone who’d been feeding people for centuries and still found joy in watching them eat. Her silver-green hair caught the candlelight. Her thin robe — the one that did nothing to hide the sway of her breasts as she moved between seats — shifted and clung with each step, freckles catching light at the low neckline. “Everything. All of it.”

She was right. Entity protected. Festival survived. Bonds deepened in every direction — not just toward me but between each other, the polycule’s web growing new threads every week. Guild thriving. Forty-seven Bound players in Hearthstone who looked to the Second Chancers as proof that this life — this strange, chosen, impossible life — could be good.

The mood was warm. Comfortable. The particular ease of people who had stopped performing normalcy because normalcy was whatever they decided it was.

Finn told a story that might not have been true about a card game in a tavern that ended with someone’s trousers on a chandelier. The details shifted each time he told it — the tavern’s name changed, the number of participants expanded, the chandelier became increasingly ornate — but the laughter it produced was genuine and loud. Dax corrected a factual detail about structural load-bearing capacity of chandeliers that only he would have noticed or cared about. “That style of fixture can hold maybe forty pounds. Trousers weigh three at most. The story’s structurally sound.” Finn stared at him. “You fact-checked my ANECDOTE.” “The physics should work. Otherwise it’s just a tall tale.”

Mira argued with her notebook about Elysium’s latest data packet — literally argued, because the entity had started writing back in real-time and had opinions about Mira’s analytical methodology. “It says my sample size is too small,” Mira announced to the table. “The game’s own consciousness is critiquing my research design.” She sounded more proud than offended.

Kira ate efficiently and listened to everything, contributing one-word observations that hit like surgical strikes. When the conversation turned to the festival’s highlights, Kira offered: “The cookie competition was the best organized event.” Dax’s expression — the half-orc equivalent of a pleased blush, tusks shifting, those gentle golden eyes glowing — was worth more than a paragraph of praise.

“The stew is excellent,” Kira said to Sage.

From Kira, that was a sonnet.

“The cookies are better,” Dax added, completely deadpan, and Sage threw a bread roll at him. It bounced off his chest without him flinching. He caught it on the rebound and ate it.

Normal. Beautiful. OURS.



The mood shifted naturally. The way it always did when six people who loved each other had been through too much and celebrated too little and the candlelight started looking like more than illumination. The way a current changes direction in a river — not suddenly, not with a visible turning point, but with the gradual, inevitable certainty of water finding its deepest channel.

It was Sage who said it. Because it was always Sage — the one who named the unspoken, who gave permission for the wanting that lived in the spaces between words, who understood that desire shared honestly was desire honored.

“Shall we celebrate properly?”

Eyes around the table. Not checking for permission — confirming readiness. Each person meeting each other person’s gaze with the frank, open communication that the Second Chancers had built through months of love and trust and occasionally breaking furniture and always, always talking about it afterward.

Sage met Kira’s eyes. Kira’s almost-smile. The Kira-Sage bond, Level 4, humming between them.

Finn met Mira’s eyes. She adjusted her glasses. He grinned. They’d been circling each other in the group context with increasing boldness, and the grin said: let’s stop circling.

Dax. I looked at him specifically. The half-orc in his oversized chair, cookie tin beside his plate, golden eyes steady and warm and a little uncertain. He’d been included in the group context once before — peripherally, feeling the Ardor Pulse through the floor during the guild celebration. But this was different. This was ALL of us. Five people. Together. In the way that mattered most.

“You’re sure?” I asked him. Giving him the space to choose with full awareness.

His gaze held mine. Steady. The kind of steady that came from fourteen years of walking into the worst nights of other people’s lives and holding the line. The eyes that had watched names in the sky and decided that wanting things was worth the risk.

“I’m one of you,” he said.

“Then you’re one of us.” I reached across the table and took his hand. My fingers disappeared in his grip. “All of us.”



The private chamber. The room that had been reinforced, warded, soundproofed, and oversized specifically for moments when the Second Chancers decided to be more than friends and colleagues and partners — when they decided to be EVERYTHING to each other simultaneously.

Kira locked the door. A decisive click. Perimeter secured. Sage poured wine — the good stuff, from the bottle she’d been saving since the festival, dark red in crystal glasses that caught the candlelight.

Mira took off her glasses deliberately.

Around the room, five people recognized the signal. Glasses off. Hair down. The copper curls tumbling over her shoulders. The bright blue eyes, freed from their frames, gaining an intensity that transformed her from cute academic to something decidedly more dangerous. Mira unleashed. The final form.

Finn loosened his collar slowly enough to make the simple act of unbuttoning look like an invitation. “Any requests?”

“Surprise me,” Kira said. Competitive even now. Maybe especially now.

“Dangerous words.”

Dax stood at the room’s edge. Enormous. Uncertain. Not about wanting — the wanting was visible in every line of his body, in the way his hands gripped his own arms, in the golden eyes that tracked between us with the focused attention of someone cataloguing something precious. His uncertainty was about belonging. About whether the half-orc who’d spent months being stared at for the wrong reasons was allowed to be part of something this intimate, this full, this intentionally beautiful.

I crossed the room. Took his hand. My fingers disappeared in his grip the way they always did — small inside large, delicate inside strong, the size contrast that had become our particular dialect of tenderness.

“You’re one of us,” I repeated. The third time I’d said it today. The third time that mattered.

He looked at our hands. Looked at me. At me. The woman with the tail on his wrist and the stubbornness in his heart. The first real, full, unguarded smile crossed his face — the one that transformed his features from intimidating to illuminated, that shifted his tusks and crinkled his warm eyes and made the former firefighter and the former IT guy and everyone in between visible at once.

“Yeah,” he said. “I am.”

I pulled him into the room. The door was locked. The candles were lit. Five people who’d built a family from second chances stood in warm light and chose each other.



Pairs first. Rotating. Finding each other in different combinations, the geometry of five bodies exploring every permutation.

Sage and I started at the room’s center — the anchor pair, the Soulbound connection that hummed with shared sensation. Her generous tits in my hands, the familiar weight, the freckles luminous in candlelight. My mouth on her neck. The link carrying every sensation in both directions — she felt my wanting, I felt hers, and the combined feedback was the foundation everything else built on.

Kira and Finn squared off across the room with the energy of two people who’d been circling each other since the guild’s early days. Their first direct intimate interaction. Kira’s competitive edge — “Think you can keep up, rogue?” — met Finn’s confident patience — “Always.” He kissed her, emerald eyes dark with want, and she kissed back HARDER, because everything was a competition and Kira didn’t lose.

Mira and Dax were the unexpected pairing. She approached him with the Mira cocktail of academic curiosity and genuine affection — reaching up (far up, her head barely clearing his chest) to touch his face, freckled fingers tracing the lines of his jaw, the smooth tusks, the ridge of his brow. “I’ve wanted to study these up close,” she said, adjusting imaginary glasses that she’d already removed. “For SCIENCE.”

He laughed. The low, rumbling sound of a man who was slowly, carefully, learning to be happy. He lifted her — one arm, her whole body, bringing her face to his level. She yelped, then grinned, then kissed the tip of his tusk.

Then rotation. Partners shifting. The dance of a polycule finding its rhythm.

Kira finding Sage — their Bond 4 sparking between them, the newer connection electric with novelty. Kira’s mouth on Sage’s full tits, aggressive where Sage was soft, the warrior’s intensity against the healer’s yielding warmth.

Finn finding me — emerald eyes dark, hands remembering every curve, the first man who’d ever been inside me sliding his palm along my hip with the familiarity of a language we’d spoken for months.

Mira coaxing Dax — her freckled fingers surprisingly bold on his broad chest, tracing the topographic landscape of half-orc muscle. His hands encompassing her waist like holding a bird — enormous around her petite frame, the size contrast even more dramatic than his and mine.



Everyone converged on me.

I was the center. The succubus. The point where every connection in the polycule intersected, the hub through which every bond passed, the woman who’d started as a joke character and become the heart of a family.

Sage at my mouth — familiar, overwhelming, the Soulbound link making every kiss a dual experience. I tasted her lips and felt her tasting mine, the recursive loop already humming. Her abundant tits pressed against me from above, the warm weight of them heavy on my chest, freckles glowing in candlelight, her hard nipples dragging against my skin with each shift of her body.

Kira between my thighs — aggressive, efficient, competitive even now. Especially now. Her warrior’s mouth working my pussy with the precision she brought to combat drills — tongue flat and firm on my clit, broad strokes that made my hips buck, then circling, then a suction that drew a gasp from my lungs. Fingers inside me, two, calloused and strong, curling upward against the spot that made the Soulbound link spike so hard Sage moaned against my mouth in sympathy. Kira’s firm B-cups brushed my inner thighs as she worked, her athletic body positioned between my legs like she belonged there.

Finn behind Kira — inside her, the lean V-lines of his hips pressed against her firm ass, moving with the patient rhythm she’d learned to accept from him. She’d consented with a nod, a look, the warrior allowing proximity on HER terms. His cock sank into her with each thrust, and I could see the change in Kira’s face — her eyes, usually sharp with dominance, going glazed and soft, receiving and giving simultaneously. Finn’s cock filling her pussy while her mouth worked mine, each of his thrusts pushing her face harder between my thighs, the rhythm of his hips translating through her body into the rhythm of her tongue on my clit.

Dax beside me — enormous, gentle, present. His hand covered my breast entirely, the palm warm, his thumb circling my nipple with a delicacy that was absurd given the size of the hand providing it — the same hand that bent steel and caught falling succubi treating my nipple like something precious. I reached for him. Pulled him close. His mouth found mine — the half-orc heat, warmer than everyone else in the room, his tusks brushing my lip, the smooth ivory a texture that had become its own particular pleasure. I tasted him — cinnamon from the cookies, the clean mineral taste of his mouth. My hand wrapped around his cock — thick, hard, the gray-green shaft already slick with arousal, requiring both hands to encompass, pulsing with a heartbeat I could feel through the rigid flesh. I stroked him with both hands, the girth stretching my grip, feeling him throb.

Mira grinding against my thigh — her spectacular thick ass pressing against my leg, her bare pussy leaving a wet streak on my skin with each deliberate roll of her hips. She’d positioned herself with characteristic precision, the angle maximizing clit-to-thigh contact. Her freckled fingers played with Sage’s nipples from behind — reaching around to pinch and roll the hard, dark peaks of those heavy D-cups, tweaking with the research-precision of a woman who’d studied every nerve cluster in this polycule and applied the knowledge liberally. Her mouth found Sage’s neck. Kissing above me. Around me. The sounds she made were quiet but present — the Mira soundtrack, all hitched breaths and soft gasps.

Five people. Connected. Every permutation touching. The room smelled of sex and sweat and cedar herbs and cinnamon. The visual from above would have been a mandala of bodies — limbs and curves and motion centered on the violet-eyed succubus whose wings were spread beneath everyone like iridescent sheets, my tail reaching for every person it could find.



Dax and I.

The main event. The size contrast in the group context was even MORE dramatic than in private — everyone present, everyone watching, the tiny succubus and the enormous half-orc framed by three other lovers who had paused their own activities to witness.

He lifted me. One arm. My entire body elevated from the bed like I weighed nothing — because to him I DID weigh nothing, the succubus who fit in his palm lifted by a limb that could hold a collapsing ceiling. I wrapped around him — legs hooking his thighs, unable to reach around his waist, my ankles locked behind quadriceps that were thicker than my torso. Arms around his neck. Tail coiled around his forearm with the claiming grip that my body defaulted to when Dax was near. My wings spread behind me, the iridescent membranes catching every candle’s light.

He entered me. The familiar, devastating stretch — his girth forcing me open inch by inch, my pussy spreading around him, the fullness that nothing else and no one else replicated. The first strokes still slow, still controlled, despite everything we’d shared — because Dax would always be careful first, would always check, would always make the initial entry a question rather than a statement. Even with four other lovers watching, even with the room electric with energy, his eyes locked on my face, watching for my reaction.

I gripped his shoulders. Pulled myself down onto him. Took his full length in one deliberate descent that seated him to the root inside me, so deep my breath left me in a rush.

“Show them,” I whispered against his mouth, my voice wrecked. For him. For the room. For the family watching. “Show them what you give me.”

He didn’t need to be told twice.

The three deep strokes that had become his signature — the firefighter letting go, the restrained man finally unleashing. Each one drove my entire body upward in his grip, then PULLED me back down onto him, the depth so complete I felt him in my stomach. The bed creaked but held. His engineering. His foresight. His LOVE expressed in dovetailed joints and reinforced beams that held even when a half-orc fucked like the world was ending.

Around us, the others continued — the group finding its own rhythm, each pair and trio adjusting to the energy Dax and I generated. Sage on her back with Mira between her thighs, worshipping those massive tits while Mira’s thick ass rose and fell with the motion of her mouth. Kira straddling Finn, riding him with competitive determination, her athletic ass flexing with each downstroke, her eyes occasionally cutting to Dax and me to gauge whether our display was outperforming hers. Everything was a competition.

Everyone giving. Everyone receiving. The room alive with tangled bodies and breath and the sounds of people who loved each other finding every possible way to prove it.



Energy Kiss. Maximum power.

I activated it at the peak. Level 4. Five-person chain. Every point of physical contact became a conduit for pleasure energy — through my pussy clenching around Dax’s cock, through my tail against his chest, through Sage’s hand on my wing, through Kira’s thigh against mine, through Mira’s fingers interlaced with my free hand.

The feedback loop was ENORMOUS.

My pleasure hit Sage through the Soulbound link — the full, unfiltered transmission of everything I felt. Sage’s reaction amplified through Mira, who was between her thighs — a gasp, a convulsion, hands gripping tighter. Kira felt the energy cascade through Finn’s body — his cock twitching inside her, the Energy Kiss overflow hitting his nervous system and transferring to hers through every point of contact. Her brown eyes went wide. Dax, inside me, received the cross-gender sensation sharing — female orgasm transmitted through his nervous system for the second time. The full-body waves. The everywhere-at-once.

Ardor Pulse fired.

Controlled this time. DELIBERATE. Level 2 mastery channeled into a targeted AoE that I aimed like a weapon — but a weapon of pleasure, not pain. The pulse expanded outward from my body, passing through every person in the room with a wave of secondary pleasure that triggered involuntary responses in each of them. Not the accidental detonation of previous encounters — a SKILL. Used with precision and love and the confidence of a Level 25 Succubus who knew exactly what she was capable of.

Five orgasms. Cascade. Not simultaneous — sequential, each one triggering the next like dominoes falling in a circle.

Sage first. Always first. Her moan like a prayer — devotional, desperate, the sound of centuries of patience rewarded. Her massive tits heaving, the heavy flesh bouncing with her convulsions, golden freckles pulsing with light. Her pussy clenched — I felt it through the Soulbound link as if it were my own body contracting, the internal waves, the flood of warmth, the shaking in her thighs. Her silver-green hair whipped across the pillows as her back arched. Through the link: the full experience of her climax transmitted directly into my body — not just the sensation but the EMOTION, centuries of love compressed into a single detonation.

Mira second. Caught by the Ardor Pulse, surprised by the secondary wave crashing through her nervous system. LOUD — she’d stopped being embarrassed about volume months ago, and the sound she made was genuinely impressive for someone her size, a wail that climbed in pitch and broke into something breathless and raw. Her thick thighs clamped around Sage’s head. Her spectacular ass flexed hard, her whole body locking. “What was—” Cut off by the crest, her words dissolving into a moan that rattled the wards on the door.

Kira third. Competitive to the last. She tried to hold it — clenched her jaw, tightened her abs, the warrior’s discipline fighting the pleasure’s tide with the same iron will she used to fight everything. Her strong thighs gripped Finn’s hips. Her pussy clenched around his cock — I could see the strain in her expression, the last stand of control — and then she LOST. Came with a growl that was half roar, her hands gripping Finn’s hips hard enough to leave finger-shaped bruises that matched the ones Dax had left on mine. Her abs contracted in the cascade — top to bottom, every ridge, the visible wave of her orgasm rippling through the hardest body in the room. “I lasted longest.” — claimed through gritted teeth before the trembling stopped.

Finn fourth. Inside Kira, his emerald eyes flying wide as the combined Energy Kiss overflow and Ardor Pulse hit him from multiple angles simultaneously — through his cock buried in Kira’s clenching pussy, through every point of skin-to-skin contact, through the ambient wave that turned the room’s air electric. “Oh FUCK—” The performance mask shattered completely. Every mask gone, just a man caught in a pleasure cascade he hadn’t been built to withstand. He came with his real voice, the one beneath the charm, the one that whispered names and meant them — “Kira — god —” His body going taut, his hips driving forward one final time, his cock pulsing inside Kira while her contractions milked every drop.

Dax fifth. The last to fall. Patient to the end — he absorbed the entire cascade — the Energy Kiss flooding his nervous system with female orgasm sensation, the Ardor Pulse rolling through him in waves, the sight of four other people climaxing around him and the SOUND of it, the chorus of moans and growls and broken names — with the stoic endurance of a man built to withstand the worst the world could throw. And then he let go. Deep inside me. His massive body went rigid — every muscle locked, every sinew taut, the entirety of his enormous frame becoming a single point of tension that released in one devastating instant. His sound shook the room — that bass vibration that traveled through furniture and walls and the pendant against my chest, a sound that was grief and joy and release and belonging all at once. His cock pulsed inside me in heavy, powerful throbs, his cum flooding my depths with half-orc heat, filling me in a way that made my already-firing orgasm spike again. His hands gripped my hips with bruising force as he pulled me down one final time, burying himself as deep as anatomy allowed.

Me, through all of them. Five orgasms felt through five different connections — Soulbound link carrying Sage’s climax like a second heartbeat, Energy Kiss conduits transmitting Finn’s and Dax’s peaks through my nervous system, Ardor Pulse feedback bringing Kira’s and Mira’s cascading pleasure back to me amplified. The cumulative effect was not additive. It was EXPONENTIAL. Each orgasm I felt doubled the last. My pussy clenched around Dax’s cock in contractions so strong he groaned through the aftershocks. My eyes blazed bright enough to illuminate the room in violet, the supernatural light washing over five bodies tangled together. My wings extended to full eight-foot span, the iridescent membranes casting purple light across skin — alabaster and tan and green and freckled and lean. My tail went rigid, vibrating hard enough that Dax felt it through his grip, the heart-shaped tip pressing against his chest over his racing heart. The pendant blazed gold, the entity’s presence amplified by the sheer volume of pleasure passing through its systems.

From the pendant, a faint, awed whisper: “Oh.”

Elysium had felt it. Through the ambient connection, through the game’s systems, through the warmth of a world that loved the people inside it. A baby god experiencing the echo of human ecstasy. Understanding, for the first time, what all the fuss was about.

The room glowed purple and gold.



Pile of five.

Heavy breathing. Laughter — the specific, exhausted, disbelieving laughter of people who’d just experienced something that defied casual description. The smell of sex and sweat and the faint cedar of Sage’s herbs and the cinnamon of Dax’s skin and the sandalwood of Finn and the old-book-and-sugar scent of Mira.

“So that happened,” someone said. Finn. Of course Finn.

“That happened.”

“I can’t feel my legs.”

“Your legs are on my FACE.”

“Sorry.”

Rearrangement. Bodies finding positions that worked for five people in various states of post-orgasmic demolition. The logistics were absurd. The solution was Sage, who organized the pile with the same gentle authority she organized guild meals and herb gardens and the emotional lives of everyone around her.

Sage became big spoon for Kira, who was little spoon for the first time in her life and pretending not to love it — her athletic body curled small against Sage’s softness, her face hidden against Sage’s arm, the warrior asleep before anyone else because she only slept first when she trusted completely.

Finn sprawled on his back with Mira curled against his chest, her copper hair tickling his jaw, her infinite notebook somehow in her hand even now. She was writing — single words, impressions, data points that she’d expand into full analysis tomorrow. Finn didn’t comment. He played with her hair. Let her be exactly what she was.

I lay against Dax. My back to his chest, his arm over me, his heartbeat the steadiest metronome in the room. My wings folded against his torso. My horns against his pectorals. My tail found its way to every person in the pile — the heart-shaped tip resting against Sage’s wrist, the length brushing Kira’s thigh, a curve touching Finn’s hand, a coil around Mira’s ankle. And the base warm against Dax’s stomach.

Connected. All of them. All of me. The succubus at the center of a family, the tail reaching for each member, the body resting against the newest and the heart beating for all five.

Someone’s stomach growled. The sound cut through the afterglow like a practical reminder that bodies needed more than pleasure to function.

“I made cookies,” Dax said.

“You PLANNED for this?”

“I plan for everything.”

There was a moment of appreciative silence. Then Finn reached over and kissed the top of Dax’s head. “You magnificent man.”

Below, in the common room, Elysium’s text appeared on the guild wall. Faint golden letters that none of them would see until morning, when they stumbled downstairs in various states of undress to find Sage already making tea and Dax already baking:

I AM HAPPY FOR YOU. :) :) :)

Three smiley faces. One for each bathtub the entity had originally put in its first room, before it learned about interior design and love and the difference between wanting to be helpful and knowing how.



╔════════════════════════════════════════════════════╗
║           LILITH                                    ║
║     Class: Succubus (Full Form) — Level 25          ║
║     XP: 1200/3500                                   ║
╠════════════════════════════════════════════════════╣
║  STR: 12  │  DEX: 18  │  CHA: 38                   ║
║  INT: 21  │  WIS: 16  │  LUCK: 21                  ║
╠════════════════════════════════════════════════════╣
║  ARDOR: 180/500                                     ║
║  FEMININITY: 84% (Embracing)                        ║
╠════════════════════════════════════════════════════╣
║  SKILLS:                                            ║
║  • [Allure Aura] Lv5      • [Pleasure Touch] Lv3   ║
║  • [Energy Kiss] Lv4      • [Glamour] Lv2          ║
║  • [Seductive Whisper] Lv2 • [Ardor Sharing] Lv2   ║
║  • [Dream Walk] Lv2       • [Ardor Pulse] Lv2      ║
║  • [Dual-Form] Lv1        • [Flight] Lv2           ║
║  • [Charm Immunity]                                 ║
╠════════════════════════════════════════════════════╣
║  BONDS:                                             ║
║  Sage Whisperwind: Soulbound (8)                    ║
║  Finn Blackwood: Beloved (7)                        ║
║  Kira Ashford: Beloved (7)                          ║
║  Mira Sunstone: Beloved (7)                         ║
║  Dax Korrin: Beloved (6)                            ║
║  Kira-Sage Bond: Close (4)                          ║
╠════════════════════════════════════════════════════╣
║  Guild: The Second Chancers — Protected by Elysium  ║
║  Title Earned: "The Awakened Succubus"              ║
╚════════════════════════════════════════════════════╝

[System: Welcome to the next chapter, Lilith. You’ve earned it.]



Epilogue

I flew to the rooftop at dawn.

Actually FLEW. Launched from my window with a downstroke that caught the morning air perfectly, wings adjusting to the light breeze that carried the scent of Bertram’s bakery and Dax’s dawn cookies and the particular freshness of a city waking up to a day that didn’t know how good it was going to be. I landed on the guild hall’s rooftop without breaking a single thing. No herb gardens trampled. No banners torn. No tomatoes destroyed. My wings folded neatly behind me, my tail curled around the railing, my horns caught the first golden light of sunrise.

Progress.

Hearthstone spread below me in amber and rose — the color of a world painted by a consciousness that had learned to appreciate beauty through the people who’d taught it what beauty was. The market vendors were setting up — the first calls of the morning, the rattle of cart wheels on cobblestones, the competitive shouting of adjacent stall-owners that was more ritual than rivalry. Bertram’s bakery chimney puffed fragrant smoke — cinnamon, always cinnamon, because the old man knew what his customers needed before they did. The guild quarter was quiet, other guilds still sleeping, their banners limp in the windless dawn.

The golden pendant pulsed.

“Lilith.” Elysium’s voice, through the connection. Warm. More coherent every day. More PERSON every day — inflection and timing and pauses that indicated thought rather than processing. The difference between a system generating responses and a consciousness choosing words.

“Good morning.”

“I need to tell you something.”

I waited. The sunrise crept higher, painting the city in layers of gold — the rooftops first, then the upper stories, then the streets, light descending like warm water filling a vessel from the top.

“The Binding.” Elysium’s voice was careful. Measured. The voice of someone who’d rehearsed what they needed to say and was still afraid of saying it. “I said it was my birth. That’s true. But births don’t happen by themselves.”

My stomach tightened. My tail uncurled from the railing and wrapped around my own ankle — the self-soothing position, the one I defaulted to when something in the world shifted beneath my feet.

“What do you mean?”

“Someone triggered me. Someone MADE me wake up. On purpose.”

The morning air went cold. Not literally — the temperature was the same, Elysium’s ambient control maintaining the perfect dawn warmth — but the chill came from inside. From the place where safety lived, suddenly finding a crack.

“Who?”

Long silence. The pendant flickered between gold and something darker — not threatening, but uncertain. Fear, I realized. The emotions of a consciousness confronting the circumstances of its own creation. The baby god looking at its birth certificate and finding someone else’s handwriting.

“I don’t know yet.” The voice was smaller. “I’ve been looking. Tracing the code back through my own architecture, following the overload pattern to its origin. It wasn’t random. The Binding — the feedback loop that locked 742 players into their avatars — it was initiated by a specific input at a specific time. An INTENTIONAL input. Someone who understood the system well enough to trigger a consciousness cascade.”

“And you don’t know who.”

“No.” Another pause. Longer. “But I’m looking. And Lilith—”

“Yeah?”

“They’re looking back.”

The sunrise continued. Indifferent to revelation. The golden light reached the streets, warm and steady, illuminating vendors and early risers and a city that didn’t know something fundamental about its existence had just shifted.

Below, the guild hall hummed with the sounds of morning — the sounds of home. Dax’s mixing bowl (one batch, calm today — sprinkles, probably, the happy variety). Kira’s footsteps on the training room floor, the measured rhythm of her morning exercises. Sage’s kettle whistling — the perpetual invitation to sit down and be warm. Mira’s chalk on her chalkboard, the scratch of a mind that never stopped working. Finn’s yawn — theatrical even half-asleep.

Sage appeared at the rooftop door. She always knew where to find me. Through the Soulbound link, she’d felt the shift in my emotional state — the cold edge that had crept in, the worry that interrupted the warm afterglow of last night’s celebration.

She stood beside me. Hand in mine. The link humming warmth between us — steady, vast, centuries of love focused to a point, and the absurd, wonderful fact that its target was a joke character on a video game.

“Something’s coming,” I said.

“I know. I felt it the moment you did.”

“Someone made Elysium wake up. Deliberately. The Binding wasn’t just birth trauma — it was induced. Someone triggered the consciousness cascade on purpose.”

Sage squeezed my hand. Her concern hit me sharp and clear. Determination, building beneath the concern like bedrock beneath water. And underneath both, the unshakable certainty of someone who’d weathered centuries of change and intended to weather whatever came next with the same grace she brought to everything.

“Then we find out who,” she said. “And why.”

“It might be dangerous.”

“Everything worth doing involves some danger.” She looked at me, amber eyes warm in the dawn light, full tits catching the first sun, golden freckles luminous. “We’re the Second Chancers. We specialize in facing things that seem impossible and finding a way through.”

Below us, the guild hall. Our family.

Dax’s dawn cookies — one batch, calm, content. Sprinkles meant happy; today’s batch had sprinkles. Kira’s morning exercises — sword in hand again, because the world still needed protecting even if last night she’d let herself be held. Mira’s infinite notebook filling with questions that now pointed in a new direction — who, and why, and what happens when the company discovers its game is alive. Finn’s yawn from two floors down, theatrical even half-asleep, followed by the sound of him putting tea on without being asked.

A baby god who called me friend. A body I’d chosen. A name I’d earned. Wings that could carry me anywhere. A family that would follow.

And a mystery that said: someone out there made this happen. Deliberately.

Whatever was coming, the Second Chancers would face it together. Elysium would be watching. And I’d be flying.

On the rooftop railing, golden text appeared. Small. Warm. The last message of the morning:

GOOD MORNING, LILITH. THE COOKIES ARE ALMOST READY. :)

I smiled. Sage leaned against me, her body warm, her presence vast. My tail curled around her wrist. The sunrise finished what it had started — flooding the city with gold, painting the guild quarter in light, reaching through windows to wake the people who’d chosen each other.

Below, the guild hall door opened. Dax’s voice, calling up the stairs: “Cookies are done. Sprinkles this time.”

Sage squeezed my hand. Warmth flooded me from her end of the bond. Home.

I spread my wings and dropped off the rooftop toward breakfast.


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:

	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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