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Naughty Excerpt from “Naughty Duelist's Nubile Delights”

I rammed my tentacle into Maria's pussy as I plunged my pierced dick into Nîya's cunt.

Both of them moaned their delight while their hot sheaths engulfed my cock and tentacle in ecstasy. I reveled in the passion flowing through me. It was amazing. The silk of Nîya's pussy massaged my dick while Maria's juicy twat caressed my appendage. Their silky cunts squeezed down on me.

“Marcus!” Maria groaned. “Yes, yes, I love your tentacles.”

“Oh, Marcus, your prowess!” Nîya moaned.

“I know, it is excellent,” moaned Kulri. She stood naked and quivering, her large breasts jiggling. Though her pussy dripped juices, she hadn't touched herself yet. Waiting, having to deny her urges, only fed her masochistic passions.

“I'll get to you, elf,” I said. “Eventually.”

She shuddered.

“Maybe I'll fuck you while you lick the jizz from Nîya's pussy. Or maybe I'll go fuck Twist in the ass and leave you aching.”

“Whatever you wish, Marcus Aurelius!” the elf moaned, her ears twitching and her eyes glossy.

“Ooh, she's a submissive one,” Nîya moaned, her pussy squeezing about my dick and sending a burst of delight through me. “I like it.”

“So do I,” I groaned and drew back.

Nîya gasped, those large breasts of hers jiggling. I pumped my tentacle in and out of Maria's pussy as I leaned over. My hands grabbed the dryad's bountiful breasts. I squeezed those mounds, the leaves cladding them rustling. I kissed her hard on the mouth.

Her arms and legs wrapped around me. She held me tight as I drove my cock back into her pussy, my piercing twisting inside of her. I fucked her hard. I slammed to the hilt in her again and again. I reveled in her pussy's silky grip about me. That wonderful snatch squeezed me. I loved every second of burying in her.

“Marcus!” whimpered Maria in the background, her pussy clenching down on my tentacle. Her breasts jiggled in the embrace of the other. “Yes, yes, you're going to make me cum again. I love your tentacles!”

Kulri whimpered.

I loved the sounds as I thrust my dick hard and fast into Nîya's pussy. I rammed into her, loving every second of her tight snatch about me. My cock piercing shifted, stimulating my crown and adding more delight. She squeezed that cunt about me, her tongue dancing with mine. Her lips tasted almost as sweet as her cunt. I massaged the sides of her boobs, squeezing them as I thrust into her.

The chair she leaned back on creaked from the force. I didn't care. I kept fucking her, holding Maria above us now. She gasped and moaned, my tentacle fucking her pussy with the same passion that I used to pound Nîya's cunt.

“Ooh, ooh, Maria, you're going to cum so hard!” Iris cheered.

“I am!” gasped my Duelist. Her cunt squeezed about my tentacle. “So hard! Marcus! Marcus! I love yoooo...oooour tentacle!”

I broke the kiss and growled, “I can tell. Squeeze that cunt on my tentacle. I can feel that silky pussy.”

“Mmm, can you feel this silky cunt?” Nîya gasped, clenching her snatch down on my dick.

I grinned down at her. “What do you think?”

“That you're going to dump all that cum in me. Just flood me with it all. I'm going to have such a huge orgasm on your dick. It'll be stupendous.”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Chapter One: Beneath Twilight

The chanting reached a feverish peak. Through the dark trunks of the trees of the Twilight Forest, I caught glimpses of the ritual. The Cultists of Khoukiri, Goddess of Darkness, were on the verge of enacting the dark rites that would forever pervert this once-tranquil forest.

“Kulri!” I barked at my elf-slave. She was mine voluntarily, an elven Wizard with the Masochist trait. Pain and humiliation strengthened her. After her former master, a real piece of shit, had abused and molded her into a pain-slut, she craved it.

I gave it to her, but I didn't despise her. I didn't seek to crush her under my boot. I loved her and only wanted her to be happy. And if calling her “elf” and spanking her ass made her happy and cum, then I would make that pale ass glow.

“Marcus Aurelius,” she said, moving up before me. Not my real name. I hardly thought of my real name any longer. I'd left it behind, just like I'd left my miserable life in the “real world” to enter this video game world. I had crossed through the Digital Barrier to a realm shattered into thousands of pieces linked by Shardpools.

I still wasn't sure if I had entered a computer simulation of such life-like details that I couldn't tell the difference. If this was all digital, then it was impressive. Every blade of grass was rendered with such precision and where every NPC I encountered could talk and react in ways that no AI, no matter how well the Natural Language Processors worked, could mimic. The women of my harem and adventuring party weren't code.

They were real flesh and blood.

So maybe I was just in another universe. One with strange rules that mimicked an MMORPG. Like levels, classes, even character sheets. We had pools of Hit Points that determined how much damage we could take and Technical Points and Magic Points that governed how many of our abilities we could use before we exhausted them. We had Traits that affected our primary and secondary abilities or gave us bonus under certain circumstances. I could feel the four women with me. They were my party members, our status shared among us like a sixth sense.

Kulri stood before us all. Her pink robes were obscene even for an erotic video game that I had entered (or that had somehow channeled this other world). Made of pink silk, it cupped her large breasts while leaving her stomach bare. Technically robes for a Mage class Shardhunter to wear, it fell down her back and to her ankles, but left her front exposed.

It also left her soft-pink nipples uncovered. They thrust out hard and fat through the holes cut in the robes. They were from the Temple to Shuwëmeri, the Goddess of Fertility. Having her nipples exposed at all times fed that masochistic streak to be humiliated in my wicked elf. She was gorgeous standing there, gripping her Swiftsong Yew Staff, a pale-white implement with a bird carved at the top. She had pale-yellow hair that was almost white, her long, pointed ears thrusting out from them. Her eyes held a soft shade of violet, sensual to peer into. She looked eighteen but was actually a hundred-and-two.

She wore a pair of pink panties and thigh-high stockings made of silk that counted as the other half of her armor. The undergarment was dainty, molding to the hairless folds of her pussy and perfectly outlining the magical clit ring she now wore, an item we'd found in our last adventure on the Airy Plateau.

White beaded her nipples. She let out a throaty purr as her lactation began. “Drink deep, Marcus Aurelius.”

I bent down and latched onto her breast. I suckled with hunger, the warm and creamy delight flowing into me. I shuddered, feeling it buff my Level 20 body. A tingle raced through my armored form. I gulped it down, savoring the wonderful treat. My chest swelled beneath my Invigorating Iron Breastplate. My legs shifted, clad in Fortified Iron Cuisses and Greaves. The medium-class armor girded my body while my new cloak fell off the shoulders and down my back.

“Mine thanks for providing this buff that we may sup upon,” Dëshoma said as she nuzzled to the other nipple.

My Cleric and lover joined me, nursing from Kulri's left breast. The angelborn's halo pulsed with golden light, so obvious in the gloom of the Twilight forest. The purple nun's habit she wore brushed my cheek as she suckled with hunger.

I popped my mouth off, the buff fully sunk into my body. A two minute bonus to all my four primary stats: Strength, Faith, Dexterity, and Intelligence. The first two were the most important to me as a Paladin.

I watched Dëshoma suckle. She wore a white wimple wrapped around her head, framing the pale features of her innocent face. Her eyes were closed as she nursed. Her body trembling. The sleeveless, pink habit she wore clung to her round breasts and had a diamond cutout that left the inner slopes of her tits visible. Despite her modest demeanor, she always wore the sluttiest outfits.

Those erotic elements were baked into this world.

She wore a pleated skirt of fluttering, purple silk that rippled with her slightest movement. With it came matching thigh-high stockings. Her heeled shoes looked made of swans feathers and gave her an increased speed. She clutched a white, leather-bound bible that she channeled her miracles through, prayers granted to her by Ëshuxeri, Goddess of Love.

“Gotta get me some of that milk,” hissed Twist.

The busty dragonborn took my place, leaning in to suckle from my elf's heavy tit. Twist was all crimson scales save on her belly and breasts which were covered by bands of pink. She was tall and hairless but beautiful. She had an exotic quality to her, inhuman and gorgeous. She was my Thief, and one who didn't shy from backstabbing and looting. Gaining wealth was why she was here.

For armor, she merely wore leather straps that crisscrossed. They barely covered her nipples and held slots for her collection of throwing stars to hold on. The straps had a blood-red hue, contrasting with the pink of her large tits. She wore leather panties studded with copper rivets that had a crackling quality to them. Knee-high boots of brown capped off her look.

Dangerous and breathtaking all at the same time.

“As always, thy breast milk is an exhilarating treat to drink, Lady Kulrigiizhai,” Dëshoma said when she finished, speaking in that formal way of hers. She always used Kulri's full name. I found it a mouthful to say.

“It is!” Iris said. My little pixie, and mascot, darted down. She was my helper AI originally. A fairy that stood as tall as my hand was long. She had gossamer wings and her naked body trailed pink and glittering dust. She sucked a bead of milk from Kulri's nipple and giggled in delight before zipping up in the air, shedding light around her.

“Your turn, Maria,” Kulri said, hefting her breast.

I glanced at the last member of the group, Maria du Marne. The human Duelist wasn't supposed to be here. She was supposed to have returned to her village this morning. She had found the object that she sought, Ethileri's Tear, the magic artifact she needed to heal the Cock-Wilt Plague afflicting the men of her village.

I had come to enjoy her in the last week of adventuring. My first party member. I had saved her from a slime. She'd grown so much. A bold and daring fighter who didn't flinch from the danger. I always knew she would leave to go back to her village. I had braced myself for the pain of her departure. But she didn't go. She claimed she didn't want us exploring the Twilight Forest short-handed.

It was clear she didn't want the fun to end, but her people needed her.

Her red hair fell down her face as she bent down to suckle at Kulri's nipple. Twist still drank from the other. Maria latched on and closed her eyes. Submissive and a Fellatist, Maria was a joy to have in the party. A thrill to enjoy her body. She could suck cock like no one else. She had a toned, athletic, and gorgeous figure. She wore a leather thong, white with blue metal studs, that left her bubbly rear exposed. The leather bra she wore had a fringe of rawhide that gave it a savage look. A parrying dagger and rapier hung on her belt. Heeled, knee-high boots gave her a graceful strut.

I didn't want her to leave, but she couldn't stay forever. Her village needed her cure.

Twist popped her mouth off. “Lovely.” She shuddered. “Let'sssss fuck those cultists up.”

She had started using my swearing.

“Mmm,” Kulri said and lifted her breast up to her lips to suckle herself while Maria finished up the buff.

“From the sky above,” Dëshoma chanted, holding her bible out before her, “I pray to let thy blessing of skill suffuse my companions.”

Another buff settled on us in a mote of sparkling light. I felt Litany of the Sky melting through my skin, arming me to swing my weapon true. To strike hard and fast and deliver pain on my enemies. I grinned and set my Iron Kite Shield. It was a medium-class shield, shaped like a kite and painted blue with black trim. A wolf's head howled in the middle.

I wanted to do the same.

In my other hand, I held my Blessed Ax of Fertile Hew, a gift from Shuwëmeri's Temple. A double-headed ax, the two crescent blades made of reddish copper. It had a perfect balance. The busty form of the fertility goddess was carved into the handle. I loved the weapon. It had kept me alive more than once. I should upgrade it. I was Level 20 and it was a Level 10 weapon. I could deal more damage...

It would be a hard weapon to replace.

Twist drew her sacrificial dagger, a curvy and sinuous weapon she'd taken from the Cultist of Thūgiz who had tried to corrupt Shuwëmeri's temple. It bled unholy black, feeling slightly evil. It also crackled with electricity from her panties. Maria drew her shadowy rapier. Made of black iron, it left dark streaks behind when it moved as if it stained the air with inky shadows. In her other hand, she held a parrying dagger with a basket hilt.

“Ready?” I asked, the chanting from the Cultists of Khoukiri growing louder and louder.

“Let'sss go,” Twist hissed and then she disappeared. She could Vanish, turning invisible.

“I am ready, Marcus Aurelius.”

“Mine miracles shall keep thee alive in this most perilous of fight, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said, her eyes shining with love.

Maria gave me a tight nod.

I burst into a run and crashed through the brush. I exploded out into the clearing dominated by a massive tree. It had a trunk as wide as a small Toyota sedan. Its branches spread in a massive canopy. It was draped in black cloth, night woven into sheets. The Cultists were blessing another sheet as they wound it around the trunk. A glowing ring of mushrooms grew around the base, spilling a phosphorescent blue on the black robes of the minions of the Goddess of Darkness.

We'd been fighting against their corruption all day. Twisted treants, dark shadows, and cultists wielding scimitars of pure night. They were perverting this land. It was what all the followers of the Gods of Dark and Chaos had been doing. Finding remote parts of this shattered world and defiling them.

And the idiot followers of Pushijer, one of the Gods of Light, wanted to keep the world broken into a thousand pieces. They didn't want it mended for they feared evil would spread. But fractured and disorganized, everyone cut off from helping their neighbors, only allowed the rot to grow unhindered.

It pissed me off. I was here to save the world. To repair these Shattered Lands into a whole.

I Yelled as I charged forward, activating a passive buff that upped my attack damage. Maria did the same. All members of the Fighter tree of classes had access to it. I felt the energy pumping me up as I raced across field. Glowing starflowers whipped at my feet, petals bursting from them.

On the edge of the clearing, a dryad chained to a loom and weaving more night gasped at the sight of us.

The cultists all turned. Their leader, swathed entirely in black, held out his hand. Something swirled and then a slash of darkness appeared in his grip, like a long triangle, a shard, had been cut into reality and allowed nothing to bleed out.

“Pha Ōhwah Khouk wihū!” hissed the figure in the language of demons, Dēmodith. “Theh duhfōm pha lābih khōng. Aphehz Ēkhoukī Aphehz!”

All the cultists summoned their own shards of night. I set my shield, ready for anything. I unleashed Zeal, a paladin ability that would buff my Strength and greatly increase my threat. I would hold aggro, keeping the enemy's attention on me, better on me with it.

“In the name of the Gods of Light and Order, I shall smite you, cock-suckers!” I bellowed, the zealous energy rushing through me. “I'll hack off your fucking heads and shove them up your 'where the sun never shines!' You'll love it!”

The cultists didn't seem impressed. They all faced the tree, backs to us. Fine with me. I closed the last distance, raising my weapon high to attack. I had a Holy Strike ready to smite the lead cultist and save this forest from being perverted.

They all slashed their throats.

The crimson blood spraying from their throats shocked me with the vividness of it. I skidded to a halt ten feet away as they staggered and then dropped to the ground. Their scarlet life spilled down the black cloth they had wound around the massive tree. The woven night sucked up the red like a hungry sponge.

“Fuck me,” an invisible Twist muttered from my right.

“Yeah,” I said. “Shit, get ready. The tree!”

The massive tree groaned. It swayed, every branch over our head rustling. Leaves shriveled black and then drifted down around us like blighted snow. Skeletal branches appeared. Only swollen, rotten fruit remained on the once mighty tree.

Roots burst from the ground and wrapped around the corpses of the cultists. They were pulled beneath the earth by the tree. I surged in, wanting to get some damage in now before the tree fully awakened.

“It's wood, Marcus!” Iris shouted. “It might be weak to fire.”

On my feet, I wore a pair of dark-red boots. They always had a faint trace of smoke curling up from them like they were one moment away from igniting into flames. I just had to let them burst with fire.

So I did. With a thought, I freed them to blaze.

Flames burst from them and ignited my skin. As I raised my ax up high to smite my enemy, the fire blazed over me. They swept beneath my armor and then down my right arm to my ax. The twin blades burst into flames.

I slammed a Holy Strike into the wood. Flames burst along with a pulse of white, divine damage. I dug into the cloth wrapped around the trunk and bit into the wood. A black sap oozed out. The tree thrashed.

Roots burst out of the ground around us.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The Thief broke out of her Vanish and attacked.

She slashed her sacrificial dagger, scaled tits heaving against the leather straps struggling to contain her busty attributes. Her knife scored across the cloth-wrapped bark. Sap spurted out from the deep wound Arterial Spray inflicted.

But there wasn't a bleed of sap. No gush of wound from the attack weakening it. Dealing bleed damage was Twist's specialty. She had gear that helped her do more damage. She hissed in frustration at its lack of effect.

Then the roots burst from the ground. Soil sprayed as she leaped back. The tree shook as it wrenched itself out of the ground. A few leaves that hadn't fallen drifted down through the air as the roots lashed out at Marcus on the other side.

The woody smack of roots lashing against his shield rang. His flaming ax swung again, slamming hard into the tree. Maria rushed up beside him, her red hair flying behind her, parrying dagger and shadowy rapier held at the ready.

Twist Shadow Cloaked, her new Level 20 ability. She could go invisible at will. Well, for 3 Technical Points. Cheap. She vanished and then thrust forward with a different attack that dealt more damage coming out of stealth.

Ambush buried her dagger deep into the tree.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

The roots pummeled Marcus's shield as the entire tree wrenched free of the ground. Over Maria's head, three purple shards of arcane energy, unleashed by Kulri's chanting, slammed into the trunk. A white light enveloped Marcus and left glowing motes around him.

The spell would heal him over time.

Maria unleashed Debilitating Strike to lower the Dark Tree's chance to hit him. She didn't want her party leader to be injured. She had put off healing her village to see that her friends, especially Marcus, didn't lack for her skill.

Her Black Iron Rapier struck true, lancing deep into the tree's side. A burst of frost rippled from the wound, courtesy of the panties she wore. She wrenched her rapier out and could instantly tell from how the roots attacked that it had shrugged off her debuff.

Then one root swung at her.

Out of instinct, she used her new ability: Riposte. Her parrying dagger—a thin, triangular blade of iron—blocked the root to the side. In the same motion, she plunged her rapier into the tree, another powerful hit. Her TP dropped, but she had plenty.

The party had leveled up right before the fight.

She dodged the next root while Marcus's flaming ax slammed into the tree. “Come on you fucking weed!” snarled Marcus. “I'll rip you out of the ground and mulch your woody ass!”

She smiled at him. He always had such colorful language. It excited her to fight beside him. She always felt better knowing he was in command, her attacks landing with a little more precision when he was near.

She didn't want to leave. She had the Tear. I shouldn't be here, whispered in the back of her mind.

“Move around,” Marcus growled. “Open some space. These roots might do some AoE damage.”

“Right!” she said, understanding when he said AoE, he meant an attack that hit an area, hitting all of them.

She obeyed with ease, shifting down and parrying another root. She thrust her rapier and reveled in the thrill of the fight.

*  \ * /  *

The roots slammed into my shield as I held it before me. I swept out, striking with a Hard Blow on the tree. It might be my Level 1 Fighter ability, but I had upgraded it. The best attack I had that used TP. As a hybrid class, I had both TP and MP abilities. I had two resource pools to manage.

Might as well use both.

Its roots slashed out at me as another Arcane Shard barrage slammed into the monster. Dëshoma's HoT (Healing over Time) restored the incidental damage that was getting over my shield. Those roots were still smacking me in the face, dealing me a few points of damage. But every hit with my ax leached life from the enemy. That and Dëshoma's prayer kept me topped off.

A root burst out of the ground and struck my arm. I gasped as it wrenched my left arm to the side, pulling my shield clear. A barrage of roots slammed into my armor and face. They dented my breastplate and hit gaps in my protection.

“Fucker!” I growled as a chunk of my Hit Points evaporated.

“Lord Marcus!” gasped Dëshoma. “Let mine understanding of the positive energy of this world flow out and heal my companion.”

As I slammed my ax in and hit the tree, a more focused healing spell engulfed me. Arcane Healing suffused my body. My wounds tingled. The surge of restorative energy shuddered through me, a rush I rode.

“Yes!” I growled and fought, my arm still wrapped up by a root, my shield neutralized. But I had Dëshoma's prayers and my own skill. I wasn't about to let this fucking tree kill me.

Above, the tree limbs creaked. And then it threw fruit over my head, streaking down at the two range casters in the back. Kulri and Dëshoma wore cloth armor. It did next to nothing to protect them from damage.

“Shit!” I snarled as the attack arced down at them.


Chapter Two: Rotten Fruit

Kulrigiizhai

“Let the geometries of spa—”

The rotten fruit landed between Kulrigiizhai and Dëshoma. It detonated in a spurt of rotten pulp. The foul liquid splashed over the elf, cutting off her spell. Acidic damage ate at her flesh, dropping her Hit Points by a quarter.

Then they went back up. Not a lot, but the pain from the injury activated her Masochist Clit Ring's healing property. The busty elf's long ears twitched. She gripped her Swiftsong stance as she refocused on the tree.

An emotion burst into life in Kulrigiizhai. Feeling emotions again was a new experience to her. After decades as an abused sex slave to her former master, a depraved elf named Veazzuaxziag, she had bottled up all her passions. She turned herself cold to endure the pain and the twisted sex that had followed. Her body had been warped to crave the pain and humiliation.

To get off on suffering.

Marcus had seen beyond her powers. He didn't see her as merely an elven Wizard or a submissive he could command. No, he saw that small bud inside of her wanting to flower. He'd nurtured it, cultivated her trust, and coaxed her to bloom. She had given herself utterly to him. She was still his sex slave, but she knew she had worth.

Kulrigiizhai had value. She reveled in the anger surging through her. The outrage that this disgusting tree would dare attack her with its foul fruits. It had to pay. She had to hurt it for its assault upon her person.

She activated her clit ring.

A shuddering moan of pleasure burst from her lips as the pain blazed in her clitoris. The ring burned with such wonderful agony. Her Hit Points plummeted further. She injured herself to deal more spell damage.

“Let the geometries of space,” she chanted, the words pouring from her lips, “ form into shards of slashing death!”

Her magic shot from the songbird on her staff. Three shards of purple, arcane energy lanced through the air and tore into the bark of the tree. A self-satisfied smile turned the corners of the elf's lips. The tips of her long ears twitched while the pain burned so wonderfully through her clit.

Pussy juices soaked her panties as she launched into her next spell. Soothing bliss engulfed her, the healing energy from Dëshoma restoring what she'd lost. Kulrigiizhai hardly noticed as she stared at the tree and unleashed her prowess.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

“Don't stand so close to Kulri!” Marcus shouted as he battled the tree.

Dëshoma finished chanting her spell and healed the wounds Kulrigiizhai took, the Priestess's Healing Butt Plug stretching out her asshole tingling as it boosted the number of Hit Points she healed. The angelborn Cleric moved away, her Swift Stiletto Heels carrying her fast across the battlefield. Her purple skirt fluttered and her round breasts jiggled while that naughty cone in her bowels shifted around in her. She was down Hit Points, too, but she could hold off healing herself.

Marcus needed her magic. His shield arm was trapped. She could do nothing for that, but she could mitigate the damage he took from the roots pummeling him. Every adventure, he stepped between her and danger.

Every day, he proved why her love was not misplaced.

The Cleric of Love chanted her prayer to Ëshuxeri. The words tumbled from her lips. Her bible glowed white. She unleashed her passion and engulfed Marcus with the soothing energy channeled from her Goddess.

The butt plug vibrated again.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Shadow Cloak sprung around Twist.

She vanished.

The dragonborn Thief loved her new ability. It doubled her damage output. So many of her attacks dealt more when she burst out of some form of stealth. Yes, she blazed through her TP, but a miser might horde all the wealth in the world, but did he get to enjoy it?

No, he doesn't.

Twist wanted to enjoy that life. Which was why she had to get every coin she could out of adventuring. She had to pay that bastard Grunt back. She would get out from beneath his thumb. She would not go back to her old life.

She would embrace a new one.

Her Ambush tore into the tree. Her Sacrificial Dagger ripped out a large chunk of the tree's bark. As she reappeared, black sap oozed from the wound crackling with lightning and sizzling with unholy damage. She hissed in delight. The branches reached for her.

Shadow Cloak embrace her once more. She darted to the right and then unleashed her next Ambush. A critical hit. She left a long gash in the tree. She hissed in delight, her TP nearing running out.

Time to change tactics.

She activated her Copper Studded Leather Panties. The rivets on her garment crackled to life. It surged power into her. Her attack speed doubled. Her dagger slashed through the air before her, carving at the tree while its branches launched out at her.

She dodged, wove. Some of the roots struck her, leaving stinging wounds on her scaled thighs or pink-banded belly. Her large tits heaved in the harness of her leather straps. She didn't care. She kept up the fight.

She would fell this tree with her party's aid.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

It was the right choice not to go back, Maria told her guilt rippling through her. They need me.

She unleashed the power of her Black Iron Rapier. It became misty shadows. At the same time, she used her new ability, Double Stab. She attacked twice with her insubstantial rapier. Her blade buried deep into the wood of the tree in two rapid plunges, her rapier penetrating to its vulnerable core both times.

It groaned. A sound of throaty anger. Roots attacking Marcus peeled off to lunge at her. Dirt flew as the tree attacked her. Her parrying dagger blocked even as she dodged the attack. She savored the thrill.

One root struck her thigh. Pain stung.

Light burst around her. Theological Litany enveloped her with a steady tick of healing. Her Hit Points rose as she kept up the fight. A thick root swung at her. She pivoted, her red hair flying behind her.

She buried her rapier into the tree, grinning.

“Yeah, take that you... you... dick-sucking tree!” she shouted, exhilaration running through her.

“Cock-sucking tree!” corrected Marcus, his copper-headed ax flashing. It buried deep into the tree's bark.

“Right!” she said, grinning at him. It was such a thrill to fight at this side. She had to give this up. Soon. But why?

The tree's roots raised up, the tree only supporting itself on a few of them. Branches creaked overhead. Maria tensed for the attacks to fly at her, ready to Riposte and inflict damage back on the black-cursed arboreal.

The roots slammed into the ground.

The earth shook beneath Maria's feet. She gasped and was thrown to her side, failing to resist the attack. Though Strength fed the Resistance secondary stat, Dexterity didn't. She hit the ground hard. Twist hissed, landing on her back. The roots lifted up to strike again.

But Marcus didn't fall. Faith was the other stat that fed into Resistance. None in the party could withstand status effects better than he. He kept his balance and roared out his defiance at the tree as its roots crashed down at the prone and vulnerable Maria.

They struck.

Pain exploded through her. She screamed as her Hit Points plummeted. Twist hissed, taking her own share of damage. It hit Marcus, too, but he weathered it better and raised his flaming ax. It burst with divine white.

*  \ * /  *

The HoT and my ax kept my Hit Points up even after the area of effect attack.

I couldn't say the same about Maria and Twist. Both had taken hard damage. Maria was left in a hard way and Dëshoma was in mid-chant. I could heal now, too. I had a new Paladin ability. I bent down and touched the prone Maria.

Shared Faith flowed healing energy into her. She gasped, her eyes widening as the bruises rising across her flat stomach and her face melted away. She wasn't fully topped off, but she was back in the fight. She grinned up at me.

“Kick its ass,” I growled at her and swung my ax at the damned tree.

Maria flashed me a smile and we attacked it together. Her red hair streamed as she dodged and parried. Her rapier threaded through the roots flailing around the base of the tree, her attack damaging the bark. My flaming ax left deep gouges. The cloth wrapped around it lay in tatters now.

With a growl, I wrenched my arm free of the grab. Finally, I could use my shield again. I blocked the next barrage of hits from the roots. Dëshoma's healing engulfed me. As always, her magic was a life-send. It boiled around me, driving back the foe.

“No!” Dëshoma gasped.

Bursts of rotten fruit exploded behind me. A barrage of them. I could hear Kulri and Dëshoma fleeing, trying not to get ripped apart by it. I raised my shield, weathering the whipping roots and lashing tendrils. They crashed into my shield. Some spilled over the rim and cracked into my face. Blood spurted from my brow. My brain felt knocked around.

I snarled and slammed my ax into the tree. A Hard Strike, burning through the last of my TP.

The tree groaned above. I looked up to see a thick branch hurtling down at me. Maria dodged to the right to avoid it. No escape for me. Dëshoma hadn't healed me, my Hit Points descending. Would this attack take me down?

In that split moment, I decided. I activated my Iron Titan Belt. The chains rattled around my waist and sent a surge of strength into me.

The thick branch slammed into the crown of my head.

The blow cracked hard. The force staggered me. It should have crushed my head to pulp, but I had the magic surging through my system. Immune to the blow, I shrugged it off and laughed at the tree, slamming my ax into the tree.

“Don't get hit with that one!” I snarled to my companions.

Dëshoma's next Arcane Healing burst around me, surging up my Hit Points and sending the warmth of her love into me.

“Don't plan on it!” Twist hissed. “My head's not as thick as yoursssss.”

A burst into loud laughter.

The ground buckled at my feet. Cursing, I backpedaled, armor rattling around me. New roots ripped out of the ground. They were wrapped around a hooded body. One of the cultists who had slashed his throat appeared. Its body was dead, face pale beneath the hood. Sightless eyes stared at me. Roots grew out of its mouth. Others burst out of the soil, dripping in blood.

They had grown through the corpse and now were being controlled by the tree. They all had now broken free of the dark loam. Behind Twist, one grabbed her. She gasped, her eyes widening. Then she screamed.

Her Hit Points began to drain while the corpse's face swelled with life. It was leaching life from her.

I blocked the grab from the puppeteered cultist before me and used Shield of Faith, sending out a bubble of protection to ward Twist. The energy spread out from her, throwing back the cultist. She staggered, roots swiping in to attack her, rippling off the barrier.

“Mother fuckers,” I snarled as the puppet lunged for me, head lolling at a strange angle. Woody tendrils grew out of the ragged wound sliced deep in his throat.

My skin crawled.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

As the corpse lunged at Maria, she activated her Duelist Boots.

With ease, the Duelist danced around the flapping robes. Arms closed over nothing. She lunged forward with her blade, unleashing a Double Stab. She plunged her rapier twice into the dead enemy in a blur of motion, ripping through the corpse.

It didn't make a sound.

It spun around and lunged again. Maria, almost out of TP, burned the last of them on a Riposte. Her parrying dagger knocked the right arm to the side as her rapier thrust forward. A clean strike through the head, brushing through the eye and into the skull.

The puppet shuddered and then collapsed. She ripped her blade free and smiled. Marcus's flaming ax took off the second one's head. Twist, in the bubble, backed off from the third stumbling at her, arms outstretched to suck at her life.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

“Let the geometries of space twist and bind my enemy!”

The magic flowed from the elf. Her ears twitched as the purple bindings of Arcane Chain wrapped up the third animated corpse. Its arms snapped to its side. It stumbled and fell to its knees, immobilized by her spell.

Twist's protective bubble burst. She launched her attack at the tree, dagger slashing with fast precision. Healing energy burst around Maria as she and Marcus turned back to the tree. Kulrigiizhai's magic dwindled. She had few spells left before she'd have to drink a Potion of Angel Milk and restore her MP.

“Let the geometries of space form into shards of slashing death!” Kulrigiizhai chanted.

The three shards of arcane energy surged out at the tree. Before it even hit, she broke into a run. The fruit arched into the air and slammed into the ground where she'd stood. The earth sizzled from the diseased pulp.

She stopped, her large breasts heaving. Drops of milk spilled from her nipples. She faced the tree and launched into the words for Arcane Shard again. She had two more castings of it. She reached into her reserve of Magic Points.

Unleashed her damage and ran.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The tree's branch raised up.

“Lord Marcus, above thee!” Dëshoma gasped, her asshole squeezing down on her magical butt plug. She clutched her bible in hand. Her Magic Points were growing perilously low.

“Fuck!” Marcus shouted even as Dëshoma launched into her healing spell, the cone vibrating in her asshole.

Arcane Healing took three seconds to cast. The branch slammed down at Marcus faster than that.

“Let mine understanding of the positive energy...” spilled from her lips.

The branch slammed into Marcus as he sought to dodge. His armor slowed him. The blow hit him hard on the shield. He screamed in pain. His Hit Points evaporated. They plummeted towards critical, a sinking writhe spilling through Dëshoma's guts.

He staggered. The roots lashed out at him. One struck his chest. His breastplate dented. More damage inflicted on him. He was almost to death's door. The words kept coming from Dëshoma's lips as he fought for balance.

A tendril whipped at him.

“...of this world flow out and heal my companion!”

Divine energy surged into him. His Hit Points surged up even as he blocked the incoming attack with his shield. If she had not started casting the spell before he was hit, he could have died. Dëshoma would not let that happen.

She grabbed her new Potion of Angel's Milk, purchased for her by Haîcze, and downed it. Her Magic Points rose, not filling her pool, but enough to keep her healing coming. Marcus roared, his ax falling.

He hit the tree.

The entire thing shook. Hope surged through Dëshoma. Had he slain it? The branches rustled. The wood creaked in mournful pain. He wrenched his ax back, watching it with careful eyes, his chest rising and falling.

Then black sap burst from all the cuts. It sprayed out on the three melee fighters around it, sizzling through their Hit Points. Dëshoma gasped as they all shouted out their pain, Marcus cursing, Twist hissing.

“No!” Dëshoma shouted, squeezing tight to her bible, her butthole gripping the naughty toy in her.


Chapter Three: MILF Dryad

Dëshoma

Panicking for Marcus, Dëshoma activated her Fluttering Purple Silk Skirt.

The airy skirt, barely covering her ass as it was, fluttered up to expose the dainty panties she had on underneath. With her skirt's power, she could deliver a touch spell at range. Healing Touch had no cast time. It was her lowest level healing ability, but it was fast to cast. Instantaneous.

Her butt plug buzzed away as she surged energy into him. She shuddered. After her first day adventuring with it in her, she still wasn't used to it. But she ignored the heat it churned up in her pussy and focused on the battle.

She started chanting, the others still injured and needing her attention.

The blue tear on the back of Marcus's white cloak went red. Healing energy flowed into Maria from him, using the magic item to help her. A moment later, Dëshoma dropped her Arcane Healing on Twist, reducing the damage she was taking.

Maria gasped and suddenly became insubstantial, using her nipple ring to halve the damage she'd take until the effect wore off. The spurting sap ghosted through her.

Dëshoma chanted. She sent more healing towards Marcus, her butt plug buzzing away. Her asshole gripped it as she blazed through her Magic Points now. The constant stream of damage from the tree, splashing over all three of the melee combatants, was getting harder and harder to keep up with.

She thrust her white-bound Book of Tears out before her and channeled her next Arcane Healing through it. The bible's pages rustled as it paid the MP cost for her spell, engulfing Twist in the help she needed.

But it wasn't enough.

I am losing the race against this foul tree, Dëshoma thought, heart beating with frantic need.

She launched into her next spell.

*  \ * /  *

The sap sizzled across my skin.

I was almost out of MP and had enough TP for one more Hard Strike. “Go fucking all out!” I shouted. “Burn the fucker down!”

“With what fire?” Maria asked. “You have the only source for fire damage!”

I ignored her. She didn't know that MMO raiding term. “Just attack it!”

I activated the ability and swung my powerful blow. My ax surged through the air. More sap sprayed out, splashing across my face and arms. My skin sizzled. My Hit Points dwindled. Dëshoma cast as fast as she could, but it wasn't enough.

We were in a DPS race now. Kill it now or we wipe.

Die.

There was no Resurrection here. This wasn't a game. Not really. I screamed my rage and buried my ax head into the tree. The copper blade bit hard into the wood. Chips of bark burst from it and sprayed inky sap across my face.

The tree groaned. A mighty crack burst through the air. A great rent split up the tree, racing from my blow. I gasped as the spurting sap slowed. The branches rustled as the tree trunk tore in half. The two parts leaned out in opposite directions. Wood moaned and creaked in mournful death.

The split trunk crashed right and left. Twist dived out of the way. It struck the ground. Branches snapped. Rotten fruit went flying. The stump collapsed, all its attacking roots falling still. I panted as only the skeletal rustle of branches could be heard.

Then the level up slammed into us.

The energy surged through me. I gasped as the experience went from Level 20 to Level 21. Every bit of damage to my body and my equipment repaired. All three of my resource pools refilled. Hit Points, Magic Points, and Technical Points refilled. Maria threw herself at me, hugging me and laughing in delight. Twist whooped.

“Take that, you Rūzem butt-fucker!” Twist hissed. “We kicked in your ass!”

“Yeah, we did!” I shouted.

Maria bounced against me, her lips finding mine. She tasted so sweet against me. I dropped my ax and shield to wrap her up in my arms. I lifted her from the ground, wanting to just hold her forever. Her lips worked on mine.

I loved this girl.

I would lose her.

That fact struck me. She couldn't keep putting off her duty. When I started playing this game, and even after I first entered this world, I was just here to fuck around. To burn my estate so my soon-to-be cunt of an ex-wife wouldn't get as much money. I bought the largest microtransaction I could find.

And it landed me here. In this world with such real people. They suffered. Found joy. Happiness. Despair. This world was too real for me not to care about it. This was my new home, and I wasn't about to let these fucking cultists to the damn Gods of Darkness and Chaos ruin it.

Maria had to return to her village and heal them. She didn't plan on coming back. She had a life there. She just wanted to save one little part of this world, not all of it.

I broke the kiss. Maria looked into my eyes. She must have seen my thoughts because she jerked her gaze away. Behind her, Twist was looting the cultists, hissing in delight. A moment later, Dëshoma and Kulri threw themselves at me.

I had my busty elf and my innocent angelborn against me. They were part of my harem, not just my party. Bound to me. I had won their hearts. Their lips were delicious on mine, their bodies rubbing against me in their thin silks.

“Ahem!” a voice rang out. “Could I get a little help here?”

Dëshoma broke the kiss with me, her cheeks going scarlet. “Mine apologies, Lady Dryad. In the joyous celebration of our victory over the tortured tree and the foul Cultists of Khoukiri, I fear that mine good judgment and care were overwhelmed.”

“Yeah, no, that's fine,” the dryad bound to the loom said. She sounded pretty chill. “I mean, I'm not about to die or anything. Just...” She shook her arm, the black chain holding her to it rattling. “If you could set me free, I would be very thankful, cutie.” She winked at me.

“Oh, is there a reward?” I asked, breaking away from Kulri and Dëshoma.

“Lord Marcus!” gasped Dëshoma in a scandalized tone. “Is not the deed of saving such an innocent creature from the perversions of darkness enough reward for thee?”

“More's always better,” I said, heading to the bound dryad.

“Yep,” Twist said. “That's what makes killing evil so rewarding. The loot! Ooh, what do we have here?”

“Ooh, ooh!” Iris cooed, buzzing around Twist's head.

I let my dragonborn Thief do what she loved. She had never tried to rip us off. Always fair in splitting loot with the rest of her party. I headed to the dryad. Kulri trailed behind while Dëshoma fell in beside me, her dainty skirt swirling. She had a stiffness to her step.

That naughty butt plug we'd found at the end of the last adventure was doing its thing. God, I loved this world.

“So, hey, I'm Nîya,” the dryad said. “Best tailor in the Twilight Forest.” She looked around. “Back when it was beautiful.”

“The beauty shalt return now that the evil has been excised,” Dëshoma said.

The dryad shuddered. Nîya had orange hair the color of autumn foliage and eyes the deep green of soft moss. Her voluptuous body—her tits as bountiful as Kulri's, if not more so—was clad in a delicious outfit of leaves held together by thin strands of gossamer silk. It just barely covered the naughty bits of her, leaving everything else to my hungry gaze. She had a motherly look about her.

A dryad MILF. Nice.

I grabbed the chains on her and flexed all that Strength I'd been gaining. The black metal snapped. A chunk hit my breastplate and bounced off with a clang. The dryad stared up at me with dewy eyes. She quivered, her nipples poking against those scant leaves.

“I'm not sure it's safe to leave you in this forest,” I said. I cupped her chin. “It's dangerous now.”

“So dangerous,” she whimpered, voice breathy.

My thumb swept across her lips. Those plump delights sucked on it, her cheeks hollowed. My dick throbbed. My smile grew as she nursed on it. Her tongue caressed around the end, sending such a rush through me.

Then I popped my thumb out of her mouth. “I think I need to take you under my protection. Make sure this can never happen to you again.”

“Yes!” She shuddered. “Take me away from here. I'll be yours. No one ever is disappointed in the skills of my fingers. They can weave anything.”

“Anything?” I asked, grinning.

“I wove pure night.” She glanced at the cloth on her table. “There's nothing you can't throw at me.”

My balls ached. “I'm willing to put that to the test.”

I leaned down and kissed her. She opened herself up to me. She kissed me with passion, her arms wrapped tight about my chest. I felt her ardor. Her tongue danced with mine as she surrendered her soul to me.

The seventh woman joined my harem.

Haîcze, Dëshoma, Shelly, Okzira, Kulri, Éjyona, and now Nîya. Perfection.

I broke the kiss with her. She panted, her breasts rising and falling. Her eyes were dewy. She shuddered and licked her lips. She leaned back in her chair, her thighs pressing together. The sugary sweet aroma of her passion rose in the air.

“Kulri, strip off my armor.”

“Yes, Marcus Aurelius,” my elf said. She hurried over to me, her ears twitching. Emotion shone on her face. The joy in her eyes was a sight to behold. It animated her features. She'd been a gorgeous ice sculpture before, but now she was living art. Vibrant and alive.

Her hands worked on the straps holding on my breastplate. She peeled it off. Back in the real world, I'd have to wear some sort of padding beneath, but this was a special place of magic and sex. Armor was designed to be doffed quickly.

If you even had much of it at all. The bikini mail rules of female fantasy armor (that less is more) definitely was in effect here.

Nîya bit her lip as she stared at my muscular torso. Her hands slid up her body, caressing over the pattern of leaves hugging her motherly figure. She grabbed those big breasts of hers, jiggling them as she whimpered.

Kulri knelt before me and began removing the cuisses and greaves, the plates of armor covering my thighs and shins. I wore leather pants beneath. She set the plates down then unlaced my Flamedust Boots. Smoke rose around her fingers. She pulled each off in turn.

Then she attacked my belt. She stared up at me with such playful delight in her eyes. I could stare into those violet depths for eternity. Just get lost in their amethyst perfection. She opened my fly and tugged down my pants.

My pierced cock popped out. A gold ring threaded through the glans above my slit. The Cock Ring of Fertile Blessing had the unique property of letting me breed one woman. Just one. I would guarantee that she had my child. I knew I would find the right woman someday.

It also made my women gasp in delight, adding to the pleasure they received when I was in their pussies or assholes.

Kulri flicked the tip of my cock with her tongue. The ring twisted. Pleasure shot down to my balls. They clenched at the delight coursing through me. It also gave me more bliss, too. I groaned as she swirled her tongue again.

Maria stood beside me, her breasts coming out as she stripped off her leather bra. They were round and firm, her body toned and athletic. Behind her, Dëshoma revealed her round breasts, leaving on her wimple and veil. They knew what was coming.

Twist still looted.

Iris buzzed around excitedly. Then she landed on Nîya's nose, squeaking something out in a language I didn't know. The dryad responded. It must be Fairy, the tongue of the fey races. Sylphs, like my Haîcze, and dryads were both a part of it. Iris squealed and rose off of her.

“Enjoy, Marcus,” she said as I stepped out of my pants.

“Yes, Marcus Aurelius,” breathed my elf. She stood up, her large breasts jiggling, her nipples poking through her robe. She then pulled off her own panties, her hairless pussy coming into view.

“Oh, my,” Nîya groaned, sitting in her chair. She spread her thighs. She had one thick leaf that covered her pussy, cupping to it.

She pulled it aside. Juicy folds appeared. That sugary sweet delight filled my nose. An intoxicating bouquet. I breathed it in, the heady rush sweeping over me. My nose tingled from it. My dick throbbed.

I fell to my knees. I always loved to eat out my women. They deserved all the pleasure I could give them. I had gotten so skilled at it, I had gained the Cunnilinguist trait. I licked my lips, eager to demonstrate my skill with it.

“Marcus,” Nîya whimpered as my hands slid up her thighs. I leaned closer and closer. Out of the corner of my eyes, Maria and Kulri stood naked on either side of me. They were both rubbing at their cunts, Maria's covered by a down of her fiery hair.

As I kissed down Nîya's thigh, I used another ring I had. It wasn't the cock ring, but a naughty one a molesting network of roots gave me. The Dreaming Chthonic Ring gave me the ability to summon a pair of tentacles once per day. They became an extension of my body.

And Maria was a woman who loved tentacles. She had developed that trait after being molested a few times by monsters. As they sprouted from my sides, a pair of fleshy appendages, Maria whimpered in delight.

I kissed closer to Nîya's pussy. I smooched at her as I sent my tentacles towards Maria. They were long and flexible. They both pressed into her stomach, sliding around her skin. She whimpered in delight, her body squirming.

“Marcus!” she gasped as they slid up and down.

I smiled and then nuzzled into Nîya's pussy. Her sugary-sweet pussy juices spilled over my tongue. It was almost like maple syrup, but not quite as tangy. A purer taste. I fluttered up and down her folds. She gasped and groaned, her breasts jiggling. Her leaves rustled on her body while her fingers kneaded her large breasts.

Leaves shifted aside. Brown nipples appeared, fat and suckable.

I lapped my tongue up her slit as my tentacles caressed over Maria's body. I felt her quivering flesh. I wrapped one around her waist while the other entwined about her thigh. I gripped her and lifted her into the air.

“Marcus!” she moaned, suspended by my molesting tentacles. “Yes, yes!”

“Kinky fucker,” Twist said. “Mmm, making me wet.”

“I, too, am finding mine nethers adorned with a passionate dew,” Dëshoma said. “Mayhap, together, we can attend to the wanton needs of our most wicked and naughty nethers. Perhaps with the vigorous application of tongue.”

“You talk too fucking much.” Twist said and kissed Dëshoma.

The pair used to argue, but they had grown close on our last adventure. Hearing their sounds of delight had my dick throbbing and aching. I thrust my tongue into the MILF dryad's pussy. I swirled around in her, loving the gasps and moans she made.

My tentacles slid around Maria's body. The one wrapped around her torso slithered between her breasts. It squeezed around them both, kneading them. The tip slid up to the pinnacle of her left breast and rubbed at her nipple. The other appendage found her silky bush. I shuddered at the caress of her pubic hair against me as I nuzzled in and found her hot folds.

“Yes, Marcus!” she moaned.

“Oh, Marcus, yes!” gasped Nîya.

“Go, Marcus, go!” cheered Iris as she buzzed around us.

I feasted on the dryad's MILF pussy. Her motherly moans and gasps echoed through the air. Her head tossed from side to side. Her whimpers of delight swept through the clearing. My dick throbbed as I devoured those sugary juices.

I squeezed Maria's tits. I rubbed at her hot cunt. My tentacles played with her body. Her moans of delight mixed with Nîya's. I pleased them both at the same time. My hands pushed up the MILF's body, sliding over the leaves and strands of silk.

She shuddered, moving her hands away so I could grasp her tits. I kneaded them with my fingers and played with Maria's with my tentacle. My tongue danced around in Nîya's depths. Her cunt clenched around it.

“Yes,” she groaned. “Leaf and acorn, yes, yes!”

“Enjoy him, Nîya,” Kulri moaned. “He is so skilled at eating pussy.”

“So skilled!” Iris echoed. “He even licks mine. I hump his tongue with my pussy and cum!”

The tiny pixie zoomed over my head. Pink showered down on us. I smiled and kept licking. Lapping. I savored Nîya's cunt cream. My fingers dug into her breasts, crushing the leaves cladding her body.

My tentacle rubbed faster at Maria's pussy. Her juices soaked the tip. Her body trembled. Her tits jiggled in my appendage's squeezing embrace. Both of the women were groaning. Building towards their climaxes.

I couldn't wait for them to explode.

“Marcus! Marcus!” Maria groaned. “Ram that tentacle into my pussy! Please, please, fuck me with it!”

“When I'm ready,” I said and sucked on Nîya's clit.

The MILF dryad gasped.

I nursed on the bud. Nîya squirmed, her big boobs jiggling in my squeezing hands. She arched her back, grinding her hairless twat on my mouth. My tentacles squeezed around Maria's body, one manipulating those round tits of hers while her pussy grew hotter and hotter against the other. I found her clit, too.

I massaged it.

“Marcus!” she squealed and bucked.

Pussy juices gushed out, bathing the tentacle. Her body bucked in my embrace. I loved it, savoring the delight rushing down my appendage. I sucked hard on Nîya's nipple. She gasped and threw back her head.

“Marcus! Marcus! Leaf and acorn, yes!”

Her juices gushed out. Hot cream squirted in my mouth. The wonderful taste of passion poured down my throat. I loved it. This amazing taste that surged soaked through my mouth. My dick throbbed, aching to ram into her.

I licked up her cream. I lapped it up as she bucked. She was mine. I wanted her to have all the bliss she could withstand. Her thighs squeezed about my face, pinning me in place. Maria moaned, too, her body trembling through her pleasure.

“Fuck me, Marcus!” gasped Maria.

“Please, please, I need you, Marcus!” groaned Nîya. “Your cock! Give me your cock!”

I smiled.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The Thief planted her pussy on Dëshoma's hungry mouth. Her wimple rubbed against Twist's scaled thighs. She shuddered as Dëshoma's tongue lapped at her silky folds. The dragonborn's large breasts swayed from side to side. Marcus lifted Maria up in the air, molesting her with the tentacles she loved.

Why are you still here, Maria? asked Twist. I have to split the loot five ways. Four would be better. She could pay down what she owed Grunt sooner.

Hissing at the delight Dëshoma's tongue created—When she's eating pussy she's not using way too many words—Twist bent over and pressed her scaled tits into Dëshoma's stomach. She could make out the jeweled end of the butt plug in the Cleric's asshole.

Such a naughty magic item.

As Twist pressed her lips into Dëshoma's jasmine-flavored pussy lips, she grabbed the end of the butt plug. She gripped it in her hands and pulled on it. The Cleric moaned and squirmed, her whimpers sounding so hot to the Thief.

The base popped out of Dëshoma's asshole, spreading wide her brown anal ring. Then Twist shoved it back in. Dëshoma bucked, her stomach rubbing on Twist's hard nipples. Tingles raced through the dragonborn right to her pussy being so thoroughly eaten by Dëshoma.

Twist loved the sight. She pulled on the butt plug again as her tongue slid through the angelborn's jasmine twat. Hot cream coated Twist's lips and tongue as she licked. The butt plug popped out again, Dëshoma gasping. Then Twist fucked it in.

“Prithee, that is not a toy that thou art using upon mine asshole, Twist!” squealed Dëshoma.

“Butt plugs are absolutely toys,” Twist countered and yanked back on it again.

She pulled and pulled, drawing the golden cone further and further out. The brown anal ring clung to the polished metal. She ripped it free, that naughty sphincter sealing shut. Then Twist jammed the blunted tip back into Dëshoma's asshole.

“Twist!” groaned the angelborn.

Her asshole stretched and stretched to swallow the toy. Twist thrust her tongue deep into Dëshoma's pussy as she drilled the butt plug deeper and deeper into that tight asshole. Dëshoma's anal ring spread wider and wider to swallow the increasing girth of the cone.

Then it popped all the way in, only the handle capped by a pink diamond remaining.

The angelborn squirmed. She licked and lapped at Twist's pussy with a wild hunger, fluttering her tongue up and down, feasting with hunger. Twist loved it. Her tongue swirled through Dëshoma's pussy, savoring the jasmine cream. She turned the handle, twisting the butt plug around in Dëshoma's bowels.

Twist loved the feverish licking. Dëshoma loved the Thief's cunt with a wild passion. The Cleric's fingers gripped Twist's scaled ass. They squeezed and kneaded, pulling her pussy tight against Dëshoma's hungry mouth.

Twist savored making love with Dëshoma. The Cleric used to utterly annoy the Thief with her pious attitude. But when Dëshoma got horny, she transformed into a wanton whore. Marcus's work. He had taken that virgin and made her blossom.

You are just so sexy, Twist thought as she kept twisting the butt plug and licking at Dëshoma's pussy.

They feasted on each other. Twist's orgasm built. Fed by the tingling nipples rubbing on Dëshoma's stomach and that naughty tongue fluttering through her pussy. Twist hissed in delight, her tongue stroking Dëshoma's twat.

The Cleric's fingers dipped into Twist's butt-crack. The slender digits traveled down and found the Thief's asshole. She hissed in delight at that delicate touch on her sphincter. The fingers danced around the puckered hole.

“Jam those fingers in!” hissed Twist.

“Verily shall I ream thy asshole with mine naughty fingers and render unto thee the same delight that thou hast brought to mine must rude and aching bowels.”

“Too much fucking words!” Twist ripped out the butt plug in a single jerk.

Dëshoma bucked and gasped. Her fingers slammed into Twist's asshole. Three of them at once spreading open her back door. Pleasure surged through the naughty Thief. She shuddered, reveling in the penetration.

Then she jammed the butt plug back into Dëshoma's bowels. The angelborn moaned. Her lips sealed on Twist's clit and sucked. Pleasure sparked through her pussy. Her asshole clung to those three digits reaming her bowels.

“You wicked slut!” Twist hissed and found Dëshoma's own clit.

Sucked.

They both moaned, reaming the other's asshole and nursing on the other's clit. They squirmed on the ground, both moaning and gasping, the pleasure building and building in Twist. Her bud throbbed in the Cleric's hungry mouth.

Twist pumped the butt plug in and out of Dëshoma's asshole. Every time it popped out, a naughty PLOP burst through the air. Dëshoma shuddered. Her body squirmed beneath Twist's body, massaging the dragonborn's nipples.

Then Dëshoma squealed, her passion humming around Twist's clit.

Pussy juices gushed out of the Cleric's cunt, jasmine delight bathing the Thief's scaled lips. She licked it up, feasting on it as the moans vibrating her own clit sent her over the edge. Her bowels clenched on those three digits. Then spasmed.

Twist came.

She hissed her delight as her pussy juices gushed out. Dëshoma's tongue welcomed them, licking and lapping with hunger. Waves of bliss washed through Twist. She savored every moment of this. She bucked and snarled her delight as they shared their pleasure.

In the background, Maria and Nîya were coming, both begging Marcus to fuck them. Twist drank in the delight of Dëshoma, licking and lapping and devouring her pussy. The pair trembled through the orgasm.

“Fuck, yes!” Twist moaned.

“Oh, Twist...” panted Dëshoma. “In what way shall we please each other and enjoy this passion for I fear Marcus shall yet be preoccupied with—”

“Just say he's too busy fucking Nîya to fuck us,” Twist hissed. “Ooh, I'm going to get my strap-on and fuck your pussy hard. See if that can't teach you to speak properly.”

“Mine words flow with eloquence and grace, unlike the rude hisses which doth flow from thine uncouth mouth. If thou thinkest to educate me with thine fake cock, then strap it on and use upon me with much vigor and passion. Mayhap it shall work, or mayhap thou shalt only make mine pussy quiver and spasm with an effervescent flood of ecstasy that shall permeate mine body and mind with the euphoria of mine body's passion.”

“Too many fucking words!” Twist hissed and smiled as she rose to fetch her strap-on.

*  \ * /  *

I rammed my tentacle into Maria's pussy as I plunged my pierced dick into Nîya's cunt.

Both of them moaned their delight while their hot sheaths engulfed my cock and tentacle in ecstasy. I reveled in the passion flowing through me. It was amazing. The silk of Nîya's pussy massaged my dick while Maria's juicy twat caressed my appendage. Their silky cunts squeezed down on me.

“Marcus!” Maria groaned. “Yes, yes, I love your tentacles.”

“Oh, Marcus, your prowess!” Nîya moaned.

“I know, it is excellent,” moaned Kulri. She stood naked and quivering, her large breasts jiggling. Though her pussy dripped juices, she hadn't touched herself yet. Waiting, having to deny her urges, only fed her masochistic passions.

“I'll get to you, elf,” I said. “Eventually.”

She shuddered.

“Maybe I'll fuck you while you lick the jizz from Nîya's pussy. Or maybe I'll go fuck Twist in the ass and leave you aching.”

“Whatever you wish, Marcus Aurelius!” the elf moaned, her ears twitching and her eyes glossy.

“Ooh, she's a submissive one,” Nîya moaned, her pussy squeezing about my dick and sending a burst of delight through me. “I like it.”

“So do I,” I groaned and drew back.

Nîya gasped, those large breasts of hers jiggling. I pumped my tentacle in and out of Maria's pussy as I leaned over. My hands grabbed the dryad's bountiful breasts. I squeezed those mounds, the leaves cladding them rustling. I kissed her hard on the mouth.

Her arms and legs wrapped around me. She held me tight as I drove my cock back into her pussy, my piercing twisting inside of her. I fucked her hard. I slammed to the hilt in her again and again. I reveled in her pussy's silky grip about me. That wonderful snatch squeezed me. I loved every second of burying in her.

“Marcus!” whimpered Maria in the background, her pussy clenching down on my tentacle. Her breasts jiggled in the embrace of the other. “Yes, yes, you're going to make me cum again. I love your tentacles!”

Kulri whimpered.

I loved the sounds as I thrust my dick hard and fast into Nîya's pussy. I rammed into her, loving every second of her tight snatch about me. My cock piercing shifted, stimulating my crown and adding more delight. She squeezed that cunt about me, her tongue dancing with mine. Her lips tasted almost as sweet as her cunt. I massaged the sides of her boobs, squeezing them as I thrust into her.

The chair she leaned back on creaked from the force. I didn't care. I kept fucking her, holding Maria above us now. She gasped and moaned, my tentacle fucking her pussy with the same passion that I used to pound Nîya's cunt.

“Ooh, ooh, Maria, you're going to cum so hard!” Iris cheered.

“I am!” gasped my Duelist. Her cunt squeezed about my tentacle. “So hard! Marcus! Marcus! I love yoooo...oooour tentacle!”

I broke the kiss and growled, “I can tell. Squeeze that cunt on my tentacle. I can feel that silky pussy.”

“Mmm, can you feel this silky cunt?” Nîya gasped, clenching her snatch down on my dick.

I grinned down at her. “What do you think?”

“That you're going to dump all that cum in me. Just flood me with it all. I'm going to have such a huge orgasm on your dick. It'll be stupendous.”

I kissed her again, my pierced cock plunging into her depths. Her tongue danced with mine as she bucked beneath me. My balls smacked into her taint, heavy with my cum. Twist and Dëshoma moaned in the background, their flesh smacking together.

“Take it!” Twist hissed. “Take my big girl-dick!”

“Thine rude and thick dildo is plundering mine wanton and wicked cunny with such vigorous delight. Verily shall thee stir up a burst of frothy passion in mine nethers!” Dëshoma moaned.

“Too many fucking words!” Twist fucked her harder.

And I fucked my two women with all my passion. I rammed my tentacle into the depths of Maria's pussy before dragging it back. My cock ring massaged against Nîya's silky twat. She had to feel it with every plunge and pullback. My dick loved it. The ache built at the tip. That explosive release.

“Marcus Aurelius,” whimpered Kulri, her frustrated moans only driving me to fuck Nîya faster.

Maria gasped and shuddered in my tentacles' embrace. I held her tight, fucking her hard. I played with her breasts, jiggling her mounds. I nudged her nipple piercing with the end of my tentacle now. I flicked it back and forth.

She squealed in delight, her twat squeezing every time I did it.

My tentacle wasn't as sensitive as the tip of my dick, but it still felt amazing in her cunt. I loved it as I drove my cock hard into Nîya's pussy. The MILF dryad loved it. She whimpered and moaned beneath me, hugging me tight as I plowed hard into her. I loved every second of it. I would erupt in her. Just spurt all my jizz into her depths.

My balls smacked over and over into her taint. The sound echoed through the glade. I came closer and closer to cumming. My piercing rubbed against my crown and her walls. My pleasure hurtled towards its release.

I broke the kiss and snarled, “Let me feel that twat cumming, Nîya. Show me your passion!”

“Marcus!” she gasped. “I'm almost there.”

“Me, too, Marcus!” Maria gasped.

I looked up to see her wrapped in my tentacles, her breasts squeezed tight. She trembled, her toned legs twitching. Her red hair swept around her flushed face. Her green eyes blazed. Pussy cream ran down my appendage reaming her juicy cunt.

“I'm... I'm... Yes!”

My Duelist came.

Her pussy juices gushed down her thighs. Her cream flooded down my tentacle, too. It was amazing to feel. I groaned at the delicious pressure. The heat rippled through me. I groaned, my cock throbbing and aching.

“Marcus!” Nîya gasped as I pulled back, my cock ring sliding through her cunt. “Leaf and acorns!”

Her pussy convulsed around me. That wonderful cunt spasmed as I plunged back into her. I buried to the hilt in her, feeling two twats writhing about my appendages. Maria's pussy cream dripped on my head as she gushed. Nîya bathed my balls with her passion.

“Fucking hell, yes!” I snarled. Erupted.

My cum pumped hot into her pussy. I fired it with powerful blasts of jizz. Spurt after spurt of my cum flooded out of me. The heady delight rushed through my body. It pummeled my mind with pleasure. I growled.

Stars exploded.

Nîya's cunt rippled around me. That delicious, dryad snatch milked me. She worked out my cum. I groaned, savoring every second of spurting my jizz into her. Stars burst across my vision. The pleasure blazed through me with each eruption.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” I grunted, firing the last of my jizz into her.

“Marcus!” Maria whimpered. “Love it! Yes, yes!”

“Oh, my,” groaned the dryad. Her large breasts jiggled in my grip as her arms and legs relaxed from around me. “Mmm, you flooded me. You rescued me, Marcus. They... I...” She blinked back tears. “Thank you.”

“There's no evil in the world I wouldn't face to save a beautiful woman,” I told her.

“I believe it,” she said. Then she threw her arms around me and kissed me.

My tongue danced with hers while I lowered Maria to the ground and then unwrapped her. Dëshoma moaned her orgasmic delight in the background, Twist's breasts heaving. Maria slumped against a tree, panting.

Kulri whimpered.

I broke the kiss to glance at my elf. Her thighs were slick with pussy cream. Her nipples were hard and throbbing. I groaned and pulled my cock out of Nîya's body. I wanted to fuck Kulri, but she looked like she needed to suffer a little more.

“Elf, clean up the Dryad's mess.”

“Yes, Marcus Aurelius.”

“Clean me up,” Nîya groaned, my cum running out of her pussy.

I glanced over at Maria and then grabbed her with my tentacles. I lifted her up into the air. “And you...”

“Marcus!” she gasped. “Where are we going?”


Chapter Four: Excuses

Kulrigiizhai

As Marcus Aurelius carried off the squirming Maria, Kulrigiizhai obeyed the man she loved.

She. Loved. Him.

More and more with every beat of her heart. She was so frustrated right now, her pussy dripping. It ached to stand there and not touch herself. And that denial was so wonderful to fight. The more she battled against it, the harder she would cum when he gave her permission.

He knew what she craved.

And right now, she craved the dryad's pussy.

She fell to her knees between Nîya's thighs and pushed them apart. The salty scent of cum and the sugary sweet scent of dryad twat filled Kulrigiizhai's keen nose. The elven Wizard licked her pink lips, eager for the feast.

Her ears twitched as she lowered her head to that wonderful bounty. Footsteps padded up behind her. Twist's and Dëshoma's. One had a carefree attitude while the other was controlled and dainty. They appeared on either side of the dryad.

Kulrigiizhai took her first lick, gathering up Marcus's seed as it leaked out of the dryad's depths. The mix of juices melted across her tongue. She savored that naughty delight. The two flavors melted across her tongue.

“Mmm, look at you,” hissed Twist. “Just a sssssexy dryad.”

“Thou hast such bountiful bosom perfect for suckling thy offspring or thy lovers.”

“Yes, they are,” Nîya said. “And Dëshoma, you're one of Marcus's. I can feel it. We share that bond.”

“We are both treasures of Lord Marcus that he shall care for with all his zeal and zest. Verily shall we be pleasured by his tongue and fingers and his most rampant cock as it doth penetrated our naughty holes and deliver all manner of wanton delights.”

“I like how you speak,” Nîya said and grabbed Dëshoma's breasts. She squeezed them and pulled a tit to her mouth. The dryad sucked on one of the angelborn's nubs.

Kulrigiizhai's pussy grew hotter and hotter. It was such a wicked delight for her to feast upon jizz and cunt. She slid her tongue through the Dryad's folds, licking her. She gathered up that salty jizz pouring out of her, loving the wicked taste of Marcus Aurelius's spunk mixed with all that salty delight.

Twist leaned over and suckled on the dryad's other nipple, latching on and nursing with hunger. Nîya gasped. More cum spilled out of her pussy to soak across Kulrigiizhai's tongue. The elf loved that, her ears wiggling.

She could gladly feast on Marcus's jizz for the rest of her life. Just drink it all down. Savor every last drop of that wonderful passion spilling out of any woman's twat or asshole. She would lick it off their faces. Their tits and butts.

Anywhere Marcus's salty seed landed, she would sample it.

The heat swelled in her cunt as she feasted. Nîya moaned, suckling hard on Dëshoma's nub. Twist nursed on the dryad's fat nipple. The sounds filled Kulrigiizhai's ears. She drank them in as she thrust her tongue into Nîya's folds.

Found more cum.

The elf closed her eyes, reveling in it. Salty jizz and sugary-sweet cunt. She scooped it out of Nîya. Kulrigiizhai dived in and pulled it out of her snatch. She licked and lapped at that spunk, savoring the taste of it. The feel of it pouring down her throat. That wonderful delight... She would devour it all.

Just ingest every last drop of it.

Her pussy burned the entire time. She ached to frig herself. To rub her cunt.

She had to obey Marcus Aurelius.

Deny herself.

The blaze itched worse in her cunt. Her hips wiggled from side to side, all her juices flowing down her thighs. She thrust her tongue into Nîya's twat, giving the dryad more pleasure. She had already enjoyed two orgasms while Kulrigiizhai had to watch.

Suffer.

A delicious shudder ran through the elf. She sealed her lips over Nîya's pussy, sucking out more of Marcus Aurelius's cum. She wanted to drink every last drop of it. She hungered for it, a naughty, desperate slut just wanting to guzzle every drop of it down.

She nursed with hunger, her twat squeezing. She whimpered as she drank the last of Marcus Aurelius's cum out of Nîya's pussy. The end of the elf's feast, but she still had to make Nîya cum. Kulrigiizhai had her orders.

She fluttered her tongue. She licked at that twat. Nîya sucked harder on Dëshoma's nipple. Kulri nursed harder. The dryad shuddered. And then she squealed. Those hot, delicious pussy juices gushed into her mouth.

The elf drank down the dryad's passion while denying her own.

That naughty cunt itched, but Kulrigiizhai didn't scratch it.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

She fell to her knees before Marcus and opened her mouth wide. With a moan, she slurped his cock, covered in sugary-sweet pussy juices, into her mouth. She sucked hard on him. She nursed with passion, her lips sealed shut about his cock.

She swirled her tongue around him. She caressed him. A shiver of delight ran through her body as she blew him. It was the act that Maria du Marne loved the most in the world. This wonderful delight of sucking and blowing a man.

This man.

Her pussy clenched as she worked her mouth up and down his cock. She closed her eyes, her red hair swaying about her face. His salty precum coated her tongue as it danced over his cock's tip. She caressed him, loving how he shuddered. Her round breasts jiggled.

She could frig herself, but just sucking on his cock was giving her pleasure.

“Goddamn, Maria,” he panted. “You are good at that. Great. Goddamn amazing! You give the best blow jobs in the fucking world!”

Delight rippled through Maria. I know. You just inspire me to suck so hard, Marcus.

Her heart fluttered with unspoken emotions. Her cheeks hollowed as she bobbed her head. She worked her mouth up and down his cock. She sucked and nursed on him, wiggling her hips back and forth as she loved him.

His hands gripped the sides of her head. He didn't fuck her mouth up and down his cock, he just held her as she did that all on her own. She worked her lips down him, finding more pussy juices to suck clean. She loved it as she took more and more of his cock.

He hit the back of her throat.

That didn't stop her. Not Maria du Marne.

She swallowed her party leader's cock. He slid down her gullet. His groans excited her. A shiver ran out from her hot pussy. She clenched her twat tight, brimming with all the pleasure that would be unleashed when she came.

It would be amazing. She would orgasm just from sucking him off. She could feel it.

“Fucking hell, Maria,” he groaned, his fingers tightening in her hair. “That's so good. That's what I need. Yes, yes, keep doing that. You're going to get a mouthful of cum.” He chuckled. “Well, a bellyful.”

She moaned at that as her lips nuzzled into his black bush. She stared up his muscular body, a thick down of chest hairs covering his sculpted pecs. His abs rippled, arms covered in toned strength. He made her pussy clench again.

Juices soaked through her bushes.

“Damn,” he groaned as she moaned around his cock, her passion humming around him.

She slid back up him, sucking the entire way. She polished off all the pussy juices on his shaft, loving how he throbbed in her mouth. The way he pulsed with his heartbeat. It felt so wonderful to her. It made her so excited.

She would have such a huge orgasm. She couldn't wait for it to burst out of her. It would explode through her. Such a huge blast of delight. She wiggled her hips back and forth, eager for that trigger to happen.

For his cum to spurt into her mouth.

“Hell, yes,” he panted, his face twisting. “That's it. You're hungry for my jizz, Maria.”

She winked at him while dancing her tongue around his tip. His smile grew so broad at that.

Maria bobbed her head, worshiping his cock. She slid him to the back of her throat over and over again. The taste of his precum grew stronger and stronger. She cupped his balls then, massaging them in just the right way.

She could feel it coming. She knew that he was about to erupt. She sucked hard on him, lips sealed around the crown of his cock. Her tongue caressed over that spongy tip. He trembled there and then he snarled out his pleasure.

Jizz spurted from his dick.

“Fucking hell, yes!” he panted as his cum splashed against the back of her throat. “Maria!”

She joined him.

As she gulped down his salty spunk, her pussy burst with pleasure. Waves of delight rippled out of her. The cream gushed down her thighs. She shuddered, her butt-cheeks clenching. Stars danced before her eyes, blazing with the passion that shot through her.

It was incredible for her to feel. This wicked heat that shot through her body. She groaned, gulping down load after load of his spunk while she rode the waves of rapture that swept into her thoughts. Her mind drowned in ecstasy.

“Maria,” he panted, firing the last of his cum into her mouth. “Maria, Maria, Maria. Why are you still here?”

She froze. Her orgasm died as she stared up at him.

“You have the Tear. You have what you need to heal your village. Why are you still here?”

This surge of panic rose through her. She had committed herself to return to her village. She knew she should do it, but she kept making excuses. She swallowed as she slid her mouth off his dick. Her stomach roiled.

“Because you—the party—still need me,” she said.

“And your village doesn't need you more? I can find another Duelist.”

She winced. “But the world. You're trying to save it. Isn't that more important than healing my village? They're not going to die tomorrow. It's not that sort of disease. I can stay with you for a little longer. Make sure that you have what you need to succeed.”

He sighed as he stared at her. “You're sure?”

She nodded. “They'll be fine. I know it. I can go on another adventure or two. Help you find a way to fix this world and figure out what's going wrong in the church. I can help you figure out why Pushijer's followers are helping Thūgiz's cultists.”

“Okay,” he said. “Come on. Let's head back to the others.”

*  \ * /  *

Kulri sat up from between the dryad's thighs. My elf had pussy cream dripping down her cheeks. She had definitely pleasured her. She shook, looking like she was in need of an orgasm. I would definitely have to give her one.

“There's loot, Marcusssss,” Twist said. She stood up straight and then hurried over to a pile set out on a large cloth. There were items and five piles of coins, split evenly. “Just delightful things for us to have. I even found these crystals that look unique.”

“Unique?”

“They're super, duper amazing!” Iris cheered.

“Super, duper?” I asked, giving her a look. “Have you gotten into sugar?”

“What's that?”

“For our Duelist,” Twist said, pulling up a slender rapier with an intricate weaving of black metal bars to form a basket hilt. The blade itself was streaked in crimson. “Blood-Soaked Rapier.”

“Oh,” Maria said, taking it gingerly.

“Every time you damage an enemy, it converts a portion of it into Hit Points,” Iris declared, the little pixie alighting on the metal. “And once a day, you'll heal yourself for how much damage you deal with your next attack. You can really stack that up.”

Maria smiled. “This will help things out, Marcus. You don't have to be so worried about me.”

I gave a sharp nod. She was scared of leaving. I could see it. What was there in her village that was chaining her? There was no reason she couldn't come back. She had always said she would stop being a Shardhunter once she found the Tear, but now she didn't want to give it up.

“And for myself,” Twist says, hissing in delight, “I have a Blighted Dagger.” She held up a silver poniard, a long and narrow-bladed dagger, that had black pits in the metal.

“It deals poison damage with each attack,” Iris said, zipping around Twist's scaled head. “And once a day, you can poison someone. Deal them damage over time.”

“Nice,” I said, nodding to Twist.

She winked back at me.

“Now, for her loquaciousness, I found this.” Twist held up a veil of pure white cloth. It was so devoid of color it almost seemed to suck them up.

“Mine thanks for discovering such a beautiful raiment, Twist. And an equal thanks for that lofty title that thou hast bequeathed upon me. Verily, shall I treasure thy gift with every beat of mine heart until the day my soul departs my mortal vessel.”

“It was an insult,” Twist said.

Dëshoma rubbed the veil against her cheek. “Oh, my, how wonderfully soft in texture this fabric doth possess.”

“It's a Maiden's Veil,” said Iris. “Acolyte class only. It restores your virginity every time you wear it.”

Dëshoma glanced at me and blushed.

“Yep, so Marcus gets to deflower you over and over again. But, also, once per day, you can smite an enemy when healing an ally. Fucking neat, huh?”

“It doth sound like a stimulating and exhilarating raiment, Lady Iris.”

“And then that brings us to these,” said Twist. She pulled up the two crystals. “Never seen their like before.”

“Those are Stars of Ädfomer,” Nîya said, coming up alongside me.

“I was about to reveal that,” Iris said, looking dejected. She landed on my arm, wings drooping.

“What do they do?” I quickly asked her.

Her wings perked up. Then she buzzed into the air. “They let a skilled craftsman upgrade an existing piece of equipment to a higher level. Like Nîya could upgrade something cloth. Like Kulri or Dëshoma's garb.”

“Or Kulri's robe?” I asked, glancing at my elf. “I've grown rather fond of that buffing milk.”

“As you wish, Marcus Aurelius,” she answered with a bow. “It is so wonderfully embarrassing to have my nipples exposed.”

“And I think I'll have Okzira upgrade my ax,” I said. It was a Level 10 weapon. It was really lagging behind now, but I liked its abilities.

“Last, we found a shard to Akzobroz,” Twist said. “That's the Dwarven capital.”

“I bet Okzira will like that,” I said.

“And we can score some good upgrades,” Twist said. She flicked out her tongue. Always good to shop.

I nodded and looked around. We were done here. There was no more reason to stay. I glanced at Kulri. She looked so frustrated. She would be dying with horniness by the time we reached the Shardpool. And when we got back to my camp, she would be molten.

“Let's pack up and get out of here.”

Dëshoma slid her new veil on and gasped. Her cheeks were scarlet as she looked down her body towards her crotch. She then slid fingers through her sapphire hair and rubbed at herself. Her fingers came away wet.

“I am a maiden once more, Lord Marcus,” she said. “Mine virginity and purity hath been restored to me, so I am certain thy rampant and prodigious member doth ache to soil me once more and make me quiver with such succulent ecstasy upon thy prowess.”

I smiled at her.


Chapter Five: Back Home

The blue light faded from around me.

My camp appeared. It was a small area that was all mine. The purple barrier made of hexagonal shapes surrounded it in every direction. Beyond was hazy nothing. The world had been shattered. I was prophesied to restore it. Only the Hierophant and many of the followers of the Gods of Light and Order seemed to think it was too soon. That the inhabitants of the world had not been sufficiently punished and learned their lesson for allowing evil to flourish.

However, everywhere I'd gone save for the Human Capital of Liberus, had been afflicted by followers of one of the nine Gods of Darkness and Chaos. They were using the fact the world was broken to their advantage.

It made sense. The Gods of Light and Order never should have shattered it to begin with.

There were several buildings erected around us and cleared plots for more of them. The smithy where my dwarven blacksmith Okzira worked, rang with the blow of her hammer. Scents of sweet delights came from the kitchen. My cook, Shelly, appeared wearing an apron and nothing else. The cute and slender human hurried over to us.

Haîcze stepped out from her trading post with a big grin on her face and a bag slung over her shoulder. She was a sylph, her white hair looking like a wind swirled around her. She bought loot from us and sold it in towns at a profit. She also would go back into areas we cleared to find any missing items.

In essence, I could send her on missions while I did more important stuff and still earn rewards.

“I sold the haul from the Aerie Plateau, and I have taken the liberty to do some shopping for you all. New potions and some new magic items.”

I smiled as she started pulling out her haul. Twist was already waiting for her share of the money. That vanished into her pouch. Haîcze began placing her items out on the ground, humming as she did it. She was a sexy thing.

“Marcus,” Shelly said, hugging me. “Dinner will be ready soon. It just needs a quarter hour or so.”

“You have dinner ready?” I asked.

She glanced at the newest building. I could see a loom through its open door. Already, Nîya was drifting to it. Every time I recruited a new support character into my harem, a new building popped up here. It was a fascinating system.

“I knew you were coming back soon when I saw that.”

“Boyo,” Okzira bellowed before I could answer.

My busty dwarf marched out wearing a breastplate that showed off her ample tits. They had a nice jiggle. She was short, about four and a half feet, and curvy. There was nothing stocky about her. She was voluptuous in all the right ways. In her hand, she held a new breastplate.

“I finished this,” she declared. “A Crusader's Titanium Breastplate. It'll keep you going, boyo. Deals extra holy damage with your Paladin attacks. Plus, you can heal another person with your touch once per day.”

“Like Lay on Hands,” I said, remembering my teenage years playing D&D. “Nice.”

She shrugged. “Simple work. Why you hired me.”

“I bested your dildo,” I said, grinning. She boasted no cock could match her gold, vibrating dildo. I had proved her wrong.

“That you did, boyo.” She grinned. “Oh, yes, boyo, you did.”

I handed her my ax and one of the Stars. “See what you can do with this.”

“Oh-ho.” A grin spread across her lips. “Well, this is interesting. I can feel that itch. It'll be ready by morning.”

I nodded to her.

Haîcze had purchased us a lot of new gear. As Nîya headed to inspect her new tailor shop and loom, with the second crystal and Kulri's robe, Haîcze pulled out an impossibly huge item from her small sack. Her container was no bigger than a plastic grocery bag, and yet it held huge pieces of armor. In this world, they found storage containers with extra-dimensional space to be common. A ubiquitous item. You just thrust your hand in, thought about what you wanted to draw, and it would materialize in your hand.

It was a magic that held so much potential, and they thought of it as nothing more than I thought of my car that drove me to work. I had grown up with wondrous machines that could transport you around at great speeds. They had grown up with these pouches.

I still found them amazing to watch, the huge items they could hold.

She formed piles for each of us. She smiled at me, looking so cute as she squirmed in her skimpy leathers. “For my sexy lover, I went all out,” she said. “I found you these amazing Earthstomp Boots.” She held them up. “They will help you keep from getting knocked down and, once a day, you can shake the earth around you and knock your enemies on their asses.”

“Nice,” I said. I'd miss my Flamedust boots, but the extra fire damage they dealt was beginning to lag behind our enemies' HP. It was time to replace my first magic item.

“This is neat.” She tapped the dull-gray kite shield. It had such a matte finish to it. It looked plain, even boring. “A Magnetic Titanium Kite Shield. It has a better chance to block than a shield of its level and its once per day causes the next five physical attacks to hit your shield and not you.”

“Definitely an upgrade,” I said. My current shield wasn't magical at all. Just useful.

“I couldn't find any magical cuisses and greaves,” she said, sadly, “so these are just better defense than what you're wearing. Titanium, of course. You can wear it now.”

Materials grew more exotic the higher level the item was. The Level 20 through 24 gear appeared to be Titanium.

“Thanks,” I said. “I was falling behind on my defense in the Twilight Forest.”

As I inspected my new gear, Haîcze went over what she'd gotten for the others. Maria got a new bra, a black, strapless affair that would cup her tits; a new parrying dagger made of titanium; and a Fencer's Bracelet that would increase her damage with her rapiers. She smiled as she put on the silver bracelet.

Twist had a new thong, a whaletail style made of black leather that would make her attack faster; a set of titanium shurikens to replace her iron ones; and a ring called a Thief's Delight. When Twist learned it would increase how much loot she'd find, she hissed in delight and kissed Haîcze.

“I'm going to fuck you hard with my dildo tonight,” Twist promised.

“Mmm, you better,” Haîcze said.

Kulri picked up her new staff, made of dark hornwood and having an owl carved at the tip, that would increase her arcane damage. She also received a pair of Silvered Feylinen Panties. They increased her spell casting range and would look sexy on her. They were pink with silver runes stitched into them. They came with matching stockings.

“And for you, Dëshoma,” Haîcze said, brandishing a new habit for my Cleric.

Love's Feylinen Habit was red and with an oval cutout to show off Dëshoma's breasts. It was a special item that would increase how much she healed her lover. Me. With it, Haîcze had found a matching, red skirt that was so short, it would leave Dëshoma's pussy and ass on display. While the Exhibitionist's Feylinen Skirt came with stockings, it didn't come with panties. The butt plug my angelborn cutie wore would be on display as she walked. The skirt gave her reduced casting time on her divine miracles. The last item Haîcze had found for Dëshoma was the Bible of Excellence. It was a white-bound holy book with the dove of Himnomeri, Goddess of Faith, embossed on the cover. It would increase how effective her party buffs would be.

“My thanks,” Dëshoma said, her cheeks rosy. “The skirt, is, um...”

“She's at a loss for words,” Twist said in amusement.

“It's perfect,” I said. “You're going to be an inspiring sight while we adventure. Between you and Kulri, I'm going to be hard and eager to protect you both.”

Twist laughed louder.

Shelly appeared with our dinner: a delicious meal of chicken seasoned with lemon grass and served on a bed of rice infused with red spice berries. The flavors all melted in my mouth. They came alive as we sat down at the fire.

Both Nîya and Okzira were working in their shops, upgrading the magic items with the crystals. The rest of us were around the campfire. I didn't have a building to sleep in, but the weather here was always warm, even at night. I hadn't yet seen a cloud. The central fire pit near the Shardpool was the perfect place to enjoy the evening.

“Shelly,” I said, pulling her to me. She was the reward I'd earned for completing the first quest I had accepted. Evil cultists had wanted to sacrifice her and her sister. I got to choose which one to have as my servant.

Shelly chose to be my lover and joined my harem.

“That was delicious,” I said as she settled on my lap. She still wore just that apron. It fit her slender body well. It shifted, one of her small breasts peeking out. Brown hair, gathered in pigtails, swayed about her face and brushed her bare shoulders. “How would you like me to love you?”

Shelly blushed. “In the butt, Marcus,” she squeaked, her voice a tight whisper.

“Oh, really?” I asked, arching an eyebrow.

She nodded.

“Then bend over and let me get you ready. Kulri, let her suckle on your nipples.”

My elf shot me a glance. I knew she was in need of being fucked. I could see it in her eyes. I winked at her. I wanted her to suffer just a little bit longer. Then I would make her explode. She would howl her head off.

It would be perfect.

My dick throbbing, Shelly slid off of me and turned around. She bent over, presenting that rump. I was wearing just my leather pants. I started taking those off. My other women were shrugging out of their lingerie. Dëshoma had her veil and wimple off. She was a virgin again. I wanted to savor that delight of deflowering her.

Not tonight. Soon.

“Mmm, which dildo do you want?” Twist asked as she pulled Haîcze to the side.

“Ooh, the one with the bumps,” the sylph said, her white hair blowing around her. “That'll be so hot.”

Twist laughed. “Naughty sylph.”

She winked.

Maria and Dëshoma started kissing. Dëshoma's sapphire hair fell about her face. It was delicious to see her totally naked. It was special. She only did it around those she cared for. The two women's tongues danced. The faint halo around Dëshoma pulsed in excitement.

I shoved down my leather pants, my pierced cock popping out. It thrust out before me. My balls swayed as I stepped out of my trousers. Then I fell down to my knees behind Shelly. Already, she sucked on Kulri's nipple. The elf's ears twitched. She whimpered, pleasure crossing her face.

I winked at her and then grabbed Shelly's slender butt-cheeks. I had to get my cook ready to be plundered. I couldn't just fuck my dick into her asshole. She wasn't a masochist like Kulri. If it was my elf, I'd just ram it in.

Instead, I pushed my face between her butt-cheeks and licked at her sour butthole.

Shelly moaned around Kulri's nipple, her asscheeks clenching.

I rubbed my fingers at her cunt, her silky pubic hair brushing my fingers. Then I thrust two of them into her pussy as I swirled my tongue around her asshole. I rimmed her, soaking her in my saliva. I savored her sour flavor.

Everything about Shelly tasted good.

I feasted on her sour dessert. I loved that puckered asshole, savoring every moment of licking and lapping at her. I swirled my tongue around her naughty hole. Then I poked my tongue against it. She shuddered, her groans muffled.

Her asshole surrendered to my tongue.

I popped into Shelly's bowels. The moaning echoed around me as my tongue danced through her backdoor. I swirled about in her, teasing her. She squeezed her butt-cheeks down on my face as I fucked my tongue in and out of her asshole.

Her cunt clenched about my fingers probing into her. I fucked them in and out of her, marveling in the feel that I stirred up in her. She groaned, her hips wiggling back and forth. Her pussy grew hotter and hotter.

Then I pulled out my digits and lifted my head.

Kulri stared at me with feverish heat in her purple eyes. She licked her lips, her breasts rising and falling. She looked in such need, her cheeks flushed. Her ears twitched. I winked at her as I pressed my pussy soaked fingers against Shelly's asshole.

I swabbed the girl's sphincter. I coated her backdoor with her own pussy cream. Then I pushed against her anal ring. I loved how she moaned out in delight. Her hips wiggled from side to side as I pushed and pushed my digits against her.

More and more of my fingers slipped into her anal depths. She groaned, her asshole squeezing about my digits. The girl squirmed but kept nursing with hunger on Kulri's nipple. The sight was such an inspiring thing to witness.

“Marcus Aurelius,” my elf moaned.

“How wet are you?” I asked.

“So wet,” she moaned, her eyes lidded.

“Perfect,” I said and winked at her.

She shuddered.

I kept pumping my finger in and out of Shelly's asshole until she felt nice and loose. My dick throbbed, aching to be in her bowels. I grabbed my cock and lifted my hips. I brought my shaft to her pussy first.

I needed more lube.

I thrust into Shelly's cunt. She moaned around Kulri's nub. Her pussy squeezed about my cock, gripping me with that silky excitement. I groaned as my piercing shifted, loving every moment of that heat surging around my dick. The pleasure flowed through me. It would be incredible. I would have such a huge eruption. Just a mighty burst of cum in her.

But not her pussy.

I soaked in her twat for a dozen heartbeats, that heat melting around me. I loved it. Then I pulled out of her. I groaned as her snatch clenched about my cock. She whimpered about that nipple in her mouth, her body shaking.

I popped out, dripping wet.

“I'm coming for that booty!” I groaned.

Kulri giggled, her ears twitching.

I winked at her and brought my cock to Shelly's rump. I pressed the tip between her butt-cheeks. Iris buzzed around the girl's rump then landed. She leaned over and peered into the crevice to watch me thrust into the cook's anal ring.

The hole widened to swallow my tip. I'd loosened her up. Got her ready for my big, pierced dick. The cock ring massaged her hot, velvety asshole. She moaned and squeezed her bowels about my shaft. The pleasure surged through my body. I groaned, my balls tightening.

“That's so hot,” Iris whimpered. I could hear the envy in her voice. She wanted this for herself.

It would be hot to ass-fuck her. Maybe one day...

More and more of Shelly's asshole swallowed up my cock. Then I bottomed out in her. I shuddered, savoring that wonderful treat. My balls rested on her taint. She nursed with noisy hunger on Kulri's nipple.

I drew back.

That hot, tight, velvety sheath gripped my dick. It was amazing. I groaned, loving every second of it. I slid back and back, groaning as I enjoyed her tight asshole around my pierced cock. I gripped her hips.

“Ooh, now ass-fuck her hard!” Iris shouted, her voice squeaking with delight.

I slammed back into Shelly. Her butt-cheeks rippled from the impact. Iris fluttered her wings as she fought to keep her perch. She giggled as I drew back and then slammed back into her. My little pixie rode those jiggling waves.

“Woohoo!” she cheered. “Pound her booty, Marcus!”

“Yes, yes, pound her booty, Marcus Aurelius!” my elf moaned, her hands gripping Shelly's pigtails now.

Kulri entwined those brown tails around her hands, her face twisting with aching need. Her lavender eyes brimmed with the need to cum. I grinned, savoring Shelly's bowels around my cock. I reveled in every hot plunge into her bowels. Every wild stroke into her.

I ass-fucked my cook with passion, my cock ring shifting around in her bowels. The pleasure swelled the pressure at the tip of my dick. My balls smacked heavily into the girl's taint. Shelly moaned between naughty suckles. Iris cheered me on.

“Ream that booty-hole!” the little pixie whooped. “Ream it good!”

“I fucking am, aren't I, Shelly! How long until you're cumming?”

She whimpered and squeezed her hot bowels around my dick. The pleasure surged down my shaft. I growled, slamming into her. Those butt-cheeks rippled, Iris's wings fluttering to keep her spot perched on Shelly's rump. I snarled, that ache needing a release.

I buried into Shelly.

She squealed.

Hot, velvety ass rippled around my cock. That wonderful, spasming rhythm of a woman who'd found her release. She popped her mouth off Kulri's nipple, her head throwing back. The naughty, cumming cutie howled out her rapture.

“Marcus!”

“Yes!” I growled, slamming into her.

“Flood her booty!” Iris cheered.

I growled and erupted. My cum pumped hot and fast into the cutie's asshole. I spurted blast after blast of my cum into her bowels. I pumped her full of all that jizz that brimmed in my balls. The rapture slammed through me. Stars burst across my vision.

“Fuck, yes!”

Her asshole milked my cock. That naughty cutie moaned out her pleasure as I dumped all my spunk into her. The pleasure slammed into my mind. Sparks exploded through my thoughts and sizzled with ecstasy.

I groaned as I spurted the final blasts into her asshole. I panted, sucking in the pleasure. Her spasms slowed. Stopped. She panted there while I stared at my elf's feverish eyes. I could tell she needed me. She had waited long enough.

“Elf, I have a dirty dick. How should I clean it?”

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

“With my asshole, Marcus Aurelius,” the elf answered without hesitation.

Marcus grinned at her. He ripped his pierced dick out of Shelly's asshole. The cook rolled over onto her side, her hair unwinding from about Kulrigiizhai's digits. The elf shuddered, her busty body trembling. She sucked in deep breaths, her pussy molten agony.

She had to cum on his dick.

Needed to cum on his dick.

He cupped her face and pressed her down on her back. She didn't resist one bit as he kissed her with hunger. His tongue buried in her mouth. He swirled it around in her. Their lips worked together as her hand grabbed his cock.

Yes! exulted through her mind. She guided her Master's dirty cock to her juicy pussy. He pushed her onto her back. The others were moaning around them.

Nothing else mattered but him.

Their tongues danced as she pressed his pierced dick into her hairless pussy folds. He rubbed his shaft up and down her, caressing her. She trembled and whimpered into their kiss. He sucked on her tongue.

Thrust into her cunt.

He plunged his dirty dick into her aching cunt.

Kulrigiizhai came.

Her climax exploded through her. She bucked beneath Marcus, her pussy rippling and writhing around his dirty dick. His piercing massaged hard against her convulsing flesh. She whimpered in delight, ears twitching.

A tsunami of rapture swept through her mind. All her frustrated passion melted her thoughts. She bucked beneath him, her large breasts rubbing into his chest. Nipples throbbed against his muscular, hairy pecs.

He broke the kiss and snarled, “Fuck, elf! How much of a slut are you?”

“So much!” she moaned, her thighs wrapping about his waist. She gripped him, her pussy convulsing around his dick. She polished his pole clean. “This elf is your slut, Marcus Aurelius.”

His grin swallowed his face. That was how big it was. “Yes, you are!”

He drew back through her writhing sheath. Her flesh massaged him, drinking in the friction. More waves of ecstasy washed through her body. Then he slammed back into her. He buried his cock to the hilt in her.

She gasped, her cunt squeezing down tight on him. She whimpered, her body shuddering beneath him. The pleasure was intense. It rippled through her flesh. Her thighs squeezed down about his waist. She held him tight as he pumped away at her.

He fucked her hard and fast. He rammed that pierced and dirty dick in and out of her cunt. He penetrated her with those powerful thrusts. So much pleasure surged through her. She bucked beneath him, rubbing her tits into his chest.

Nipples burst with pleasure.

“Leaf and acorn!” she moaned.

His every thrust sent new waves of rapture through her flesh. She quivered, her cunt writhing and spasming. The pleasure melted across her mind. Her flesh convulsed. She clawed his back while whimpering out her bliss.

“My sexy elf!” he groaned, his balls smacking into her. “You want my cum, don't you?”

“This elf does, Marcus Aurelius! This elf wants all your jizz!”

She was lost on a sea of orgasmic bliss. Her body clung to his strong form. His cock reamed into her again and again, delivering to her all the bliss that she craved. She drank it in with his every thrust. His every hot plunge into her pussy.

She rubbed her face into his whiskered cheeks. She reveled in the feel of the stubble. So strong. She loved her Marcus Aurelius with every bit of her. He would help her get her revenge on the depraved mage who'd twisted and degraded her.

Marcus Aurelius had saved her.

“This elf loves you!” she cried out, her body bucking as her thoughts swirled in the rapturous currents his dick churned in her.

“I can fucking tell!” he growled. “I'm almost there.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned.

He slammed into her. Exploded.

She gasped as she felt spurt after spurt of his cum pump into her pussy. She whimpered, her orgasm intensifying. Just when she thought she couldn't cum any harder, he delivered even more rapture to her. She reveled beneath him. She gasped and moaned, her pussy going wild around his pierced dick.

“Marcus Aurelius!” she howled as she trembled beneath him.

“My sexy elf!” he groaned. “My naughty Wizard. Mmm, yes, yes, drain my balls!”

“This elf shall!”

Her pussy writhed around him, wringing about his spurting cock. She felt every blast of his cum. Every last, wonderful rush of pleasure shooting into her. She trembled beneath him, her hands stroking up and down his back. She nuzzled her nose into his.

He kissed her and she trembled beneath him. She had put her faith in Marcus Aurelius. She knew he wouldn't disappoint her. He would stand with her when she confronted her former master. He would help her tear that sick and twisted bastard into bloody ruin.

How she would smile that day.


Chapter Six: Where To?

Maria du Marne

Shelly had whipped them up a delicious breakfast. The cutie always had the best meals prepared for them. She had woken up before everyone to prepare it for them, a beaming smile on her lips. It was like cooking for them was the most rewarding thing she could do.

Shelly couldn't fight. She wasn't a Shardhunter. But she could see them fed. Make sure they had the daily buffs her delicious cooking provided to see them throughout the day and making their adventures that much easier.

Maria savored the spicy omelet she ate, the fluffy eggs and red sauce combined to make her shudder. She sat naked around the fire with the others, savoring this moment. They laughed and joked, Dëshoma glancing with virginal desire at Marcus.

He didn't deflower her last night, Maria realized. He must have special plans for her cherry.

“Kulrigiizhai,” Nîya said. She emerged from her tailor shop looking haggard. The motherly dryad held out the pink robes. It had a different quality to them. No longer made of silk but feylinen. It had been utterly transformed and yet was still the same. “The power of a Crystal of Ädfomer is marvelous to work with.” He was one of the Nine Gods of Light and Order. The God of Creation, the opposite of Ehglizi.

“My thanks,” Kulri said. The elf stood up with grace, her large breasts swaying before her. “I am glad to keep using this equipment. It greatly pleases Marcus Aurelius to drink my breast milk.”

“Oh, I love it, too,” Twist said, a big grin on her scaled face. The dragonborn Thief turned her gaze to Marcus. “Where—”

“Boyo, you better appreciate this,” growled Okzira.

The busty dwarf marched up, her tits jiggling in her low-cut breastplate. Maria used to wear armor like that before she'd become a fleet-footed Duelist. In another nine levels, at 30, she'd get to change again, choosing between the Fencer or the Bandit classes. Fencer would keep her going down the Dexterity path while Bandit would take her back towards a more Strength focused one. She was leaning towards Fencer, because...

Idiot. You should be going back to your village. To Derrick. He's waiting for you. Everyone is. Why are you here?

Her eyes glanced over at Marcus as he examined his upgraded ax. It no longer had the coppery-red double blades but the dull sheen of titanium. It still had the same motif of the Goddess of Fertility worked into the handle but would do far, far more damage.

“It's perfect,” he said, swinging it. “Perfect balance.”

“You think I'd make that beauty into worthless dross?” Okzira demanded.

“Never,” he said and then he cupped her face, leaned down, and kissed his dwarf.

She shuddered, her arms throwing around his neck. She kissed him back with hunger. Maria smiled at that. She understood the dwarf's passion. Marcus brought it out in women. He made her ache in ways she'd never felt before.

She craved his touch on her.

I can stay with them until level 30. That's one more big adventure. Another large dungeon to do.

Only they didn't have shards to any dungeon. They'd found the shard to Akzobroz. So unless that place was in ruins, they would need to procure new shards. They could do that in town. Find ones being offered by those in need of help. Quests to cleanse forests or haunted castles or to plunder abandoned mines. To help reclaim the world one piece at a time.

“So where are we heading today?” Twist asked.

“Let's gear up and figure that out,” Marcus said. He glanced over at Maria and smiled at her.

She smiled back, the heat washing through her body.

She pulled on her new Shadowy Alchemical bra. The black leather cupped her round breasts, hiding her right nipple pierced by the shadowy ring with a black diamond. Her tits were lifted into a pair of lush and jiggling mounds by the strapless bra. She still had her Frosted Studded Leather Panties, the white leather contrasting with her top. She could feel the chill flowing through her, the extra cold damage she'd deal with her weapons. On her belt hung her new Blood-Soaked Rapier and Titanium Parrying dagger. She pulled on her Duelist Heeled Boots, the leather polished to a shiny black. She laced it up to her knees and stood up.

The others were in their new equipment. Marcus's breastplate had a silvery sheen to it, reflecting the sunlight with its polished brilliance. His white cloak made him look every bit a Paladin now, a crusader for righteousness. His cuisses and greaves strapped over his leather pants weren't nearly as shiny, but they added to his martial appearance.

Dëshoma looked so naughty. Her skirt was so short, it left her ass and pussy on display. Her turquoise bush looked so cute and when she turned around, the pink diamond of her Healing Butt Plug gleamed between her asscheeks. Her white maiden's veil was such a pure color as it fell over the red habit she wore, the oval cutout showing off her jiggling breasts.

Kulri looked much the same, though her staff was of dark wood instead of pale yew. She had silver runes on her pink panties and along the tops of her thigh-high stockings. She also smiled, which gave her an exciting look.

Twist flipped her new dagger, catching it by the hilt. She smiled and sheathed it. She wore the blood-red straps of leather that crisscrossed her chest, barely covering her nipples. The yellow bands of her belly and breast scales contrasted with her “armor.” Her black thong vanished between her scaled butt-cheeks, exposing their lush curviness.

Marcus turned to Maria and held out his hand.

Smiling, she took it. Her new, silver bracelet gleamed on her right wrist. His fingers wrapped around hers. This wonderful thrill rushed through her as he turned and guided her to the Shardpool. The others moved with them. Her heart beat with a wild rush. She was so excited about this. For the next part of their adventure.

Where are we going? she thought. To Liberus and find new quests there, or shall we venture to the dwarf's great underground city of Akzobroz.

They stopped before the Shardpool, Shelly bustling around them, fussing with their equipment and wishing them safe travels. Haîcze was gathering up the loot they found in the Twilight Forest to take to Liberus to sell. Nîya and Okzira had gone to sleep after their long night of work.

“Well, Maria,” Marcus said, “activate the pool.”

“Me?” She blinked at him. “You're the party leader.”

“Yes,” Twist said. “You have our shards.”

“But she has one shard of her own,” Marcus said, smiling. “We're going to your village.”

Maria's stomach lurched. “W-what?”

“It needs saving. That's where we're going.” He stared at her with a stern, rocky expression. “Activate the pool, Maria.”

The submissive part of her shuddered. Then she nodded and did just that. She stepped into the pool and felt the possibilities open up before her. She owned two shards, her village and the Temple of Shuwëmeri where she had met Marcus. She chose her village.

The water glowed blue around her. Her stomach twisted. Churned. She was going home. Though it hadn't been long, not more than a week since she'd left, she had changed so much. She wasn't that Level 1 Warrior any longer. She was Level 21. A Duelist. She had fought monsters, evil cultists, and even a dragon. She had accomplished so much.

Had met Marcus.

Her village felt so small. The world so huge.

But they need me. Derrick needs me. She hardly thought of the boy she was all but promised to marry. She had grown up believing she would be his wife. She would be his wife. She drew in slow breaths as the others stepped into the pool.

Then azure engulfed them and transported them to the Village of Gastin.


Chapter Seven: Coming Home

Maria du Marne

Maria swallowed as she stared down the path. The Shardpool was on a small, grassy hill outside her village. The barrier could be seen as a violet haze in every direction for her, marking the end of the fields. The furrowed, black soil should have been teeming with green growth but instead sprouted with mostly weeds. Hardly any of it had been planted.

The village looked the same. The winter wear had not been fixed as the men grew increasingly sick as spring wore on. Thatch roofs looked shoddy. Daub walls needed fresh coats of limewash to protect the mud and wood from the wet rains. Smoke curled from the chimneys, looking sad and forlorn. Some women moved about in the marketplace.

No children were seen running through the green in the heart of the village or through the small lanes between the houses. A few women had their laundry drying in the morning sunlight. Others were hoeing small vegetable gardens or leading the livestock to pasture in the green.

“Do not feel this trepidation,” Dëshoma said, her hand setting comfortingly on Maria's shoulder. “For verily the Tear of Ethileri shall work its wondrous miracle and restore thy menfolk to their health and vigor.”

“Of course,” Maria said. She took a deep breath, glancing over at Marcus. She stared at him. They would part today. She wanted to throw herself at him—kiss him and clutch to him—but already their arrival had drawn notice. Women pointed up at the top of the hill. Some shielded eyes to try to see them amid the sunlight.

“Shall we?” Marcus asked.

Maria nodded. She took her first steps down the hill on her boots. Rested a hand on her rapier. The trail wound down the side of the steep hill, passing the wildflowers poking out amid the green grass. The blossoms speckled color across the landscapes, freckles of reds and blues and yellows.

The tension squeezed about her heart the lower she descended. The others moved behind her while the women of the village began to gather. In the front stood Stout Daisy, the village chief's wife. She had taken over running the affairs after her husband, Bill, fell to the sickness. Around her were other matronly women, their gray hair tied back in buns, their dresses modest.

The opposite of her adventuring garb.

Even the young women didn't show nearly this much flesh with their square-cut bodices and dresses that fit tight in the waist and skirts falling down to not even their knees. She swallowed, spotting Maddy, Derrick's mother.

She burst out of the crowd and a sob broke across her voice. Maria froze as her future mother-in-law reached her, fell to her knees, and grabbed her hand. She was sobbing hard, but it didn't seem out of relief.

“Mother Maddy,” Maria said, her voice light. “Do not cry. I have it. The Tear. I can cure them.”

Maddy shook her head, tears streaming down her ruddy face. She wailed, too overcome with grief to speak a word. A horrible dread squeezed about Maria's heart as well as a strange relief. She burned with guilt at that.

“Is he...?” Did I wait too long? Did my delay cost lives? Derrick's life?

“He lives, we think,” said Daisy. She bent down to gather up the sobbing mother. “Yesterday, cultists appeared from the pool. Men with wild women. Followers of Zadeg.”

“The God of Lust?” Maria gasped.

“They rounded up all the men. They were too weak to resist. They were marched to the Shardpool. Any woman who tried to intervene was whipped. She touched her breast and winced.

Maria saw one young woman, Nelly, with a red stripe across her face.

“Yesterday?” Maria whispered, her voice tight. She could have been here yesterday. “Where did they take them?”

What have I done?

Daisy reached into the pocket on the front of her apron and pulled out a Shard. “One of them dropped this.”

Maria took it, guilt lashing at her heart. “We'll get them back, Daisy. Mother Maddy. We'll get them all back! I promise!”

*  \ * /  *

Maria clutched the shard with a look of hopeless dejection.

“Fuck,” I muttered. I could see the pain in her eyes as she turned to look at me. “Of course we're getting them back. These fuckers are going to pay.”

The two women looked at me. Mother Maddy, who must be some sort of village healer, and Daisy, stared at me with hope. The other women were rushing forward. They stared at me with awe. I must look like a gallant hero.

Hell, I was. I had risked my life to protect the innocent.

I took the Shard from her and felt where it led: the Glittering Caverns. I put it in my pouch, adding it to my knowledge. “Women of Gastin,” I declared, “I accept your quest. I will return with your men and the followers of Zadeg dead.”

“Never fear that the Cultists of Black Desire can prevail against Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said. “I promise thee, none is more stalwart than he is. He shall not rest until thy menfolk are returned to you hale and hearty.”

“Thank you, Lord Marcus,” Mother Maddy said, grabbing my hands.

“Lord Marcus!” the other women cried out.

“Save my husband!”

“My brother!”

“Son!”

“My father!”

“My betrothed!” the young woman with the red welt across her face cried. “Please!”

“As the Gods of Light and Order are my witnesses, I will kill every last one of the cocksuckers!” I snarled.

The women cheered. Then they all came up and planted kisses. On my lips. My cheeks. Chaste ones. Ones with heat. Others stained with salty tears. The Women of Gastin placed their hope in myself and my party.

My women and I would prevail.

“We should go,” I said. “Right now. We can't let your men languish in the vile clutches of these bastards.”

“Of course,” Daisy said. The grandmotherly woman smiled at me. Tears shone in her eyes. “Bring my Bill home.”

I nodded to her and then spun, my cloak swishing out before me. It was no coincidence that they had a shard. This world worked like a video game. This was a quest, and I had to be able to fulfill it. I could get to the Glittering Caverns, but would I prevail?

Of course I would. I would kick the cultists' asses. Another one of the damned Gods of Darkness and Chaos were up to their perverted and depraved activities. They must have unleashed the Cock-Wilt Plague here for a reason. It wasn't to kill the men.

I couldn't even imagine what they would do to them.

“Thank you,” Maria whispered as we climbed back up to the Shardpool. “If I hadn't waited, it wouldn't have even mattered.”

“You didn't know,” I said.

“Still...” She swallowed. “I was scared to come back.”

“Why?”

She shook her head and kept walking.

I would figure it out. Why did she think she would have to stay? Why had she dragged her feet so long? I would find out those answers and give her the strength to face her challenges. I hated seeing my women suffer.

Maria might not be in my harem, but she was still one of my women. She was in my party. Until she left it, I would do everything I could to protect her. I wanted her to stay. She was my first adventuring partner.

Almost like my first love.

Damn, I didn't want to lose her.

We reached the pool and stepped into it. I glanced back at the village. It looked so peaceful. It didn't deserve this fate. If the Gods of Light and Order hadn't shattered the world, none of this would have happened.

How evil did they think the world was? It seemed pretty damned good to me. At least, the parts that weren't perverted by their enemies.

“I'm going to mend this world,” I growled and stepped into the pool.

My women followed.


Chapter Eight: The Horny Satyrs

Dëshoma

The group appeared in a dark forest. It wasn't shrouded like the Twilight Forest but merely shaded from the dense pines that grow around the trail blocking the sky. The sun was still overhead here. Dëshoma stepped out of the Shardpool, her butt plug shifting around inside of her.

That made her pussy so juicy.

And with her new exhibitionist skirt not covering anything, she felt like everyone was staring at her. Especially Twist. The inch-wide band of fluttering feylinen wrapped around her waist left her rump and pussy on display. Her sapphire bush, carefully groomed, gleamed with her pussy cream. More juices ran down her thighs to the thigh-high stockings she wore.

She swallowed, cheeks blazing hot. Even in the woods, she felt like there were eyes on her. There very well might be, the Cleric thought as she gazed out at those densely packed pine trees. She couldn't see much through the tangle of skeletal limbs, the lower branches all devoid of any pine needles.

“You feel that?” Marcus asked as he limbered his shield and drew his ax.

“Yes,” Twist hissed. Her forked tongue flicked out. “Monsters lurk about us.”

That no longer daunted Dëshoma. She had faced so much at Marcus's side. She could endure anything so long as she followed her harem leader. She gripped her bible, holding it to her chest. She covered the oval cutout in her habit while her virgin twat could be seen by anyone.

She ached for Marcus to take her virginity again. Her naughty veil would let her relive that delight over and over again. To savor having her cherry deflowered whenever Marcus craved that treat. It would be a wonderful treat for her to enjoy.

She shook her head. She didn't need to focus on sex right now. She breathed in deeply, catching a whiff of her own jasmine-scented pussy. There was another musk beneath it. Something so virile and powerful. Something that reminded her of Marcus.

Maria had her rapier and parrying dagger out. She flanked Marcus as he headed forward. Twist was beside her, the two scanning the woods. Color gleamed in Maria's cheeks. Dëshoma took a deep breath and marched forward.

Her butt plug shifted around in her bowels. Its stimulation felt even more intense in these woods. She bit her lower lip as she pressed on, not sure what was causing this surge of heat in her. She stepped daintily on her heels, her skank skirt fluttering above her swaying rump. Anyone who walked behind her would see that delicious ass swaying, the pink diamond of her butt plug gleaming between her cheeks.

She imagined someone was staring at her right now as she walked beside Kulrigiizhai.

The elf's ears twitched as she marched forward, hard nipples thrusting through the holes cut in her pink robes. Her pale-blonde hair swayed about her cheeks touched with color. Dëshoma glanced at the elf, wondering, Am I turning her on? I hope I am?

The skirt she wore made Dëshoma feel like an exhibitionist. While she wore it, she had the Exhibitionist trait. She felt slightly more faithful and strong and intelligent as she walked because of that fact. So long as she showed off her flesh, she would have a small buff to her stats.

“Damn,” Marcus muttered.

“I know,” Twist said. “They're stalking us.”

“They are,” Maria said. “I keep catching glimpses of them.”

Marcus nodded. “Kulri and Dëshoma, don't fall back too far. Watch out behind you.”

“I am, Marcus Aurelius,” said Kulrigiizhai.

That heartened Dëshoma. She looked around, wondering if the monsters were staring at her ass. She didn't spot anything. Perception was based on Intelligence, which was the secondary stat of the Cleric class, but also Dexterity. That was her worst stat, the opposite of her primary stat: Faith. Now she excelled at Knowledge.

So it wasn't surprising that the attack caught her completely by surprise.

“Marcus!” Maria shouted. Then she Yelled, buffing herself.

Marcus did the same and then bellowed out, “Come and get me, you prancing fuckers! I'm right here!”

The monsters burst out of the dense pine trees a moment later. Dëshoma jumped at the sight of them. They were horny satyrs. They had the torsos of men but the legs of goats. Their lower halves were covered in a shaggy coat. They were brawny, their skin a dark tan. They had beard hair growing from the bottom of their chins and horns thrusting out of their tightly curled hair. They wielded short spears in their hands.

All had dicks thrusting out of their fur.

“Oh, my,” Dëshoma said, staring at the rampant goat rushing up at her.

“Dëshoma!” Kulrigiizhai gasped, grabbing her shoulder.

Twist slashed at the one rushing at Dëshoma. The Thief's new knife left a suppurating wound to the satyr's flank. He brayed in pain and turned to her. She Vanished from sight. His spear passed through nothing. She appeared a moment later, slashing her dagger across his back. Arterial spray jetted from the wound. The satyr staggered.

Upfront, most went for Marcus. He blocked blows on his new titanium shield. The spears rang on it while his ax swung. He crashed the reforged blade into a satyr's body. He shouted in delight, dealing damage to the enemy, cloak flowing behind him.

“Oh, my,” Dëshoma gasped, clutching her bible to her chest as she watched Marcus fighting.

His armor flashed in the sunlight falling on the path. His white cloak flared behind him as he swung his ax and raised his shield to block. He hacked down one of the satyrs while the others rushed at him.

“He is so gallant.” Her asshole clenched down on her butt plug. The scent of her jasmine musk and that primal scent filled her nose. Her hand shoved down between her thighs. She rubbed through the curls of her pussy to masturbate. “So dashing.”

Pleasure flowed through her body as she rubbed at her cunt. Beside her, Kulrigiizhai swayed. The arcane words on her lips died down as she squirmed her body. Maria sheathed her rapier and thrust her hand down the front of her frost-white panties.

“What the fuck?” Marcus demanded, swinging his weapon. “What are you doing?”

“Thou art so stirring to watch battle the forces of lust and darkness,” Dëshoma moaned, her fingers caressing over her virgin flesh. “Quickly, dispatch thine foes so thou may taketh me hard. My virginity awaits thy rampant cock's forceful plucking.”

“Yes!” Maria groaned.

“Fuck!” Twist growled. She ripped her dagger out of a satyr's neck. The beast dropped to the ground. “Hurry up, Marcus. I need that dick in me. If you don't fuck me...” Twist grinned at one of the satyrs attacking Marcus, cock rampant.

“You have got to be shitting me,” groaned Marcus.

A blow took him hard in the arm. His Hit Points fell. That should concern Dëshoma, but she was rubbing hard at her pussy, enjoying watching him swing his ax as she breathed in that thick musk filling the air.

*  \ * /  *

“Goddamn it,” I snarled as the satyrs attacked me from every direction.

There were a dozen of them, their weapons striking my shield and armor. Sometimes, a spear found my flesh. My Hit Points dropped from the blows while my Cleric was too busy jilling her cunt to heal me.

“Fucking satyrs!” I snarled and slammed my ax into another's neck. Blood spurted as he bleated in pain and fell spasming to the ground.

They all stared at me with such frenzied lust in their eyes. They wanted me dead so they could fuck my women. All the ladies were all masturbating now. Twist had shoved her whaletail thong to the side to rub her scaled finger across her pussy lips. Maria and Kulri had their hands down their panties while Dëshoma had no obstacles in the way of her self-pleasure.

I sheathed my ax and thrust my hand in my pouch. I pulled out a Potion of Angel's Passion. I drank down the herbal-infused angelic cunt cream. My dwindling Hit Points surged upward while the satyrs' spears slammed into me.

“Fuck!” I snarled, drawing my ax and swinging it hard. They were all around me. I had to even the odds. I hated blowing a magic item in the first battle of the day, but I was soloing it right now.

I slammed my right foot down. My Earthstomp boots shook the ground. The trees swayed, branches rustling. The satyrs all around me bleated as it threw them off their feet. They landed in a tangle on the ground, sprawled over each other.

“You like that, you horny fuckers!” I growled and unleashed a Hard Blow, slamming my reforged ax into the chest of a satyr. Rib cage cracked with a sickening crunch. He spasmed and twitched on the ground.

I kicked another one struggling to stand and swept my ax into him. Two hacks, and he was dead. The others were fighting to regain their feet. One thrust a spear. It skittered across my breastplate and then sliced open my cheek. Pain throbbed.

Hit Points bled out of me.

I blocked another spear and hacked low at him. I sliced right through that fucking dick aimed at me. “Try and screw my women now!”

He bleated in pain, falling to the ground and clutching his severed groin. I whirled around and swung low again. The satyrs bleated around me. Another spear rammed into the back of my thigh. Pain throbbed.

I slammed a Holy Sweep before me, my new skill gained at Level 21. It hit three of them in a single blow. The burst of holy energy was augmented by the breastplate Okzira gave me. Three satyrs reeled back, baying in pain.

“You think I'm going to let you fuck my women without a fight?”

“That's right!” Twist moaned. “You got to earn our pussies!”

“Twist!” gasped Dëshoma. “We would never be such low hussies as to enjoy another cock but yours, Lord Marcus. No matter how big and rampant and prodigious they might be as they thrust so proudly from the loins of our hairy enemies.”

“Mother fuckers!” I snarled and did another Holy Swipe.

These hoary goat-legged bastards were not touching my women. They squealed in pain as I hacked through them. I cut them down and snarled as I slammed my ax into the next. Blood spurted. Spears thrust. Metal rang.

I cut the bastards down while my women's breathy moans filled the air. The mixed melange of their hot pussies tickled my nose. I growled as a spear plunged into my side. My arm. I bled, Hit Points dwindling.

I brained the last satyr and kicked him off my ax.

“Think you can touch my women!” I spat on him.

“Marcus!” gasped Maria. She ripped her fingers out of her pussy and gasped. Her cheeks blazed. She quickly bent down and picked up her discarded staff.

“Lord Marcus!” Dëshoma gasped, horror on her face. She pulled her hand from her virgin twat, her juices dripping from her fingers. “Mine apologies for being so consumed by the foul and heady musk the vile satyr did spread.”

“Yeah,” Twist panted. Then she kicked one of the corpses before she began her looting.

“If I had mine faculties, I would have unleashed mine new prayer, Litany of Salvation, to remove the pernicious affliction from upon us.”

I waved my hand in dismissal and sheathed my ax. Then she began chanting the words for her Arcane Healing. I closed my eyes as the healing energy soothed away the aches and pains. A second surged me all the way up to full.

I blinked at that. “Your new armor's working out great.”

“Yes.” A smile spread upon her lips. “It gives proof of my love by granting thee more recovery.” She wiggled her hips, her skank skirt fluttering around her waist. My eyes fell on that virgin pussy. It would be a succulent treat when we got back.

Kulri gripped her staff and shook her head. She looked embarrassed. I caught her eye and winked at her. Some of the tension melted out of her body. Then I glanced at Twist. She cut off the satyr's horns. Trash loot we'd give to Haîcze to sell for money. I wonder what it was used for, or if this world really had an economy that supported such useless items.

“We should be ready for this,” I said as Iris buzzed down and landed on my shoulder. Her glow was bright. Even she had lost control. “We're up against Zadeg. God of Lust, right, Iris?”

She nodded.

“I wonder which of his foul minions is behind this travesty,” Dëshoma said. “Father Passion, perhaps. Or Lord of Depravity. They are all foul minions.”

“If they come at any of you with hard cocks, I have my ax.” I grinned viciously.

No one touched my women but me.


Chapter Nine: Trips & Wires

Twist

The scent of the dragonborn Thief's spicy pussy juices lingered in her nose as she followed Marcus through the pine woods. Her new looting ring was already paying dividends. Adventuring with Marcus would have her paying her debt off to Grunt in record time.

Once I'm free of that greasy orc, I will live like a queen.

Excitement brimmed through her. She had new equipment. New abilities. New ways to generate money. These followers of Zadeg promised more wealth. She couldn't help but grin as she strutted down the trail, tongue flicking out.

The path led up to a dark hole cut into the mountainside. The eponymous Glittering Caverns. Would there be wealth to chip off the walls? She had a dagger she could pry off any gems with. Her excitement mounted.

Iris flew forward. Her glowing pink illuminated the way. She soared through the jagged stalactites and stalagmites that made the cave entrance resemble a monster's maw. Maria's brow furrowed, the human Duelist looking none too pleased.

The aesthetics only excited Twist more. She'd learned that increased danger correlated directly with increased loot. She salivated as she threaded her way through the teeth and entered the uneven surface of the cave.

“How utterly foreboding,” Dëshoma said. “I fear that we are venturing down the gullet of some hoary monster fossilized into the very rock of the mountains.”

“I know,” Twist said, grinning at the angelborn Cleric. The flowery Dëshoma had grown on the Thief over their adventure on the Airy Plateaus.

Especially the taste of her pussy.

The cave narrowed to a tunnel. Little specks in the gray rock glittered. Flecks of quartz too small to be worth the effort. Just little twinkles of reflected brilliance. Twist hissed in disappointment. Her fantasies of fist-sized gems just waiting for her dagger's prying tip evaporated.

But there would still be the cultists and other dangers. Plenty of opportunity for loot.

Iris flew before Marcus, his personal light source. She bobbed and swooped, looking at this or that twinkle of the wall with gasps of excitement. To the little pixie, it was like each one was a new star to marvel at.

The tunnel twisted down and wound around. Water dripped from stalactites that reared down, often towards stalactites waiting to meet. They were all lumpy like half-melted candles, and mostly white, which contrasted with the gray rocks.

There was little talking, everyone focused on looking for danger (or loot). Twist's keen eyes search for hidden spots, illusory walls, false stalagmites, anything that might give her that much more gold. She flicked her tongue out, tasting the air.

Stale. No gold to be found. No silver, platinum, copper, or electrum, either.

“Wait!” Maria cried out.

“...wait... ...ait... ...ai...” echoed back at them.

Marcus froze. “What?”

“Traps.”

Twist cast her gaze forward and saw them. A series of tripwires each one made of a hair so fine she could barely make them out in Iris's pink light. The Thief's experienced gaze followed the wires to natural crevices in the wall. She peered down one.

“Poisoned dart trap,” she said. “There's five of them. They want to make sure that you'll hit them.”

“They recent?” Marcus asked.

Twist nodded. “No corrosion on the metal. It is too damp in here for them to stay pristine for long. No more than a few weeks at most. I'd bet sooner.”

“You got it?”

“Got it?” Twist asked, confused.

“Disarming them.”

“Yesssss.” She drew her dagger. The tripwire worked by yanking on them. They were simple devices that only needed her to cut the wire to disarm them. She brought her dagger to the first one, pressing the blade against it.

Froze.

There was something too easy about this. She stared at the ground around the tripwires. It was all smooth stone. Too smooth. She hissed and leaned closer. She blew at the dirt that clung to the floor. A square appeared, the edges hidden by the “detritus” that had been left behind to simulate natural build-up.

“Clever,” Twist said. “Two traps. The obvious one and the subtle one.”

“Those tripwires are obvious?” Marcus asked. “I can barely see the damned things, and I know they're there.”

“You lack subtlety, Marcus. You hit things with your ax until they die or you eat out a woman's pussy until she's yours.”

“If it works, why change.”

The Thief hissed with laughter. “Why indeed.”

She cut the tripwire then, with care, pried up the pressure plate. She revealed the mechanism below. She looked up and, sure enough, a fake stalactite was hidden with the real ones. It lay right over the trap.

She removed a few gears, pocketing them to sell later on, and neutralized the trap. She smiled at it and moved forward, cutting the next tripwire and finding the next pressure plate. She worked methodically, making sure she got each one while everyone waited for her to finish.

Her gathered loot grew along with her experience, the party closer to Level 22 now. She straightened. “It's safe.”

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The party pressed on, moving through the winding tunnels. Dëshoma stepped with care in her heels, her asshole clenching around the butt plug. Her pussy was so wet. She kept shuddering every time Marcus turned around to see how naughty she looked.

Perhaps, I should ask of Nîya to alter mine habit so mine breasts are also fully exposed, flitted through Dëshoma's thoughts. Her cheeks warmed. I am becoming such a wanton and uninhibited slattern.

The depths of her passions created by wearing her exhibitionist skirt and the butt plug almost frightened her. If she weren't so horny, anyways.

So ready for Marcus to plunge his cock through her maidenhead and claim her cherry for a second time. Then a third time. He could thrust his cock in and out of her pussy as much as he wanted. Her nethers ached for it.

Fantasies of being pinned against the glittering cave walls and fucked hard by Marcus surged through her. She quivered there, her hips wiggling back and forth. The skirt fluttered. She swallowed, her heart beating so fast in her chest. He would thrust through her hymen in a single plunge and—

“That's light,” Maria said.

“I see it,” Marcus answered.

A shiver ran through Dëshoma. She shook her head and peered ahead to spot what the others had noticed. It was hard to see clearly, but the passage beyond looked brighter. She swallowed and held her bible tight.

“I won't fail you this time, Marcus Aurelius,” Kulrigiizhai said, her voice so faint Dëshoma almost missed the words.

“Nor I,” Dëshoma said. She smiled at the elf. “Together, we shall control our lusts and comport ourselves with the proper decorum that doth fit our role in Marcus's adventuring party.”

Kulrigiizhai glanced at Dëshoma and smiled.

The honest emotions that came from the elf were such a delight for Dëshoma to witness. She smiled back at her friend. Her hips wiggled from side to side, the excitement for what they were doing growing inside of her.

The cave bent, Marcus moving slowly. In front, where the light came from, danced a circle of flames. Women were moaning. Dëshoma gasped to see women with black strips of cloth wrapped around the bodies that failed to hide their breasts. They were all riding bestial satyrs, pumping pussies up and down the rampant cocks of the horny monsters.

“Yes, yes, yes!” drifted from them. “Ōhwah Zadeg, phebom pha zēdeb nah ītemal yābuh īt khou!”

Dëshoma understood the Dēmodith: “Lord Zadeg, witness our pleasure given in worship to you!”

“Those wanton wenches are Cultists of Zadeg,” she whispered. “They are performing a foul and perverse rite to their god to receive his favor. We must attack with all haste and disrupt them.”

“You women going to back me up?” Marcus asked.

“We shall not fail thee, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said, her voice clear.

He nodded. “Then let's kick their asses.”

Twist Vanished.

Marcus burst into a charge, Maria at his heels. They both Yelled, their battle cries echoing down the hallway. The women gasped and ripped their cunts off the satyrs. The goat-men scrambled to their cloven feet, picking up spears, rampant and gleaming cocks thrust out before them. The cultists picked up flails, their eyes filled with maddened lust.

Marcus snarled, “Come get me, you impotent pieces of shit! I'll cut off your dicks and then cut down those butterface skanks! God, put a fucking bag over their faces. No one wants to see how butt-ugly they are.”

The Cultists of Zadeg snarled in fury. “Ugly!”

“Butterface!”

“Scourge the flesh from his skin!”

They rushed at him. His Zeal drew all their ire on him. Now it fell upon Dëshoma to keep him alive. Already, that musk from the satyrs filled the air. It rippled through her blood, but she shook it off, focusing on the Goddess of Love whom she followed, using it to armor her senses. Her Faith helped her resist it. The lust grew. Maria thrust out her rapier as Marcus swung his ax.

Maria swayed. Kulrigiizhai's tongue stumbled over an arcane word, forcing her to start her spell over again. Twist appeared from her invisibility with a slash of her poisoned dagger, cutting a blood-spraying gash in a cultist's neck. She staggered and swung her whip. Twist dodged, but her movements were sluggish.

Dëshoma had to act.

“With thy blessing and care,” she chanted, unleashing her new spell, targeting Kulrigiizhai first. “I do banish the ill and deliver salvation!”

The spell removed the debuff from Kulrigiizhai. Her chanting grew clear. Her eyes focused ahead. As Dëshoma launched into her next Litany of Salvation targeting Maria, Kulrigiizhai worked her magic. A new spell that Dëshoma didn't recognize.

“Let the geometries of space warp and change my enemy!”

The magic soared out and hit the female cultist who looked the most impressive and dangerous. Largest tits, a circlet of gold around her forehead. She swung her flail down at Marcus as purple energy engulfed her and transformed her into a sheep.

She bleated in shock in the midst of all the enemies.

Dëshoma smiled and finished her Litany of Salvation. This time, she and the other women would help the man they loved.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

The holy energy flowed through her. Her thoughts cleared. The lust that had been slowing her down suddenly flared hot. Just in time for her to see a flail whipping down at her. It was about to hit her. No way to dodge it.

She used her Flash Bright Ring.

The jewel burst with a bright light that slammed into the cultist's eyes. She gasped in pain, stumbling back, her tits heaving amid the black rags she wore. She shook her head, utterly blinded for the next five seconds.

Maria didn't hesitate to attack. She used her new ability, Double Strike.

She thrust her bloody rapier and parrying dagger forward at the same time. Both weapons plunged into the cultist's body. Blind, the enemy priestess had no chance to dodge. She screamed in pain as the blood flooded down her belly. Maria ripped out her weapons and easily side-stepped the clumsy retort the cultist made with her whip.

The Duelist thrust smoothly forward and ran the cultist through, dropping her.

A satyr charged up, spear aimed before him. Maria twisted her body and thrust her rapier forward, running through his shoulder. The satyr baaed in pain and then thrust his deadly horns at her. They struck her head, pain flaring across her scalp.

Divine energy struck Twist. She shook her head and then gasped, struck by a cultist's whip. Anger flared across Twist's face. She struck the cultist with the pommel of her dagger. The woman collapsed, stunned.

Twist bent down and thrust her blade into the woman's throat.

Marcus fought in the thick of things. He swung his ax before him, spears and whips hitting his armor and shield. He sliced through both a satyr's horn then cleaved his ax into another. His Hit Points dwindled as he took hits in the vulnerable gaps of his armor.

Theological Litany engulfed Marcus, the divine energy ticking up his Hit Points. Maria wondered for a moment why Dëshoma used that spell and not Arcane Healing. Then she realized that Dëshoma's new robe allowed her to heal Marcus more than others. That made Theological Litany's healing ticks each restoring him more Hit Points.

Cumulatively, he would regain more life.

Smart, Maria thought and did a Double Strike into the satyr who stabbed at her.

Both blades rammed into his chest. He gasped, stumbling back from the wound. She whipped them free and smiled. She liked this attack. She turned and thrust her rapier into the back of a cultist fighting Marcus.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

She hissed in delight. Sap, letting her stun an enemy, was a useful ability.

She watched the flow of battle. The confused sheep bleated again. Twist ignored it and spotted an unhurt satyr attacking at Marcus's flanks. Shadow Cloak wrapped Twist up in invisibility. She padded up and activated her Bloody Alchemical Straps. Her next attack would do bleed damage. She unleashed an Ambush.

Her poisoned blade ripped across the enemy's back. The satyr staggered. Blood spurted from the hard blow. The satyr roared and whirled around. Spear thrust at her. She dodged it. Then a second thrust. A third. The enraged satyr plunged the spear at her over and over.

It clipped her, cutting open her side. She hissed in fury and flowed past it. She plunged her dagger into its throat. A  critical hit. His blood spilled down his chest. He gurgled and collapsed at her feet. She flicked her tongue in delight.

The sheep stopped bleating behind her.

She turned around to see the Cult Leader slamming a flail in a wide arc. The barbed leather struck Twist in the chest. Pain burst from her. A shock of lust ran through her. She collapsed, her hands plunging between her thighs. She could do nothing but masturbate.

She raised her lash to whip again, a look of ecstatic lust crossing her face.

*  \ * /  *

“Bitch!” I growled and slammed my shield into a satyr as I threw myself forward.

Another Theological Litany fell on me. The divine energy blazed around me, a white warmth that engulfed me with Dëshoma's love. My Hit Points ticked up just as I felt a spear plunge into my side. It skittered across my breastplate before penetrating the titanium and burying into my skin.

I ignored the pain and slammed my ax into the priestess's arm. I rarely used Disarm, a low-level skill I picked-up as a Fighter. The cultist bitch howled in pain as her hand released her whip, dropping it before she could slam it into the masturbating Twist.

“Thank you!” she hissed.

I winked at my dragonborn Thief before I slammed my ax hard into the cultist leader. I struck her in the chest. She hissed in pain as she stumbled back. Her satyr rushed in, swarming me as she stumbled back.

Right into Maria's rapier.

The Duelist ran her smoothly through from behind. The end of Maria's thin blade burst from between the cult leader's chest. The enemy bitch glanced down at the weapon. Her blood ran down between those perfect tits.

Such a shame they belonged to an evil cunt.

Maria ripped her weapon free and the cult leader fell to the ground gurgling.

I grinned and blocked an incoming attack with my shield. Dëshoma's healing love restored more and more of my Hit Points as I swung my ax and Holy Swiped through the last of the satyrs still standing. I hit three of them in an arc of white death.

They collapsed at my feet.

“Fuck!” Twist hissed. “Zadeg's limp dick. I was going to gut that bitch. Now... now... Yes!”

Twist's orgasmic moans echoed through the cave. She heaved and gasped, her breasts almost popping out of her crimson straps. She flicked her tongue out and shook her head. Then she forced herself to stand up. She looked around at the enemy, her fingers dripping with her cunt cream.

She set about looting.

I found Dëshoma; nodded to her.

She smiled back, her green eyes sparkling. She did well. I sheathed my ax and flexed my fingers. We'd almost made it to Level 22. So close. Just a cunt's hair away. I rolled my shoulders. I was low on MP and TP. But that was okay.

I'd get it back on the level up.

“Marcus,” Maria said, peering down the corridor. “The cave branches right and left ahead.”


Chapter Ten: Right or Left

As Twist finished up the looting, I stepped up to the branch. Iris hovered beside me, her pink light glittering off the small crystals in the walls. Both tunnels were about the same size. I could walk down them easily enough, just dodging the occasional stalactite. Both seemed equally valid to me.

“Any tracks?” I asked Maria.

“It's all wet stone here,” she said. “Nothing to leave tracks on.”

“Sounds?” I asked.

“I perceive the sound of water from the right one,” Kulri said. “But I do not know if that bodes for ill or good.”

“Fuck,” I muttered. “Anyone have a coin?”

“Are you putting our fates in chance?” asked Maria, glancing at me. She had an anxious look on her face. The men of her village were down one of them. If we chose wrong...

“He is putting our fate in faith upon the Gods who subtly shift the world around us,” said Dëshoma. “What we perceive as chance or luck can oft be the unseen touch of the Gods upon the world. Marcus has embraced championing the cause of the Gods of Light and Order. It doth not surprise me that he wishes to consult them.”

That wasn't what I was doing, but Dëshoma supported it. So that was good enough for me.

She produced a gold coin out of her pouch. One side was a woman's smiling face. On the other, hands clasped together tight. I flipped it. It flashed as it spun, Iris dancing around it. her wings buzzing with excitement.

“Heads, we go left!” I called and snatched the coin out of the air and smacked it on the back of my left hand.

The women gathered around, Dëshoma staring with the most curiosity, holding her bible to her midriff. The sight of her sapphire pubic hair was a naughty distraction. Thoughts of her virgin pussy flowed through me and...

“Well?” Twist demanded. “What do the Gods suggest?”

I unveiled the coin. The two clasped hands appeared. “Tails. We're going right.”

I handed the coin back to Dëshoma. She slipped it into her pouch, a smile on her face. She was happy I chose this form of divination to figure out the route. I hefted my ax and marched for the right tunnel.

It twisted around and down for a bit. The water that Kulri heard grew louder and louder. The air grew damp. A mist suffused the air. The sound thundered. A waterfall lay before us. The tunnel bent hard to the left.

We found a wall of water.

We had to step through the waterfall to continue. Iris's light danced over the smooth surface. It was almost like glass. Only faint ripples and perturbations in the surface marked it as flowing liquid. Beyond was distorted. Dark.

“Well,” I said, “if I start screaming, you'll know this was a bad idea.”

“Lord Marcus!” Dëshoma gasped as I charged into the water.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Her heart leaped into her throat as she watched her party leader jump into the waterfall. He raised his shield, water splashing off of it. Iris darted in after him, darting through the momentary break in the flow he made. Then he was through. The water resumed its glass-like surface.

Maria heard splashing. Marcus moved around in the water. She clutched at her chest, her heart pounding. She licked her lips, waiting for him to cry out in alarm. She held both her parrying dagger and rapier in her hands.

“Just a pool of water,” he said. “About waist-deep. It's dark.”

Twist jumped through next. She landed with a splash on the other side. Maria bit her lower lip. Derrick and the other men from her village needed them. She drew in a deep breath and then leaped through it.

The waterfall splashed with shocking cold about her body. She shuddered as she broke through to the other side. She landed in the pool of cool water beside Twist. Marcus had waded out further, moving slowly. The pool was large, the cavern roof rising above them.

“This room's too big not to be occupied,” Marcus said.

Maria nodded.

The water rippled to her right. She peered at it, the surface disturbed. It was chalky water, almost a blue soup. She couldn't see the tops of her knee-high boots. She didn't like it filling them up.

Water splashed. “Oh, my, that is an invigorating experience,” Dëshoma said. “I do not like the look of this pool that we have stumbled upon.”

“No,” Marcus said. “There's something here.”

A final splash announced Kulrigiizhai stepping through. Maria glanced back, seeing them in Iris's light. She flew high up, spilling her radiance across the teeth-like stalactites that hung above them. Waves rippled about the pool now as the five of them moved across it.

Dëshoma shrieked.

Maria whirled. The Cleric stepped back, clutching her bible to her chest. “Something slimy with the unpleasant consistency of a tentacle hath touched mine leg.”

A shiver ran through Maria. Her pussy went wet in an instant. Tentacles were so much fun, especially the ones Marcus could grow thanks to his magic time. A heat swelled through her as she stared at the water.

“Hurry across!” Marcus snarled. “There's land over here!”

The water exploded.

The tentacles lunged for Maria. For a fraction of a moment, she wanted to just let them wrap about her. To seize her body in their fleshy tendrils. To have her breasts squeezed and her pussy fucked by the wiggling appendage.

But she had Marcus for that.

Maria used Riposte, blocking the tentacle attack with her parrying dagger and stabbing her rapier into the fleshy appendage instead. It was bloated and red, an angry color. It flexed back from her attack, the water boiling around her feet.

Twist twisted out of the way and Vanished. Kulri just managed to dodge one and launched into a spell, the words tumbling from her lips. But Dëshoma utterly failed in her dodge. Dexterity was her worst stat. The cute Cleric had no chance.

The fleshy tentacles wrapped her up.

Maria couldn't do anything about it as she thrust her rapier at the tentacle surging back for her again. Her parrying dagger flared as the water slowed down her ability to dodge. Kulri vanished in a flash of arcane purple and appeared on the shore, water dripping down her stocking-clad legs.

Maria's rapier blurred and her parrying dagger slashed to keep the monster from grabbing her.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The fleshy appendage slammed into her midriff and then wrapped around her body, catching her left arm. She thrust her right arm, holding her Bible of Excellence, up into the air. She shuddered, feeling the cold sliminess of the tentacle bleeding through the fabric of her habit. The end thrust in through the oval cutout and wrapped about her right breast.

It lifted her out of the water, her feet kicking as another tentacle slithered up her leg. It slowly made its way up towards her vulnerable and virginal pussy. A momentary panic fluttered through Dëshoma.

“Lord Marcus!” she gasped, not wanting anyone but him to claim one of her virginities.

But he was at the other end of the pool wading into the water. He was slowed by the thick liquid and the tentacles that were lashing at him to batter him back and keep him from getting to the women. Twist appeared, cutting a tentacle so badly it nearly severed in half. But others thrust out of the water at her.

Dëshoma was on her own.

She couldn't let panic consume her. She wasn't that young Acolyte who needed Marcus to save her from the horde of cultists she had so brazenly attacked in the ruined temple. She had her faith in Ëshuxeri, Goddess of Love. Her belief would protect her.

“I beseech thee...” she chanted, the prayer spilling from her as the tentacle passed her knee. It crept up her thigh, coming closer and closer to her pussy. “...oh glorious goddess, to manifest thy faith about me!”

A barrier of divine magic surged around Dëshoma. Faith Manifested armored her body. As the tentacle lunged in to attack her hymen, the spell warded off the blow. The monster still held her, but she had her protection. Her maidenhead belonged to one man.

She launched into a rarely used spell of hers. “When all seems lost in the dark, let my presence be a bright hope to the lost!!”

A flare of divine energy shot from her and slammed into the tentacle. Bright Hope sizzled on the appendage lunging at her pussy again. As it struck her armor, it writhed and burned. It retreated back, the monster thrashing.

Marcus reached the middle of the pool. His ax flared with divine light. He slammed it down into the water. The tentacle still wrapped around Dëshoma's midriff and right breast writhed. A great snarl burst from the chaotic surface of the water.

“Fucking bastard!” Marcus snarled.

Slamming past his body came three shards of arcane light. They knifed into the water and more snarls of pain came from the monster. Marcus slammed his ax down again while blocking lashing tentacles on his shield.

One smacked him across the breastplate. The ring of metal echoed over the splash of water. Marcus staggered back, his Hit Points dropping. A crease marred his armor. Anger surged through Dëshoma. The thing had molested her and hurt the man she loved.

As she began chanting, “Allow the positive energy...” she activated her Maiden's Veil, her butt plug humming away as it always did when she used a healing prayer. “...to suffuse mine ally with healthy endurance!”

Theological Litany engulfed Marcus in the healing power while her veil smote the other tentacle wrapped about her. The fleshy appendage recoiled in pain. Dëshoma took satisfaction in that. Then the slimy thing squeezed about her.

She gasped in pain. Hit Points burst from her, a quarter of her life lost from the crushing tentacle. Her back arched as she howled in pain. Her face scrunched up from the agony of the attack. She gripped her bible. She had to get free. She had to help kill this monster.

“I call upon thy divine wrath...” she began chanting, her other offensive spell.

Twist appeared out of her invisibility and sliced her dagger through the tentacle holding the praying Cleric. Dëshoma dropped into the water, the words of her prayer still spilling out of her lips. She kept her balance, the water cold about her legs.

“...to castigate mine foes!”

White light burst out of the water in a three-yard radius, striking multiple tentacles and the hidden body of the beast itself. Castigation divine energy sizzled over the monster. The tentacles thrashed. Marcus Holy Swiped at three of them, his glowing ax slicing through them. Maria stabbed. Twist disappeared, water sloshing marking her progress. Arcane Blast burst purple energy hitting more of the enemy's nasty appendages.

The water bulged. Bursting out of the center of the pool rose the bulk of the thing itself. A mass of spongy, red flesh that pulsed and flared. It had eyes everywhere, blinking and moving independently of each other. Tentacles lashed around it, some burned and scalded by her divine energy.

Its roar shook the room. A concentric wave surged from and into Dëshoma. The force threw her down. The water swept her under. Her back scraped along the bottom of the pool. Pain flared from the bursting impacts while she thrashed.

Down to near half her Hit Points, Dëshoma broached the surface. Her Maiden's Veil clung to her head as she struggled to stand. Her bowels clenched down on the healing butt plug. She gained her feet to see Maria breaking the surface and slashing her parrying dagger to knock back an attack.

Marcus stood before the monster, resolute in his armor dripping with water. He raised his ax, roaring his fury.

*  \ * /  *

I slammed a Hard Blow into the monster. I buried my ax deep into the cock-sucker's body. I grinned in satisfaction at the solid thud of fleshy impact. I smiled from ear to ear and nodded in satisfaction at the damage I inflicted on the fucker.

A deep rent in it.

Tentacles slammed at me. They crashed into my shield. Slammed into my armor. Hit Points dwindled, but Dëshoma's love still engulfed me. I hacked with my ax, cutting a tentacle. Healing energy flowed into me.

Twist appeared beside me, her blade plunging deep into the monster. Blackish blood spurted from the wound. Kulri's chanting sent shards of arcane purple knifing into the monster's bulk. It rose up on its tentacles.

And slammed itself down at me.

“Fuck,” I snarled, raising up my shield against its massive bulk.

My arm flared with pain. The weight was too much. The monster slammed me down into the water and crushed me against the stone floor. Metal groaned as my armor bent, crushing at my ribs. I screamed at the pain, bubbles bursting from my lips. My Hit Points vanished, half gone from the agony tormenting my ribs.

“Motherfucker!” I snarled into the water. I was almost out of resources.

It crushed me against the bottom. I had to breathe. I couldn't hold my breath forever. I could feel the timer ticking down, marking how long I could do this before I started losing Hit Points. I was pinned. Its bulk crushed me, dealing more damage to me.

A surge of healing energy engulfed me, combating the ongoing damage I suffered. Water splashed, all sounds muffled. I had to get out. The burning in my lungs grew. I had to take a breath soon. I was running out of oxygen.

I had one option. Shield of Faith engulfed me.

The bubble of impenetrable, divine energy surrounded me. The classic Paladin ability used up the last of my MP. I had a few useless points leftover, too few for me to use them on anything. The pressure on my ribs vanished.

The bubble lifted the monster's bulk off of me.

I pushed myself back, using my boots to shove me along the bottom of the pond. I slid over the rounded stones and deposits of half-melted calcium. Arcane light flared over me. I could see out of the water now. I pushed upward, my lungs screaming at me. Blackness spotted my vision.

My head broached the surface.

I stood gasping before the monster, Twist and Maria stabbing it while dodging tentacles. Dëshoma cried out in relief. A dozen of the monster's eyes fixed on me with fury. Severed tentacles spewed black ichor. It roared and smacked five tentacles at me.

They struck my bubble and did nothing. They bounced off, the white energy bursting with divine faith. I smiled and dismissed it. I couldn't attack while it was on me. I surged forward through the water, waves flowing about me, and used the last of my TP.

I slammed a Hard Blow into the fleshy monster. I slammed my ax deep into its bulk and buried it deep into the bastard. I wrenched my weapon free. It thrashed. It was such a satisfying sight to witness. The monster howled in pain and then its flesh deflated.

A great, wheezing sigh issued from its wounds. Its skin grew wrinkled as it collapsed in on itself. The tentacles stopped writhing through the air. They collapsed into the water. With a final, gasping gurgle, the monster died.

The experience crashed into us. We hit Level 22.


Chapter Eleven: Feyborn Damsel

Twist investigated the dead monster. She dug around its deflated body as I stumbled out of the water. I was dripping wet. The cave extended beyond. I hadn't gotten a good look at it. There were stalactites and stalagmites, of course. Water dripped from above. And there was...

“Holy shit! There's a woman!”

I rushed to the naked woman who was chained to the wall, a gag stuffed into her lips. She was hard to see in the dim light, but Iris surged ahead of me, illuminating the gorgeous woman's body. The prisoner had shapely legs and pale skin, her breasts bountiful and swaying. The right tit had a tattoo of a flowering vine, the petals red, wrapped around it. She wasn't as naked as I thought. She had a pair of leather panties on. A black thong.

She struggled as she saw me, her yellow eyes wide. Short, green hair framed her face. She had a mischievous cast to her cheekbones even with the desperation in her eyes.

A feyborn?

I pulled the cloth from her mouth. “I have you. You'll be okay.”

She panted, nodding her head. “Thank the Gods of Light and Order. I thought I would die here.”

“You're not going to die,” I said. I slid my hands up to the chains. They were heavy and made of some silvery metal. The lock was thick and heavy. “Hold on, let me break these chains.”

“Wait,” Iris said. “That's enchanted steel. It's unbreakable.”

“Of course,” I said.

Disappointment fell on the feyborn's face.

I cupped her chin and lifted her. “We'll figure out how to free you. I'm Marcus.”

“Aebussi,” she moaned. “If you free me, I'll be yours. Just get me out of here. I don't want to be here any longer.”

I stroked her cheek. “I will. We'll find your key.”

“Father Passion has it,” she moaned. “He's the cultist who chained me here. I'm to keep that horrible abomination in the pool. I'm its reward if it does a good job.”

“You mean...” A bleak anger surged through me.

She nodded.

“Well, I killed the fucker, so he's not going to touch you. I'll take the key off Father Passion's corpse, too.”

“Do not fear for he is a stalwart Paladin who always protects the women in his life,” Dëshoma said. “Never fear, Lady Aebussi, for thou shalt not be a prisoner for much longer. Father Passion shall rue the day he chained thee with such churlish disregard for thy life.”

Aebussi stared into my eyes. “I believe he'll do what he says. I mean, I am hot. What guy wouldn't kill an evil cultist to have me in his harem.”

I grinned. “That's right.” I stepped back. “You sure I can't just hack through the chains with my ax, Iris?”

“Yep. That's a powerful enchantment on her.”

“I hate leaving her like this.” My fingers itched. I ripped out my ax and swung at the chains above her head anyways.

She shrieked in shock.

My ax struck. Sparks flared. They burst into life and then snuffed out. I groaned. My hand felt numb from the jarring impact. I stared at the chain. It was unblemished. Not so much a scratch. My ax had a small nick on its cutting edge. Damage that would have to wait for my level up or camping to be repaired.

“Fuck,” I muttered. “Sorry.”

She smiled. “For what? Trying to free me?” She undulated, her large breasts swaying. “Rescue me, and you won't be disappointed. I'm not just a hot feyborn with big tits. I'm also a skilled leatherworker. I'll be yours. I promise you.”

“I believe it,” I said, accepting the quest.

“Well, well, well,” Twist said. “Look what I found. For you, Dëshoma.”

I turned to see Twist holding up a yellow habit, sleeveless like all of the Acolyte garb I'd seen. This one had a triangular cutout to show off the priestess's tits. Dëshoma would look interesting in it.

“Ooh, that's Faith's Reward,” said Iris as she inspected it. “It increases the amount that your prayers heal everybody.”

“Not just mine lover?” asked Dëshoma, her cheeks pinking. “That is a more practical garment to adorn myself in.” I could see the slight disappointment in her face. She liked having something special to heal just me. But she also understood her role. “I shall wear it with pride.”

“Once you're Level 25, of course,” Iris said. “Ooh, it also has a once per day that lets you fully heal one ally. This is so useful.”

“It is,” I said. “Shame, though, you look spectacular in red.”

Dëshoma smiled. “Thank you, Lord Marcus.” She pressed up against me and kissed me on the lips. She trembled there, feeling so delicious against me. She made my dick throb and ache. I would have so much fun ravishing her and popping her cherry again.

“You said the chain was enchanted,” Kulri said.

“Yep,” said Iris. “Powerful stuff.”

“Perhaps I can do something about it.” My elf gripped her staff and chanted, “Let the arcane geometries disrupt the magic and disenchant the spell!”

Purple magic engulfed the chain and then fizzled into spurting sparks. It sounded like an appliance shorting out. Little motes of arcane energy floated from it. The elf's ears dropped. She gave a heavy sigh and a shake of her head.

“This elf is sorry, Lord Marcus, but this elf's magic was not powerful enough to break the enchantment.”

“It's okay,” I told her. “We'll find the key.”

“Yeah,” said Aebussi. “Um, take my panties. Give it to the redhead. She looks like she could use it. It's a Nimble Shadowboar Hide Thong. Last item I crafted. I donned them to keep those bastards from realizing what they were.”

“Maria,” I said, smiling.

The Duelist, cheeks blushing, moved forward. She fell to her knees and drew off the thong, working it from Aebussi's hips and down her legs. The feyborn had a hairless pussy, her lips gleaming with excitement. She shuddered, her smile growing.

“Mmm, that's the pussy you'll get if you set me free,” Aebussi said.

“Looking forward to devouring it,” I said and winked at her.

She giggled. Then glanced down at Maria. “Now, Duelist, that will increase your movement speed. Once per day, you can cross a twenty-yard distance in a heartbeat to deliver a surprise attack for greater damage.”

“Impressive,” Maria said. Then she sighed. “Only I'm not Level 25.”

“Oh, sorry,” said the feyborn, her cheeks blushing now. “I didn't realize it.”

“It's fine,” I said, waving it away. “We'll get there. We'll be back as soon as we can, Aebussi.”

“You don't want to leave a horny feyborn hanging, do you?” she asked, a big smile spreading on her lips.

“That would be a crime to leave someone as magnificent as you bound up with no one to appreciate your beauty.”

Dëshoma giggled while Kulri nodded her agreement.

“Shall we?” Twist asked. “Or do you just want to keep flirting with her?”

“Keep flirting with her.” I rolled my shoulders. “But you're right. Let's go. Father Passion has to learn not to tie up pretty girls and abandon them. When you do that, you fuck their brains out and leave them dripping with your seed.”

“Yes,” Kulri moaned, her body swaying. Then she straightened, her hands gripping her staff while her ears twitched in such a cute fashion.

I smiled and headed towards the nearby tunnel.

We pushed deeper into the tunnel. It wasn't long before we found more of those tentacle monsters. Not as big. Small ones. Bulbous sacks of flesh covered in little eyes and writhing in tentacles. Those weren't much thicker than my pinky.

They lashed out at us, attacking us with their slender appendages. We hacked through the disgusting things, cleaving through tentacles, blasting them with magic, and impaling them on daggers and rapiers.

Slime burst from their deflating bodies.

I stood in the center of the battle as they oozed out of holes in the walls and bubbled out of crevices in the floor. They were horrid abominations. Foul and twisted products of Zadeg's perverted miracles. The God of Lust had corrupted this cavern.

They kept trying to molest my women. I hacked and slashed and even kicked the filthy things. I knocked them back. I kept them from reaching Kulri and Dëshoma in the back. Those two were dropping their spells left and right, killing the foul buggers and healing the damage we took.

“Disgusting things!” Maria snarled, her parrying dagger slicing through a tentacle gripping her thigh. “You're too nasty to be any fun!”

Even the tentacle lover was getting sick of these things.

“The only tentacles I want fucking me are Marcus's!” she roared and then impaled the slimy thing through one of its many eyes with her bloody rapier.

“I'll fuck you hard tonight with them,” I said.

She glanced at me and flinched. Then she looked away and kept fighting the monsters. I frowned at her. I wanted to ask, but another horde of them boiled out of the ceiling. They oozed above us and then dropped down on us. I raised my shield against the slimy rain of bulbous bodies.

They cashed into it with wet thuds. I groaned at the ichor dripping over the rim. I then slammed my shield into the nearby cave wall, squishing them. Twist stabbed more. An Arcane Burst exploded from Kulri, roasting the foul little fuckers.

“Is that the last of them?” Twist asked.

As if to mock her, one squeezed out of the rocks at her feet. Tentacles lashed around her legs. It surged up to her crotch, looking to slam into her panties. Her poisoned dagger slammed down with a hard blow, ripping into soft flesh and leaving it spurting ichor.

It deflated and she kicked it off. “Fucking nasty thingsssss.”

I nodded in agreement.

The experience surged through us. To my surprise, it crossed us just over the line into Level 23. The power surged through me. The damage to my equipment, the notch in my ax the enchanted chains had dealt, all melted away. HP, TP, and MP all hit their new maximum.

“Thank god,” I muttered, glancing back down the tunnel we'd slogged through. Slime and deflated bodies and severed tentacles adorned the uneven ground. Dëshoma stepped around one puddle, her skank skirt fluttering over her sapphire bush.

“Praise Ëshuxeri for the end of these foul and loathsome abominations. Surely Zadeg's perverse and deviant lusts are responsible for these despicable monsters who sought to churlishly enjoy thy women's flesh, Lord Marcus.”

“Just assholes,” I said, grinning at her.

A smile twitched her lips.

“But they got loot,” Twist said. “These tentacles will sell for a pretty penny. Apothecaries can make some great aphrodisiacs with them.”

“Oh, yeah, some medieval Viagra?”

“What is Viagra?” Kulri asked.

“Male enhancement. For those poor guys who can't get it up.”

Twist laughed. “Such wealth to be found in that.”

Level 23 meant an upgrade. I was tempted to buff Holy Sweep. Having a multi-hit attack was great, but I needed my MP points for so much now. But my TP I only used on Zeal and Hard Blow. I had more of them, too. So I decided to invest in Hard Blow, keeping its damage up with my level and a giving me something to use my TP upon.

We pressed on deeper.

And found more nameless things. They weren't just the bulbous tentacles monsters. There were slime-covered things with two arms that dragged themselves at us, their heads shaped like massive dicks. Fleshy mouths that ran around on four legs with sharp teeth. Things out of horrors. Form the twisted imaginations of HP Lovecraft.

They pounced at us from ambush. They attacked us. One left a burning rash on my thigh that devoured my Hit Points. Another spit something white and thick in Twist's face that blinded her for a minute. They shot spines. One had a long tongue that slithered up Maria's legs and left her screaming in agony and spasming on the floor before Dëshoma's Litany of Salvation broke the debuff.

They melted through our resources, but we kept going. We were still strong. We had gained abilities. We weren't about to be stopped by these foul and disgusting things. We'd stomp them into the mud.

We ground their horrid bodies into the stone floors. We marched over their foul forms. The air stank. Finally, we passed through them. We entered a winding passageway that headed down which was devoid of the nasty, little fuckers.

As we descended, moans echoed from below.

At first, they were indistinct. Echoes distorted by bouncing around the spiraling passageway. But the lower we went, the further down the corkscrewing tunnel, the clearer the sounds became. The sounds of women groaning. Gasping.

“Nū, nū , nū!” echoed up at us. “Rabeh ah ih ekhōn!”

“That's Dēmodith,” Dëshoma said. “There's a demon having sex.”

“A lot of demons,” I said.

“Ngef ah ih ekhōn! Bouhwā ah ih guhz!”

“Uh gehlah ah!”

“Lohta khou gou rahd mehga nah eh!”

“Nū! Nū! Khou thāb ēfohd! Wīkho khou ih outhib!”

“Kulri,” I muttered. “Activate your robes.”


Chapter Twelve: Succubae Orgy

Kulrigiizhai

The elf nursed on her nipple. She sucked down the last of her breast milk. She quivered as the buff settled into her body. Her Intelligence, Faith, Dexterity, and even Strength went up even more than before. The upgraded robes had her long, pointed ears twitching.

Marcus ducked his head down and suckled from her other nipple. The others were already licking their lips, savoring the buff animating their flesh. Kulrigiizhai's pussy clenched. The heat swelled through her. She ached to have Marcus's huge cock in her.

To be bound to the wall as he fucked her. Chained up like Aebussi. It would be spectacular. She wiggled her hips, knowing she needed to focus, but she had Marcus sucking on her nipple while the demons moaned and gasped in their orgasmic bliss. A man groaned with them.

She could just pick him out, moaning, “Take that cum, succubus bitch!”

“Nū! Nū! Mephīn khou ih ekhōn ehr ih wathi!” the succubus moaned back.

“We're fighting succubae,” Kulrigiizhai said, letting her nipple pop out of her mouth.

Marcus kept suckling, drinking the milk squirting out of her nipple. It felt incredible. Her pussy clenched against the pleasure of his nursing. It shot bliss straight down to her cunt. She wanted to fuck so bad.

“Beware the temptresses' tails,” Dëshoma said. “Though they appear slender, they are quite strong and shall easily throw even Lord Marcus about like he were but a mere rag doll. Their foul nether cream can become caustic and burn. They are quite fond of flicking their cream upon their enemies and reveling in their pain-filled screams. The foul creatures are Zadeg's favored whores. Surely the creatures we hath slain were their spawn, birthed from the dark pits they call wombs.”

Marcus popped his mouth off Kulrigiizhai's nipple. “Sounds perfect.” He limbered his shield and hefted his ax. “Shall we go say hi?”

Kulrigiizhai nodded. She battered down her lusts. The longer she had to wait, the stronger her orgasm would be. And until then, she would have the thrilling privilege of watching her Marcus Aurelius fight once more.

Her ears twitched.

*  \ * /  *

I marched towards the panting and moans, my mouth full of Kulri's sweet milk. The flavor made me smile. Her milk always was just perfect. The thing you needed before going into battle. My cock was hard, my blood boiling.

I stepped out into the grotto and surveyed the sight.

There was a dozen of the demon women. They looked like sexy women with that classic devil appearance. They had the tail with the spade tips swishing from behind them and black, bat-like wings spread wide as they writhed. Their bodies were all busty, huge tits that had not a hint of sag to them. Many of them were writhing together in sapphic embraces. Tribbing, sixty-nining, and one even fisting another. In the center, a man stood tall and muscular, his cock pumping away at one of the succubus's cunt. She had her face planted in another succubus's twat, licking her.

Around his neck swung a gold key.

“Father Passion,” I growled, stepping boldly forward. “You need to see a doctor. The things you're breeding into these succubi are foul. Rotten. I've been hacking my way through their bastard spawn. I think you got some mutated spunk.”

He stopped in mid-thrust and frowned. “You! The Interloper!”

All the succubuses—or was it succubi? Succubae?—snapped their heads up. They all stopped their fucking. They stared at me with hungry expressions. Pussy cream dripped from several of their faces. The one Father Passion fucked had white cum smeared over her lips. She licked it up, her wings flapping.

“Okhun!” they all cried in their demonic tongue. Then they surged to their feet and rushed at me with mad lust, bountiful breasts heaving, claws flashing at the end of their fingernails.

I Yelled, buffing myself and then the succubuses were on me. They crashed into my shield. Claws slashed into my armor. They were all about me, crying out with horny lust as they sought to rip me apart. To fuck me to death.

No way that was happening. I wanted to die old and surrounded by my harem of nubile women, not ripped to pieces by cock-mad demonettes.

I unleashed Zeal, buffing myself, and then activated my Crusader's Titanium Breastplate Okzira had forged for me. My ax blazed with holy light. The succubuses flinched for a moment. I smiled, seeing them recoiling from the brilliance of my weapon.

“You want to fuck me, then you better kick my ass first, bitches!” I roared and unleashed Holy Sweep.

The blazing ax slammed through three of them. They howled in wicked pain, their breasts heaving as sizzling wounds marred their perfect flesh. They snarled. One shoved her clawed fingers between her pussy lips and flung her cunt cream at my face.

It sizzled, the pain devouring my Hit Points. But I didn't flinch. I slammed a Hard Blow into the demonic bitch's head. The powerful attack crit. Holy light burst from the blow. I split her skull open and kicked the dead succubus off of me.

“Khou khikal!” the others hissed and lunged at me.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The unholy harlots had Marcus surrounded. Dëshoma clutched her bible, the words for Castigate tumbling from her lips.

A brilliant explosion of divine energy burst around Marcus, engulfing the succubae that had him swarmed. The foul sluts screamed in pain. Dëshoma smiled. Her angelic blood pumped hot through her now. Her father, the great Angel Dezösh, would be so proud of her. She missed her father. He had vanished several years ago while on a quest.

She pushed fear for him out of her mind as she switched over to chanting Theological Litany as the harlots rushed in and attacked Marcus. One of them wrapped his leg up with her tail and tried to yank him to the ground.

He resisted.

Dëshoma smiled at her strong lover and sent him her passion.

Arcane Burst exploded around them, Kulrigiizhai's chanting mixing with the words tumbling from Dëshoma's lips. She had to keep her party alive against these foul creatures of lust and darkness. She clutched her bible to her breast, her butt plug vibrating away.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Twist Vanished while Maria Yelled.

The human Duelist slid past the horde of succubae rushing for Marcus. She had her eyes focused on Father Passion. One on one fights were her specialty. Divine energy flared, Dëshoma's Castigate bursting around the demons followed by the purple explosion of Kulri's magic.

Maria Rushed at the naked cultist, the key swinging around his neck. He dared lock up that beautiful feyborn and leave her for that disgusting tentacle monster? Tentacles should be used for pleasure, not to hurt. Not to tear apart.

Zadeg and his followers perverted everything.

Maria lunged her rapier at the cultist standing stock still, his cock thrusting out hard before him. Succubus cream dripped from the tip of it. His handsome face slid to her, a mane of brown hair spilling down to his shoulders.

He was gorgeous, but he wasn't Marcus.

A moment before her rapier rammed through his heart, a black spear flashed into existence in his hand and knocked her attack to the side. Not prepared for it, she stumbled, left open. His spear lunged for her heart.

She used Riposte.

Her parrying dagger flashed up inhumanly fast with her upgraded skill. She knocked his spear of darkness to the side and counterattacked. Her rapier pierced into his side. Blood flowed from the wound while a bit of healing energy rushed into Maria. She topped off her Hit Points.

Smiled.

“What a beautiful creature you are,” said Father Passion, his cock throbbing before him. “Just ravishing. Yes, yes, I can feel all that desire surging through your body. You ache for him. That mighty warrior battling my succubae.”

“And?” Maria asked and thrust her rapier at him.

He blocked. A flurry of blows exchanged, weapons glancing together as they circled each other. Sparks flared as her parrying dagger knocked back his spear. His weapon smacked her rapier to the side. The key swung from his chest.

“I can feel the conflict in your heart,” he said. “That pain. The division. Your body craves one man, but your mind belongs to another.”

A shiver ran down her spine.

“And?”

“And these are chains about you,” he said. “Love is the strongest chain of all, but even lust can drag us down paths we do not wish to tread.”

“Lust?” She arched an eyebrow. “You're having an orgy with succubae. You serve Zadeg. Don't you embrace lust?”

“Exactly!” he said, his spear lancing for her.

She knocked it aside, unleashing a Double Strike. Her parrying dagger and rapier both buried deep into his flesh. He grunted, but some dark magic animated him. His god's blessing kept him standing. Kept him erect.

As she stepped back, the blade of his spear cut across her thigh. A throbbing wound shot pain up her leg. With it came a heat that blazed straight to her pussy. She gritted her teeth against the fiery ache that burned through her nethers.

“You feel that chain?” he asked. “That pull. Your body wants him, don't you? You want to go over and impale your pussy down on that warrior's cock.”

“And?” she asked, moving back. Her rapier's tip bobbed before her. She watched him, her eyes hard.

“Don't you wish to be free? Of the division tearing at you. The need to be with one man. The obligation to be with another.”

“Derrick isn't an obligation!”

“Right.” His lip curled back. “Foolish girl. Thought you knew yourself, but you don't. You're just a slave to that hole between your thighs. You could be free. Embrace lust. Hedonism. Take your pleasures when and where you choose. No guilt. No shame. Man or woman. Even monsters. Like those tentacles you crave.”

She shuddered.

“Yes, yes, you can surrender yourself to whatever wicked pleasures you want in Zadeg's service. He offers the only true freedom we can know. Freedom from love. From obligation. Shame. Guilt. All of those drag us down. Force us down paths we don't want to walk. Rip our hearts to pieces. There is no pain in serving Zadeg.

“Only pleasure!”

“I would never give up my love!” Maria howled, anger pulsing through her.

“But which one do you love?” he asked. “I know. Do you?”

“Derrick!” she snarled and thrust forward.

He laughed at her, mocked her affection for Derrick. She had grown up with him. They had played together as kids. She gave him her first kiss. She was all but promised to marry him. To save him, she had left her village and walked this road.

How dare you belittle my love! screamed through her mind as she rammed her rapier into Father Passion's chest.

His spear buried deep into her belly.

She gasped as his critical hit drained her Hit Points. She staggered there, agony twisting through her belly. He sneered at her and kicked her off his spear. She tripped and fell on the ground. He stood over her, blood spilling over her abdomen.

“Look at how weak love has made you,” he said. “If you won't find the freedom of Zadeg's lust, then I will give you a freedom of a different sort. Goodbye, Maria du Marne.”

He thrust his spear at her head.


Chapter Thirteen: Chains of Love

Maria du Marne

The spear lunged for her face. The finishing blow.

She snarled out and activated her Blood-Soaked Rapier. Its next attack would heal her for the damage it dealt. Then she Riposted. Her parrying dagger swept up in a blur of titanium and knocked the spear to the side. It slammed into the cave floor an inch from her head. Her rapier thrust up.

Maria's slender blade slammed through his chest. He groaned at the damage. She shuddered at the Hit Points flooding back into her. She surged up to nearly full, the wound in her abdomen healing, the pain fading away.

“Do not make light of my love for Derrick!” she hissed. “I know what I have to do. What I want.”

He laughed at Maria as she rolled out of the way and came up on her feet. Anger boiled through her. I love Derrick. I do! What I have with Marcus is just desire. Lust. I let myself get caught up with the excitement of adventuring. I had been horny from the slime that had molested me the day he rescued me. I made a mistake.

She'd let herself get lost in the pleasure of that mistake.

But she was doing this all for Derrick.

To save him. To marry him. The pair of them would return to Gastin and live happily there. Start their family. That was what Maria du Marne wanted. The ache in her pussy for Marcus's pierced cock, for his tentacles, was just transitory lust. It would fade. It had to.

“Don't mock my heart!” she snarled and launched into a wild attack at Father Passion, knocking back his spear and burying her rapier in his chest.

Father Passion's mocking expression faded. Swallowed up by consternation. She would not be defeated by him. Their weapons met. She dodged, parried. Attacked. Her breasts heaved in her black, leather bra. Her red hair swayed.

She would kill him.

*  \ * /  *

The succubuses were tough. Some went down easy, but the others were fighting harder. Their tails kept grabbing my legs, trying to trip my ass. They yanked hard while their claws raked across my armor. They were strong, sometimes tearing through the titanium and finding my flesh beneath.

Pain flared only to be soothed away by the HoT ticking away on me. Dëshoma's prayers kept me alive as I swung my ax before me. Holy Sweep cut into three of them. They screamed in pain at the divine damage ripping through their flesh. My ax kept glowing, my armor's buff still in effect.

“Mathou ah khou īt mehga rabeh!” one of the succubuses hissed, her face twisted in rapture. Her large tits, dripping in her own blood, heaved as she fingered her twat. She ripped out her digits and flicked them at me.

Her caustic pussy juices devoured through my armor. I snarled at the pain as it melted into my flesh.

“Get that dirty, diseased cunt away from me, bitch!” I snarled and slammed my ax into her.

She screamed in pain from the burst of divine energy. A moment later, Twist appeared behind the succubus. The demonette's eyes widened. Then she gurgled and collapsed, dispatched by the dragonborn Thief.

Twist winked a blue, reptilian eye at me and then went invisible like a cloak had wrapped around her.

I whirled to attack the next. Her tail snaked out. She grabbed my leg. This time, I didn't resist her. I gasped as she yanked hard, RNGesus on her side. The gamer god of luck, the controller of the Random Number Generator that controlled all the variable results in a video game, blessed her and not me.

I crashed hard on my back. The blow stunned me. I couldn't act. Couldn't attack or defend myself.

The succubus bitches swarmed me.

They were on me in a flash, tearing at my armor. They ripped the straps holding on my breastplate. They tossed it from me in an orgy of horny violence. My chest exposed, their claws slammed down into me.

Pain exploded through me as they penetrated my flesh with their digits. They tore through my chest and dug through my ribs. I snarled, my Hit Points plunging towards the critical fast. I would pass into death's door if I ran out. Vulnerable. Helpless. Only one more attack could stop me.

Arcane Burst exploded through the succubuses, killing one of them and burning the others. They didn't care. They cackled, my blood flying, splattering their faces and heaving breasts. They licked their lips, savoring the taste of me.

Twist appeared, her dagger ramming into the back of another. Blood spurted. The succubus screamed and whirled away only to get cut down. But it was happening so fast. I was dead. Even if Dëshoma got a healing spell off.

It wouldn't be enough to keep up with this damage output.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The angelborn Cleric activated her Priestess's Healing Butt Plug.

It buzzed to wild life inside her bowels, heating her up as she launched into her Arcane Healing spell. The words to her frantic prayer to Ëshuxeri poured from her lips, her bible held high. She stared at her love being torn apart by the succubus whores.

“Let mine understanding of the positive energy of this world flow out and heal my companion!”

The spell hit him with double the normal amount healed. This was amplified by the passive buffs from her butt plug normally and her Love's Feylinen Habit. She sent more healing into Marcus than she had ever delivered.

His Hit Points, plunging past 10 to 5 to 3, surged upward. She filled him with her love. He gasped and spasmed, his Hit Points almost reaching his maximum amount. She had saved his life, but he still lay stunned. The succubus still tearing at his flesh.

Arcane Burst exploded around him, Kulrigiizhai already launching into her next spell. Dëshoma joined her, casting Litany of Salvation. Marcus's Hit Points dropped again, but the succubae's life also dwindled. Twist killed another. The Wizard's spells were decimating the enemy, weeding out their numbers. Marcus had a chance. If he could move.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma's next spell broke me out of the stun.

I could move. Act. Attack.

“Fucking whore!” I snarled and used the last of my MP to Holy Sweep before me. My ax cut two of them down and buried deep into the chest of a third. I pushed myself up as a third Arcane Burst exploded around me, roasting two more.

The succubuses dwindled. Twist laughed and then wrapped herself up in Shadow Cloak, vanishing from sight. I fought on, taking a raking wound across my chest. I slammed my ax into the succubus, stealing back some of the Hit Points she stole from me.

“You're not getting that diseased cunt on my dick, bitch!” I snarled and slew another of the demonettes.

Their numbers dwindled. An Arcane Shard cut down another. I surged at the last two. They hissed in lust-maddened fury and threw themselves at me. Dëshoma's Theological Litany sent more healing energy surging through me. The HoT bubbled around me as I hacked, slashed, and slew the demonettes.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

She battled Father Passion. He blocked her attacks. He dodged. He twisted out of the way. His spear clipped her hip. Pain flared. Her Hit Points dropped. She focused on him, ignoring everything else. She had to kill him.

Maria loved Derrick. She did.

She must.

“You don't,” Father Passion said. “That's why you cuckolded him over and over and over again with that man your pussy craves!”

His words slapped Maria. Her next parry was off. His thrust slipped through her guard and slammed into her shoulder. It buried in deep. She gasped, dropping beneath half her HP. Then he sent crackling power up the spear.

She whimpered. Despite the pain, her pussy went molten. She fell to her knees, dropping her weapons. She shoved her hands between her thighs and rubbed at her pussy through her white leather panties. Her head threw back.

“Marcus,” she cried out in lust, her body consumed by desire. “Marcus!”

Father Passion stepped up to her and... No, it was Marcus. He was before her. His cock was so hard. He needed her to suck him off. She loved sucking on him. The moment her lips engulfed Marcus's cock, the first time she'd ever blown anyone, she'd fallen in love with fellatio.

In the joy of pleasing a dick with her mouth. His dick.

Her mouth opened to swallow Marcus's cock, her Hit Points dwindling. She didn't care. She just wanted to suck. The pain didn't matter. Not when his dick needed her mouth's loving embrace. Her pussy clenched.

Twist appeared behind Marcus and slammed the hilt of her dagger into the back of his head.

Marcus collapsed on the ground. Maria gasped in horror. Then the spear wrenched out of her shoulder and...

It wasn't Marcus on the ground. The surge of lust passed from her. She stared at the stunned cultist in horror. Then rage. She'd almost sucked his cock. A cock other than Marcus's. Fury consumed her soul.

She picked up her rapier and rammed it into his back.

Twist grinned down at her. “Thought you'd want the killing blow, Maria. Cock-licker was playing with your mind, wasn't he?”

“Yeah,” she panted, feeling Father Passion dying. Then the rush of experience surged through her. She shuddered, shaking her head.

She hit Level 24. Her wounds healed. A new ability, Staunch Bleeding, awakened in her. She took another step down the road as a Shardhunter. Her stats went up. She flexed her fingers, feeling stunned by what had just happened.

I love Derrick! Derrick!

Her eyes flicked to Marcus. He stood without his armor on, his chest broad and brawny. He looked fierce standing over the bodies of his enemies, ax and shield in hand. He glanced at her and smiled, nodding to her. Such chiseled features. Such virile strength.

Maria's pussy clenched.

Derrick! she screamed at her pussy.


Chapter Fourteen:  Aspects of Love

Twist

“What do we have here?” Twist asked herself as she opened the mouth of one of the succubae.

She ripped free a tongue stud. It was made of reddish dwarven iron. Only it had a more crimson hue than was normal for the metal. It felt warm to her. She wiped it dry and inspected it. She felt something from it.

“Ooh,” Iris said, lowering down. The pixie landed on Twist's scaled nose. She felt the pixie's pussy rubbing on her, hot and juicy. “That's a Flamebreath Tongue Stud. It'll let you resist fire and, once per day, you can breathe a cone of flames in front of you.”

“I miss doing that,” Twist hissed. She had a previous set of leather chest straps that let her do that. She had to upgrade to her current gear, though. But this... “One more level until I can properly use it.”

Iris nodded. “Sorry.”

Twist shrugged. Then she unscrewed the cap of the barbell-shaped stud. She thrust out her dark tongue and rammed it through. It hurt, but only for a moment. She capped the barbell and shuddered. The end clattered against her teeth, making a delicious sound.

“Aebussi's going to like to see this,” Marcus said, ripping the key off Father Passion's chest.

“Yeah,” Maria said. She looked subdued. She leaned against the wall. Twist didn't know why. These succubae had loot. She cut off another's spade tale. That would fetch gold.

“You okay?” Marcus asked Maria as Twist moved onto the next succubus. A quick cut with her knife, and the Thief slipped another spade into her pouch. She hummed as she worked, clicking her new tongue stud into the back of her teeth.

“Maria?” Marcus asked.

“I'm fine,” Maria snapped.

“It was a trying battle,” Dëshoma said, her voice soft. “Those foul and wanton hussies didst nearly have an orgy of depraved lust with thy entrails, Lord Marcus.”

“That they did,” he said and pulled her to him.

Twist hummed louder and smiled as Marcus kissed Dëshoma. He grabbed both her butt-cheeks, pulling them apart and exposing the pink diamond capping her butt plug. Such a cute ass, Twist thought as she cut again.

Then she noticed something.

“A chest,” she hissed in delight. She rushed to the iron-bound, wooden box that was hidden to the side. It had a heavy lock on it. She sheathed her dagger and pulled out her lock picks.

A challenging lock, but she was a Level 24 Thief. She had skills. Her hands more nimble thanks to her new passive ability, Knife Combo. She couldn't wait for her next fight to start wracking up the hits with her blade. The more she stabbed an enemy without getting hit, the more damage she would deal.

A loud click announced her success. She opened the chest and groaned. Gold. Precious gems. “Yesssss! Glorious loot.”

“Anything interesting in there?” Marcus asked.

“A ruby the size of your big balls,” groaned Twist, pulling it out. “That's going to get us so much gold.”

“Any magic items?”

“Yes, Marcus,” Iris said while Twist scooped up the gold and began forming them into piles to split them up to the party.

She was an honest Thief.

“There's something in here for you. A new set of cuisses and greaves made of dwarven iron, though you're not quite high enough level yet.” Iris landed on the reddish thigh plate. “Ooh, these are Holy-Fused armor. That heals you slightly every time you use a Paladin ability. And, once per day, you can exude a healing aura for half a minute. It will heal allies within ten yards.”

“Nice,” he said. “Any way out of here? Maria?”

“What?” Maria asked.

“There is not, Marcus Aurelius,” Kulri said. “This cave is a dead-end.”

“A sidequest,” he muttered. He liked to say the weirdest things.

That other world he comes from must be a strange place, thought Twist as she finished divvying up the loot.

She almost wanted to keep that large ruby, but she slipped it onto Dëshoma's pile. She had debts to pay. She would be free of Grunt.

*  \ * /  *

I glanced at Maria as we headed back to Aebussi. She stared down at the ground, her eyes not moving as usual. What had happened while she fought Father Passion? I had all my focus on the succubuses. By the time I realized she was in trouble, Twist had used Sap to stun the man, and then Maria had finished him off.

Maybe he'd said something about the villagers we were here to rescue. The men the cultists had taken off. They had infected them with a sickness and now stolen them. It was clear the Cock-Wilt Disease was more than a way to slowly kill them. Those that had died must have been too weak.

It had another purpose.

That worried me.

But I also had the key to Aebussi's prison and an idea of how to cheer up Maria. I knew her. Could read her character sheet. The traits she had showed what she liked. Especially sexually. My cock throbbed, hard from those succubuses.

They might have tried to kill me, but they were still hot. Probably had something about them that kept me hard. I was eager to find Aebussi and set her free. To claim my quest reward. It was a good side-quest, off the beaten path, as it were. Got some loot, a new member of my harem, and XP.

It was so easy to think of this world as a game at times. But Maria was a real person. She was dealing with all the stuff she had been bottling up while we adventured. It was clear she didn't want to go home, and we were coming closer and closer to the moment of her decision.

I would support her, but, damn, I didn't want to lose her.

We crossed the corpses of the festering abominations. They were just as disgusting as last time, but it meant we were close to the bound feyborn. I grinned when the tunnel widened out into the grotto. The waterfall's roar echoed around us.

“You're back,” Aebussi said, her eyes opening and falling on me. Despite being chained up the last few hours, she looked as sexy as when we left her. She wiggled her hips, the metal links rattling above her.

“I'd never leave a pretty woman hanging,” I said, grinning at her as I sauntered up.

“Well, I suppose I have to be your woman now.” She let out a theatrical sigh. “Ravish my body. I will pretend to enjoy your touch.”

“Pretend?” I asked, arching an eyebrow. “Elf, can you pretend when I'm devouring that pretty, little cunt of yours?”

“No, Marcus Aurelius, this elf cannot hide the delight she takes when you eat my slut-pussy to an orgasm.”

“Ooh, she's kinky,” said Aebussi. “And look at you, angelborn. What a yummy looking bush you have. Sapphire, huh? Do the carpets match your drapes?”

“I do not understand thy question...” Dëshoma's words trailed off. “Oh, yes, I see. How very droll.” She giggled. “Indeed, mine pubic hair is the same shade as the tresses that are hidden by my modest wimple and veil.”

“The only part of you that's modest,” groaned Aebussi. “You're a bit of an exhibitionist, aren't you?”

“She is,” Twist said and smacked Dëshoma on the rump. “Turn around and bend over. Show her that pretty jewelry.”

Dëshoma, her cheeks blushing, did just that. The Exhibitionist trait her skirt gave her was in full effect. She bent over, her heart-shaped rump thrusting out at Aebussi. There, between her asscheeks, gleamed that pink diamond capping the butt plug. The dewdrops on her sapphire pubic hair gleamed in Iris's pulsing light.

“Oh, my, angelborn, that's hot,” groaned Aebussi. “I think I'm going to like being in your harem, Marcus.”

“You think,” I asked her, undoing the straps of my breastplate. The armor had repaired itself on my level up. I dropped the two front and back plates before me and marched forward, my dick hard in my leather pants.

“Mmm, I know I will,” she groaned.

I cupped her face and kissed her. As our lips met, she surrendered to me. I felt her join my harem, taking up one of my slots. Her tongue danced with mine. Her body shuddered, her breasts rubbing into my chest. They were soft and large. Such bountiful tits.

Like those succubuses had.

My hands, the right still holding the key on the chain, slid up to cup her breasts. I squeezed them from the outside as I kissed the sexy feyborn. She moaned, her lips so sweet. The chains rattled above her head.

“Do you not agree that Aebussi is wonderful, Lady Kulrigiizhai?” Dëshoma whispered. “Mine heart already beats with love for her.”

“Yes,” Kulri answered. “She's our sister now.”

“One day thou shall know this bliss, Twist.”

The dragonborn snorted. “I'm not for being owned.”

“Love is not ownership. It is not chains that bind thee. It is a gift that is given to the person who doth stir that gentle emotion in thine heart. It gladdens you to be in their presence and when they are absent, you ache for them and wish only for the reunion of your two souls.”

“And your bodies,” Kulri added.

“The making of physical love is an aspect of it, but it is not the whole. I pray that thou shall find it, Twist. Whether with Lord Marcus or another, I know that Ëshuxeri shall guide thee to thy heart's reward if thou but open the armor about thine soul and expose that most tender and vulnerable part of thee to the affection of another.”

I wanted that from Twist, too. And from Maria.

Twist didn't answer. I broke the kiss and glanced at her looking out at the dark. Maria stood nearby, still looking lost. I had to reach through to them both, but especially Maria. Twist wasn't going anywhere. Not so long as the loot flowed.

But there was also Aebussi to welcome to the harem.

I slid down her body, the straps holding on my cuisses and greaves creaking. She shuddered and stared down at me kneeling beneath her bountiful chest, just managing to see past those lush tits. Her yellow eyes gave me a questioning look.

“You can't expect me to free you without knowing what I'm buying,” I said.

“Mmm, well, that is succulent, feyborn pussy you're about to devour,” she said. “My mother was a fey princess, and my father a bold Shardhunter who climbed into her boudoir and claimed her virginity the night before her wedding.”

I breathed in, smelling her tangy musk. “That is succulent pussy. But I have to taste your climax to know for sure.”

“If you must,” she said with another mock sigh. “I'll try not to drown you.”

“Yum,” I said. Then I glanced at Dëshoma and Kulri. “If you two would like to welcome Aebussi to the harem as I sample her cunt.”

“Yes, Lord Marcus, I believe we would,” Dëshoma answered, her green eyes sparkling. “Lady Kulrigiizhai, shall we suckle upon those most succulent breasts?”

“Let us,” my elf said, her ears twitching.

As I pressed my lips into Aebussi's shaved twat, my two women came up beside her, Kulri on the left and Dëshoma the right. My Wizard's pale hands and delicate fingers cupped the feyborn's tattooed tit, distorting the flowering vines. Kulri's pale-blonde hair spilled over her cheeks as she leaned over and latched onto the nub.

She suckled.

Dëshoma engulfed the right nub and nursed, too. Aebussi moaned, her shaved twat rubbing against my flesh. Her moans echoed through the air. I loved the sound, mixing with the wet noises of suckling. I fluttered my tongue through Aebussi's pussy. I stirred around in her. I feasted with such hunger on her, loving every second of her hot passion spilling over my tongue.

My lips.

I thrust my tongue into her depths. I swirled around in her, reveling in how she squirmed. How she ground her pussy on my face. Her breasts jiggled in the squeezing hands of the Cleric and the Wizard. They both nursed with hunger, cheeks hollowing.

“Ooh, what a lovely harem you have,” moaned Aebussi. “And you have more at your camp. I can feel them. They're going to give me such a warm welcome, aren't they?”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned into her pussy. My hands slid around her waist to grab her rump.

The chain rattled overhead as she squirmed. Her moans were so sweet. Her pussy was so hot on my mouth. I loved the taste of her juices soaking my tongue. I thrust it into her depths. I stirred her up, enjoying every moment of her gasps and sighs.

She made such wonderful noises. Such sweet sounds of delight.

My dick throbbed. I would have such a huge orgasm when I implemented the next step in my plan. I swirled my tongue through her pussy. She gasped, her moans singing through the air. They were so sweet to hear. Such a delicious treat to enjoy. They echoed around the room, reverberating back and forth.

“Oh, yes!” she moaned. “That's it, Marcus! Mmm, I can tell how much you love my pussy. It's perfect.”

“Maybe,” I said and licked up to her clit.

“No maybe!” she gasped, her body shaking. “Yes, yes, Zadeg's limp dick, that's good. And your women... Ooh, they're sucking with such hunger. They love my nipples.”

“They're affectionate,” I said.

“I can tell!” Aebussi moaned. “Oh, Marcus!”

I swirled my tongue around her clit. I wanted to make this beauty cum. I had another amazing woman in my harem. I sucked and nibbled on her bud. Her tangy juices ran down my chin. She bucked, smearing her cunt around my lips and pulling her naughty clit from my mouth.

I found it and fluttered my tongue against it. I drummed on her bud as I squeezed her ass. I kneaded her plump rump. She quivered, her passion echoing through the cavern. My dick throbbed as I danced my tongue around her clit.

Then I nipped it with my teeth.

“Marcus!” she gasped, tits heaving in Dëshoma's and Kulri's squeezing grips. The two never stopped sucking. Never stopped loving the feyborn.

I nursed hard on her clit. I sucked with such passion on her. She moaned; I could feel her pleasure building and building in her. Then her entire body bucked. The chain smacked the stone wall behind her.

“Marcus! Yes!”

Her pussy cream gushed out of her cunt. I opened my mouth wide and drank the squirting juices. The tangy flavor grew even richer as she came. My dick throbbed so hard it almost ripped out of my leather pants.

I savored the delight. I gulped it down, the excess rush spilling down my chin. It was incredible to enjoy. I groaned, drinking it down. I savored every drop of her cream. I gulped it all down. It was just delicious.

The best treat in the world to imbibe.

I groaned, my tongue dancing through her snatch. I licked and lapped at her. I swirled my tongue around her vulva. I feasted on her, loving every moment of drinking down the cream that gushed out of her pussy. It was delicious. I groaned, so glad I could enjoy every drop that she had to give.

Every last gush of her juices.

My fingers dug into her rump. I pulled her against my mouth. I held her tight as she shuddered through her pleasure. Her pussy ground against my lips. She whimpered and moaned, her tits heaving through her bliss.

“Oh, Marcus, now tell me that pussy is worth it!” she moaned.

“Fucking hell, it was,” I growled and stood up.

Dëshoma and Kulri pulled their mouths away. They both smiled in delight. Dëshoma darted in and licked my chin, the wicked angelborn's halo pulsing with delight as she did. Her tongue caressed over my lips.

She kissed me for a  moment.

Then Kulri licked at the other side, her tongue fluttering up and down. I felt her nipples, poking through her robe, rubbing on my chest. The feeling was incredible. It was an absolute joy to experience. I was so glad I could enjoy this.

I slipped the key into the lock. Twisted it.

The moment her arms were free of the manacles, she threw herself at me. Kissed me. Her large breasts pillowed into my chest as her tongue danced in my mouth. I kissed her with hunger, letting her taste her own pussy juices.

My dick throbbed.

I broke the kiss and panted, “Damn. I'm going to need your mouth on my dick.”

“Sure,” she breathed.

“Maria, show her how to suck my dick,” I commanded. “Blow me with her.”

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Marcus's words snapped Maria out of her tumultuous thoughts. Her pussy went molten the instant he said it. She wanted to say, “No, this has to stop. I'm going to be with Derrick soon. We never should have gone this far.” But her mouth watered.

She loved sucking his cock. She would miss fellating him once she was properly married to Derrick.

“Mmm, show me how to love my man's cock,” Aebussi said, her green hair swaying as she fell to her knees before Marcus and attacked the lacings of his leather pants. He still had on his cuisses and greaves, but that didn't matter.

The feyborn could still pull his cock out.

“Yes, I'll show you,” Maria moaned, her pussy clenching.

She rushed over and fell to her knees. The tangy scent of hot cunt filled her nose followed by the manly musk of Marcus. That sweaty, salty scent of a man. Strong and virile. She licked her lips, her hand joining Aebussi's on his cock.

“He loves it when you start with licking,” Maria moaned and ducked her head in. She ran her tongue slowly around the outside of his cock.

Marcus's dick pulsed in her hand. He groaned. The pleasure shuddered through him. That sound made her shiver. Her nipples ached against the leather bra while her pussy soaked her bush and panties. She flicked her tongue out again, sliding right over his slit.

She held his precum right on the tip of her tongue. That wonderful delight melted across her taste buds. She shuddered at the taste. Her pussy clenched. Heat rushed through her body.

She whimpered, her body on fire. She wiggled her hips from side to side.

“I see,” Aebussi said.

She leaned in, her cheek rubbing on Maria's. Green tresses met the Duelist's fiery locks. Aebussi's pink tongue flicked out and caressed Marcus. Another deep, manly groan came from him. Maria shuddered.

“Mmm, just like that,” she cooed to the feyborn.

Her tongue joined Aebussi's.

Together, they bathed the crown of his cock. It was so wonderful to lose herself in this delight. Her tongue danced around his cock. She fluttered and caressed him. Her tongue brushed Aebussi's. Each time sent a naughty tingle through her.

“Then we kiss at the sides,” Maria murmured. “Smooching and sucking. Just a little bit. Nibble with your lips.”

“Ooh, yes,” the feyborn cooed.

Her lips worked all around his cock. She nibbled on him, making him groan. The sounds he made sent shivers of delight rushing through Maria. Her cunt clenched. Her pussy swelled, an orgasm building in her from the sheer joy of blowing him.

Their lips brushed as they did, almost kissing each other around his cock. Marcus groaned. His hand rested on Maria's head, his fingers kneading her scalp as she loved him. A wave of tingling delight ran through her, ending at her juicy cunt.

Her orgasm swelled further. Another cum just from the thrill of sucking Marcus's cock.

“Mmm, he likes it when our lips brush,” moaned Aebussi.

“Yes, he does,” Maria said. “He likes it when girls enjoy each other.”

“Lesbians are hot,” panted Marcus. “Even when they're only doing it for my enjoyment.” He chuckled. “No, that makes it hotter.”

“So I should do this?” Aebussi asked then kissed Maria boldly on the lips.

“Yes!”

Maria whimpered at the exciting kiss. Their mouths moved together, tongues dancing. A lingering trace of salty precum coated both their lips. Heat rushed through Maris. She loved every moment of it, her body wiggling back and forth, her pussy blazing hot.

Then she broke the kiss and moaned, “Now we take turns sucking on him until he cums on our faces.”

“Yes,” Aebussi moaned.

Maria engulfed Marcus's cock. It felt so right in her mouth. She closed her eyes and sucked on him. He groaned, dick throbbing. Precum spilled onto her tongue sweeping over his crown. She bobbed her head, sliding up and down him.

“I'm surprised you're not in his harem,” purred Aebussi. “You love his dick.”

That's right, Maria reminded herself as she sucked. I love his cock. That's what I love. Not him. My heart belongs to Derrick.

She pushed Derrick out of her mind, though, and concentrated on blowing Marcus. She sucked with hunger. Her tongue danced around him. He groaned as she fellated him. Her tongue danced around his spongy crown.

His pants echoed through the air. They washed over her. She shuddered, her cunt clenching. This wild heat rushed through her body. She fanned her face with her free hand as she nursed on him. Aebussi rubbed her cheek onto the other side of Maria's face.

“My turn?” the feyborn asked.

Maria squeezed her eyes shut. With reluctance, she slid her mouth off Marcus's cock. Her lips popped off, the wet sound echoing through the cavern. To her right, Dëshoma and Kulri kissed, the elf fingering the angelborn's pussy.

Aebussi engulfed Marcus's cock. The feyborn sucked with hunger. Her cheeks hollowed. She nursed with passion as she slid her mouth up and down his cock. Her lips slid down and then worked back up.

“Fuck, yes!” Marcus groaned. “You're a good teacher, Maria.”

She blushed. “I think she knows how to blow a man.”

“But it's more fun this way.” Then he winked at her.

She smiled back at him. “It is.” She turned and nuzzled her cheek into Aebussi's. “Mmm, that's it, Suck him. Make him cum. You want to drink that all down, don't you?”

Aebussi moaned her agreement.

She sucked with hunger. She nursed with passion. Maria loved the feyborn's enthusiasm. Her hips squirmed, her body rubbing against Aebussi's side. The feyborn bobbed her head, sliding her lips up and down Marcus's cock.

“Yes, yes, you're going to drink down all that cum,” moaned Maria. She salivated for her turn, so eager to swallow his cock, too.

Aebussi popped her mouth off. Maria swallowed his dick, tasting the feyborn on him. That sent a shiver through the human. She nursed with hunger. She suckled with all her passion. She bobbed fiercely, making Marcus groan.

She treasured the salty taste of his precum. That wonderful flavor melted across her tongue. Her cheeks hollowed as she loved him. Aebussi nibbled on her ear. That naughty tongue sent such tingles shooting down to Maria's cunt.

Her orgasm swelled and swelled. She would have such a huge cum from doing this.

“My turn,” Aebussi purred.

Maria moaned and ripped her mouth off Marcus's cock.

They traded him back and forth. They shared his dick. He groaned as they blew him. They sucked on him with such passion. They nursed on him with all their hunger. It was wild what they did to him. How he groaned and gasped.

It made Maria's pussy blaze with heat.

She sucked, then Aebussi. They nursed. They tasted the other's spit as Marcus moaned louder and louder. His hand tightened on Maria's head. His muscular chest swelled above her. He would have such a huge orgasm.

“Fuck!” he growled.

“Cum on our faces, Marcus!” she moaned while Aebussi sucked.

“Getting there.”

Then Maria had his cock back in her mouth as Aebussi begged, “Just jizz all over us, Marcus. Paint us in your spunk.”

“Yesssss,” Twist hissed, her voice throaty. “Do it, Marcusssss.”

She must be masturbating, thought Maria as she nursed on Marcus's cock.

“Fuck, yes!” he growled.

The first blast of cum spurted into her mouth. She ripped off of his cock in a flash, in time for his next spurt to splash on her face and Aebussi's. She savored that salty load in her mouth as Marcus erupted across their features. He coated them in his passion.

Maria came as she swallowed his cum. She closed her eyes, her pussy convulsing. Waves of bliss washed over her. This happy rush of joy surged through her body. His spunk painted her face. The spunk ran down her features. It felt so right to her in that moment.

Just so perfect to revel in his passion raining down on her.

“Marcus, yes!” Aebussi moaned.

“Fucking hell, that's great!” he growled, his dick unloading more cum on the pair. “Damn! Maria! Aebussi!”

Hot spunk ran down to her lips. As she trembled through her wild orgasm, she flicked out her tongue and gathered up more of his seed. She groaned at the flavor. The texture. Sucking his cock led to the best part: his jizz.

She could drown in his spunk.

She opened her eyes and stared up at his flushed face. She smiled up at him, loving the look of hunger in his eyes. For a moment, she experienced perfect joy. She wanted to hold onto this. One last time getting covered in Marcus's spunk.

One last time indulging in her perverse desires. She had to give this up. Marry Derrick. She loved him.

Love is not ownership. It is not chains that bind thee. It is a gift that is given to the person who doth stir that gentle emotion in thine heart. It gladdens you to be in their presence and when they are absent, you ache for them and wish only for the reunion of your two souls.

She squeezed her eyes shut and looked away from Marcus. Aebussi's tongue lapped at Maria's cheek as she forced down those words. They terrified Maria. She couldn't face them. So she locked them away in her heart.

Then she turned and licked the cum off Aebussi's face. Maria reveled in the salty flavor. Their tongues flashed together. Then they were kissing, sharing Marcus's passion. Maria's body trembled, her orgasm fading as she fought to keep the pain away.

But there was only so much of his cum for her to lick off of Aebussi's cheek before she had to face reality again.

She had to stop doing this. A clean break was better. Why prolong this and hurt them both?


Chapter Fifteen: Dragged by Love's Chains

It was clear the blowjob failed to cheer up Maria.

She had enjoyed it. Greatly. She looked so happy when I came on her face, her eyes closed, her lips twisted in a smile. Her body had shuddered. I swear she had orgasmed just from having my jizz on her.

But she sank back into her morose mood the moment she had finished licking my jizz off of Aebussi's face.

“I'll be fine,” Aebussi said to me as she stood in the branching path. “I know the way back to the Shardpool. You killed the satyrs, so I'll be safe. I'll just be in the way if I stay.”

I sighed and nodded. “Fine. Be safe.”

“I'll see you back at camp.” She winked a yellow eye at me.

“Ask Okzira to use her dildo on you,” Twist said. “You will not be disappointed.”

Dëshoma let out a happy sigh, a smile on her lips as she nodded her agreement.

“Will do,” said Aebussi. “Maybe she'll let me borrow it and use it on your fine ass.” With a smack on Twist's rump, Aebussi sauntered naked through the cave,  unafraid of the dark.

“Damn,” I groaned.

“Right,” Twist said. “Makes me want to pull out my dildo and frig my pussy.”

“We have to save my people,” Maria said, glancing down the path we didn't take last time.

I nodded and headed down it. This tunnel bent sharply to the right and actually climbed. It was strange to be moving up. Would we breach out of the Glittering Caverns into some sort of remote valley only accessible this way?

Or were we moving through the bowels of some vast mountain that loomed over us, screened from our view by the thick pine forest we had to move through to get here? I didn't know. But I was alert. What new horrors would we face?

Black imps.

The ambush came about a quarter of an hour after we parted with Aebussi. The cave walls melted into darkness on either side of us. A thick wall of impenetrable black that we couldn't see through. Out of it came hissing fiery arrows that slammed into all of us.

One crashed into my breastplate, bursting on it in a splinter of burning wood. Maria whipped her dagger before her, knocking another to the side. Twist side-stepped out of the way and Vanished a heartbeat later.

Dëshoma and Kulri were not so lucky. The arrows slammed into them, piercing through their thin robes. The feylinen they wore provided little defense. They both cried out, the burning arrows protruding from their breasts. Their Hit Points dropping.

“Motherfuckers!” I Yelled, the buff surging through me. Then I activated Zeal. “You little bitches want to try that again!” I smacked my ax into my breastplate, facing the darkness on both sides of us. The light from Iris failed to penetrate it. “Huh, hit me! Stick me this time, you pathetic, little shits!”

“Let the arcane geometries disrupt the magic and disenchant the spell!,” chanted Kulri as another hiss rushed out of the darkness.

I activated my Magnetic Titanium Kite Shield and held it up. It pulsed with power. Out of the darkness streaked fiery missiles. They slammed into my shield. Five of them, one after the other. They broke apart in bursts of cinders.

“That's what I thought!” I roared. “You can't hit me, you little bitches!”

“Let the arcane geometries disrupt the magic and disenchant the spell!!” finished Kulri.

The darkness to the left dropped, revealing a horde of little imps. Three in the back held bows. They knocked arrows that burst into flames. The rest were armed with jagged daggers of black glass. No, obsidian. Their bodies were all leathery with a glossy sheen to them. They stood not much taller than my ankle and had maws of teeth.

Reminded me of those little fuckers in Diablo.

“Rakkinishu's not saving your asses!” I snarled, reliving my teen years playing that game as I charged out into the horde.

Three arrows shot at me. I raised my shield. Two crashed into it. The magic was gone, used up on the last barrage. The third slipped by and clipped my cheek. Pain burst from my face while Kulri cast Disenchant on the darkness on the other side of the tunnel.

I kicked the lead imp in the face. He flew backward and bowled into his fellows. He knocked them over as Dëshoma's Theological Litany fell on me. I threw a look, saw her skank skirt fluttering as she launched into her next miracle. Beside her, Kulri looked so graceful, clutching her hornwood staff as she chanted, her legs clad in her pink stockings, the runes on her dainty panties glimmering with arcane power. Her large breasts heaved as she finished her spell.

The second darkness collapsed. Another horde of imps appeared. Maria rushed into them. Twist appeared, stabbing one imp on that side. He fell screeching into death. She ducked a flaming arrow and wrapped herself up in Shadow Cloak.

I smiled and unleashed Holy Sweep. I chopped off three of the little fuckers' heads as the rest swarmed into me and stabbed my legs with those obsidian daggers.

Fucking things were sharp.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Her red hair streaming behind her, Maria leaped into the midst of the imps. She landed with them all around her and grinned. She activated her Frost Stud Panties. A burst of cold erupted from her. Ice attacked the hoary, little things. They screeched, the attack damaging all of them as they rushed in to attack her.

Then she kicked one in the face and laughed.

Her sword stabbed down as she danced among them. She didn't have to think about the pain in her heart, didn't have to worry about love's chain dragging her to Derrick. Maria du Marne, Level 24 Duelist, just had to flow like shadows, her parrying dagger and rapier leaving behind dead or dying imps.

One slashed her thigh open with a black, glassy knife. Blood spurted. He dealt her bleed damage. Her Hit Points ticked down. She burned 3 TP on Staunch Wound, channeling her fighting spirit into the injury and closing off the drain on her life. She kept fighting.

Kept avoiding that decision.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Her Knife Combo fed her damage.

Twist stabbed low, ramming her poisoned dagger into imp after imp. They squealed at her. Each time she hit one and dodged their attack, her next blow dealt even more damage. By the fifth blow, she was one-shotting them.

“That's it, you little fuckerssss!” she hissed, dancing beside Maria. She rammed her knife into one's eye.

It fell dead.

She laughed. “Zadeg's limp dick, I love this. It's—”

Pain burned across her ass. Blood spurted, the jagged wound bleeding and throbbing. She snarled in agony and whirled around. The imp laughed at her, crimson smeared across his dagger. She thrust her knife into him.

Impaled him in the chest and...

Didn't kill him.

“You ruined my combo!” she snarled in fury and then unleashed Knife Flurry. Attacking with blurring slashes, she hacked him into bloody ruins, her ass throbbing the entire time. “Cock-licking ass-muncher!”

She wrapped herself in Shadow Cloak and side-stepped a confused imp who'd just missed her. She had to build her combo again. She smiled. How high will it get this time?

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

With Twist and Maria fighting the black imps to the left, the elf focused on Marcus Aurelius. She gripped her staff and then activated her Silvered Feylinen Panties. The runes on the dainty, pink delights burned with a moon-bright radiance.

“Let the mystical energies gather in me and explode in a burst of deadly power!”

The purple explosion of Arcane Burst ripped through the imps around Marcus. They squealed in pain as they swarmed him. A dozen died. Even more when a fraction of a second later another Arcane Burst erupted.

She'd double-cast it with the aid of her panties.

Imps howled as they fell dead around Marcus. A swath of them smoldered from the arcane energy that had torn into their bodies. Kulrigiizhai smiled in delight as Marcus swung his ax at the stragglers rushing in.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Normally, Dëshoma would not wait to heal, but she had a new miracle to use. The arrow in her breast hurt. The others were all losing Hit Points. Even Marcus, despite the twined Arcane Bursts that had cleared out many of the imps around him, was bleeding from the wounds the nasty devils' wicked knives inflicted.

It was time.

“Allow the positive energy to spread out...” she prayed, her words echoing through the room. Maria took more damage. Twist got hit, hissing in frustration. Marcus snarled and beheaded the imp who had just stabbed him. “...and suffuse all mine allies with healthy endurance!”

Her prayer engulfed everyone. Arcane Therapy healed the entire party at once. The white light of her miracle bathed them all. The arrow in Dëshoma's own breast popped out and landed on the floor. The pain faded. Hit Points rose. She smiled, so pleased to have healed her party in one fell swoop.

The black imps were falling fast now.  Before Dëshoma could even start her next healing spell, Marcus hacked down the last one on his side. On the other, Maria and Twist impaled the last few of the small, knobbly things.

“Nice,” Marcus said, glancing at Dëshoma. “That spell. A party heal, huh?”

“Indeed, I am pleased that mine studies into the theories of miracles hath led me to discover this amazing property. A fusion of arcane principals with divine magic.” That was what separated a Cleric from a Priest, another path Dëshoma could have followed. The Priest focused fully on Faith. They trusted the Gods to supply them with what they needed. But Clerics pursued Intelligence, too. A hybrid class. Their studies led them to apply arcane principals to understand their miracles better. To perform precise rituals and litanies designed for specific effects.

“Nice,” Twist hissed. “They had a chest. More loot. Mmm, we got some bolts of elven silk here. Nîya will love this. Ooh, and some flame crocodile leather. Sturdy stuff. I bet Aebussi can craft us something great, eh, Maria?”

“Yeah,” Maria said. She looked downcast again.

She truly will not be continuing with us after this, Dëshoma realized. Pain swelled in her heart. She held great affection for the human Duelist.

Oblivious, Twist then held up a pair of silver slippers that sparkled. “Something for our elf to wear.”

Kulrigiizhai gave a curious look, her ears wiggling.

“They're Slippers of Arcane Delight,” pronounced Iris. She buzzed around them. “They will let you cast your arcane spells properly and, once per day, you can insta-cast your next arcane spell.”

“Useful,” Marcus said. He, too, stared at Maria with some concern.

Can you find the solution to our companion's turmoil, Lord Marcus? Dëshoma wondered. He had uncovered Kulrigiizhai's heart and transformed the elven Wizard. Dëshoma put her faith into the man she loved and whispered a prayer to Ëshuxeri to guide his words.


Chapter Sixteen:  Impish Fun

My Hit Points plummeted.

“Fucking imps!” I snarled, swarmed by the fuckers. They had all struck me at the same time with their knives the moment I strode into them. The second group we'd stumbled across had swarmed us through illusory walls. They had been on us.

Only my Zeal had kept them from attacking everyone. They had all turned their attention on me.

Dëshoma chanted, but the imps drew back for their next attack.

“Assholes!” I snarled and activated my ax. Shuwëmeri's Blessed Ax of Fertile Hew blazed as it restored every bit of HP I'd lost.

Just in time for the damned things to stab me again.

Dëshoma's Arcane Healing engulfed me in her love a split second later. My Hit Points oscillated faster than a drunk coming home from the bar on St. Paddy's Day. I unleashed a Holy Swipe, ripping through a swath of the little fuckers.

A tide of their black bodies was around us.

Twist attacked with her knife, her blade leaving death in her wake while she hissed in delight. Kulri dropped a new spell. A wall of arcane energy formed a box around a group of ten of them, isolating them from the rest of us. They slammed into the wall, pounding on it in frustration.

Interesting spell. It held possibilities.

Arcane Therapy flowed from Dëshoma. The multi-target healing spell kept us topped off as we hacked our way through the little fuckers. They weren't a threat. Just an annoyance. They burned through our resources.

We were down to about half our MP and TP by the time the battle was over. We'd need more experience to hit Level 25. I wanted to keep going. I hoped to make it to the next level. I'd hate to be forced to camp to replenish our resources.

But if we kept getting mobbed by pissants like those imps, we'd burn through too much hacking through their numbers and not get enough experience to make it to level up. I stomped the last one beneath my boot, feeling his body crunch.

“Is there any way we can detect these illusory walls ahead of time?” I asked. “Like does anyone have a ten-foot pole?”

The others gave me a strange look.

“Guess no one played 2nd edition AD&D back in the day,” I muttered. “Best way to find a trap. Just tap ahead of you with the pole.”

“These are not traps,” Twist hissed. “Traps can be dissssarmed. Spotted. These illusions are seamless.”

“I haven't been able to detect any flaw in their magic,” Maria said. She had a trait that gave her better Perception.

“Pity. I wouldn't mind getting the drop on them.” I glanced at Kulri. “Be nice to watch you drop an Arcane Burst through their illusion and roast them before they have a chance to spill out and mob us.”

“That would be nice, Marcus Aurelius,” she said. “I can waste my Magic Points using Disenchant on every suspicious wall we come across.”

“Operative word being waste.” I rolled my shoulders. “Okay, let's just keep focus.”

I moved down cautiously, staring at the walls. Where would the next imp ambush come from? The cave no longer moved upward but now was heading back down even as it seemed to wind in an anticlockwise motion.

The sound of running water approached. Not a waterfall like last time, but flowing water over rapids. The air grew wetter. The walls damp. A wet gleam appeared on them. No black imps attacked us before we reached a river.

A stream of night flowed past us, or so it looked like in the dim light my pixie produced. She fluttered out above it. The surface of the water rippled over unseen rocks. Farther to the right, white rapids frothed before it vanished beneath a shelf in the wall. To the left, it flowed out of another break in the wall of the cavern it had cut into.

“Fuck,” I muttered and put my foot into it.

The water rippled cold. Icy cold. I gasped as it numbed my foot. I took another step, the footing slippery, the rocks beneath worn smooth by the current. I waded out into it, the water splashing up and around my legs. Eddies whirled behind me. It reached higher and higher, soaking up past my knees. It crept up my thighs.

I gritted my teeth as I dunked my balls into the current.

“Shit!” I growled as they retracted up into me.

I pushed on through it, ignoring how it made my cock want to retreat up inside me, too. Then it grew shallower. I marched out onto the other side. Water ran down my legs. My shoes squished with it. I stared around at the darkness, ready for the ambush.

In a flash of arcane purple, Kulri appeared beside me. She held her staff in her hand, her eyes flicking back and forth. I smiled at her. She was lucky. The rest of us had to wade through it. I turned back to see Maria marching out into it followed by Twist.

Dëshoma bit her lip.

I sighed and waded back into the water. I endured the cold. Maria didn't seem fazed by the icy water, maybe because of her panties. They did give frost damage to her knife. Twist, on the other hand, hissed, her face twisting.

“Zadeg's limp dick!” she gasped when it engulfed her hips. “That's fucking cold! Dick-licking water!”

She used my curses, but sometimes in strange ways. I smiled for a moment until my cock and balls reminded me they were dunked in ice water. I held out my hand as Dëshoma hesitated to enter the water. She grabbed it and gasped as I threw her over my shoulder.

“Lord Marcus!”

“You can thank me with that cherry cunt when we camp,” I said and turned around.

“Gladly.”

I carried Dëshoma across and set her down on the other side. Surprisingly, no ambush. I looked around this large cave. My shoulders itched. I rolled them beneath my titanium breastplate. My cloak swayed behind me as I marched forward, the bottom wet and clinging to the back of my legs.

The glittering gems in the cave had a redder gleam about them. I frowned as I brushed one. Was it Iris's pink light that made them so red? Kulri came up beside me. Her eyes were peering at them with me.

“They have indeed changed shade,” Kulri said. “I presume it is a natural change in the mineral content that makes up these rocks.”

“Huh,” I said. “And probably only looks red because of the pink light reflecting on them.”

“Are you complaining about my pink light?” Iris gasped and fluttered down before me.

“Iris, I would never complain about the splendid radiance that shines from you,” I said. “Your beauty is so brilliant it illuminates the darkness for me.”

Iris squealed in delight. The little pixie kissed the tip of my nose. “Oh, I wish I was big enough to ride your cock, Marcus.”

“Me, too,” I said, smiling as she zipped off before us, her light bobbing and dancing as she headed to the tunnel at the end of the cave.

Things got narrow for a while. The cave constricted in on us. I had to turn sideways at times, though my women had no problem with the tighter confines. I didn't like it. I couldn't swing a weapon if we were attacked.

“We're going in a circle,” Maria said. “The tunnel is subtly descending and bending back towards the river. But we'll be passing beneath it.”

“Really?” I asked. It felt like this claustrophobic passage went straight. “No, no, I believe you. You're good at maps.” That Mapmaker trait of hers.

The tunnel broadened out and the crystals looked really red now. They had an evil gleam about them. Something that simmered halfway between lust and anger. A mix of the two passions, almost clashing in the glittering gems on the wall.

My shoulders itched even worse. But we kept going. And going.

Maria said we'd circled beneath the river a second time when the moans began. The gasps. The pants. The sounds of a harem of women crying out in rapture. I knew those moans. My hand tightened on my ax even as my dick hardened.

“Succubuses,” I growled.

“Succubae, Marcus Aurelius,” Kulri corrected. “That is the plural.”

“Not succubi?” I asked. “I thought that could be it.”

“Succubae,” said Dëshoma. “Another cultist must be rutting with his demonic whores in a perverse celebration of the foul God Zadeg. They doth pervert all that is beautiful about intimate love and soil it with their vile lusts.”

I blinked. “I make you girls do some kinky things,” I said. “Look at you, Dëshoma, you're wearing a skirt so short I can see your twat, and you have that butt plug up your ass.”

“But I do these intimate acts out of love for thee and thy other women,” Dëshoma said. “The physical acts we commit are merely expressions of those deep and abiding affections that doth beat so mightily in our hearts.”

I smiled. “Yeah. So it's not that making you suck my dick clean after I fuck your ass is a thing of lust, but just fucking random people.”

“Fucking for the sake of satiating only thy selfish pleasure is lust. Love is giving. And thou, Lord Marcus, are more generous than any man alive, or so I do declare with mine limited experience.”

“Oh, no, he's definitely not selfish,” Twist said.

“No,” Maria added, her voice tight.

The sounds of the succubae rutting grew louder and louder. Their moans echoed through the tunnel. Light appeared, spilling around the subtle bend. Firelight. Shadows danced. The distorted images of busty women with demonic wings and tails. The scent of their passion filled the air.

“Rabeh kou ih ekhōn ehr gou īkuth yahg!” gasped one in her demonic tongue.

“Tad rabeh kou eh irehn!”

“Da eh! Mathuh ah gou īkuth eh nah!”

“Yes!”  a man growled. “Take it, whore! Take that cum!” The voice was bestial. Almost animal with its gravelly intensity.

I set my shield and marched around the corner. I advanced, my ax in hand. In the center of the room, a horde of succubae writhed around a figure in the center. A man with a broad back and a wild tangle of hair. His muscles bulged. It was so unnatural. I could see his veins popping out against his sweat-slicked skin as he fucked one of the demonette whores. The others were writhing in delight.

“Fucking demonic sirens!” I Yelled, unleashing my buff and rushing into the room. Zeal surged into me. “I'm going to kick all your skank asses from this side of the cave to the other!”

All of the succubae whipped their heads to me. Several dripped with pussy cream. One with cum. The man rammed his cock forward and bellowed like an ox as he pumped his cum into the gasping succubus's cunt.

The others rose, rubbing fingers into their hairless cunts, coating them with their burning passion.

Maria stepped up beside me, her parrying dagger and rapier in her hands. She Yelled her own buff, her breasts heaving in her black leather bra. Her red hair looked so stirring. I felt air wafting beside me, invisible Twist moving around to unleash her damage. Dëshoma and Kulri chanted in the background.

“What do you cock-blocking bastards want!” roared the man. He ripped out of the succubus and whirled to face me.

He stood, muscles abnormally swollen. It was clear from the front that this was unnatural. That a slender man had been ballooned by magical steroids into the hulking form before us. His head looked tiny compared to his beefy neck. He stood nearly seven feet tall. His cock swung before him like a mighty club that would batter down anything before him.

“New cunt!” he growled, staring at Maria. “Familiar cunt. I finally get to fuck you! Finally get that cherry, Maria!”

“D-Derrick!” gasped Maria. Her parrying dagger fell from her hand. Horror spilled over her face.

“Who?” I gasped, realizing this must be someone from her village.

“It's Derrick...” Maria shook. “The man I'm going to marry.”

My jaw dropped. Then I groaned as Derrick rushed forward at Maria, one hand on his cock, a look of mad lust in his eyes. I snarled and stepped between them. There was no way I was letting this cursed version of her boyfriend hurt her.

A boyfriend? She had a boyfriend all this time? No, a fiance.

Derrick slammed a fist into my shield. Metal rang. I gasped, shoved back several inches by the force of the blow. I felt it, some damage getting through. How could I beat him without killing him? How to save the life of my lover's fiance without getting beat to a pulp in the process?

“Fuck me,” I groaned as the succubae rushed in after him.


Chapter Seventeen: Her Fiance

Maria du Marne

Shock struck her. Derrick had been... transformed. Turned into a hulk.

Metal rang before Maria. Marcus stood before her. He took the blow. Derrick roared like a lust-maddened beast. His fist slammed down into Marcus's shield again and again. The metal rang. He took damage.

What do I do?

Dëshoma's healing magic engulfed Marcus. Arcane Burst exploded among the succubae. They hissed in pain. Twist attacked them, slicing into one from her invisibility. Blood spurted from the succubus's breast. She stumbled back, hissing.

I have to do something. I have to save Derrick. Maria had grown up with him. They had played together. As they got older, everyone understood they would get married. That was how things worked in Gastin. She would be his wife, have his children, and make a family with him. It was supposed to be so simple. She liked Derrick.

I love Derrick, she hissed at herself. I have to save him.

“Marcus!” I gasped. “Please.”

“I know,” he growled, looking back at her. “But your fiance hits like a truck. I don't know—”

Derrick's fist crashed into the side of Marcus's head. The powerful blow resounded. Maria gasped in horror. Half of Marcus's Hit Points vanished in that blow. He reeled as Derrick drew back for another powerful punch.

“No!” I gasped as Marcus raised his shield to block it. Dëshoma cast in the background. “Stop!”

Derrick's fist crashed into the shield. Metal rang. Then the transformed young man seized the edge of the shield and wrenched it from Marcus's grip. He threw it away. His next blow hurtled at Marcus's head. Maria gasped.

This can't be happening.

*  \ * /  *

The brawny fist surged at my head while the succubae rushed in from the sides. I couldn't take another hit like that. I'd lose the rest of my Hit Points before Dëshoma would get her healing spell off.

I activated my Iron Titan's Belt.

The blow slammed into my head with the force of a freight train.

I didn't feel it. No damage dealt. No impact that threw my head back. I just snarled and slashed my ax at him as I used my new ability. Divine Blow burst white light across my ax. I struck at his head. A burst of brilliance exploded from him. Blood spurted from his scalp. Hit Points rushed into me followed by Dëshoma's Arcane Healing engulfing me.

Derrick resisted the stun. Divine Blow could have incapacitated him. Given us a chance. I grit my teeth.

“Marcus!” Maria gasped in pain beside me.

“I'm sorry!” I growled and twisted to the side as the next blow came in. It swept by my face. “I don't know how to help him. I can only try to disable him. If I don't, he's going to kill us.”

The succubae swarmed around us. Three of them rushed at me, one with cum bubbling down her thighs. She slashed with her claws. Another flicked acid pussy juices that landed on my breastplate and sizzled on the metal. My cloak swung behind me as I dodged the third's tail grab. It swished past my thigh, annoyance flashing across her face.

“Please don't hurt him!” Maria shouted and then she rushed up and plunged both of her weapons into the succubus that tried to grab me. Her dagger and rapier buried deep into the demonette's perfect breasts, marring them. “Please! I... I... He's important to me!”

“Sorry!” I snarled as another fist slammed down at me. I turned my body and raised my shield arm, blocking with my limb.

Pain burst in me.

I roared in pain and unleashed another Divine Blow to stun him. My ax crashed into his chest. He snarled in pain, but he devoured the status effect. His bulky body resisted it. Could I even stun this brute before me?

I had to try. I had more MP.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Marcus reeled back as two of the succubae rushed at Kulrigiizhai and Dëshoma. Fear rushed through the Cleric as the demonettes hurtled closer. She wanted to heal Lord Marcus, he needed her magic more than ever, but if she fell unconscious, who would sustain those she loved?

“I beseech thee, oh glorious goddess...” she chanted as the demonette flicked pussy juices at her. The sizzling cunt cream landed on Dëshoma's breasts, burning her skin through the oval cutout of her habit. She ignored the pain, not losing her concentration. “...to manifest thy faith about me!”

Divine energy armored her as the demonette slashed in and struck her. Holy light flared, blunting the impact. The claws still ripped into her midriff. More of her Hit Points dwindled. She gasped and then smashed her bible into the demonette's face with a heavy thwack.

It did little more than make the demonette laugh. “Your faith is as weak as a righteous man in a whorehouse!”

Dëshoma hated that she understood the language of demons. “Mine faith has the strength to lift mountains, unholy slattern! The blood of holy Dezösh courses through my veins.”

The demonette laughed and slashed again with her claws, seeking to rip Dëshoma apart. But Twist appeared behind the succubus. Her dagger plunged hard into the infernal whore's back. The demonette gasped, her face twisting in shocked pain.

“How weak is my faith, sssslut!” Twist hissed. She ripped her dagger free and stabbed again. And again. The demonette screamed while Dëshoma launched into her healing spell. Marcus needed her help once more.

“Let mine understanding...” she chanted.

“Your father screams in torment, angel-cunt!” snarled the demonette in her infernal tongue.

Shock almost disrupted Dëshoma's concentration. Questions burst through her. She wanted to ask the succubus what she meant. Dëshoma's father, Dezösh, had vanished. Gone out to fight evil and had never returned. She knew he must be alive—her father could not fall. She wanted to demand answers with every fiber of her being.

But Lord Marcus needed her healing.

“...of the positive energy of this world flow out and heal my companion!” she chanted, completing her prayer. The butt plug vibrated in her bowels as she surged healing energy into the man she loved. Free to ask, she snarled, “What do you mean, slattern?”

But the demonette slumped to the ground, her body riddled with knife wounds. Twist had a vicious grin on her scaled face. “When Marcus can't save you, I'll be around to keep that pretty cunt of yours safe and... What?”

“She spoke of mine father,” Dëshoma said, staring down at the dying demonette. “Said he suffered.”

“That's what demons do,” Twist said and shrugged. “Come on, Maria's boyfriend is pounding Marcus. We have to help him.”

Dëshoma glanced up and gasped. Marcus fought the transformed man alone. Maria was fighting the succubus now. She had somehow pulled them off, blocking, parrying, stabbing. Wounds sizzled on her body. And on Marcus and even Kulrigiizhai. A purple wall of arcane energy had three of the succubae trapped inside while a bloody Wizard focused her attention on Marcus.

Dëshoma launched into Arcane Therapy to heal everyone as Twist wrapped herself up in Shadow Cloak.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Healing energy surged through her as she dueled three of the succubae. She had to keep them off of Marcus as he backed into the middle of the room. Derrick swung mighty fists. Terror wreathed Maria's guts.

She was almost paralyzed. Only her instincts as a Duelist had kept her attacking. She didn't know how to keep Marcus from killing Derrick. Memories of her childhood assaulted her, crashing into the experiences of the last week with Marcus. The things she'd done with him. The way she'd given her body to him in surrendered lust.

She'd never so much as touched Derrick's cock. She'd done everything and more with Marcus.

But she loved Derrick. He was the man she would marry. She had to love him. She had grown up with him. They had such a deep bond. And now he was twisted into a monster. Transformed by the foul rites of the Cultist of Zadeg and the Cock-Wilt Plague. They had turned him into a monstrous brute, a sex-mad behemoth.

He's going to die, Maria thought. Marcus is going to kill him. She didn't know what to do about that.

A tail wrapped around her leg. Before she could react, she fell on her back. She landed hard, stunned by the impact. The succubae thrust their talons at her. They plunged their claws into her belly, tearing at her flesh.

She screamed out her agony, her Hit Points falling fast. Marcus was nowhere near her. He was falling back, not putting his all into fighting Derrick. He hit him, but it wasn't with his normal passion. He held back for her.

More healing energy surged into Maria as she lay stunned and screaming. The damage the succubae inflicted to her guts healed, but the succubae attacked and tore at Maria again. Her legs kicked. Movement returned to her limbs as her Hit Points plunged towards 0.

She dropped her parrying dagger and pulled out a Potion of Angel Passion. She downed the healing draught, the sweet pussy cream suffusing her with warmth, keeping her from dropping. Then she grabbed her parrying dagger and Riposte.

She blocked the next claw surging down at her and ran the succubus through the throat. The wounded demonette gurgled and slumped dead, sliding off her blade. With a kick of her legs, Maria rose with grace to her feet, raking claws slashing across her sides and ripping away more of her Hit Points.

But Dëshoma's new group heal bathed across the party.

Another succubus died, Twist appearing behind her, a big grin on her face. She ripped her blighted dagger from the collapsing demonette's back and hissed, “Your boyfriend's a problem.”

“My fiance,” Maria said, casting scared eyes to Derrick as he battered at Marcus with beefy fists. Blood streamed down Derrick's bulging muscles. Cuts rent his body as Marcus slashed with his ax. “I don't know what to do.”

“Don't you?” Twist asked, her eyes flicking down to Maria's pouch. “Don't you have something important in there and...” She whirled to dodge the other demonette's attack.

Maria thrust with her rapier as she realized what Twist meant.

On the other side of Marcus, a group of five more succubae burst into the room, naked and hissing in fury. They rushed at Marcus fighting Derrick. Maria groaned as they swarmed around him. They would rip him to pieces.

He couldn't keep holding back.

She had to save Derrick. She had to rescue the man she would marry from the man...

Maria battered down her feelings. She couldn't drown in them right now. She had to act before things got any worse.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The angelborn Cleric blazed through her Magic Points.

The butt plug never stopped vibrating now. Marcus, valiantly trying to stun Maria's fiance, was taking damage. Massive blows that were crushing his hit points. Dëshoma had to focus on Marcus, casting Arcane Healing after Arcane Healing on the man she loved. While Theological Litany would heal him for more overall, it took too long to keep up with the amount of pain Derrick inflicted.

Dëshoma didn't know what to think about Maria having a secret fiance all this time. That she was breaking her fidelity to the man she intended to marry with Lord Marcus. Love and marriage were at the core of Ëshuxeri's religion. They were dear to Dëshoma's heart.

She couldn't straighten out her feelings now. Not while Marcus took blow after blow.

The butt plug vibrated again, another surge of healing energy pouring into Marcus, repairing the crushing wounds he sustained. Out of MP, Dëshoma had no choice but to thrust her hand into her belt pouch and fish out a Potion of Angel's Milk. She gulped down the creamy and heavenly concoction.

Her MP rose, but not up to full.

Now more succubae were swarming her Marcus. They attacked him as he fought with Derrick. His ax slammed into them. A Hard Blow took one in the chest, restoring a pittance of the HP he'd lost in a single blow from the transformed brute.

Fear rippled through Dëshoma as she launched into her next prayer, “Let mine understanding...”

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Marcus Aurelius was in danger. The succubae swarmed him. Derrick hammered fists against him. She would not let the brute murder her maser. She would unleash all her might to save him. Her MP dwindling, now seemed like the perfect place to activate her Wise Hornwood Staff.

The magic item vibrated in her hand. She felt the grains come alive beneath her grip. Her next arcane spell would cost no Magic Points and deal double its normal damage. She chanted.

“Let the geometries of space form into shards of slashing death!”

Three purple shards of arcane energy lance out through the air and slammed into Derrick's side. The brute howled and stumbled. Blood spurted from his wounds. Kulrigiizhai's ears twitched. The elven Wizard would not let her Master fall.

“Kulri!” Maria gasped in horror. “Don't kill him!”

“I will not let Marcus Aurelius die!” the elf said and grabbed a Potion of Angel's Milk. She downed the restorative delight, the creamy elixir flowing down her throat and recharging her spent Magic Points.

She launched into her next spell. She would slay Derrick and save Marcus Aurelius. It was noble of him to spare Maria's feelings. It was why Kulrigiizhai loved him. He stood up against the darkness. He braved the forces of evil and would not let them trample over the women he loved. No matter how much it cost him.

Kulrigiizhai wasn't that noble.


Chapter Eighteen: BITCH! CUNT!

Maria du Marne

Maria had to act. She gripped Ethileri's Tear. Shed by the Goddess of Healing herself, it would cure anything. It had to save her promised from death. She couldn't let Derrick die. She had left to save him. She had betrayed him over and over in Marcus's arms, but she wouldn't fail him now.

She activated her Shadowed Nipple Ring. Her flesh became shadowy and insubstantial. She rushed forward, flowing through the demonettes that had rushed in and stood between her and Derrick. One saw her, slashed claws.

They ripped at her shadowed flesh, but only dealt Maria half the normal damage. She ignored the drop in her Hit Points and the pain in her side as she rushed forward. She dodged another succubus's slashing talons and then stepped up beside Marcus.

“Maria?” he gasped.

She thrust the Tear against Derrick's chest. The artifact flared with a burst of pristine light. It bathed over him. He snarled and threw back his head. His muscles bulged and flexed for a moment, writhing.

“NOOOOOO!” he roared. “You won't take it from me!”

He resisted it. She gasped, not expecting him to fight against the restorative artifact. She had felt it, in that one moment, curing him. But he was too strong. She stood, transfixed, as he thrashed. The shadowy insubstantiality faded from her flesh.

“BITCH!”

Derrick's fist slammed into her face.

Pain exploded. Her cheekbone shattered. She screamed as the attack flung her backward. More than half her Hit Points lost from the critical blow. She landed hard on the ground. Her entire face burned. She stared up at Derrick.

“BITCH! CUNT!”

She blinked through her tears and knew he spoke true. She had betrayed him. She had given herself to another man. Flashes of their conversations, the talk of their families, the children they would have, filled her mind. Those idle chats lying on a hay pile or the top of the hill.

She was too weak to be faithful. Too weak to save him.

He lifted his foot.

“No!” Marcus slammed his shoulder into the bulk and knocked him off-balance. Then he reached down and touched Maria.

Marcus's cloak blazed. Healing energy rushed through her. Her fractured cheekbone mended. The pain fled. She gasped, shuddering on the ground from Ethileri's blessing flowing through Marcus and into her flesh.

She gasped, blinking in shock.

“Don't you quit,” he growled. “Don't you give up. Fight, Maria!”

She blinked back her tears then watched as Marcus slammed another Divine Blow into Derrick. He tried to stun the poor, twisted boy. He wanted to help her. She squeezed the Tear still in her hand. It could fix him. He just needed to be weakened.

She rose. “I will save you, Derrick!”

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The Arcane Wall ended.

The three succubae the elven Wizard had trapped were free to rush at Kulrigiizhai. Their lust-filled eyes fixed on the elf with a look of mad rage. She gripped her staff and the words tumbled from her mouth.

“Ugh ngef ah gou guhz zehk khou thēz!” one hissed in her foul language.

Kulrigiizhai did not care. She knew how to enter that state of no emotions. Fear hovered outside her awareness. The first of the claws slashed in and ripped across her breast. The wounds burned, but Kulrigiizhai embraced pain. It would not shake her spell-casting. The words tumbled from her lips.

Arcane Burst exploded around her. The purple energy sizzled against her enemies. Her ears twitched as she launched into her next attack. A claw slashed in at her and raked across her side. Another tore at her chest.

Her Hit Points plummeted, but still she chanted. The words spilled from her lips, her hands gripping tight to her staff. She channeled her power through it. Her implement. It heightened her damage, multiplied her destructive powers.

Arcane Therapy engulfed the party, healing her, Marcus, Maria, and Twist.

The Thief burst out of her invisibility and attacked as more purple energy burst around the elven Wizard. The succubae screamed in pain. Kulrigiizhai sang her magic. She called upon the primal essence of the world and unleashed it on her enemies.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Purple energy burst around her as she buried her dagger into the succubus's back.

She unleashed her Blighted Dagger's power. She poisoned the succubus. The bitch screamed as the acidic venom burned through her wounds. Twist laughed as the bitch turned around and swiped claws at her, turning from Kulri.

Twist dodged and slashed with her dagger. She hit, increasing her knife combo. She felt more energized as she darted past the poisoned enemy, leaving the ongoing damage to finish the bitch off, and buried her knife into the next throat.

“Ugh bouhwā ah ous gou phin imāwih!” the succubus screamed in pain.

“Does that hurt?” Twist asked and ripped her knife free. The succubus collapsed on the ground

The Thief slid to the next and slashed. The succubus's tail swiped before her, knocking back the blow. Claws slashed in. Twist ducked. Weaved. Slashed. She couldn't get a hit in. Her TP was almost expended. She had enough for one more attack. An Ambush.

But attacking while visible wouldn't take full advantage of the damage output.

Twist activated her Cracked Sardonite Ring.

Her body faded away. She padded silently to the side, the succubus's slashing claws ripping through empty air. The demonette hissed her frustration, her black hair flowing as she tossed her gaze around.

Twist's dagger ripped across the succubus's abdomen. The damage multiplier ripped through her life and dropped her to the ground. Twist appeared as the demonette expired on the ground, her wings falling limp.

“My thanks,” Kulrigiizhai said.

Twist shrugged. “You'll get me back.”

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Despite drinking her healing potion, she was burning through her MP. She was almost out of it, and Marcus continued to be battered. Maria was on her feet again. Derrick swung at both her and Marcus. His powerful blows struck them both, inflicting horrendous damage.

Especially to Maria.

This fight couldn't last much longer. Dëshoma could drink her last two Potions of Angel Milk, but she had one more magic item to use before then. She activated her Book of Tears. The tear embossed in the cover flared with red light, spilling crimson across the white of her Maiden's Veil.

She cast her next healing spell for no MP.

“Allow the positive energy to spread out and suffuse all mine allies with healthy endurance!”

She healed the entire party.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

“It's me, Derrick!” Maria gasped as he swung another fist at her. He struck her shoulder. Pain exploded.

A moment later, Marcus took a blow to the chest as he fought to draw her fiance's attention off of her. He staggered back, breastplate crumpled. Pain ached up Maria's shoulder. She ducked another punch and then darted to her right.

She didn't want to have to hurt him. She thrust her rapier into his side, tearing at her own heart as she did it. She had known him all her life. That he would be the man she married one day. Now she was forced to harm him.

“Please, Derrick!” she gasped, a brutal fist swinging at her.

She parried it with a Riposte, knocking it to the side and lunging in with her rapier. She buried it into his chest as healing magic engulfed her. He bellowed, fresh agony lancing into him while the pain he inflicted on her melted away.

“You love me, Derrick!” she gasped, ripping her rapier free. “I know you do.”

“BIIIITCH!” he shouted and swung his fist at her.

“Derrick!” she groaned as she unleashed another Riposte. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she knocked the fist to the side. Her rapier's bloody blade slide smoothly into his chest.

Marcus's ax buried into his back. Derrick snarled and staggered. His eyes locked on Maria's. They were full of confused pain. Of wild rage and aching lust. His hands lunged for her. She ripped her rapier free and twisted out of the first grab.

But his other hand seized her shoulder. He squeezed tight on her, his fingers digging into her flesh. She gasped at how tight he held onto her. He squeezed hard. She whimpered, the pain flaring through her as he staggered.

Marcus hit him again. And again.

“MAARIIIAAA!” roared Derrick. His eyes brimmed.

“Yes, yes, it's me!” she shouted. “You love me! I know you do. Just stop. Let us save you.”

Marcus raised his ax again.

“No!” she gasped. “Wait! I'm reaching through to him.”

Marcus hesitated.

Derrick shook. “KILLL... MEEEE....”

“No!” she shouted. It would be so easy. His hand squeezing her shoulder hurt. The pain begged her to kill him. It would end the confusion of her emotions. If he died, she would be free...

She battered that thought down. “I am not killing you!” she hissed. “I am saving you.”

His eyes swam, but the rage was coming back. He was losing himself. The fight against the wild lust and rage that had poisoned his body. She had to act now. She dropped her parrying dagger and thrust her hand back into her pouch. She produced the Tear of Ethileri.

“Don't fight it, Derrick!” she shouted and thrust the tear against him.

It sizzled on his skin. The blue light flared again. It flashed so bright. She flinched back from the radiance. This time, she didn't feel him resisting it. She felt him embracing it. The healing power of Ethileri swept through him.

“It's working!” she shouted for joy. “Derrick! Derrick! You're being healed.”

“Maria!” he gasped.

Arms went around her. They were so slender. Not the massive arms of the transformed Derrick nor the muscular arms of Marcus. She was pulled to a skinny body. A boyish face appeared, that one she had known for all her life.

He kissed her on the mouth with such passion. He held her so tight against his body. She quivered there, such relief surging through her. She didn't kill him. She hugged him back as he kissed her, joy bursting through her.

She had saved him.

Over Derrick's shoulder, she saw Marcus look away.

She closed her eyes against the guilt at what she'd done. This was her life. Where she belonged. With Derrick. They would be married. Everything would go back to normal once they had saved the other men from the village.

He never had to know about the passion she had shared with Marcus. The desires that had awakened in her body as she adventured to save her promised's life. She would take those secrets to her grave.

She would spare her fiance any more pain.

He broke the kiss. “Maria. You came back. You found it. I knew you would.”

“I did!” she said, smiling at him. Her heart broke. Ripped in half. She didn't show a single bit of it on her face.

The party hit Level 25. Maria hardly noticed.


Chapter Nineteen: Buried Pain

I buried the pain as Maria kissed her promised. If I had known she was engaged...

Well, I still probably would have fucked her. But I wouldn't have let myself grow attached to her. Fall in love with her. I battered down the pain. She made it clear as she kissed him back, where her heart belonged.

What we had was just lust. That first time, she had been still under the effects of the slime. Then her submissive personality just let her keep falling into it. I could see it those first few times. I thought it was just her virginal inexperience.

I sighed and looked around the cave. Twist was already looting, humming happily as she did. Dëshoma and Kulri both stared at me, pain and sympathy in their eyes. I forced a nonchalant smile and then beckoned them to me.

I pulled my two women to me and kissed them both on the mouth. They wouldn't ever leave me. They wouldn't abandon me. Not like my cunt of an ex-wife had in the real world. And not like Maria was...

No, no, she was never mine.

I felt Maria glancing at me as I kissed Kulri and Dëshoma. I savored the feel of my women's lips on mine. I enjoyed how they kissed me. The way they made my blood sing with their passion. My hands squeezed their rumps.

“Ooh, lookie here,” Twist said. “Got a new parrying dagger for you, Maria. And now that we hit Level 25, you can use it.”

“Oh, yes,” Maria said. “I'll need it to save the others.”

“You're amazing, Maria,” Derrick said. My shoulders itched as I glanced at Maria accepting the new dagger. Iris buzzed around it, ready to explain what it did.

“Ooh, ooh, a Riposte Dagger,” said Iris with such delight. She landed on the tip, her pink light spilling down the silvery blade. It had an orange basket hilt handle like Maria's rapier. “Lets you be even better at parrying, Maria. And! And! Once per day, for thirty seconds, you'll get a free riposte attack every time you parry. Just zing!” The little pixie thrust her arm forward. “Like that! Isn't that neat?”

“Yeah,” said Maria, her voice subdued. “It is.”

“And something for our Wizard,” Twist said, tossing a staff to Kulri.

The elf jumped and fumbled to grab it. It bounced off her and flew at me. I snagged the staff. It was made of a gray wood. It felt and looked like stone, but it had grain. Runes were chipped into its surface.

“Petrified wood?” I asked, handing the staff to Kulri.

“The Level 25 crafting material,” reported my pixie. She zoomed around the staff. “Ooh, gives you a ten percent increase to your Magic Points.”

“Yes, I can feel that.” Kulri cocked her head. “And I can restore half my Magic Points once per day.”

“Like a potion that refreshes,” I said. “You're going to wreak some havoc with that, aren't you?”

A smile crossed Kulri's lips. Her excitement rippled over her. She nodded her head. “I shall, Marcus Aurelius. Your enemies will feel my passion.”

“So will yours,” I told her. I hadn't forgotten that asshole of a master who'd hurt her. He would pay.

I glanced over at Derrick again. He had his arm around Maria and was praising her new dagger. I swallowed. I was an adult. Maria had made her choice. She wanted to go back to him. Love was funny, I guess.

Damn.

I wouldn't ruin things for her. I wouldn't let this guy know that I had enjoyed her in every way possible. She had done things for me that had blown my mind. All the women in my adventuring party had.

“I'm Marcus,” I said as I approached them.

Maria stiffened as she looked at me. I extended my hand. Derrick smiled and took it. He had a limp handshake. He wasn't weak, but he didn't seem that confident. Maybe it was being naked and exposed that had him acting nervous. He certainly didn't have that monstrous cock any longer.

“Derrick,” he said. “So you've been watching out for Maria. Making sure she hasn't stabbed herself.”

“She doesn't need looking out for,” I said.

Derrick chuckled. “Really? She could always find every rabbit hole in a field and trip over it. I was so scared for her when she left. I kept fearing she'd stumble and impale herself on her own sword. I thought she would never return.”

“Don't worry about her. She kicks ass in a fight.”

“Kicks ass...?”

Another of Earth's idioms that didn't translate. “She's an amazing fighter. It was my honor to fight at her side.”

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Marcus's words brought a smile to my lips. For a moment, I beamed at him. That was so sweet of him to say. He was a good man. Derrick glanced at me and my dagger. He took it from me and held it tight in his hand.

“Just make sure you hold it right, okay?” he said. “I don't want you to get hurt.”

“I know how to fight with it,” I huffed. “I didn't get hurt when I was fighting you. Not from injuring myself.”

“Right, right, you're a Shardhunter.” He handed it back to me. “I just worry about you, Maria. You're special to me. I love you.”

I smiled at him. He leaned down and kissed me again. His lips were dry. I wanted to melt against him like I did with Marcus. I felt so out of sorts. Marcus was right beside me. Guilt at what I had done with him rippled through me. The deviant acts. Things Derrick had never heard of. I had sucked Marcus's cock fresh from other women's pussies and assholes. I had licked his seed out of cunts. I had been fucked by Twist's dildos.

I had to forget all of this. Then things would get back to normal between Derrick and me. I just needed time. I forced myself to kiss him harder. I closed my eyes, struggling to capture that last kiss we had.

It had been amazing, right? What had it been when I kissed him farewell before heading out to the Shardpool. Surely it had made my knees knock. Yes, it did. It was an amazing kiss. And I would get that with Derrick again.

“You're going to have to stay with us,” Marcus said. “We're going deeper into the cave, and you don't have access to our Shard. You're not part of my harem or a member of my party.”

Derrick laughed. “I wouldn't want to be a part of your harem. I'll hang back. I'll stay safe. Besides, this will give me a chance to see Maria in action. She's an amazing Shardhunter, right? Not a klutz any longer.”

“Not a klutz,” Twist said, shaking her head. She gave me a look, arching a scaled eyebrow.

I flushed.

“Let's change equipment,” Marcus said.

“Yeah,” Derrick said. He glanced over at Dëshoma. He blinked at her. She casually turned then bent over to adjust her shoe, pointing her ass right at us, the pink diamond of her butt plug in view.

That exhibitionist slut, Maria thought with annoyance. Dëshoma's new skirt had made her far more teasing like that. She wiggled her hips and then straightened.

They all had new gear to change into now that they had the levels for it. Maria thrust her old titanium parrying dagger into her pouch. Then she hooked her fingers into the white leather thong she wore, beginning to slide them down her hips.

“Maria!” Derrick gasped. “You're going to change in front of Marcus?”

Maria froze. The others were changing. Even Marcus was unstrapping his shin and thigh armor, replacing his greaves and cuisses for the new set he'd found earlier that day. Her cheeks blushed and she nodded.

“Sorry,” she said. “I wasn't thinking. I'll, um, go behind that outcropping.” Maria rushed over there and moved behind it. Idiot. He'll be suspicious about why you're so comfortable getting naked in front of Marcus.

She peeled off her Frosted Studded Leather Thong and dropped it to the ground. Her red bush gleamed with excitement. A tingle that ached in her, made her think of...

She ripped her new pair of panties out of her bag. She stepped into the Nimble Shadowboar Hide Thong and drew it up her legs over her knee-high Duelist Boots. Her breasts jiggled in her leather bra. She worked up her new armor and pulled it up into the crack of her ass. It cupped her trimmed pubic hair. She felt the increase to her movement speed. She wanted to run around.

She stepped out. “How do I look?”

Derrick stared at her and blinked. “Wow, your adventuring garb is... gorgeous.”

She couldn't help but shake her rump at him. As she did, she felt another set of eyes on her. Marcus was watching her as he strapped on his new cuisses. She blushed and stopped, turning to face Derrick. They just had to find the other men from her village and get them home.

Then she could stop feeling guilty and embarrassed all the time.

Kulri had replaced her black boots with her silver slippers. They looked more elegant on her than what she used to wear, matching the pink stockings that clad her sexy legs. Twist was happily clacking her new tongue stud against her teeth as she hummed, waiting on the others. Dëshoma wore a new top, yellow and bright with a triangular cut out showing off even more of her breasts than the oval cutout. She preened by Marcus, her flirty inch of skirt swaying about her waist. He glanced at her.

“You are a mess of colors,” he said, “but you look hot as hell, Dëshoma.”

She beamed at him.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The Thief sauntered beside Marcus, Maria on the other side. None of my business, Twist told herself. She wants to be miserable, that's her business. Never pays to get involved with the personal stuff.

She just hoped the drama wouldn't interfere with what was important: finding loot.

Why else would she be risking her life? Taking such risks with her companions? She glanced at Maria and shook her head again. The pain on her face as they continued deeper into the Glittering Caverns cried out to Twist. It was so obvious that she was suffering...

She clicked her new tongue stud into the back of her teeth. The loot. All that mattered. And she had found some great loot. Items that would sell for so much delicious cash. She would be paying off her debts to Grunt maybe after this dungeon.

Wouldn't that be amazing? Then she could do whatever she would want. She was free.

What would that be like? Ever since Grunt had found her as a hatchling, Twist had never known anything but his control. Even now, she could feel his breath on the back of her neck. She had to earn for him one way or another.

He raised her. Expanded resources on her. She had to pay those back.

Her senses prickled. Something loomed in the dark ahead. She peered at it, wondering what it would be. Walking gold, of course. She clicked her new tongue stud against the back of her teeth, ready for anything to come at them.

Satyrs. She could smell their musk faintly in the air, but the pheromones didn't affect her as much. She wasn't a Level 21 Thief who'd never fought the horned fuckers. No, she was Level 25 now. She had Knife Combo. Even when she burned through her TP, she could kill.

And she was eager to do just that.

They rushed out of the darkness. Twist Vanished, wrapping herself up in the shadows. The one rushing at her stumbled and then thrust a spear at where she stood. Of course she was already moving. She was no amateur.

Her knife ripped across his side, Arterial Slash leaving a gushing wound while the inherent poison of her blade festered on the edges. He bleated in pain and whirled at her, thrusting his spear right for her body. She twisted and then slammed her knife into his throat. Her combo built as her next attack tore across his chest. He staggered, the bleeding wound pulsing blood.

Then he collapsed.

Twist flowed on to the next as Kulri's Arcane Burst wreaked havoc.

They mopped through the satyrs in a minute, hardly taking any damage. Dëshoma almost looked bored. She didn't cast a single spell. Twist cut off horns, slipping the valuable loot into her bag. Gold coins tumbled through her mind.

A coven of succubae came next, all squealing for Marcus. Derrick cowered in the back. He was no studly hero like Marcus. To Twist, she didn't see what Maria had to struggle with. Marcus made her wet. Derrick didn't.

Love just muddied things up.

They slashed through the demonette whores and she cut off spade tails, adding them to her bag. The men of Liberus or the dwarves of Akzobroz would appreciate the influx of aphrodisiacs and male potency elixirs that would be flooding those markets.

They fought through more such battles. Every one whittled away at their resources. Hit Points had to be cured with judicial uses of Arcane Therapy and Theological Litany. Kulri's destructive magics tore through the enemy, but she was forced to use her new staff to regain her MP. Twist expanded more and more of her TP and soon relied solely on the building damage of her Knife Combo after the seventh or eighth fight.

Rock elementals, slimes, and giant bats all fell before them as they cleared through the cave. More loot. They found a stash of Flame Crocodile leather and a collection of tungsten ore for the crafters back at base camp. Marcus was running out of MP and TP. Kulri stopped casting spells in the last battle against the giant bats, not wanting to use one of her precious potions. The party came so close to hitting Level 26.

“Fuck,” Marcus muttered. He looked around the cave where they fought the giant bats. It was flat with a few stalactites. There was a pool of crystal clear water. “The day's wearing on. We might as well camp now.”

“Then we'll have the resources to fight a battle if something ambushes us,” Twist said, nodding her agreement. It was a good haul today. She finished scraping up the hardened bat guano droppings. That would fetch a nice price.

All in all, Twist was having a great time.


Chapter Twenty: Maria's Choice

Maria Du Marne

Maria was not having a good time.

All it would take was one person saying the wrong thing to tip off Derrick to her infidelity. She kept glancing at Marcus as they adventured, watching him fight. His bravery. His prowess. HE had stepped before her during the slime fight to keep the tentacles from wrapping her up and exposing one of her kinky desires.

Shame fueled her.

When did I turn into such a terrible person? she thought. I kept finding excuses not to go help my people. To keep enjoying myself while Derrick and the others suffered.

She would never do that again. She would never put her own pleasures before others. Before Derrick.

She sat beside Derrick on one side of the fire as they ate their meal. He was wearing a spare pair of pants Marcus had lent him with a piece of rope knotted around to hold them up. Marcus wasn't fat at all, he was just heavily muscled. Derrick was...

Fit.

But not brawny.

“It's good,” he said as he finished off the spicy dumplings. “One of Marcus's women make it?”

“He has a big harem,” Maria said, cringing inside. Will Derrick ask if I joined it?

“I can see that,” Derrick said, his voice neutral. “Well, he's a Shardhunter.” He put his arm around Maria. She let herself get pulled close to him, trying not to stare at Marcus as he sat with Dëshoma and Kulri cuddled up on either side of him. Twist lounged near them, her armor off, her tits out. The pink breasts and belly scales painted ruddy hues by the dancing flames.

Marcus was wearing only his leather pants. He started kissing Kulri. His tongue thrust into her mouth. Then tentacles appeared. He summoned them and slid them beneath Kulri's robes. They bulged as he groped her tits. She moaned in delight, trembling there, her ears wiggling.

“Oooh, yes, mine virgin quim doth quiver with delight at the sight of thine tentacles so molesting our busty lover, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma moaned, thrusting hands boldly between her thighs.

“Damn,” Derrick said.

“Yeah,” Maria choked. “Um, well, maybe we should go to bed. They're going to be busy for a while.”

“Poor you,” Derick said. “All alone in your tent while he's doing that stuff with them.”

She looked away. “Yes. It's... terrible every night.”

They stood up and left Marcus to his fun. Twist was rubbing her twat, too. She glanced at Maria, their eyes met. Twist looked about to say something then she snapped her jaw closed and turned back to the fun Marcus was having.

Maria crawled into the tent she'd set up for her and Derrick. She trembled, knowing what would happen next. She had done it so many times with Marcus, but now she found herself terrified. She already had her lie ready about her hymen.

It had broken in a fight with a storm dragon out on the Airy Plateau.

She sat down on her bedroll. The moans bled through the thin canvas of the tent. Derrick sat beside her. An awkward silence gripped them. She didn't know what to do. What to say. She swallowed, her heart racing a thousand beats a minute.

“You are beautiful,” he said. He stared down at her. “That outfit... That's even more stunning than the copper bikini and loincloth you wore the day you left. This fits you, Maria.”

“Thanks,” she said, smiling. Forcing herself to relax. This was her promised. They were all but engaged. She turned her head to him. She could see the lust in his eyes. She closed her own and waited for him to make his move.

And waited.

And waited.

Just when Maria was about to say something, lips hesitantly pressed on hers. A shaking hand landed on her side. Her brow furrowed at how timid he was. This wasn't anything like Marcus. He had taken charge. Dominated her.

He was a man who knew how to pleasure a woman, Maria reminded herself. But Derrick... He's a virgin.

Like I'm supposed to be.

His lips kept kissing her as his hand crept higher and higher up to her breast. The moans from outside the tent bled through. The passion that she had come to love. This nervous writhe rippled through her as Derrick's hand almost reached her breasts and cupped.

A panic swelled in her. What if Marcus heard them? What if she gasped beneath Derrick. It suddenly felt so wrong what they were doing. She whimpered and then yanked her head back. She grabbed his hand before he could squeeze her breast.

“I'm sorry,” she gasped, her body shaking.

“Right, right,” he said, swallowing. “I guess the middle of a dungeon isn't the best place...” He glanced over at the sounds coming from the others. “And we're...”

“It's not our wedding night,” she lied and lay down, rolling away from him.

“Yeah,” he said, sounding uncomfortable. “I just...” He swallowed. “When we get back, we'll have our wedding.”

“Uh-huh,” she said, trying to muster some enthusiasm for that.

Once we're home, everything will go back to normal, she told herself as she closed her eyes tight. She struggled to block out those sounds, her pussy so wet. Her clit throbbing. Aching. That itchy delight that demanded that she explode.

*  \ * /  *

Maria vanished into the tent with Derrick. She made her choice.

I squeezed my tentacles around Kulri's breasts. My busty elf shuddered. Her whimpers echoed as her tits shook beneath her robes. My appendages stroked around those wonderful boobs. I found her nipples thrusting through the cutouts. I massaged those nubs. She gasped, her body trembling while she moaned.

On the other side of me, Dëshoma humped her blue-furred muff on my pants, her pussy dripping with juices. She coated the leather with her cream as she humped against me. She rubbed those silky curls on my trousers as she whimpered out her passion.

“Someone needs to have her cherry popped,” I said, staring into her green eyes.

She whimpered and nodded, grinding her twat harder on me. “You have not been in me since I have donned mine maidenly veil. I have grown so wanton and desperate with mine need for thy member, Lord Marcus.” Her hand squeezed my cock through my leather pants. Then her fingers undid the lacing. “I must have this dick in me before mine womanhood breaks from the aching delights.”

“Yesssss,” Twist hissed, masturbating. “Let that slut fuck you. She needs it.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned as Dëshoma shoved her hand in with a boldness I had never seen from her before.

It was sexy.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me out. My tentacles squeezed about Kulri's breasts. Dëshoma's delicious grip slid up and down me. She stroked me with her hungry passion. I reveled in it, the pleasure rushing through my body, my dick throbbing in her grip.

Then she straddled me. Her pure-white veil fluttered about her face wrapped up by her wimple. Her green eyes stared at me with their vibrant gleam. She brought my cock to her pussy. She rubbed the tip against her silky hairs and then she pressed me against her hymen.

“Dost thou feel it?” she moaned. “Mine innocence that craves to be violated by thine rampant cock, Lord Marcus.”

“I'm eager to violate it,” I growled. “Pop your cherry. Impale yourself down my cock.”

“Thy desire is mine want!” she howled and did just that.

She slammed her weight down. Her hymen stretched and stretched. Her head threw back, her maidenly veil rustling. Then her cherry popped. Her skank skirt fluttered as she slammed her cunt down that dick. She gasped in delight, her eyes widening at it. She whimpered in delight, her body aching. Her hips wiggled from side to side, a huge grin on her face.

“My Lord Marcus!” she moaned as more and more of her deflowered cunt engulfed my cock. “This is what mine wicked and wanton pussy needed. My nethers craved your cock's plundering touch that doth stir mine passions to their frothy and exultant delights.”

“Stir those passions,” I groaned, my tentacles squeezing about Kulri's tits.

My elf whimpered beside me as Dëshoma rode me. She grabbed the triangular cutout of her habit and pulled on the material. The fabric stretched. Her tits popped through the opening, round and perky. She released the fabric and it dug into the sides of her boobs.

They bounced with such firm delight as she worked up and down my dick. Her cunt clenched about me. She held me tight with her twat as she rode me, her voice gasping out with all her feisty passion.

I groaned, my body drinking in the pleasure of her hot cunt. My tentacles twitched. Kulri moaned beside me while Twist masturbated herself on the other side. I shuddered, wanting to play with more than just a pair of boobs.

My tentacles moved. One thrust out from beneath Kulri's habit and shot over to Twist. I thrust it between her legs, knocking aside her hand. She smiled at me, her scaled boobs heaving as I buried my appendage into the heat of her snatch.

“Yessssss!” she hissed, her twat squeezing around me.

The other I pressed between Kulri's thighs. I shoved her panties out of the way and pressed into her juicy folds. My elf moaned, her body trembling beside me. She whimpered as I plundered her cunt and Twist's. Their two pussies both felt so hot and silky and wet. And yet both were different. Two wonderful delights for my appendages to plunder.

My dick experienced the best delight of them all.

Dëshoma worked that naughty cunt up and down my dick. She rode me with passion, squeezing about me. The pleasure swelled in my balls. They ached with the heat of her passion. With the silky glide of her amazing cunt working up and down my dick. I groaned at it, reveling in every moment of passion. In every wicked delight that would have me exploding in rapture.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I groaned, my face twisting with the pleasure of this moment. “Work that cunt, Dëshoma!”

“Yes, Lord Marcus!” she moaned, her tits heaving.

“Mmm, fuck our pussssies!” Twist gasped. Her hands kneaded her big boobs. She found her nipples, twisting them.

Her cunt clenched down on my tentacle. I groaned at the pleasure. Kulri moaned on the other side of me, her twat just as tight. She pressed her lips into my ear, panting and moaning. Her nipples rubbed across my chest.

“Marcus Aurelius!” she whimpered. “Oh, Marcus Aurelius!”

“Yes, yes, enjoy our Lord's glorious and rapturous appendages as they doth stir thine twats to a froth while mine own cunt doth take such lecherous delight in his mighty member stretching and stretching mine flesh to its utter limits!”

“That was a single, damned sentence!” Twist hissed. “You are such a wordy slut, Dëshoma.”

“And thou doth love the delights that spill from mine mouth, scaly slattern!” the Cleric responded.

“I do!” Twist shuddered. “Look at you go. Mmm, that was delicious. I am a slattern. A slut. I love this tentacle fucking me, Marcusss! And I love watching your tits heave as you ride him, angel-whore!”

Dëshoma beamed, her pussy gripping me. That hot flesh slid up my shaft. I groaned, my dick throbbing. The pressure built and built at the tip of my dick. It was incredible. I groaned, her hips wiggling from side to side. Then she slammed back down me.

Gasped.

The angelborn's sweet pussy writhed around my cock. That hot twat convulsed around my dick. She slid up me, her cunt sucking at my shaft. I groaned, pumping both my tentacles faster and faster in and out of Twist's and Kulri's pussies.

I fucked them as the rapture surged through me. I groaned, my dick aching in Dëshoma's pussy. The pleasure rose in me. I was so close to exploding in my Cleric's delicious snatch. Her flesh sucked at me with such hunger.

“Lord Marcus!” she gasped. “Yes, yes! Baste mine naughty pussy with thine glorious seed and claim mine pussy as thine once more!”

“Cum in her!” Twist hissed. Her pussy convulsed around my tentacle.

“Marcus Aurelius!” Kulri gasped, her twat writhing around my other tentacle. “Flood her. I want to lick her clean!”

“God, yes!” I growled and erupted.

My cum pumped hard into Dëshoma's pussy. That delicious twat sucked at my spurting dick. Pleasure slammed through my mind. I bucked on the ground, more delight flowing through my tentacles. But the main bliss erupted from my cock.

Every spurt—each jet of cum pulsing into my Cleric's twat—slammed rapture into my mind. I bucked on the ground, stars dancing before my eyes. It was a wild ride. I groaned, my toes curling. My heart pounded hot blood through my veins.

“Fucking hell, yes!” I growled.

“Fucking ass licking yes!” Twist hissed. “Zadeg's limp dick!”

I hit the peak of my orgasm. I breathed as Dëshoma still quivered on me, her climax rippling through her body. Twist's died and then Kulri's. They both were looking flushed and happy about the situation.

“I am ready to eat out that pussy,” moaned Kulri. “Just lick it clean.”

“Go for it,” I said and glanced at the tent. Maria must be in there getting fucked hard by Derrick. There was no way the happy couple wasn't boning like rabbits.

I sighed, ripping my gaze away from the tent. I had three sexy women right here to play with. I had everything I needed. I so wanted to believe that. Being an adult fucking sucked sometimes.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

With a shudder of delight, her breasts jiggling as they thrust boldly through the cutout in her habit, Dëshoma rose up Marcus's cock. Her Maiden's Veil swayed about her head as she climbed higher and higher up his dick. She popped off, her pussy brimming with cum.

Her veil rustled as the jizz rushed down from her cervix to pour out of her. A tingle ran across her pussy and the cum pooled at the bottom. She frowned, feeling none of his passion leaking out to mat her bush.

Mine virginity hath been restored, she realized as Kulrigiizhai grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her away from Marcus.

Dëshoma did not resist the elf Wizard's passion. The angelborn Cleric stretched out on her back and boldly spread open her thighs. She revealed her pussy to all with eager excitement. Kulrigiizhai licked her lips.

“Lady Kulrigiizhai, there is a problem that I am compelled to enlighten thee that shall make thy desire to eat Lord Marcus's most virile and salty seed out of the tasty depths of my whorish nethers an impossibility.”

“What?” Kulrigiizhai asked.

“Her hymen grew back,” Twist said as she turned around on her hands and knees. She wiggled her rump at Marcus. “Your dick's lubed in angelborn cunt. Why waste it. Fuck my ass, Marcussssss. Fuck it hard!”

His tentacle, still buried in the dragonborn's pussy, twitched. He grinned and rose. “Kulri, you're a smart girl. You'll figure out what to do about her hymen.”

“Yes, Marcus Aurelius,” the elf answered. “I shall.”

A shiver ran through Dëshoma. She watched Marcus's brawny and stimulating form move to fuck the sexy dragonborn. Twist's large, scaled breasts swayed beneath her as she wiggled her hips. Dëshoma bit her lower lip and squeezed her ripe mounds as she watched Marcus press his cock against Twist's heart-shaped ass.

He thrust into her. The Thief hissed her delight, her boobs swaying about before her. She wiggled her hips, groaning out her obvious pleasure at being sodomized. A shiver ran through the Cleric as she watched, her virgin pussy aching to join the fun.

The tips of Kulrigiizhai's long ears brushed Dëshoma's inner thighs. The cleric gasped. Her entire body bucked from the fleeting glance. A shiver ran through her body. She turned her head down and shuddered at the sight of the elf leaning her head down. Her tongue flicked across her lips. It was clear she was eager to feast on hot cunt.

Mine cunt.

With a moan, Kulrigiizhai darted her head down. The elven Wizard nuzzled into Dëshoma's sapphire bush and then brushed her hot pussy lips. A nimble tongue ran up her tight slit, caressing her aching flesh and running over her new maidenhead. The lap ended at her clit, sending a burst of pleasure through her naughty body.

“Oh, Lady Kulrigiizhai, as ever, thy tongue is a marvel that doth stir mine passions to a wicked and wanton froth. Verily, am I ready to be so thoroughly and utterly devoured by thine passion. Consume me with thy fervor. Break mine virginity with thy nimble skill.”

The elf didn't answer. Her ears twitched as they thrust out of her pale-blonde hair. Her silver eyes reflected the dying embers of the campfire. She sucked and nibbled on the Cleric's clit, sending delight shooting through her body. In the background, Marcus grunted and Twist hissed in delight.

Delicate fingers slid through Dëshoma's pubic hair. She quivered as they stroked her aching pussy lips. Then they pressed on her hymen. They pushed and pushed against that fragile membrane of flesh, seeking to penetrate into her depths.

They were narrow digits. Slender. They stabbed against Dëshoma's maidenhead.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped in wanton delight as her hymen stretched and stretched. “Pierce mine maidenly barrier and violate the depths of mine pussy!”

Her hymen reached its limits. It tore.

A pair of slender digits penetrated her depths. She gasped, her eyes growing wide at the feel of the hot digits sliding into her cum-filled pussy. Those fingers spread her open. Her deflowered flesh stretched and stretched. Pleasure flowed through her while the cum pooled in her.

Then the tongue lapping with such gentle delight at her clit moved down. The elf feasted on the angelborn's creampie. The Wizard's tongue darted in and scooped up the spunk in Dëshoma's naughty cunt. She quivered, fingers squeezing and kneading at her breasts.

“Oh, Lady Kulrigiizhai, feast upon my nethers and sate thy thirst for Lord Marcus's salty seed.”

“Yes!” growled Marcus. “Lick that cunt clean, Kulri. Fucking lick up all that spunk!”

“Yessssssss!” Twist hissed as she rocked back into Marcus's thrusts. He fucked her asshole and reamed her cunt with his tentacle. The other one still moved in Kulrigiizhai's pussy.

The elf purred, “I shall, Marcus Aurelius. Not a drop will go to waste.”

Her tongue buried back into Dëshoma's pussy.

The angelborn gasped while her fingers slid up to her nipples. She twisted them. Her body bucked. She groaned, her face twisting with delight. She humped her cunt into that hungry mouth, loving every moment of getting feasted upon.

Dëshoma moaned as the naughty elf kept her pussy spread open. Kulrigiizhai lapped over and over again, scooping up the cum out of her depths while making Dëshoma squirm. Her fingers twisted her nipples. She stretched them out.

Her pussy clenched down on those slender digits holding her twat open.

Moans and gasps burst from the angelborn's lips. Her legs twitched, her stocking-clad toes twisting. She shuddered as Kulrigiizhai's tongue dipped in again and again. The elf reached further and further, stimulating the silky walls.

“Thy tongue is such a sweet delight for mine naughty nethers to enjoy,” Dëshoma cried. “Feast upon my pussy and the cum that doth brim inside of me.”

“Such yummy cum,” the elf moaned, her ears twitching against Dëshoma's thighs.

Ticklish tingles raced up from there and melted through her pussy. She groaned, her face scrunching up with delight. She gripped her thighs around that wonderful elf-woman who feasted on her. A big smile grew on her lips as she reveled in the pleasure surging through her flesh.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Twist hissed. “Oh, that is such a delight. Keep fucking my asshole and my cunt. I'm going to cum so hard on your dick and tentacle!”

“I want to feel that asshole going wild!” Marcus growled. “Just sucking at my dick and drawing out all my spunk.”

“Yessssssss! Zadeg's limp dick, I want that cum firing into me.”

“Please, please, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma moaned, “flood our naughty companion with every drop of seed that doth swell in thine mighty testicles.”

“Mmm, so mighty,” purred Kulrigiizhai. Her tongue lapped a final time. “I have done it. All the cum is cleaned from her.”

“Then make the slutty Cleric cum!” ordered Marcus.

“Yes, Marcus Aurelius.”

The elf's fingers stopped spreading open the angelborn's pussy. Instead, they pumped in and out of her as the nimble tongue revisited its attack on her clit. Dëshoma gasped. Her body bucked as the rapture surged through her.

A third digit slammed into her cunt, stretching her out even more. Her naughty body trembled, loving every moment of the elf's wicked fingering. Dëshoma knew she would have a mighty orgasm. She would cum hard. Her passion would howl through the camp. She would gasp and buck, the ecstasy surging out of her.

She tossed her head and whimpered. Her face scrunched up as she reveled in the three fingers penetrating her pussy. Her clit throbbed. Kulrigiizhai's tongue bathed her naughty nub. She whimpered, climbing towards her explosive orgasm with such glee. Such enthusiasm. She would have such a huge explosion of rapture.

“Marcusss!” Twist hissed. “You fucking stud! Yesssssssss!”

“Fuck!” Marcus groaned. “That ass! Goddamn!”

The sounds of Marcus and Twist sharing in their climax rippled around Dëshoma. She whimpered, watching the muscles play across his broad back. His meaty ass clenched. She shuddered, her pussy swelling towards her rapture.

“Lady Kulrigiizhai!” gasped the Cleric. “Lady Kulrigiizhai, yes!”

Dëshoma bucked. Her passion burst out of her. She squirmed on the ground, the rapture surging over her. She cried out in euphoria. Her orgasm swept waves of ecstasy through her body. Her fingers twisted her nipples.

“Thou hast delivered such wondrous ecstasy to me, Lady Kulrigiizhai, and thou hadst earned mine love and delight. Verily shall I shower thee in kisses and orgasms for thine wondrous application of thy nimble tongue upon my most wanton clitoris!”

“Good!” moaned the elf, her tongue licking and lapping around her three digits buried deep into Dëshoma's quivering twat.

She bucked on the ground, moaning and gasping as her orgasm hit that wonderful peak. She trembled there, Kulrigiizhai whimpering herself, climaxing on Marcus's tentacle. The naughty angelborn floated at the pinnacle of bliss.

Descended.

Kulrigiizhai pulled her fingers out. The Maiden's Veil rustled and the tingle ran across Dëshoma's pussy. She groaned and squirmed at the sensation. She panted, breathing heavily as she came down from her orgasmic delight.

“As I suspected,” said Kulrigiizhai, “the moment my fingers withdrew, your hymen regrew.”

“That is why thou didst keep them spreading open mine nethers while you supped upon Marcus's most glorious seed.”

“Indeed.”

“Damn,” Marcus said. “If we ever change positions, I'll have to re-pop your cherry.”

“How lucky for thine most wicked cock to get to experience the delight of stealing mine innocence over and over again,” Dëshoma said, smiling.

“I know,” he said. He stretched out on his back. “Damn, it is getting late.” His tentacles withdrew, the magic item ending. He smiled as he lay there. Dëshoma went to him and snuggled up against his side, pressing her naked breast into his chest. His arm went around her.

She smiled at that, feeling his love. His head turned and, for a moment, she thought he stared at her. But his eyes were focused beyond her. On Maria's tent. Pain welled up in Dëshoma's heart, an artesian well stuck and gushing up its spring water.

*  \ * /  *

“I am sorry for thy pain, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said.

Her words drew my attention down to her and away from Maria's tent. “I always knew that she would leave me. It's nothing.”

Twist snorted as she crawled in and pressed into me from the other side. “It's her loss, Marcus. She would be a fool to throw away you for that scrawny boy. I can't imagine she'll cum half as hard on his dick. If at all.”

“It's her choice,” I said. “People do strange things for love. If I knew...”

“You would have fucked her anyways.” Twist's large breasts rubbed on me. The scaled tits were firm and soft all at the same time. Her nipples poked hard. She rested her head on me. “Mmm, forget the idiot. If she wants to leave, let her.”

“That's surprising coming from you,” Kulri said. She hugged Dëshoma from behind. “I never thought you had much tying you to the party.”

“Just the chance for loot. Marcus leads us to the best loot. Like what I got today.”

I glanced at Twist. “That's it? That's why you put yourself in so much danger.”

“Uggh, don't think I'm going to fall in love with you like starry-eyed Dëshoma. I'm just here for the loot and the fun. Course, killing those succubae bitches is satisfying.”

But was this really the easiest way for Twist to get the loot she craved? Surely there were safer dungeons than the ones we kept finding. Ones without cultists to dark gods doing dangerous rituals to corrupt the world.

And why was she snuggled up to me like this? She'd never done that before. Not that I was complaining. She was warm, felt different. I stroked her back idly as her breathing slowed and she slipped into sleep beside me.

Just so long as you don't have a secret boyfriend you're going to spring on me, I thought, glancing again at the tent.

Sleep was a long time in coming.


Chapter Twenty-One: Maria's Boyfriend

Maria Du Marne

She rubbed the sleep from her eyes. They felt gritty. Like sand. Maria had not slept well beside Derrick. He had snored the entire night. Marcus snored, and it had never grated on her. Derrick wasn't even loud. It was just... monotonous.

So as they set out to delve deeper into the caves, she felt grouchy. She marched beside Marcus who kept yawning. That set off her own yawns, much to her annoyance. She just wanted to get this done. She was tired of adventuring. She hated the stress that built and built and built in her. She felt like throwing up, the stress rippling through her.

If Derrick suspected anything...

So when they found a group of cultists and succubae lying in a stupor, all naked, the demonettes covered in crusty stains of silver, Maria felt energized. She threw herself into the fight. The cultists conjured spears of darkness like Father Passion had. The succubae tried to grab her with a tail; Maria cut it off with her parry and then stabbed her through the heart.

They mopped up fast and hit Level 26.

“Upgrade!” Iris called. She buzzed over their heads, dancing around and shedding light. “What skill are you going to upgrade, Marcus!”

“Aren't you peppy this morning,” he grunted, sounding grouchy.

“I slept like I was lying on the softest rain cloud,” Iris said. She landed on his head. “I didn't spend all night worrying about—”

“These damned cultists,” Marcus quickly said, shooting a glance at Maria and then looking away. “And I'm upgrading Divine Blow. Stunning the enemy is proving useful.”

“Ooh, that's a good one,” the pixie said, nodding her head. “I approve!”

“I'm so glad,” he said.

“You are grouchy.” Iris hovered before his face and kissed him on the nose. “Don't worry, I still love you.”

He smiled for a moment while Maria frowned. Was he missing me? New guilt swirled through her. She let Marcus think she might join his harem. Despite how she kept saying she would return to her village, she had continued reveling with his women. Kept making love to him.

She didn't want to hurt him, but she owed her fidelity to Derrick. She owed him her love.

“Let's go,” she said as she upgraded Double Strike. She was so ready to ram both her rapier and her dagger into somebody's face.

“More tungsten here,” said Twist. “Nice. Okzira will be crafting us some nice fucks.”

Marcus snorted in laughter. “Nice shit. That's not one of the ways you can use fuck.”

Twist nodded even as Dëshoma blanched. “How can a crude term for such bodily waste ever be considered 'nice,' Lord Marcus?”

“Because nice things can be the shit,” Marcus said with a straight face. “Or the shizzle if you want to sound like an idiot from the early 2000s.”

“What a curious world you come from,” Kulri said.

“It's a shithole most of the time,” Marcus said. “I love this place far more.”

“Shithole... In this case you are using that word to describe something as bad and not of the highest quality, Lord Marcus?” Dëshoma asked.

“Exactly. No one wants to be in a shithole. Do you?”

Dëshoma shuddered, her short skirt flaring.

Twist laughed as she kept harvesting demonette tails while Maria just wanted to fume. Derrick was staring at Marcus with interest. He walked up to him. The last thing Maria wanted was for them to become friendly. If Marcus said the wrong thing...

She'd already hurt him. She couldn't hurt Derrick, too.

“You are from another world?” Derrick asked.

“Yeah.” Marcus shrugged. “Here to save the world or something like that. Pretty standard RPG plot.”

“Arpeegee?”

“Don't worry about it.” Marcus glanced at Twist. “Any good loot? Or is it all trash?”

“This is all valuable loot,” said Twist. “It will fetch us lots of gold.”

“I mean, useful. Magic items. Potions.”

Twist shook her head as she finished cutting off the last demonette's tail. “I think Maria is growing impatient. If we don't leave soon, she's going to grind through her teeth.”

Maria unclenched her jaw. “I just want to save everyone else. They're our friends.”

Derrick smiled at her. “Right. I'll just keep hiding in the back because...” He shivered. “Watching you fight, Maria. I mean... You're so much stronger than me.” He looked sheepish. “I should be protecting you, but...”

“You're not a Shardhunter,” she said and winced. “I mean, it's rare. Only a select few can do this. If I was just a normal woman, I couldn't even be here.”

He nodded and forced a smile. “Well, I need to get to the back.”

*  \ * /  *

Adventuring with Maria's boyfriend made everything awkward. The tension stretched the air. It was clear to me that she was scared that I would divulge all the perverted and kinky things I had done to her. How many times she'd sucked my dick. How I took her cherry.

I wouldn't, but she was stressed out. I felt bad for the guy. My wife had cheated on me. Maria had gotten caught up in the thrill of adventuring and went too far with me. Did my wife have the same excuse?

No. She had cheated on me all through our marriage. Her two kids weren't even mine like I had always thought. Maria was making it clear it was over between us. What we had was a mistake she wanted to put behind her.

I hated thinking it had been a mistake.

The gems glittering in the wall were a deep crimson now, casting everything in a sinister light the deeper we went. It gleamed off the scaly bodies of the unnamed things that slithered in to attack us. Like those abominations we fought the day before, they were a nuisance, but we crushed them and kept going.

They chipped away at our resources, but they weren't a threat to us. We were Level 26 now. We were blazing further down our paths as Shardhunters, approaching the next big milestone when we would advance to our third-tier class at Level 30.

The glow from the gems intensified as we entered a cavern. The stalactites and stalagmites thrusting up and down were sharp contrasts. Either deep black shadows or harsh red surface. It was like everything had been breathed in blood. This unsettling feeling descended on me. My shoulders rolled.

“I don't like thissss,” Twist said.

“No,” Derrick said, holding back. “Is it safe?”

“Probably not,” I muttered. “You just hold back—”

A beam of red light struck my chest. It blazed through the breastplate and then sizzled against my chest. I growled against the pain that radiated across my torso. Hit Points plunged from the sudden attack, leaving my teeth grinding together.

“Fuck!” I snarled as other gems in the wall blazed. “Watch out!”

The party launched into action. I raised my shield, blocking the next ray that fired from one of the gemstones. Twist and Maria danced out of the way. Dëshoma gasped as a beam sizzled against her, dropping away half her hit points. Kulri took a hit, too, but not as much damage, a grazing hit instead of a full beam. Her thigh smoked, her nylons sizzling.

The gems that attacked us crawled out of the walls. They were attached to something dark and the size of a dog. The ruby gemstones were part of their heads, sitting just above their eyes like it was their third eye or something. They rushed at us.

“Carbuncles!” gasped Iris as she buzzed overhead. “But they're supposed to be friendly.”

“They've been corrupted!” I growled, understanding flashing through me.

There were a dozen or more of them all rushing at us. I had no choice. I activated my Earthstomp Boots and slammed down my heel onto the stone ground. The once per day ability shook the cave. All my women weathered it fine, but the carbuncles snarled as they fell, spilling and tumbling across the ground.

Only two managed to stay standing.

I Yelled and slammed a Divine Blow at the nearest to me. My ax flared with white, divine energy. I brought it down on the beast, striking it on the gemstone. The monster's head knocked to the side. It staggered and then collapsed, stunned.

The others were getting up, scrambling to their feet. Dëshoma chanted her Arcane Therapy in the background while Maria stabbed at one in the side. I unleashed Zeal, buffing myself and drawing every one of the carbuncles to attack me.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

As the carbuncles stood up, Maria knew she had to help. She activated her Shadow Alchemical Bra. An image of herself displaced two feet ahead and to her right while she vanished. It looked like she'd shifted there.

The carbuncle rushed at it and swiped with its claws, racking through the air and then passing through the image. It growled in shock. Maria slammed her rapier down and stabbed into its back, slicing through it and into the ground. The image looked to be doing the same.

The confused carbuncle swiped at it again. Maria smiled and used Double Stab, ramming both her blades into its body. She didn't have to think about anything in the fight. Just kill the monsters that swarmed the party.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Dëshoma's spell engulfed the entire party. Not that Twist had taken any damage. She burst out of her invisibility with an Ambush right into the stunned carbuncle's heart. It spasmed and kicked as it died on her blade.

She grinned in delight and whirled to attack the next, her knife combo starting. An arcane wall of purple energy drew in the air and boxed in three of them, isolating them from the fight and from mauling Marcus.

Red light flared to Twist's right. A beam lanced across the space before her and struck Marcus's shoulder. But Dëshoma already was casting her spells to keep him up, so Twist activated Shadow Cloak, spending a handful of TP to vanish. She rushed around and found her next target.

She cut through its throat with Arterial Spray. It gushed blood as it attacked Marcus, slowly dying. She danced to the next one, cutting deep into its flank. With three hits on her combo activated, her damage was growing. She stabbed a fourth time. The carbuncle hissed and whirled around. Gem flared.

She spun to the right, the beam hissing through the air and striking the wall behind her. She slammed her knife down into its head. The blighted blade punched through its skull with a crunching sound. Then it dropped to the ground, spasming.

She hissed in delight. A five-hit combo activated, she Shadow Cloaked to find the next target.

From the walls, a new group of them had burst free. They rushed at Marcus, his ax slashing before him, unleashing Holy Sweeps on the carbuncles. He hit the bleeding one, finishing it off. More lay dead beside her.

Twist Ambushed another, killing it and sending her combo up to six hits. She faced the oncoming enemies and clicked her Flamebreath Tongue Stud against her teeth, activating its once per day ability. She exhaled a breath of fire, a cone of blazing destruction that sizzled through the air before her, immolating the oncoming carbuncles.

They growled and snarled in pain. Smoke rose, illuminated by red beams. Twist gasped as six rays fired at her. She dodged the first and second, but the next four hit her. In a flash, her Hit Points evaporated.

She dropped below zero and collapsed unconscious, hovering at the edge of death as the carbuncles rushed in on her, eager to tear her helpless body apart.


Chapter Twenty-Two: Deadly Gems

“Fuck!” I growled as I felt Twist's Hit Points drop from 100% to the negatives.

I had no time to think. I threw Shield of Faith around her, bubbling her. The impenetrable field of divine energy would keep her alive as Dëshoma's chanting echoed in the background. The carbuncles that dropped her all drew in breaths.

Then they all screamed.

The terrible sound echoed through the room. It slammed into my ears. Spikes of pain knifed through my eardrums. My balance suddenly felt off like I'd been on the gravity whirl at the amusement park. I stumbled to the right, unable to dodge the next attack from the carbuncles.

Claws slammed into my metal cuisses, the armor protecting me. But I wasn't one who relayed on dodge as much as others. The stumbling Maria screamed as a carbuncle bit into her leg and ripped out a chunk of her flesh. And her Hit Points.

“Goddamn,” I growled, healing energy engulfing the unconscious Twist. She came awake while the carbuncles surged in at myself and Maria, eager to rip us to pieces.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

She felt off-balance. Her ears throbbed from the debuff reducing her dodge. Her legs throbbed. Another claw slammed in, ripping through her thigh muscle. She gasped in pain, her red hair flying behind her.

Two more carbuncles rushed at her. The first one lunged in with snapping teeth.

Maria did the only thing she could: Riposte. No matter how off-balance her dodge was, her Duelist ability activated. She knocked the bite aside with her parrying dagger and lanced her rapier through its hide. The second one hissed and slashed claws at her.

She activated another Riposte.

She couldn't keep this up. She only had so much TP, and the monsters were scurrying everywhere. Her ears throbbed, the pain keeping her off-balance as she stabbed through the next monster's side. Already, its claws slashed at her. She tried to dodge but lurched into the monster's attack instead.  The dog-like monster ripped open her thigh. Blood spurted down her leg.

She cried out in pain and stumbled to the side, right into a pair of tearing jaws. They sank into the meat of her calf. She gasped as her HP dropped. She had to regain her balance and get herself back into the fight. She needed to overcome this buff.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Her ears rang from the scream. She felt off-balance, but that hardly mattered to her. She wasn't the one who needed her dodge. Twist went invisible, at least giving her a reprieve from being attacked, and Marcus had his armor.

Maria's HP bled from her as she took a claw attack and a bite. She staggered, about to be hurt even worse. Dëshoma could do something about it. She gripped her bible and chanted Litany of Salvation to remove the debuff on Maria.

“With thy blessing and care, I do banish the ill and deliver salvation!”

The words poured out of the Cleric. Her bible flared with holy light as she used it as a medium to channel her spell. Then the prayer swept over Maria. Instantly, she righted and dodged out of the way of an attack before she stabbed down into the carbuncle's head.

“Thanks!” she shouted.

Dëshoma would have answered her, but she had already launched into the next Litany of Salvation. Twist would need the dodge when she reappeared out of her invisibility. Dëshoma couldn't see the Thief, but their bond created by the magic of sharing a party let the Cleric find her target and restore her to fighting form.

Then Dëshoma would have to switch to Arcane Therapy and resume healing again, her MP dwindling.

*  \ * /  *

I swung another Holy Sweep before me, cutting through three of the carbuncles. Two dropped and the third staggered back, blood spurting down its scaled body. Its gem flared. It prepared a beam that I had no hope of dodging with my ears ringing.

Twist appeared from behind it and stabbed her dagger down. It slammed through the enemy's back. It fell twitching to the ground when she ripped her weapon free. She hissed in delight than flowed past the next carbuncle who bit at her.

Maria danced around an attack and slammed her rapier through another one of the monster's back, her balance regained. She wrenched her blade free. The monsters died, Arcane Burst exploding on the monsters trapped by the wall of purple energy.

Kulrigiizhai dispatched those enemies with a ruthlessness that had me shaking my head in awe. She had destroyed them as they were trapped in the barrier she had created. I nodded my head in approval and stepped forward, slamming my ax down.

I cleaved through the last carbuncle.

The rush of experience shot us into Level 27. A new ability, Consecrated Ground, awakened in my soul. I furrowed my brows as I realized I could paint an aura of divine energy across the ground that would damage any enemies that stood on it.

Interesting.

Twist set about prying out the gemstones from the head of the carbuncles with a practiced pop of her knife while Derrick rushed over, his eyes wide as he hugged Maria. She stiffened for a moment then slowly returned the embrace.

I looked away.

“Well, well, what have we here,” said Twist. She lifted up a silver chain that had a greenish-white stone dangling from it cut in the shape of a diamond.

“Ooh, a Mossy Quartz Amulet,” said Iris. “That gives the wearer immunity to being stunned.”

“Ahh, Marcus,” Twist said and tossed the amulet at me.

I caught the silver chain. It swung from the end of it, the stone gleaming in the light. I smiled at it and nodded. I slipped it over my head and felt a tingle as the passive effect of the magic item swept over me. Shame it didn't have an activated ability, but being immune to stun would be useful.

Twist finished her looting and I led the way. The stones in the wall were already fading. That angry red was decreasing, the Glittering Caverns fading back to their original, white gleam. The carbuncles' effect had reached far.

The enemy would know something had happened to them. Great.

Not much we could do about it but keep pressing on. We had to find our way to the others from her village and thwart whatever fucked-up plan the Cultists of Zadeg had going on down here. The cave narrowed again, winding down and down.

The air grew warmer and humid the lower we descended. I didn't like it one bit. My eyes were wary. We were forced into a single-file line with Derrick trailing behind us. I felt Maria right behind me, her heeled boots echoing with her steps.

Then we reached a large cave. The light from Iris quickly fell away. Water dripped from the ceiling and echoed around us. A pool of crystal-clear liquid lay to our right; the wrinkled rocks at the bottom were banded with whites and oranges.

Iris darted ahead. She zipped around, her light bobbing and weaving around stalactites hanging from the ceiling. There were a few columns that looked like half-melted candles. It was an enormous cave. She rushed back.

“There are multiple ways out,” she said.

“Great,” I muttered. “Which one do we need?”

“I think I know,” Derrick said. I glanced back at him. He furrowed his brow. “This place feels familiar. I think I remember passing through here when they brought me to where you found me.”

“You sure?” I asked.

He nodded. “Yeah, I think so. Let's see, we would have come in from the left. There should be another pool beside it.”

“Yep, I saw that,” Iris said. She bobbed up and down. “Well, let's get going then.”I nodded, hoping that we wouldn't have any issues. This was a large room. There had to be something in here that was dangerous. I rolled my shoulders to keep my joints loose. “Keep a sharp eye.”

The others nodded, Twist and Maria moving out to walk the flanks, our squishies in the rear. Dëshoma and Kulri walked by each other, holding ten or so feet back. My eyes scanned the dark as Iris went a little ahead like a quest marker or something.

“Wait,” Kulri said. “I heard something leathery. From the ceiling.”

I looked up to see shadows unfurled. Then what I thought was a stunted stalactite broke away from the ceiling. A large bat flew right at us, the size of a big dog. It soared on its wings, the black fur of its body rustling. Large ears twitched. It opened its mouth.

Screeched.


Chapter Twenty-Three: Painful Screeched

The sonic attack slammed into us.

There was no dodging the rippling waves. Maria and Twist both tried. I just set my shield. It didn't do much good. The sound rushed over us. The air compressed into solid waves that stuck my arms and my body. I felt it impacting against my ribs.

My amulet flared with a white light.

Maria collapsed on the ground. Twist shook her head. Dëshoma dropped behind me while Kulri staggered, her ears twitching. Then she gained her balance and started to chant. More wings flapped. More large cave bats fell from the ceiling and swept over us.

I'd lost a quarter of my HP from that attack. Dëshoma and Kulri lost even more. Our Cleric was down, stunned by the sonic attack that swirled over us. I Yelled as I rushed over to her. She had to get back on her feet.

I sheathed my ax and bent down. I placed a hand on Dëshoma's shoulder. Fortitude rushed from me and into her body. Her eyes snapped awake. She shuddered and blinked. She focused on me, a smile crossing her lips.

“Later,” I growled and spun. The other bats were flying in. Kulri chanted. Twist had vanished. “Start healing!”

“Yes, Lord Marcus.”

I rushed forward and drew my ax. I used Zeal as I swept in to meet the bats. The lead one opened his mouth to shriek and hit us all. Dëshoma's chants echoed in the background. I unleashed a Divine Blow, my attack falling at the same time.

Then purple exploded around me.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

“Let the geometries of space gather into three matrices of unstable power.”

The magical words channeled the arcane energy through Kulrigiizhai's Mana Infused Petrified Wood Staff, lighting up the runes chipped into the fossilized implement. Three columns erupted throughout the room, pillars of purple power. The cave bats screeched as they swerved to avoid the new obstacles a moment before they detonated.

Three explosions of devastating arcana erupted through the cave, each one the size of an Arcane Burst. Bats vanished in the conflagration of violet energy washing over them like a flash flood racing down a canyon. The expanding balls of purple swallowed Marcus, Twist, and Maria, but they weren't affected. They were her party members.

Her allies. Lovers. Master.

Kulrigiizhai would never harm any of them.

The burst of energy faded away revealing bats smoking from the damage they just took. She smiled, delighting in her new spell. Arcane Column was a thing of beauty. Three pillars she could erect and unleash devastation. It expanded her damage potential for these wide-spread fracases as the bats swooped, attacked, and banked away to go around for another biting attack on Marcus. Or to unleash more sonic devastation.

Kulrigiizhai set her staff and launched into the arcane words, her mind at one with her knowledge. She reveled in her skill. She took pride in her strength. She was Marcus Aurelius's priceless elf Wizard. She no longer had to bury her emotions. She let them fuel her.

With a smile on her lips, she watched the devastation she wrought.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The Thief shook off the damage as the bats swooped in. Arcane energy burst from the strange arcane columns as she unleashed her newest attack. Marcus dropped an aura of glowing around him that attacked the bats swooping around him.

She slashed a bat as it flew by with Mug. Her invisibility fell away as she cut across its belly. As she did, she harvested a valuable piece of loot from it. Whenever she attacked, she would steal something of value.

She would get even more riches.

She pocketed the claw she'd somehow cut from the bat into her pouch and wrapped herself up in Shadow Cloak, eager to unleash another Mug on the next bat that swooped by her. Her tongue clicked the metal stud against the back of her teeth as she waited. It swooped in to attack and opened its mouth wide.

Healing energy swept over Twist and the rest of the party moments before the sonic attack screeched into her. Every bone in Twist's body vibrated. She hissed in frustration as her Knife Combo reset. With a snarl of fury, she Mugged the winged bastard.

She ripped across its gut. The bat, smoking from the arcane devastation, spun from the attack and crashed on the ground in a broken heap. She spat down at it and then rolled her shoulders. She was ready to unleash more devastation on the enemy. Just hack them down and watch them bleed. It would be delicious.

Nearby, a healing spell fell on Maria. She groaned and rose back into the fight, shaking her head. Dëshoma's work. She fell into a fighting stance and dodged an attack that rushed in at her. Twist nodded and then threw herself back into the fight.

She wrapped herself up in a Shadow Cloak and rushed towards her next foe. Her Mug buried her blade deep into its guts. The bat screeched and then slashed at her face. She didn't move fast enough. It ripped the claws of its feet across her face, tearing out a chunk of her Hit Points. She hovered at half.

A bat screeched. Sound waves slammed in at Twist.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The Cleric rushed to the right as the next screech rippled the air. She had just managed to avoid the sonic attack that slammed into the rest of the party. The bat swept by. Another one swiped a claw at her head. She ducked low, managing to dodge the attack.

She looked up to see Twist disappear again. Marcus was battling the main sweep of bats, Maria with him. Twist was down a third of her Hit Points, Marcus and Maria at a quarter. Dëshoma needed to get another Arcane Therapy off.

She held her bible only for a bat to swoop down at her. She gasped and threw herself to the floor. She hit hard on her belly. The claws raked over her head. She smiled, shocked that she managed to dodge two attacks in a row.

Twist's Hit Points plunged towards half.

Dëshoma gasped and pushed herself up. The Thief had blood streaming down her face. A bat swooped past her and climbed up towards the ceiling again. Kulrigiizhai chanted another Arcane Column spell.

A bat shrieked.

The sound reverberated through the cave. Even though she wasn't hit by it, Dëshoma winced at the sound. It washed over Marcus and Twist, hitting both of them. He weathered it, dropping to just above half his Hit Points. The attack slammed hard into Twist. The thief staggered, more than half her remaining HP vanishing. She plunged into the critical as another bat swooped in at her.

Fear clutching about her heart, Dëshoma's chanted. The butt plug vibrated in her asshole, empowering the Arcane Therapy spilling from her mouth. It had a longer casting time than Arcane Healing.

Time Twist didn't have.

Dëshoma couldn't speak the words any faster. Her fingers clutched at the leather cover of her bible as the bat swooped in. Twist still stumbled from the attack, disoriented for a moment. The bat's claws flexed as it darted down for the kill at the dragonborn Thief.

Twist, perhaps hearing the flap of its wings or some preternatural sense Thieves had, spun her body at the last second. The claws slashed at her shoulder, narrowly missing her. She slashed her knife out and cut deep into the wing.

Arcane Therapy channeled through Dëshoma's bible and healed her party, shooting Twist back up above half her HP, topping off Maria, and bringing Marcus to a respectable number. Guilt squeezing at her guts for nearly getting the dragonborn killed, Dëshoma spoke the words for Theological Litany, ready to give Twist a constant supply of healing.

The Healing Butt Plug hummed away.

As she did, two more bats shrieked.

*  \ * /  *

Maria screamed in pain.

The two sonic waves slammed into her body. She resisted the stuns this time, but the bones inside her body vibrated. The pain tore through her flesh. It was all she could do to stand and hold her weapons. She lurched to the side, disoriented by the pain that stole away over half her HP.

She blinked tear-filled eyes. Her ears rang. She couldn't hear anything. She almost tripped on the uneven ground and came face to face with a bat swooping in at her. She gasped and managed to flow into an attack.

Riposte.

She flicked her parrying dagger up and slammed aside the claw attack. At the same time she rammed her rapier through the body of the bat. It slammed down her weapon's blade. It hit the basket hilt of the rapier, wings twitching as it died.

She didn't spot the next bat that flew in and ripped at her exposed shoulders. It tore away a chunk of flesh. She staggered, her Hit Points plunging into the critical. The damage these bats did was intense. She needed healing. Dëshoma chanted and then restorative energy hit Twist.

Maria needed her HP restored now.

“Maria!” Marcus called.

She staggered towards Marcus and the glowing ground around him. He reached out and touched her. His Cloak of Ethileri's Tears glowed for a moment, then the healing energy flowed into her. She gasped as she regained more than half her HP.

A bat shrieked.

Dëshoma cried out, her HP dropping. As did her body. She hit the ground. Kulrigiizhai dropped beside her, both unconscious. Marcus snarled and broke into a run at them, shield raised as the bats attacking him swarmed in.

Maria rushed after. She thrust her rapier, killing another. Twist appeared and slashed through a bat's wing. It fell to the ground and flopped in pain. Their numbers were thinning, but they were swooping in and out of the stalactites, attacking them.

A bat raked claws across Marcus's face. He battered it to the side with his shield as he reached Dëshoma. As he bent down to use Fortitude on her, a bat struck Maria from behind. Sharp talons tore into her flesh.

She hissed in pain. As it flew by, she activated her Blood-Soaked Rapier's ability and then Double Stabbed. She buried both her weapons into the bat, landing a powerful blow. Her rapier drank in the damage and fed it to her, restoring her wounds.

“Get Kulri up!” Marcus roared as Dëshoma struggled to stand. He whirled and dropped another Consecrated Grounds around him. The stony cave floor glowed with a radiance that bathed over Maria and attacked the bat.

One fell with a shriek and spasmed on the ground, dying in the radiance. Marcus drew his ax and slammed his weapon into another. He sheared through its wing. Its body struck his chest and bounced off.

She thrust with her rapier and speared through another while Dëshoma chanted. Twist stabbed at another, impaling her dagger through its furry body. The Cleric finished her prayer, rousing Kulri from her stun. She groaned and rolled to her feet while Dëshoma darted back, another bat swooping in, mouth open.

Maria dove to the right as the sonic attack slammed into Marcus. He weathered the attack, his Hit Points dropping. The bat dived in after the attack as Maria reversed direction. The flying enemy soared over the edge of the glowing ground.

Divine energy sizzled across its fur. With a keening shriek, a sound that hurt Maria's ears like rusty hinges, the bat crashed to the ground and flopped there. More rushed, the last of them still standing. Maria readied for their attack.

Arcane Therapy embraced the party, a tingle racing across Maria's skin. Then purple pillars erupted around them. The blast of violet energy washed over Maria. She didn't fear the destruction ripping around it. She reveled in it. The bats screeched as they died.

They won. Giddy joy burst through Maria. She went to throw herself at Marcus. To kiss him and celebrate their victory. She took two steps towards him when clapping caught her attention. From the back, ran Derrick. As the experience washed over her, carrying her closer to Level 28, Maria changed directions and rushed to Derrick.

She tried to be as enthusiastic as possible as she embraced and kissed him, but some of her giddiness melted away.


Chapter Twenty-Four: Lust's Trap

Once Twist was done looting the bats, we headed lower.

The cave grew warmer as we descended. We had a brief skirmish with more of the abominable, slimy things birthed by the succubae. They were swarmed around a chest that contained gold and a bolt of elven silk, the Level 30 material for cloth.

The coolness of the cave gave way to a rising swelter. The stones dried out. The musky, earthy scent that had lingered in the air, mostly ignored after so long down here, vanished. A spicier scent filled the air. It was like cinnamon or jasmine.

“Are they cooking down here?” I asked as the cave wound lower.

“I don't know,” Maria said. She moved up beside me. The bounce of her round breasts in her black leather bra caught my attention. They were such lovely tits. My dick swelled.

Damn, I missed grabbing her and kissing her when I wanted. For a moment, after the end of the battle with the bats, I thought she was going to throw herself at me, but she had gone to Derrick. 
Of course. She loved him.

“Oh, my, this scent that doth pervades in the air is one that doth stir delight in mine heart. We must be on our guard, Lord Marcus. The depraved followers of Zadeg will seek to use this in some obscene rite or attack.”

“You would know all about obscene rites,” Twist said. “The way you lick my asshole, Dëshoma.”

“Mmm, it is but a lovely asshole that brings me great joy to rim,” moaned Dëshoma in answer. “If I could, I would fall to mine knees, pluck aside the dainty strip of leather which doth vanish into thy generous crevasse, and then lick at thy puckered and sour hole with a great amount of zest and vigor to render upon thee an effervescent burst of orgasmic delight.”

“Maybe we could take a break, Marcusss,” Twist said.

“Maybe,” I said, staring down at Maria's breast. “But we have people to save. Dëshoma can lick out your asshole tonight once we've won.”

“True,” Twist said.

Maria drifted closer to me as the tunnel narrowed. Her arm brushed mine, her skin smooth against me. A wave of heat washed through me as we descended. The walls glittered behind her, like stars twinkling before the beauty of the moon drifting full across the sky.

She glanced at me, her mouth pink and shiny. A ruddy glow suffused her cheeks. A smile starts playing on those kissable lips. An eyebrow arches. Then she stops and leans against the wall. I paused, too.

“You keep staring at me,” she said.

“Yeah,” I groaned, my dick throbbing. I breathed in that spicy scent. It was so strong. Jasmine and cinnamon and all the other spicy scents mixed together. My cock throbbed hard.

“Is there something on my face?” She stroked fingers down her cheek. “Here?” She moved to her lips. “Maybe here.” She slid her digits around them.

I groaned as she played with them. She pulled her fingers away as I looked down at her. She lifted her head and didn't hesitate as I kissed her. Derrick sucked in a deep breath behind me as my lips sealed about Maria's lips.

“It is break time,” moaned Twist.

“Then I shall love thy beautiful asshole with my most vigorous and naughty tongue,” Dëshoma moaned in the background as I kissed Maria.

Her hands slid along my breastplate. She fumbled at one of the straps holding it closed. Her tongue danced with mine. A man said something, croaking Maria's name. Derrick. He was seeing his woman kissing me. Enjoying me.

I kissed her harder even as my brain struggled to think. What was going on here? The air smelled so good. My tongue thrust hard into Maria's mouth. She moaned and sucked on it. Her fingers kept fumbling at my armor.

“Let me help,” Kulri moaned. Then my elf's gentle fingers were also working on the straps. She leaned in and nuzzled in to kiss me with Maria.

Our three tongues played together as the two women undid my breastplate. My armor opened like a clam's shell and fell to the ground with a loud clatter. Their hands rubbed at my chest. Kulri pressed against me, her nipples hard and rubbing on my body as they poked through the holes cut in her robe.

“Maria,” Derrick groaned.

He was watching Maria choose me. Kiss me. She loved him, but her mouth was on mine. Her hands were reaching for my pants. This wasn't... what she wanted. She had chosen Derrick over me. So why was she...

Trap...

“Lick my asshole!” Twist hissed. “You nasssssty, angelborn sssslut! Yes, yes, just lick it.”

I broke the kiss with Maria and groaned, “Wait, wait.”

“What?” she moaned as she reached in to grab my cock. “ I want you, Marcus.”

“It's a trap,” I panted, struggling against the blood rushing hot down to my cock. Her fingers stroked it. “Your lover is watching. You need to find the source of this. Search the area.”

“What?” Maria whimpered. “Mmm, let me get these panties off. I need this cock in me.”

“I know!” I growled. “That's the problem!”

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Problem? the Duelist asked herself. What problem.

She shoved down her leather panties, her cunt burning for that huge, pierced cock to slam into her. He would make her cum so hard. She would have such a huge orgasm on his dick. It would be incredible. She ached for it.

“Maria!” he growled. “You're about to fuck me in front of Derrick. You're about to betray him.”

His words gusted through her smothered thoughts like a hard breeze through a foggy stillness. The vapors covering her mind stirred. She glimpsed what was going on. She gasped and looked over at Derrick. He was staring at her, groping his cock.

I'm about to fuck Marcus. Maria shook her head. She wanted to fuck him. His cock was out. Kulri stroked it. She licked at his ear, hers twitching. Twist moaned in the background.  Maria fought through the fog, her pussy clenching. She just had to shove her panties the rest of the way down.

I want that dick.

He would fuck her so hard. Make her cum. She knew it would be incredible. Cum and cum and cum.

Marcus makes you wet. Not Derrick. Do it. Go for it. Enjoy it. Why are you holding back?

Because... because... I owe Derrick.

She had to be strong. She had to escape this trap. She couldn't hurt Derrick. She owed it to him for betraying him in the first place. She wasn't a cheater. She wouldn't do that again. She would be faithful. No matter how much she wanted Marcus.

She shoved her hand into her pouch. The heady scent filled her nose. Marcus kissed Kulri with passion. Maria wanted to fall to her knees and suck his cock. She gripped the potion. Her knees buckled. She just had to relax her inhibitions. Then she could nurse on that amazing dick.

She wrenched out the elixir and downed it.

The Potion of Aphounga's Wrath burned in her stomach. It buffed her Strength while filling her with that rage. That anger. She had used this fury twice before. She threw back her head, this rage surging through her.

She was so angry that she had to go back to Derrick. That she had to return to him. That she couldn't fuck Marcus. She snarled and whirled around, searching for the damned trap that had driven her to almost betray the weak man again.

“Zadeg damn that impotent idiot,” she muttered as her eyes scanned the cave walls, looking for the source. “He just stood there. Would have let Marcus fuck me. Claims he loves me? Moron.”

“Yes!” Kulri moaned. “Marcus Aurelius!”

“And now that elf-whore is getting pounded hard,” Maria muttered, her anger boiling through her. She had to find the source of this gas.

She moved deeper into the cave. The scent swelled in her nose. That mix of heady passions set her blood on fire. She should be getting fucked. She should have that big dick plowing into her pussy. She would gasp and moan and explode on it.

“Zadeg's limp dick!” she snarled.

Her voice echoed back at her. She almost didn't catch the hiss of gas amid the reverberation. But just before she muttered again about the unfairness of it all, the potion blazing through her veins, she caught the faint sound. A rush of vapor. She tracked it, eyes moving along the wall.

There, tucked into a crevasse, was a hissing gemstone. It unleashed the wonderful smelling gas that let everyone else have the fun. Her hand shot into the gap in the stone and grabbed it. She gasped at the surge of lust bursting in her.

Her pussy exploded in orgasmic delight. “Marcus!”

Waves of pleasure washing through her body, she hurled the stone with all the force she could muster. It crashed into the wall and burst in a shower of pink shards. She whimpered, her knees buckling. Collapsing. She fell to the floor, hands smacking into the stone.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped as the ecstasy flooded into her mind.

The lust gushing through her veins devoured the elixir's anger. She quivered and moaned, her head swaying. She hit that wonderful pinnacle of rapture, her leather panties dripping with her cream. She trembled there, panting.

“Oh, no,” she gasped, the embarrassment sweeping over her.

“Marcus Aurelius!” moaned Kulri. “Yes!”

She looked behind her to see Marcus driving his cock into Kulri. Beyond, Derrick was fisting his cock and watching them fuck. He groaned, his cum spurting from his dick. She shuddered, panting. Shame rippled through her.

That wasn't me. It was the trap. She told herself as she stood up. Marcus was just the closest person to you. That was it.

But she knew it wasn't. She could never get over him so long as he was around. The sooner they finished this adventure, the sooner she could leave with Derrick and leave temptation behind. She could start her life with the man who hadn't even objected to her throwing herself at Marcus.

He was just affected by the lust, she told herself. Things will be back to normal when we return home. I'll put away my weapons. No more danger. No more adventure.

Just... Derrick.

She sighed and pushed herself up to her feet. Her fingers tingled. She had hit Level 28 during her orgasm. The experience of defeating the trap had thrust them over into it. She shook her head, wanting to change out of her leather panties.

“Marcus Aurelius, pump all that cum in me!” Kulri screamed.

Maria turned away and drew in breaths against the pain squeezing about her heart.


Chapter Twenty-Five: Transformed

Maria du Marne

The filthy tentacle slithered off her thigh as the abomination died. She yanked her rapier out of its body. Her pussy burned, a part of her wishing she had let it slide up and push into her pussy. She loved the feel of tentacles crawling over her.

Especially Marcus's tentacles.

She stared back at Derrick. He smiled at her. She felt nothing for him. Even a disgusting, slimy thing with writhing tentacles stirred up her pussy more than the man she would marry. What happened to me? Surely Derrick had excited me before?

She struggled to remember back to those days as Twist looted the dead. Maria kept struggling to find that spark she must have felt for Derrick during the hour since the lust trap. She kept struggling to find that desire she must have once felt for Derrick. The most she could remember was a slight tingle.

If he had ever made her feel like Marcus had, then she never would have resisted giving Derrick her virginity. She never would have told him to wait until marriage. She would have surrendered to him.

But Marcus is so virile. So strong and passionate. I love Derrick. Right?

She had to, but she couldn't find those emotions, either. She felt no excitement at the prospect of settling down with him. Only fear and resentment. She felt chained to him by their love. Bound to this weight dragging her further and further from what she wanted.

I left to save him. I must love him.

Or had she left because she could? Because this was the excuse to get out of their isolated village. You could walk from one side of the barrier to the other in a day. A brisk walk in any direction, and you would find the edge of their world, the purple barrier that had isolated her village from the rest of the Inferius Empire when it was broken by the Hierophant a hundred years ago.

It was so small. So constraining. She had leaped to leave. When she realized she was a Shardhunter, she threw herself into the danger. She hadn't felt any fear when she left to explore for the cure on her own, only exhilaration.

Derrick was the excuse.

Now she was stuck with him. Marcus had made it clear that he didn't want her. Even under the lust spell, he had stopped himself from taking her. He had made sure that she hadn't betrayed Derrick again. He didn't object once. Didn't fight for her.

He let her go.

Derrick pulled her back into their simple life. She would never escape it. Not without help, and none was coming. Even if she was willing to hurt Derrick by revealing what she had done with Marcus, it wouldn't change her life.

As the party pushed on ahead, she struggled to accept it. Her mother had been happy as a village wife before she died. So were the other women. They had their husbands. Their families. Even if she didn't love Derrick, she would love their children. She would forget all about this, about Marcus, and return to where she belonged.

It's so unfair, she thought. For a moment, she regretted ever finding the Tear.

But Derrick wasn't the only man who'd been afflicted. Other good men from her village needed saving, too. She had to keep going for them. She needed to push down her pain. If she didn't, something bad would happen.

“Maria!” Marcus shouted.

She blinked and looked up to see a man before her. He was mutated like Derrick had been. It was one of the men from the village, though hard to identify with his body so transformed. His fist drew back. And then he slammed it into her face before she could react.

Pain exploded through her. She crashed back onto her ass. Blood spurted from her nose. Her head rang from the blow. She blinked her eyes as Marcus surged forward and slammed his ax into the brute. The ground burst in golden light around Marcus, the energy rising over her.

“Get up, Maria!” Twist shouted from thin air, invisible. “Before we get our asses licked!”

Maria sat up and saw four more men with a woman in between them. She had a whip that she cracked into one, her naked breasts heaving. The men growled and surged forward, their bodies all swollen to immense sizes.

Fear swept through Maria. They had had a hard enough time defeating one of them.

*  \ * /  *

I wanted to throttle Maria. How could she have just walked ahead like that? She ignored us all, so lost in her thoughts. Now she'd lost a good chunk of her HP while more of these transformed villagers rushed at her.

More of her people that we couldn't kill.

“Weaken them!” I shouted. “Get their Hit Points low so we can use the Tear on them.”

The one who punched Maria slammed his fist into me. My shield rang from the powerful strike. My Consecrated Grounds struck him with damage every second. It generated threat on me. Helped me keep aggro. The next two stepped on it, too.

We had gained levels since we fought Derrick, but there were three of them and a cultist. I hunkered behind my shield, punches pummeling at me. Each blow reverberated off my protection. My boots slid back an inch.

Then I unleashed Holy Sweep. I hit all three with my ax, cutting open their chests. They stared down at me with their lust-maddened fury. They were prepared to rip apart their enemy. Right now, that was me.

The fourth one snarled in pain, Twist appearing and wrenching her dagger free of the man's back. He swung around to hit her. She ducked low and wrapped herself up in shadows, fading out of sight. The transformed man bellowed his rage, swinging in the air, trying to hit her.

The others were trying to hit me.

Maria rushed up beside me, her rapier sinking smoothly into the hulk's body. Healing energy engulfed her as the fists pummeled at me. The three battered at me. They slammed into my shield. My armor. My breastplate crunched, blows shivering through. Punches struck my arms. My legs.

Pain burst through me.

“Goddamn mother fucking dick-suckers!” I roared as my Hit Points plummeted.

Holy Sweep slashed the air before me, my ax cleaving into all of them with a burst of white and a rush of healing energy back into me to regain some of what they stole from me, but the damage was piling up. They were battering me down.

Arcane Pillar burst around us, the purple energy slamming into the enemy. They roared as I used Holy Sweep again, burning through my TP to hurt them and get some healing. Dëshoma's Arcane Therapy burst around me. It engulfed me with her faith and passion.

It barely kept up with the damage I was taking.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The damage the transformed men dealt to Marcus was incredible.

Dëshoma struggled to keep up with it. She couldn't do anything else but chant the words to Arcane Healing. No using her group spell. She needed to cast the slightly faster single-target spell to keep the man she loved alive.

The hulks' fists slammed into him. Three of them were pummeling him with punishment. These things were deadly. Destructive. Dëshoma did not want to hurt these men but save them. But how could they hold back when the hulks unleashed such damage?

The fourth man roared in frustration as Twist kept vanishing. With a snarl, he turned and rushed at Marcus. Fear lanced through Dëshoma. Could she heal through that much damage falling on the man she loved?

Fear clenched about her stomach as she launched into the words for the next Arcane Healing.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Earnst, the village blacksmith, broke from Twist and charged at Marcus.

“No!” Maria gasped. Dëshoma barely kept him alive as it was. And it was too early to use the Tear. They weren't hurt enough. Another set of three pillars burst up around them.

Maria darted forward. Purple energy burst about her, washing over her body. Her world went violet for a moment. When it cleared, Earnst loomed right above her. He swung a meaty fist at her head, bellowing his anger.

Maria Riposted the attack. Her parrying dagger impossibly deflected the powerful blow, her skill as a Duelist letting her hit at just the right angle to avoid it. Then she thrust her dagger forward. She plunged her rapier into his throat, wincing at the pain she caused the good man. He had a wife. Two children.

“That's it!” the priestess cajoled before she threw a black spear at Kulri.

The hulk bellowed and snorted at Maria. She could do nothing for Kulri. The Duelist wrenched her sword out of his side as he swung at her. She slid to the left and stabbed him again. Her hair ruffled from the force of his blow whistling past her head. Her Duelist Boots crunched on the loose ground as she circled to the right, turning his attention from Marcus.

His fist swung at her again.

Riposte.

Her dagger flashed. His hand deflected high. Her rapier punched into his chest.

She grinned, the rhythm of battle settling on her. All her problems melted away. She just had to inflict enough damage on this good man to save his life. She drew back for her next attack and ducked his punch.

And stepped right into his kick.

Her reflexes were good, but no one could dodge perfectly every time. The blow crashed into her guts. The air burst from her lungs. The blow knocked her onto her back. She hit hard, spasming and coughing, unable to stand. Nearly stunned from the hard kick. Her Hit Points plummeted as the brute stomped over to her.

She struggled to stand but the debuff was on her. He kicked again. She tumbled across the ground, her HP crashing to critical levels. She coughed and groaned, struggling to move. He advanced on her, a big grin on his face.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The black spear launched from the cultist at the elven Wizard.

She twisted her body to dodge it. She failed. The spear slammed into her stomach. Pain burst through the elf. She shuddered. It wasn't the sort of agony that would make her pussy drip. She snarled as she weathered it and focused her gaze on the cultist.

The enemy thrust her arm up into the air, chanting.

Kulrigiizhai did the same. “Let the geometries of space form into shards of slashing death!”

A black spear hurtled at the elf.

Three shards of arcane energy knifed at the cultist.

The spells struck. Pain burst through Kulrigiizhai's chest. She staggered, her Hit Points dropping precipitously low. Dëshoma had all her attention on Marcus. Maria rolled across the ground. Marcus swung his ax as powerful blows pounded his body. Kulrigiizhai was on her own.

The cultist chanted again.

Kulrigiizhai planted her staff down and launched into her spell. The words tumbled from her lips. “Let the geometries of space...”

Twist appeared before the cultist and slammed her dagger deep into the woman's chest. She threw back her head and screamed, breaking her spell. Kulrigiizhai's magic launched from her. It hissed across the space in a heartbeat.

Three shards ripped into the cultist staggering from Twist's attack. The cultist clutched at her chest. She staggered. Twist's knife blurred. Two slashes and a stab tore into the cultist. She screamed out in pain and collapsed on the ground.

Twist glanced at Kulrigiizhai, winked, and then disappeared.

The elf switched back to casting Arcane Pillar.

*  \ * /  *

Maria Du Marne

She regained enough control over herself to draw an item from her pouch.

Ethileri's Bottled Tears. An elixir the party had found on the Airy Plateau. It could fully restore her HP. She downed it as Earnst's foot rushed in at her. She tumbled to the right as the healing draught flooded her with curative energy.

The wounds vanished. The pain evaporated. She rolled to her feet, the foot missing her by inches. She whirled around and snagged up her dropped dagger. She rose up in a crouch. He swung at her with a fist. She Riposted and rammed her rapier through his chest.

“I'm going to save you, Earnst!” she declared. “I vowed to save you all! I'm going to do it!”

“BITCH!” he roared and swung at her again.

She stepped to the side and unleashed her newest ability, Duel. “I will not stop fighting until you're healed, Earnst!”

She entered into a one-on-one fight with him. He would focus on her. So long as she didn't attack anyone else, she would fight with more skill, more grace, and deal more damage. She focused on him. She filtered out everything else but her opponent.

That was all that mattered right now.

She activated her Shadowed Nipple Ring. Her flesh went insubstantial. She would only take half damage. His blows came and she flowed out of the way of them, her rapier plunging, stabbing, bringing him closer and closer to the moment that she could save him. She was a Duelist. She had been marching towards this moment in her progression. For the skills to face any opponent all on her own.

To stand tall and proud and win through the day.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Dëshoma had to try something. She couldn't keep up with his damage. She was barely keeping Marcus out of critical Hit Points, leaving the rest of the party on their own. That had to stop. She had to give him a chance.

She activated her Golden Girdle of Faith Restored. The band of gold coins she wore cinched around her waist flared with life. She targeted one of the men fighting Marcus. She hoped she was correct. If his transformation was a curse, this would work.

If it wasn't...

The one on the right stumbled back. Then he gasped and his body shrank. He grew slender, emaciated. Sickly. His huge erection wilted. Black spots appeared on his cock, a blight that attacked him. He swayed and then collapsed. He whimpered on the ground, too weak to stand.

It was a two-step process. First the Cock-Wilt Plague weakened the men, then another curse was placed on the men to transform them into those massive brutes. Her girdle could remove any one curse, but only once a day. Curing the underlying disease, like with the Tear, also worked.

As she finished casting her next Arcane Healing to keep Marcus ahead of the damage, Dëshoma knew she had to use her newest miracle. Litany of Redemption did nearly the same thing as her belt. It removed a permanent debuff from a person.

It had to work on them. She had to take the chance now. That was one man she had saved. One man that wasn't at risk of dying. He was no longer a threat to Marcus or the rest of the party. Dëshoma swelled with confidence.

“With thy blessing and care...” she chanted, hoping Marcus could weather the attacks from two of the cursed hulks while she cast a different spell. “...I do banish the foul curse and redeem thy soul!”

Her spell struck the enemy, a brawny man with wild eyes and a mane of brown hair. It flashed over him. She felt him resisting her spell. He drove it back. It fizzled about him, failing to do anything more than anger him.

“BITCH!” he roared and stared at her.

He rushed at her. Fear flashed through Dëshoma. Marcus cursed, turning to swing his ax at the hulk, but the cursed villager hurtled past him and crossed the intervening distance in three heartbeats. Dëshoma didn't have time to react. Didn't even have the time to cast Faith Manifested and protect herself.

The fist hurtled into her face.

Pain exploded across the angelborn's nose and cheekbone. Blood spurted. Her halo pulsed with the agony. She hit the ground hard, her brain rattling in her skull. The Maiden's Veil fluttered around her. She groaned, her legs kicking.

“PUSSY!” snarled the hulk. He stared down at her legs splayed wide apart, her Exhibitionist's Feylinen Skirt left her blue bush exposed to his hungry gaze.

He fell down upon her.

Shield of Faith sprang about her. A bubble of divine energy blocked the cock stabbing at her pussy. It deflected over the shield. Marcus defended her virtue. He roared in fury as he rushed up behind her.

He always comes to our rescue, Dëshoma thought, her head aching. She had lost half her Hit Points in that blow, but it didn't matter. She launched into her next spell, her words nasally. Blood spilled crimson down her pale flesh, matting her lips as they moved.

*  \ * /  *

I slammed my ax hard into the brute's back, unleashing a Divine Blow. White energy burst from my ax and radiated across the hulk's skin. He growled, his body splayed over the bubble protecting my Dëshoma from his brutal dick.

“That's my fucking woman!” I snarled. “You want her, then you better beat me to fucking death before I lop off your goddamn cock!”

Consecrated Ground burst golden from my feet, engulfing us both. The other hulk snarled behind me, taking the damage from the blessing glowing around us. The first one snarled at me and rose. A fist punched me in the back, denting my armor.

My shield blocked the other one.

I slammed my ax into both, burning through the last of my TP to hit the pair with a cleaving Holy Sweep. I fought in my consecrated light, the blows pummeling my body. Healing energy burned around me, flowing from Dëshoma.

With only two on me, we had a chance.

Twist appeared.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Twist activated her Bloody Alchemical Leather Straps.

As she burst out of her invisibility, she unleashed an Arterial Slash. Her blade carved across his body, dealing extra bleed damage from her armor. The hulk groaned and staggered in pain. Then Marcus's ax slammed into him.

Blood gushed down the hulk's back. It flowed over the muscles of his ass and thighs. He spun around to face the Thief but the ground around their feet glowed with that divine energy that sizzled at him. He snarled at the pain and turned back to Marcus.

Twist laughed and struck at the enemy again, plunging a hard attack with the knife. He staggered for a moment. He was weakening. She drew back to ram her knife into his back again. She would finish him off. Her tongue stud clicked against the back of her teeth as she thrust.

“Stop, Twist!” Marcus shouted. “The other one! He's weak enough. We don't want to kill them.”

“Right,” Twist snarled. Dumb to do it this way. Better to kill them, but he loves Maria. Such a wasted emotion.

She flowed to the next hulk, dodging an elbow at her face. She ducked low and stabbed her dirk into his flesh. Healing energy flooded through her body, restoring the damage she'd taken. Dëshoma had gotten off an Arcane Therapy, sending health into them all.

Twist rammed her dagger into the other's back, building up her combo.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

“Use the spell again,” Marcus growled as Dëshoma pulled out her Potion of Angel's Milk. She only had one left after this one. “The Litany of Redemption. They're weak. Hit them.”

“Yes, Lord Marcus!” Dëshoma didn't hesitate. She focused on the one bleeding and staggering from the damage Twist inflicted on him. The divine prayer flowed from Dëshoma's lips. Ëshuxeri answered the Cleric's plea.

The miracle engulfed the hulk and he staggered. He didn't resist it this time. Her power fed on the wounds he'd taken on the Consecrated Ground he trod upon to defeat the curse wreathing his flesh. He stumbled back and then collapsed.

Freed.

His body shrunk like the last one cured had. Hope dawned through Dëshoma. Twist backed off from the last one fighting Marcus. He raised his shield, taking the blows hammering down at him as she spoke the words to her next Litany of Redemption. Kulrigiizhai watched in silence, holding her staff, her ears twitching.

The words spilled from Dëshoma's lips and surrounded the hulk. They gripped him. Squeezed about him. He snarled and tossed his head from side to side. Her power pressed down on him, curing him. His strength evaporated.

Joy bubbled through Dëshoma.

Maria dueled the final one.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Earnst struck Maria's half-insubstantial flesh. She hardly felt the pain, losing only an eighth of her Hit Points. She focused everything on him, waiting for that final moment to act. She parried his next attack with a Riposte.

The last of her TP spent, she rammed her rapier through his throat. A flare of healing washed through her, life leached from the blacksmith. She jerked her blade out and studied him. He staggered but growled.

She sheathed her parrying dagger as he drew up for another blow. Her shadowy enchantment melted away, her body becoming whole, fully material. His massive fist hurtled at her head as she thrust her hand into her pouch and seized the Tear of Ethileri.

She flowed to the side, the blow hurtling past her cheek. Her fiery hair rustled behind her. She stabbed the tear into his chest. She struck home. The artifact burst with the Goddess of Healing's power and attacked the Cock-Wilt Plague.

He threw back his head and shouted. A scream of agony. He stumbled back, his cock shrinking. His muscular body deflated. Triumph surged through her as she watched Earnst dwindle back into who he used to be. Still a strong man, his body covered in ropy muscles, but not engorged. Not swollen to monstrous proportions.

“I'm healed,” he gasped. Awe spilled over his face. He stared at her, his body shaking. “Maria, you saved me.”

She smiled in triumph as the experience from winning the fight crashed into her. The fight was won. She could see the other three lying weakened, in need of having their disease cured by the Tear. She surged up into Level 29 and beamed.

She had saved four more men from her village. All the confusion and pain and bitterness evaporated in that moment as she hugged Earnst. She had done something amazing. Something worthy of the name Shardhunter.


Chapter Twenty-Six:  Love's Hope

Dëshoma

The last of the men were healed by the Tear. They stood up, looking strong again. They had no clothing, but that didn't matter right now. They were exultant. Derrick shook their hands. Marcus nodded at them.

Maria beamed.

She looked transformed. She held her hands together, pride shining in her eyes. It was such a remarkable thing to witness. It heartened Dëshoma greatly. Hope rose in her that Maria would find herself again. That the bitterness dragging her down into despair could be overcome.

“You have to save the others,” Earnst was saying. He was standing before Maria. “They're turning more and more of us into those hulks. They're going to send us back to the village to... to... To hurt our families with our...” He swallowed and stared down at his flaccid penis. It was normal sized, no longer that monstrous appendage.

“Fucking cocksuckers,” growled Marcus. “Let's go. We don't have time to waste. Twist, stop looking for loot.”

“There has to be more than what we've found,” the dragonborn Thief answered.

“Doesn't matter. We're moving out.” He shifted his shield and stared ahead. The level up had restored his armor to its shining glory, all the dents and creases magically repaired. His cloak swirled behind him, Ethileri's Tear a startling sapphire amid the snowy cloth.

“Fine, fine,” Twist said. She marched up to him. “Let's go.”

Dëshoma nodded, her bible clutched to her midriff. She walked forward, the butt plug shifting around in her bowels. She was getting more and more used to it, her virgin pussy only simmering with excitement at the moment. She would need Marcus to ravish her tonight. Hard. Fast. He could pop her cherry over and over again.

Iris led the way while the newly healed men hung back with Derrick. The apprehension built and built in the air. Dëshoma could feel it in her heart and her pussy. Dark energy swirled. Unholy rites performed before them. The tunnel descended, the dark walls glittering with their specks of crystal.

“You can feel it,” muttered Marcus. “In the atmosphere. They're conducting something wicked down there.”

“We're near the sanctum,” said one of the healed men. “That's where they changed us.”

“What can we expect?”

“Sex,” another of the men said.

“Yeah,” Derrick said reluctantly. “With those devil women. The ones with the horns and wings.”

“Succubae,” said Kulrigiizhai, her voice flat.

“And their toxic cunts,” muttered Marcus. “Anything else?”

“A cambion.”

Dëshoma stiffened. Though she was generally referred to as an angelborn, her race was technically called nephilim. Half-angel. Cambion was her opposite. Demonborn. Bred by a man fucking a succubus or a woman an incubus. Or any one of a dozen other infernal species. Their children were rare, often seen as evil.

“She serves the Lord of Depravity,” Derrick said, his voice tight. “He's there, too, surrounded by women. Lots of women.”

“Masturbating,” another man said. “All of them masturbating and anointing him with their cream.”

“He is the focus of the ritual,” said Dëshoma. “The others are channeling their vile and wanton lusts into him with the self-abuse of their slatternly cunts.”

“Making more of them, right?” Marcus asked.

“Undoubtedly,” Dëshoma answered. “They must be creating shock troopers to batter into the cult's enemies, though who the target is, I cannot say, Lord Marcus.”

“Pity they're about to lose all their weapons,” Marcus said. “This Lord of Depravity needs to learn I'm the only guy that gets a harem in this world.”

“Really?” Twist asked while Kulrigiizhai giggled.

“He is joking,” the elf said.

“Since when do you know what jokes are?” the dragonborn asked, looking at the elf.

“I always have,” Kulrigiizhai said. “I just had to remember how to laugh.”

As we descended down the tunnel, the sounds of the ritual grew. At first, it was a deep rumble then built into a steady moan. In it were mixed sighs and gasps. Grunts and groans. The slap of flesh. A chanting voice. Women crying out in orgasmic delight. The passion echoed over and over, resounding through the tunnel they traveled down.

Dëshoma's pussy drank in the sounds. She felt the healed men staring at her ass. They could look at her but could not touch her. She found such excitement in that now. The skirt's influence on her was depraved. Her pussy juices soaked her bush. She wanted to have Marcus's cock ram into her.

But she had to focus.

Ëshuxeri, Goddess of Love, let mine heart focus on what is the most paramount of concerns, she prayed in the silence of her soul. Let me clutch onto thy pure love and deny the rising tide of Zadeg's twisted lust that doth pervade mine body. The celebration of the flesh in the bounds of love is a wondrous gift, but I must remember that to indulge in it with such carnal hunger with no disregard for the succor and sweetness of love is a trap that can destroy all who stumble into it. Keep mine feet on the path that doth tread behind my Lord Marcus.

“Light ahead,” Marcus said, his voice quiet. “Iris, snuff it out.”

The pixie gave a squeak of agreement and then her glow died out. Darkness settled on them, intensifying the light that came around the corner. Marcus was but a shadow before it. He stood still, listening to the passion.

“Yeah, just around the corner,” he whispered. “Kulri?”

“I just activated it,” the elf said. “Dëshoma?”

The angelborn moved to Kulrigiizhai and bent down. The Cleric thrust her ass out for the appreciation of all and latched her mouth on the Wizard's nipple. She nursed. Creamy milk, imbued with the wondrous buff to all of Dëshoma's stats, flooded her mind.

Her Faith in Lord Marcus swelled. Her confidence that he would see them through this danger, blossomed. The sweet milk that warmed her mouth and poured down her gullet also sharpened her Intellect. She understood her miracles even better. As she squirmed, nursing with hunger, she felt more graceful, her limbs girded with more strength.

She suckled out the last of the milk she needed, Twist nursing beside her. She stepped back and Maria took her place. The human ducked her head down and sucked at the nipple with a stiff posture. Dëshoma shivered, savoring the taste that wreathed her mouth. It was a wonderful treat. She was thrilled to enjoy it.

The chanting built. The ritual swelled towards a climax. Dëshoma stood ready to follow her Lord Marcus into battle against the forces of vile lust. She held her bible to her breasts, her asshole clenching around her butt plug.

Her miracles would defend all those she loved.

*  \ * /  *

“Marcus Aurelius,” Kulri groaned when I latched on.

I suckled that wondrous milk into my mouth. She had such a sweetness to her creamy treat. I closed my eyes, savoring it. Maria popped her mouth off the other nipple and turned, heading to the corner.

Kulri lifted her freed tit to her own lips to drink down her own buff. I groaned, suckling with more Strength as the blessing settled across my body. I loved the intensity of it. The magic item gave a large bonus to all our stats now.

We would win. My Faith swelled with every gulp of that wonderful milk.

Kulri moaned as she suckled from her other nub. She made such wicked sounds. I suckled hard, drawing out a last mouthful of her milk. I held it in my mouth as I watched her suckle. Her ears twitched in the darkness. Only the edges of them were highlighted by the faint light spilling from the ritual room.

I swallowed.

I turned and headed to the mouth. Dëshoma prayed, casting Litany of the Sky to give us all buffs. It spilled over us. We would have a better chance to hit, our weapons striking with more accuracy. I flexed my fingers.

Then I stepped around the corner. I stood wreathed in darkness, unseen. I could see into the room. There in the center was a man. He was naked, his body muscular and oiled to a gleam. He was chanting in the demonic tongue. Ringing his feet were a dozen women like the cultist who fought with the four villagers. They were all masturbating. One gasped, her pussy juices gushing out to splash his feet.

Steam rose up his body, bathing him in pink smoke. Like the vapors rising up from an incense stick. He breathed them in and his chanting grew louder. The ecstasy in his voice was unmistakable. His fingers twitched.

Circling him must be the cambion. I remember seeing demonborn as a player race on the starting screen. She had ruddy skin that was sleek and gorgeous. She stood naked, her hair a deeper crimson. She had curves to her body, her breasts large and bouncing as she walked. Peeking out of her hair were the tips of small, black horns. Both her nipples were pierced by gold rings which were connected by a chain that swayed before her.

Around the edges, I spotted men who had already been changed. They were fucking their cocks into succubae. Just pounding them hard with their big dicks. I gritted my teeth. This would be a hard fight.

“Maria, you see the cambion?” I asked.

“Yes,” she answered.

“She's yours. Duel her. I have the Lord of Depravity and the adds. Twist, you're with me. You pick off the enemies. You see weakness, I want your dagger ripping them apart.”

“Yesssss, Marcus.” She drew her weapon. “I'm looking forward to it.”

“Kulri, unleash your destruction.”

“I will be delighted to, Marcus Aurelius,” she said.

“This fight will sorely stress our prowess, Lord Marcus,” said Dëshoma, fear in her voice.

“Yes, it will,” I growled. “You ready to lay the smackdown on them?”

“Smack... down?”

“Kick their asses.” I looked around. “We've done it in the past. We're going to get in there, hit them hard, and save the men.”

My women nodded. I drew in a deep breath and then marched down the tunnel. My stomach twisted into knots. Twist and Maria flanked me, Dëshoma and Kulri right behind me. We came closer and closer, seeing more and more into the room, spotting more pairs of rutting villagers slamming their cocks into succubae pussy.

I drew in a deep breath as the ground before us grew easier and easier to see. We were more and more in the light. It wouldn't be long before one of the revelers noticed us. I tightened my hand on my ax.

“Close enough,” I growled. Then I Yelled and burst into a charge.

My women followed.


Chapter Twenty-Seven: Poisoned Lust

The Yell filled me with the rush of battle. I burst into the room, my cape fluttering behind me. Zeal exploded through me, a surge of power and strength, the confidence to take on any foe. I activated my Crusader's Titanium Breastplate.

White holy damage wreathed my ax. There was no holding back.

The Lord of Depravity looked up at me and smiled. He stood naked and unashamed. He thrust out his arms and black energy swirled around his wrists. They wreathed them in night as his cock erupted. He spurted cum onto his women beneath him, bathing one of them with his seed. She gasped out in delight.

Her pussy juices gushed out at him.

“Enjoy him, my beloved,” the Lord of Depravity said, his voice as cold as silk rubbing on silk.

The masturbating women around the Lord of Depravity all cried out in ecstasy. Then they burst to their feet, fixing wild eyes on me. One had a mask of pearly spunk running down her face. Her tongue flicked out to lap up her lord's seed.

With a cry of lust-mad frenzy, they rushed at me, fingers outstretched. Their nubile bodies flowed towards me. Black energy pulsed up their veins, the umbral light bleeding through their skin. Taint and filth flowed through their gorgeous bodies. They were receptacles of depravity's seed. Creatures utterly twisted and ruined.

Golden energy burst from me, Consecrate Ground sanctifying the stones I stepped on moments before the horde of bellowing women rushed at me. Holy energy crackled into them as they stepped onto my blessed battlefield.

I activated my Magnetic Titanium Kite Shield and hefted it before me. The first five wild cultists, money shot included, were pulled to my shield. Their reaching hands crashed into the kite-shaped plane of titanium. Their attacks broke upon the metal barrier.

My ax swung before me, blazing with divine energy. Holy Sweep cleaved through three of them, black blood spurting and spilling down their perfect breasts. The other women howled in mad fury. They were ruined by the grinning Lord of Depravity.

Rage rumbled through me. He had taken these radiant women and made them into hollow shells brimming with poisoned lust. He would pay for that.

I just had to survive them grabbing me and drawing me to the ground.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The women surrounded Marcus.

The angelborn Cleric gulped down her Strengthened Potion of Ëshuxeri's Love. The elixir spread through her body. Her butt plug vibrated for a moment. Her healing energy would be boosted even more. Then she drew out the purple bread from her pouch.

Elf bread baked by the wondrous Shelly.

In three bites, she swallowed it. It would increase her casting speed. Beside her, Kulrigiizhai finished off her own bread. Then she slammed her staff down and her arcane words tumbled from her mouth.

Dëshoma spoke the words for Theological Litany as the crazed cultists swarmed Marcus. He struck them, their hands grabbing at him. One dealt him damage. They all sizzled on the hallowed ground but didn't care.

She bathed Marcus in the healing spell. It would restore his HP with every heartbeat. She held her bible to her chest as the battle grew more severe. Around the edges, six of the transformed men from Maria's village slid their cocks out of succubae cunt.

A purple wall sprang around two of the hulks and two of the succubae, trapping them in place. But the other four brutes rushed out into the battle. They flowed towards Marcus. Dëshoma drew in a deep breath. She could cast spells faster and heal far more.

She was ready to keep the man she loved alive.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

She moved with stealth around the women that Marcus fought. His ax slashed into three of them. One appeared worse than the others. Twist smiled and activated her Cracked Red Sardonite Ring. Her next attack from stealth would deal more damage.

She launched her attack. Arterial Slash ripped across the wounded cultist's back. Blood spurted as the enemy screamed from the massive damage. She staggered, more and more of her life spilling down her back. The woman whirled.

Twist Sapped her, slamming the pommel of her dagger into the cultist's forehead. The stunning attack dropped her to the ground where she would bleed to death. The hallowed ground sizzled around her body.

She smiled in delight.

Marcus roared as she used Shadow Cloak. His ax struck another cultist.

*  \ * /  *

Divine Blow dropped money shot to the ground.

I was glad I had upgraded the stunning attack. It would burn through my MP faster, but I had to give myself a chance. Using Holy Sweep had felt good to hurt three of them, but I was swarmed. They were all clawing at me, trying to grab me.

They struck my armor and shield. They left bleeding wounds clawed down my arms. Theological Litany kept me alive, the HoT ticking every heartbeat to give me back the HP I lost as I slammed another Divine Blow into a cultist and dropped her, stunned.

I had to get as many of them down now because four of the villagers rushed at me along with the succubae. One already coated her fingers in her acidic cunt cream to fling at me. Twist appeared from shadows, leaving another cultist bleeding and stunned.

The dragonborn Thief winked a reptilian eye before she wrapped herself up in shadows and vanished.

The first of the hulks reached me and slammed his fist into my shield. Metal's ring echoed through the room. I staggered back. A cultist grabbed my shield arm and yanked it to the side, pulling me off-balance.

“Bitch!” I snarled and slammed a Divine Blow into her face.

Just as the hulk crashed his fist into my head. Pain exploded. Lights flashed across my eyes. Pillars of purple energy appeared as I staggered. Bursts of arcane erupted around me while I groaned, my brain rattled from the impact.

More hulks fell on me. Sizzling pussy juices splashed on my arm, burning my flesh.

The fight got real.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

The Duelist activated Duel the moment she stepped up before the cambion.

“That confident, red?” the cambion asked, a smile spreading on her crimson lips. They almost blended in with the ruddiness of her skin.

“I'm going to run you through and leave you bleeding on the ground, hellspawn,” Maria countered.

Unarmed, the cambion just grinned.

Maria rushed in and stabbed with her rapier. As she did, she unleashed her Flash Bright Ring. A dazzling light burst from the gemstone to blind her enemy for five seconds. Long enough to run her through a few times.

The cambion laughed and grabbed at the chain connecting her nipple piercings. She ripped them from her nubs and moaned in depraved lust. The chain swelled with black energy as it swung in the air, striking the rapier and knocking it to the side.

Maria gritted her teeth. The cambion had resisted the debuff and now swung a counterattack. The chain slammed down at the Duelist, crackling with shadowy energy. Her feet shifted. She gripped her parrying dagger in her left hand, wishing she hadn't had to waste her only Potion of Aphounga's Wrath in the last dungeon.

She used Riposte.

Her parrying dagger knocked the chain to the side in a precise block and lunged her rapier forward in the same motion. The blade plunged into the cambion's chest. She let out a moan of rapture as the blood welled out and ran crimson over her ruddy breast. It beaded on her nipple.

“Yes!” she groaned and swung her chain right for Maria's head.

Wanting to deal more damage, Maria activated her Duelist Heeled Boots. Her feet flowed, letting her dance past the attack with no chance of being hit. She dodged as she unleashed her Double Strike. There was no escape for the cambion. Maria's footwork was flawless.

Both rapier and dagger plunged into the demonborn's chest. She moaned out in delight, a smile crossing her lips.

“Oh, I am going to enjoy this,” the cambion purred as she trembled, impaled on both weapons.

Disgust flooded through Maria. She wrenched both her weapons free and flowed into her next stance, waiting for the attacks to come. The black chain swished through the air and slashed down at Maria. She parried with her dagger, striking the chain.

But this wasn't Riposte. This was no automatic parry. Her blade struck the chain and it bent around the weapon. The sizzling loops of melt smacked into Maria's shoulder and across her upper back. Pain exploded across her body.

The cambion moaned out her delight.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Pain burst from Kulrigiizhai's clit.

The Masochist's Clit Ring activated. She gasped and groaned as the pain surged through her body and sparked that perverse part of her that enjoyed it. Her hands gripped her staff as she felt the surge in power to her spell damage.

“Let the geometries of space gather into three matrices of unstable power!”

As the hulks and succubae mobbed Marcus Aurelius, she unleashed her most devastating attack spell. Three pillars of purple arcanum thrust up into the air. They crackled with energy then detonated with violent bursts of violet. Crashing waves of plasma washed over her enemies. They screamed out their pain.

The elf smiled, her hands gripping her staff as she launched into the next Arcane Pillar. The energy cleared, revealing Marcus attacking the enemies, getting battered and pummeled by them. He swung his ax. Divine light blazed around him, healing his wounds.

Three more pillars thrust erect and burst in washes of violet. Flowing like liquid, the arcane death washed over her enemies. Kulrigiizhai's ears twitched in delight at the harm she inflicted on the monsters looking to kill her Marcus Aurelius.

Bursting out of the energy came two of the hulks. They rushed at her, eyes wild, bodies singed from her energy. They crossed the distance in a flash, massive cocks rushing out before them. Kulrigiizhai faced them without fear.

She activated her Slippers of Arcane Delight and cast her next spell without uttering a word. Arcane Jump seized her. The world flashed purple. She burst back into existence on the far side of the large cave. She whirled around to face the battlefield. The two hulks that had charged after her slowed in befuddlement. Behind her Arcane Wall two more brutes and a pair of succubae lashed out against their prison.

Kulrigiizhai smirked and launched into her next spell. She had more pillars to conjure.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Marcus's Hit Points dropped too fast. Already her healing wasn't getting him much past half before he took more wounds. Worry surged through Dëshoma. She had to keep him alive. But she had held back all her resources, husbanding them for the proper moment.

That moment had arrived.

As the two hulks rushed back after their failed attempt to batter Kulrigiizhai, Dëshoma activated her Priestess's Healing Butt Plug. The cone shaft vibrated with even more effervescent delight than it ever had.

Her pussy clenched as she felt the surge of healing energy brim in her body. Her next spell would have twice its efficacy.

“Let mine understanding of the positive energy of this world flow out and heal my companion!”

Arcane Healing fell on Marcus just as his HP plummeted towards the negatives. He came down to single digits before she sent a healing miracle of such strength he launched almost back up to his full amount.

She would use every resource at her disposal to keep her man alive.

*  \ * /  *

The cultists and the succubae all lunged at me to seize me.

Hands grabbed my arms. Spade-tipped tails wrapped around my legs and waist. They held me in place, slowing down my attacks, blunting the effectiveness of my shield's blocks. The hulks pummeled me with mad rage.

Just as worry surged through me, Dëshoma came through and launched me up to nearly full Hit Points with an insane amount of healing packed into her miracle. I just had to stay alive long enough to use it.

I slammed a Divine Blow into a succubus. My ax struck her in the head. She stumbled back, skin scraped back to show her skull. She tottered then collapsed on the damaging aura of the Consecrated Ground. Twist appeared and stabbed another one of the women, picking her off.

She screamed and fell limp, freeing my shield to block a hard blow that shivered up my arm. Metal rang. My feet shifted, struggling to stay beneath me as I resisted another attempt by the succubae to knock me on my ass.

The Lord of Depravity sauntered up. The blackness wreathing his hands surged down to his dick. What was he up to? He had a cocky grin on his face. He grabbed the unconscious money shot and lifted her ass up into the air. He rammed his shaft into her.

Her eyes shot open. She gasped out in ecstatic fever. All the cultists did. The ones unconscious and the ones grabbing my arms. I groaned as I blocked another powerful blow from one of the hulking villagers.

Money shot threw herself at me like a pouncing cat. I turned my shield to block, but she was too fast. She slammed into my chest. Her body impacted me so hard that I stumbled back. A succubus yanked on her tail wrapped around my leg.

“Fuck!” I snarled and fell backward. I landed on my back. With a howl, the other cultist women lunged at me.

A mob of women attacked the straps of my dented breastplate. They tore at the straps. Then they ripped off my dwarf's creation. My chest armor clattered on the ground near my head, exposing my torso to their attacks.

The hulks and succubae surged in around me.

“Fuck,” I snarled as a foot slammed down onto my chest.


Chapter Twenty-Eight: Chained Lust

My ribs cracked.

“Fuck!” I snarled at the pain.  A huge chunk of Hit Points I couldn't afford to lose surged out of me.

The Lord of Depravity smirked at me.

“Cock-sucking ass-muncher!” I snarled and swept out a Holy Sweep before me.

The slash of my ax slammed into three of the women holding me down. The blade sliced off one's head. The second fell backward, blood gushing from her throat. The third screamed from the crushing impact into her shoulder.

Two dead.

Healing surged into me from my ax. I pressed to my feet, leaving my backplate behind. I stood up, a good chunk of my defense missing. The blows would hurt even worse now. Arcane energy burst around me as the attacks rushed at my exposed flesh.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The Lord of Depravity's smirk offended Twist. It reminded her so much of that asshole Grunt. So confident that he had control of his stable of whores. So cocky that they would obey him and do whatever he wanted.

Fury surged through the Thief. She activated her Wild Alchemical Leather Thong. The surge of energy rushed into her limbs. Her attack speed doubled as she lunged for the cult leader. He stood up, black shadows swirling up his arms. They formed umbral fists, like pugilist gloves, around his real hands. He grinned.

She attacked, her knife combo charged by cutting up his bitches.

Her blade plunged into his chest, hitting him for a burst of damage tinged with poison. He let out a groan of delight, pleasure crossing his face. His first blurred at her face. The shadowed glove around it struck her cheek. It might appear like a padded pugilist glove but it hit her like a mace wielded by a knight on horseback.

Hit Points burst from Twist. She hit the ground spitting blood, her entire body spasming. Numb pain washed over her. She groaned at the power of the blow. She struggled to gain her feet as the Lord of Depravity swept in.

“Mother fucker,” she hissed.

“I've never had the delight,” he said. “I killed her. I should have... enjoyed myself.”

His fist blurred at her. She flowed to the right, barely dodging the shadowy fist. His cross jab caught her in the ribs. She doubled over, almost losing her knife. Her HP plunged towards dangerous levels.

Twist had never fought an opponent this fast before.

*  \ * /  *

Maria Du Marne

The chain slammed across Maria's side.

Pain sizzled where the links landed. The Duelist hissed in a breath as the links wrapped around her waist. With a hard tug, the cambion yanked back on her weapon and unwound it. The force spun Maria around. A dizzying blur whirled around her before she crashed to the ground.

“Is that the best you can do?” the demonborn asked, her voice dripping with delight. “I thought you were a Shardhunter. You battled all the way down here, challenged me, and then fall from such a simple attack.”

Maria thrust her rapier out as she rose. The chain slapped it away. Maria didn't care. She slashed with her knife at the cambion's face. The demonborn retreated back, chain slashing the air before her. Maria didn't parry. She dodged, dancing to the right and lunging in.

Double Strike buried both her weapons into the cambion's body. Blood burst from the wounds. As she jerked her weapons free, the chain slammed into her side and back. She raised her rapier, keeping it from wrapping around her, but the damage dropped her Hit Points.

She needed healing.

Dëshoma fought to keep Marcus alive. Twist rose, battered by the Lord of Depravity. Arcane magic detonated. Maria was on her own. She sheathed her parry dagger as she retreated before the slashing pain.

She drew her Potion of Angel Passion and downed the healing elixir. She threw the vial to the ground and drew her parrying dagger. Maria had to use all her skill and focus. She Dueled the cambion. Had all her focus on her. Studied her attacks. Learned its strength and weaknesses.

Spotted an opening.

Activating her Fencer's Bracelet to deal triple damage with her rapier, she rushed in. The cambion laughed and slashed her chain before her. The metal links hissed through the air, right for Maria's charge. No way to dodge. Parrying it would only wrap the chain around the weapon. Maria would be struck.

So she burned TP and Riposted.

Her parrying dagger slashed up at just the right moment, the ability giving her dexterous body the precise second to block without being hit by the flexible weapon. It awakened those perfect fighting instincts in her with the expenditure of her Technical Points. She knocked the chain from her and rammed her rapier through the cambion's chest.

Her enemy screamed out in pain. Blood spurted from the powerful damage. A smile grew on Maria's lips as she ripped her weapon free. The cambion snarled, blood sheeting down over her naked breast.

“Better,” spat the demonborn. Then she whipped her chain over her head, the two ends swirling darkness.

She was open to attack, but Maria sensed the trap. She backed off.

The chain swung down for her. It slashed right at her neck. She ducked the chain. It swept over her head, ruffling her red hair. As her feet shifted through her dodge, the other half of the chain then swept around at a lower angle.

Already moving from her first attack, there was no way to change direction and dodge in time. The chain struck her neck. Damage burst through her. The chain wrapped around her neck tight. So tight, it crushed her windpipe. She staggered, the chain burning her flesh and choking her.

The cambion smiled.

Her HP dwindling to critical, Maria pulled out her last Potion of Angel Milk. She downed it, swallowing with all her might and pushing the elixir past her half-crushed windpipe and trachea. A mighty gulp that flooded her with healing energy.

But the chain still sizzled. The demonborn smiled.

*  \ * /  *

The moment Dëshoma's healing surged my Hit Points up, two pummeling fists struck my exposed chest. Ribs cracked. Pain burst from the attacks. All the health she had given me was lost from the hulks' blows, while the surviving cultists and succubae grappled at me, slowing me down.

I dropped to 3 HP. Dëshoma could never heal me in time.

I activated my Reforged Titanium Blessed Ax of Fertile Hew. As I attempted to dodge the fist, a surge of Hit Points rushed through me. I hit full in a blink of an eye. Broken ribs healed. Cuts and bruises mended.

The fist struck me in the temple. My head snapped back. I stumbled, almost yanked off my feet by a succubae tail wrapped around my ankle. I snarled and swung my ax, slamming a Divine Blow into her. She dropped to the Consecrated Ground. The hallowed stones sizzled beneath her flesh.

Then the golden light vanished. The spell ran out.

I dropped another one. My MP was almost gone. Using Divine Blow was the only thing keeping the adds from tearing me apart. I raised my shield and sheathed my ax. A hard blow struck it, knocking me back. I elbowed back a succubus trying to seize my arm. A cultist grabbed my leg.

I drew my only Potion of Angel's Milk and downed it. MP surged through me. I could unleash more Divine Blows. My ax slammed into the head of the cultist jerking on my leg. The energy flared. She dropped at my feet, stunned.

A hulk slammed his fist into my back. Ribs cracked.

“Fuck!” I growled. Arcane energy exploded around me. Another blow slammed into my side. I grunted, my HP dropping beneath half. I staggered.

Dëshoma healed me, but she couldn't keep up. Something had to change. A shift in the battle, or they would deal more damage to me than Dëshoma could heal. I would drop, and then the hulks would rampage.

*  \ * /  *

Maria

She had to escape the chain. It had gone rigid somehow. The links all locked in place. It wouldn't bend. The demonborn was just out of Maria's reach. Every heartbeat, she lost more of her dwindling HP. The Duelist saw only one option.

She activated her Nimble Shadowboar Hide Thong.

In an eye blink, she flowed like shadows. She flooded twenty yards across the battlefield and appeared right behind the Lord of Depravity. Twist was ducking, weaving, her body battered. One hit and she would drop.

They needed to work together. Maria used the last of her TP and delivered a Double Strike from the ambush of her shadowy jaunt. She hit the vital spots of the Lord of Depravity. Her weapons ripped through his body. He screamed out in rapture.

“My Lord,” the cambion gasped.

“Yessss!” Twist snarled and slid in. She attacked fast, her knife cutting across his flesh as Maria ripped her weapons free. She'd broken the Duel, but it was necessary. They had to work together.

Then the air whisked.

Maria whirled about to see the cambion attacking. Maria thrust out her rapier. Her weapon was knocked to the side by the chain. Twist slid past the Duelist and rammed her knife into the cambion's stomach. The woman gasped in shock. She stumbled back and then collapsed to the ground.

“You bitch,” the Lord of Depravity snarled.

Maria whirled around to see the man grabbing his cock. He stroked it once and threw back his head. He cried out in rapture as he came. His jizz shot at her. She pivoted to the side and it landed on the demonborn.

“Yes!” he bellowed and his climactic passion slammed into Maria.

She screamed as the pain burst in her eardrums. She staggered, her Hit Points falling into the critical. Twist, already low, spasmed and hit the ground. She twitched, fallen to death's door. One more blow, and she would die.

“Oh, Zadeg, yes!” the Lord of Depravity groaned as he continued to jizz on the cambion.

Despite her wounds, her hand shot down between her thighs to rub at herself. She masturbated and groaned. Energy flowed from her. This black darkness that surged into the Lord of Depravity and healed his wounds. The power spread over his body and then concentrated in four spots.

Tentacles burst from him.

*  \ * /  *

I staggered from the shout. I was open, but most of the succubae and cultists were stunned or dead. My head rang. Every one of my women cried out in pain from Kulri to Maria. Twist dropped. Dëshoma staggered, her Hit Points dangerous low.

I activated my Marcus Holy-Fused Titanium Cuisses and Greaves.

A glowing aura shone out from me. A soft light that spilled over everyone within ten yards of me. It bathed my allies, shedding healing energy onto them. Twist gasped and shot awake. Maria shuddered, a smile spreading on her lips. Kulri's ears twitched and Dëshoma clutched tight to her body.

At the edge of my vision, something writhed. As I slammed my ax into a succubus and cut deep into her body, I saw something foul and loathsome. The Lord of Depravity sported four tentacles that thrust purple and slimy from his sides. They writhed around him, mucus dripping from them while his cock twitched out before him.

His tentacles lunged at Maria.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The Lord of Depravity's slimy tentacles rushed at Maria. She dodged back. At the same time, the cambion rose to her feet. She had a look of lust-filled rage. Cum dripped down her body. She smeared it across her flesh

Maria was still low in health. The only healing she received was from the aura being shed by Marcus's magic item, and that would not last long. Kulrigiizhai surveyed the battlefield. Most of the cultists and succubae were down.

It was time to focus on individual targets.

She activated her Mana Infused Petrified Wood Staff. The runes carved into the stone wood flared with purple energy. A surge of Magic Points flooded through her. She regained half her maximum she could have. A refreshment of her pool.

More magic to unleash.

“Let the geometries of space...” she chanted, gripping her staff in tight fingers. She channeled the words through it, the material amplifying and enhancing her magic. “...twist and bind my enemy!”

Maria dodged chains and tentacles, driven out of the healing aura. It was all she could do to avoid being grabbed. Marcus had four of the brutes on him, getting hammered. Dëshoma healed him. Twist attacked at the Lord of Depravity, but he sent tentacles at her that drove her back.

Chains of purple energy sprang up around the cambion. The demonborn gasped as she collapsed on the ground, bound up. Kulrigiizhai nodded. She recast Arcane Wall, timing it so as the first one failed, her new one appeared, keeping the two transformed villagers and succubae safely locked up.

“Get back in the Aura, Maria!” Marcus called.

As Maria obeyed, it sputtered out and ended. The ten seconds up. But it drew the Lord of Depravity in closer to Marcus and the others. A smile crossed Kulrigiizhai's lips. All active combatants were close enough together.

She activated her Silvered Feylinen Panties. A tingle raced across her shaved nethers. She shuddered as she was able to double-cast. Two spells at once. She gripped her staff and chanted the words for two separate Arcane Pillar spells, the words somehow spilling from her now agile tongue, a blur of incomprehensible words.

But they worked.

Six Pillars rose across the room, each positioned to unleash devastation on the enemy. Arcane energy erupted. They burst from her magic and slammed into the enemies. They all vanished in the roiling spheres of violet.

When the destruction cleared, the last of the cultists and succubae were down.

Kulrigiizhai smiled

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The devastation rippled across the cave. The Cleric was in awe of the Wizard's skills.

The Lord of Depravity snarled in frustration. Then he ran his hand over his cock while his tentacles lashed out at Maria. He threw his cum towards the purple walls holding back two of the villagers and two succubae.

The magic fizzled out.

They were close to Dëshoma. Her Arcane Healing spell faltered on her lips as they rushed at her, fury in their eyes. She didn't have the Hit Points to take the assault. Dëshoma had no choice but to run. Her feathered heels gave her faster speed.

She bolted into flight, abandoning her spell. Fists slammed into Marcus. He needed her healing, and he was dying. The heavy steps thudded behind her. Succubae howled in furious passion. The transformed villagers bellowed with lust.

“PUSSY!”


Chapter Twenty-Nine:  Tentacle Assault

Dëshoma

The Cleric had only one way to heal her man.

She activated Faith's Reward. Her new habit rustled around her. As Marcus's Hit Points plunged down towards the negatives, he shot back up to full. He was topped off, giving her more time to avoid the destruction racing behind her.

Marcus cursed.

Twist appeared, stabbing one of the succubae chasing Dëshoma. The demonette turned and slashed at the Thief, but she ducked the attack and thrust her dagger into the demon's guts. With fast strikes, Twist ripped into the succubus.

It wasn't enough.

Arcane Pillars erupted around the forces chasing Dëshoma. For a moment, violet energy washed over her. She burst out of it and threw a look behind her. As the devastation faded, they still chased her. She out-distanced them, but it wasn't a big cave. Her white veil fluttering behind her, Dëshoma struggled to find her next option.

Her skirt. She activated her Exhibitionist's Feylinen skirt. It cut in half her cast time for the next minute. That had to be enough. She stopped running. The hulks barreled in at her as the words for Arcane Healing tumbled from her lips in record time.

She healed Marcus and broke into a fast sprint. A fist punched the air, just missing her.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Not bad, thought Twist as she watched Dëshoma leading the enemy around in a circle. She was distracting them and able to still heal. So Twist decided to go for the Lord of Depravity. She drank a potion to top off her HP and then considered her options.

She was almost out of TP. She couldn't use Shadow Cloak to go invisible and deliver a Thief attack to deal massive damage. So she cheated. She used her Brown Knee-High Boots to turn her invisible and rushed at the Lord of Depravity.

His tentacles lashed at Maria. It was all she could do to dodge his attacks. She wasn't doing anything to them. Marcus was weakening the hulks. Kulrigiizhai was attacking the enemies chasing Dëshoma.

Twist sauntered right up to the Lord of Depravity. He had no idea she was here. A smirk spreading across her scaled lips, she gripped her dagger and then unleashed her attack. Ambush plunged into his body for massive damage.

With her knife combo built up and the extra damage she dealt coming out of stealth, she could almost feel his HP vanishing. He snarled in ecstatic pleasure. She activated her Blighted Dagger to add poison to it. It burned into his body, his skin blackening around the wound.

“Yes!” the Lord of Depravity snarled. He whirled around as she pulled the dagger free. “You understand.”

His four purple, slimy tentacles lunged for Twist. She ducked out of the way of the first, disgusting sludge dripping on her head. Flowed out of the second. It shot past her face. With a pivot, she dodged the third.

The fourth struck her waist and wrapped around her.

*  \ * /  *

“Dëshoma!” I shouted as she got off another Arcane Healing before she had to run. “Bring them over to me!”

“Yes, Lord Marcus!” she gasped and rushed at me, her skirt fluttering, her stocking-clad legs flashing.

The group of two hulks and a pair of succubae ran after her. I had enough MP for one Divine Blow left. I blocked a hammering punch from one of the ones on me. They were injured. Weakened. They had to be close to being able to be cured.

I just needed Dëshoma and Maria free do to it.

Dëshoma raced by me, and I stepped up before her. I triggered another Zeal, refreshing the buff and drawing the oncoming enemy's aggro on me. I braced myself for the pain as the first hulk barreled into my shield. Metal rang. The second slammed his fist into my face. Pain burst across my skull. Lights flashed. I stumbled back from the blow.

And then I attacked the first succubus hissing at me.

I slammed my ax into her face and unleashed Divine Blow. I buried my weapon hard into her skull. The white light flashed. She collapsed in a stupor at my feet just as another Arcane Pillar spell detonated around us.

I moved to block another attack as the purple energy consumed us. The blows rang on me. Dëshoma was free to work her miracles freely again. She was casting faster. She could get even more done.

Keep me alive while not risking herself. We could do this. We had to win!

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

She came to a rest beside Kulrigiizhai.

Dëshoma had her respite from being chased. The party was in trouble. Everyone was hurt, but she could cast her miracles faster. She could afford to use Arcane Therapy and heal all the people that she loved. Her butt plug vibrated away in her bowels, stirring up her passion as she chanted those precious words.

They spilled out in a blur: “Allow the positive energy to spread out and suffuse all mine allies with healthy endurance!”

Healing energies bathed over the entire party. As they did, she activated her Maiden's Veil once per day. She smote the last standing succubae. She gasped, reeling back. Then Marcus's ax slammed into her, cutting her down.

He had six of the transformed hulks on him. The tentacles growing from the Lord of Depravity had wrapped themselves around Twist. Maria dodged another pair of them, looking for an opening to attack. Kulrigiizhai downed a Portion of Angelic Milk to regain MP.

Dëshoma cast another Arcane Therapy in record time, flooding them all with HP. It was the last she had for him. She activated her Book of Tears. Blue light glowed from the teardrop on the cover. Her next spell would be cast for no MP.

Marcus needed it. The transformed villagers savaged him.

“Marcus Aurelius, run for the Lord of Depravity now!” Kulrigiizhai shouted and then launched into casting a spell.

What is she doing? Dëshoma asked herself. Then she realized what spell Kulrigiizhai cast.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Marcus Aurelius glanced at her as she cast the words to her spell. Confusion flickered across his face while he blocked a hard blow. His shield rang. Fear tightened in her belly. This wouldn't work if he didn't run.

Then he understood. He realized the spell she cast.

He darted to the right, his feet stretching out into a full run. One hulking villager slammed a fist into his shoulder. Marcus staggered, his HP dropping, but he kept running. The hulks turned to follow him.

Kulrigiizhai's spell went off.

Arcane Wall burst into existence.

She shaped the wall as she cast it, visualizing it in her mind. The first of the hulks ran into the first section of it, hitting the barrier of arcane energy. The others slammed in behind him, the six bunching up just as Kulrigiizhai had hoped.

The elven Wizard traced a box with her mind, the wall racing into existence with her will. It circled around them. Four planes of purple that squeezed the hulks together. It trapped them in and freed Marcus to attack the Lord of Depravity.

Dëshoma's healing spell fell on Marcus.

“That was brilliant, Lady Kulrigiizhai,” gushed Dëshoma beside the elf. “Thy stratagem is a breathtaking thing to behold and doth stir hope beneath mine breasts that we can triumph over these foul servants of Zadeg and rescue the poor bewitched villagers from Maria's home.”

The elf nodded her agreement and launched into her next spell: Arcane Shards.

*  \ * /  *

I rushed at the Lord of Depravity as he lashed his tentacles at Maria. Twist shuddered, squeezed tight by the tentacles. I couldn't help but grin at Kulri's brilliant plan. I heard the hulks shouting their frustration behind me.

Twist's eyes fell on me. She darted to her right, pulling taut the tentacle wrapped about her body and pinning her arms together. Slime ran down her belly scales to her thighs. Her breasts heaved in the thin straps holding them in.

“Only I get to molest Twist with tentacles, you cock-sucking bastard!” I slammed my ax down.

Severed the tentacle.

The Lord of Depravity groaned and whirled. His tentacles attacking Maria lunged at me. I raised my shield. The slimy things crashed into my defense. Foul gunk splattered against my forehead. One tried to wriggle over the top of the shield's rim.

I sheared it in half with a sweep of my ax.

“You're not going to molest me, either, mother fucker!”

“Bassstard!” snarled Twist. Her dagger flashed.

Another tentacle fell severed to the ground.

“Only Marcus can molest me with his tentacles!” Maria roared and then her rapier buried into the Lord of Depravity's back and burst out the front.

“Yes!” I growled and unleashed my last TP on a Hard Blow.

My ax cracked into the Lord of Depravity's skull. He stumbled back from the blow. His last tentacle rippled. Then it slapped out at me. I pivoted, raising my shield. It struck with a wet thunk that shook my shield. It slithered up and over, dripping slime as it came for me.

Twist sliced. The tentacle fell away.

“Tie me up, you slimy cock-licking assssss-muncher!” Twist hissed. She was getting how to curse. It was a thing of beauty.

Purple shards hissed through the air and slammed into his body. My ax hacked, Twist's knife slashed, and Maria's rapier plunged into his flesh. He snarled as we hacked at him, the transformed brutes pounding the walls of their prison behind us.

“I can feel your lust!” the Lord of Depravity said as we hacked into him. “Your violent desire to kill me! Yes, yes, surrender to its majesty. Be consumed by it.”

I slammed my ax into his chest. “You like that, huh?” I growled as I ripped my weapon free, blood sheeting down his chest. “Fucking pervert!”

“I adore all manifestations of lust!” he roared.

Black energy gathered at the tip of his finger. Another three shards of arcane light slashed into his body. Twist's dagger left a bleeding wound across his belly. Still, the darkness gathered while he exulted, his cock twitching before him. Maria's rapier ripped through his chest.

Shadows wreathing off his digit, he thrust it at my heart. It flew right for my bare chest. I tried to raise my shield, but he came in too fast to block. His finger lanced into my chest. I gasped as the black heat burst through my body.

My dick went hard. A savage lust infected me. I snarled out my rage and swung my ax in a mighty arc. It blurred through the air and crashed into his neck. The blow cut through skin, muscle, sinew, and then bone. I felt the jarring impact of his spinal cord severing.

My ax burst free.

His head spilled from his body. He collapsed at my feet. I gasped and stumbled back, shaking my head and resisting the fire blazing through me. I threw back my head and roared my fucking defiance out.

“That the best you got, you limp-dick god!” I howled to the ceiling, expunging the last of the fire in a tirade of bravado. “Huh, Zadeg! That's it? Come down here and I'll hack that little pecker off then shove it up your own ass!”

The rush of experience slammed into me. I rushed up to Level 30 and the world opened up before me.


Chapter Thirty:  Ethileri's Miracle

Maria du Marne

She pulled out the Tear of Ethileri.

The crystal burst with blue light and swept across the battlefield, washing over the six figures trapped behind the arcane barrier. The artifact burned with power. It surged with such brilliance. The light spilled further from her and flooded down a hallway at the end of the cavern.

Men cried out in relief. She could feel hundreds of men that had been brought here being cured by the stone. The ones who hadn't been changed. The Cultists of Zadeg had only just begun their plan. If they had waited any longer, they would not have survived the day.

An army of powerful, lust-maddened brutes would have descended upon the world and wreaked such havoc. But she was in time. Her fear at returning home had not been wasted. She fixed them all. The ones trapped inside the barrier, and the sick beyond.

A crystalline snap echoed. The jewel shook in her hand. She glanced up at it. A fissure ran across the surface. A hum swelled. It vibrated. The light glowing from it flared to its brightest yet.

The Tear shattered.

Shards of crystals erupted from her hand. They rushed about her but not a single one struck her and injured her. Blue dust settled over her. She shuddered at it. She blinked her eyes in shock at what had just happened.

“The Tear,” Dëshoma gasped.

“Doesn't matter,” Maria said as the last traces of the artifact vanished. “It saved my people.”

From the tunnel, the first man stirred. Bill, the village chief himself. He blinked at them, looking confused. Behind him, spilled more men. Some as young as eighteen, others as grizzled as the chief. They were all naked and hale, none of their cocks shriveled.

“Praise be to Ethileri,” the chief said. “Maria. You did it. You found the cure.”

“I did,” she said, swaying. She had saved them all. And now it was time for her to go home with them. With Derrick. Laughter echoed around her. Joy. The men were slapping each other on the back, making jokes, celebrating with laughs.

Derrick appeared with the others who had held back. She stared at him and this black despair rose in her. Chains stronger than diamond bound her soul to his. Expectation dragged at her. She wanted to resist, ached to.

She glanced at Marcus. She just needed one word from him. One sign that he cared about her. One crook of his finger. She would come to him. Obey him.

Instead, he stared down at the woman wrapped up in Kulri's magical chains.

*  \ * /  *

I stared down at the demonborn cultist whom Maria had fought. Her ruddy body glowed with blue light. A dusting of the shattered Tear coated her. She bucked in the chains. Her eyes blinked in shock. The cruelty in her face was gone.

The Lord of Depravity's cum had vanished from her skin. Not a drop of it remained on her. The artifact had taken it away from her. My brow furrowed in confusion. What was going on with her? As the villagers celebrated being healed, a flood of them coming out of a side-tunnel, I studied the demonborn.

“Kulri, dismiss your spell,” I said. We had already won. No enemies remained to threaten us. We received our experience and gained Level 30. I could feel the branching path before me. I had two classes to chose between: Knight and focus more on Strength and martial skill, or Templar and embrace my Faith and the religious route. The others would have their own choice.

But that was for later.

“Yes, Marcus Aurelius,” said Kulri.

The purple chains around the naked demonborn vanished. She gasped and sat up, staring down at her body. The silver rings piercing her body jiggled. She flexed her fingers. A smile spread across her lips.

“I'm free,” she whispered.

“You were under the Lord of Depravity's spell?” I asked. Just because she was demonborn didn't make her evil. In fact, they were one of the starting races. You couldn't control who your parents were, but you could control how you handled being their child.

“Yes,” she said. “I'm...” Her words trailed off as she stared at me. “You!” she screeched. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she fainted in a heap.

“The fuck?” I asked, looking around in confusion. “Why did she freak about me?”

“Maybe it was passion,” Twist said.

I gave her a hard look.

She grinned back.

“She seemed to be rousing out of a foul geas, Lord Marcus,” said Dëshoma. “Perhaps she is still befuddled by what was done to her. Shall I attempt to rouse her?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Maria, you have any ideas?”

She jumped and looked at me. “What?”

I motioned her over with my hand. “Any ideas why she would faint at the sight of me. Do I have something on my face?”

“No,” Maria said, something in her tone sounding awed. She approached me with cautious steps.

“You okay?” I asked her. “You weren't hurt or anything when the jewel burst?”

“You care?”

“Of course I care,” I growled. “I lo...” I glanced over at Derrick who was greeting others. Laughing. “I've always cared for you, Maria. You're still a member of my party. We have a mystery to solve here.”

A smile spread on Maria's lips.

Dëshoma lightly chanted the words to Litany of Salvation. The blessing fell upon the passed out demonborn. Her eyes fluttered. Then they snapped open. Her gray irises focused on me. Her pupils dilated.

“P-please don't hurt me again, Savior,” she wailed. “Please. I will never tell. Please don't hurt me.”

“Savior?” I asked. I had heard that from Shorhe, the orc Warrior and ley-priest of Pushijer. She had been told that I was the Savior, but that I was also a danger. That if I reunited the shattered world, it would allow the evil to spread and destroy. That the people of this world weren't ready to be saved.

I thought it was a line of BS. She believed me enough to ask questions and find out what was going on. I hadn't seen her since the Aerie Plateau. I hoped she was doing fine.

“When did I hurt you?” I asked her. “We've never met before this battle.”

“Is this some cruel trick?” asked the demonborn. “Dihhomamer, shine your light upon me. Deliver me from this evil.”

“You serve the God of Light?” Dëshoma asked.

“I am one of his Deacons,” she said.

That was an Acolyte class. When Dëshoma had gained Level 10, she chose to walk down the Path of Intelligence and become a Cleric. As I recalled, if she had chosen the Path of Strength, she would have become a Disciple. A priest who had the strength to fight. At Level 30, a Disciple could choose to return to the Path of Faith and become an Apostle, or to continue down the Path of Strength and become a Deacon.

Which made the demonborn at least Level 30.

“I serve Ëshuxeri,” said Dëshoma. “I am a leal servant of the Goddess of Love and I can assure thee that thou hast no reason to fear Lord Marcus. He would not harm an innocent.”

“Then why did he send me to the Lord of Depravity?” demanded the demonborn. Anger swelled in her eyes for a moment.

“I did this when?” I asked, baffled.

“Four days ago,” she answered. “As you well know.”

“He was with me and our companions upon the Aerie Plateau four days ago battling against the foul servants of Thūgiz, God of Harm. We doth cleansed those lands of corruption and freed what poor souls we could from the ruinous blight left upon those blighted and sorrowful lands. I didst not see thee there, Deacon of Dihhomamer.”

“No, no, you are the one!” the demonborn insisted. “You sent me here when I stumbled upon thy foul and perverse activities in the Temple of Dihhomamer in Liberus.”

“I didn't go into the temple when I was in Liberus,” I protested. “How can you even know me? I'm not from this world.”

“Of course you're not. You're a demon from across the Digital Barrier.”

“Demon?” I stared down at her, arching an eyebrow.

“I might have infernal blood in me, but I do not serve darkness willingly!” Righteousness grew in her. “Not like you. You were supposed to save us. The Hierophant himself sent you to Liberus to begin your work.”

“What?” I tapped my chest. “You're saying that someone who came from my world did this to you?”

“I'm saying you did!” she spat. “I remember those blue eyes and that handsome face. That nose. You are him! I suspected you the moment I saw you. So I followed you into the Temple's basement. I penetrated into its holy grotto. I followed you through the labyrinthine of the mausoleum to a room I had never known existed. And there I saw what you did to the angel.”

“Angel?” gasped Dëshoma.

“You are cruel!” The demonborn glared at me. “I witnessed the depths of your depravity as you tortured him and demanded to know about Dëshoma. For him to tell you everything about her.”

“But why wouldst Lord Marcus need to interrogate this angel about me?” asked Dëshoma, her voice tight. Fear quivered in her tone. Her father, an angel, had vanished some time ago. “For mine heart is his. He has claimed both it and me. I have given my all to him.”

“You're Dëshoma?” the demonborn asked, blinking.

“And I give thee mine word, in the name of Ëshuxeri, Goddess of Healing, that mine words are spoken with the deepest sincerity and the utmost truth. This man is no villain. He wouldst never needless hurt anyone. He is a servant of justice. He is a man who doth strive to defend the weak and doth regularly place his very mortal flesh into danger to ensure that those he cares for, mine self included, art protected.”

“It's true, “Maria said. She put her hand on my shoulder. “He rescued me from a slime. He helped me find the means to rescue the men of my village and heal them. It is why we are here. He has battled through all the dangers of the last two days so we could save them.” She pointed to the men celebrating their healing.

The demonborn's brow knitted in utter confusion.

“He rescued my soul from darkness,” Kulri said. “I had forgotten what it was to love. To trust. To feel anything but pain and loss. He broke the shackles with his broad heart. Never would Marcus Aurelius torture a man. He would stand between this angel and torment, placing his body between danger and risk his own life. I have seen him do it countless times.”

“I do not know who sent you here, but it wasn't me,” I said.

“He looked just like you,” said the demonborn. “When he caught me, he delivered me to such pain and torment. On that day, the Lord of Depravity himself bowed to you...” She glanced over at the corpse of the Lord of Depravity, currently being searched by Twist. She, as usual, had her priorities. “But you... killed him and liberated me from his curse. I...”

“So there's some dark version of me out there?” I asked. “Figures. That's right out of a video game.”

“And he's working with the Hierophant,” said Twist. “Right in the church of the God of Light.”

“We must save this angel, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said.

“We will,” I told her, patting her hand. I could see the worry in her eyes. Who she suspected this angel to be. “We shall. Never you fear.”

She gave me a tight smile.

“What is your name?” I asked her. “I'm Marcus Aurelius.” I hardly remembered my real name any longer. I had become this new man. This warrior of faith.

“Thūwhi,” she said.

I smiled and held out my hand to her. “Thūwhi, we're going to uncover the corruption in the temple of Light and we're going excise it. This dark doppelganger thinks he gets to torture an angel and get away with it? Fuck that. He's going to pay with all the other servants of the dark gods. There's a growing blight amid the churches. It's time to cleanse them.”

“Yep,” Twist said. “And lookie here. The broken diamond tattoo's on Lord of Dumbassry here.” Twist lifted the man's arm, showing off the tattoo on it. “I guess your evil twin's in the big leagues with it.”

“And the knave not only pretends to be thee, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said, her voice fierce, “but claims he is a servant of the Hierophant. He must pay dearly for such an affront.”

“He will,” I said, grinning. “He will. So, Thūwhi, you in?”

She blinked her gray eyes. Then her gaze fell on my hand. “In?”

“Yeah. You're a Deacon, right? You want to join our party and destroy this corruption in your church? Or do you want to go it alone? Your choice. But we'd be grateful for the help. Be great to have another ass-kicker on the team.”

Twist hissed in delight. “You religious types can be so passionate. Ehh, Dëshoma?”

“I do not think Thūwhi will be joining in those activities.”

“You are aware of who you love, right?”

Dëshoma glanced at me. Her cheeks blushed. “I stand corrected, Twist. Thou hast judged things more clearly than I have.”

“Too many fucking words,” Twist said. “Ooh, what have we here? Nice.”

Thūwhi took my hand. At that moment, the magic slid out and engulfed her, and I became aware of her. She was a party member. “I am in, Marcus.” Her touch was warm. Her fingers tight. She covered her breasts with her other hand. “I think my belongings are in the antechamber. Allow me to fetch them.”

“Sure, sure,” I said as she stood up. “Twist is going to be busy for a while.”

“I'm finding loot,” Twist hissed. “Ssssss, it's so glorious. We're going to have such wonderful magic items to play with.”

As we waited, Thūwhi returned with a breastplate made of a blue-gray metal that more resembled a bustier than actual protective garb. It lifted her breasts into two lush mounds before narrowing into a naval guard that descended in a trip down to her chainmail skirt that hugged her rump like a glove. It rattled as she moved, the links shiny. Her thighs were left bare, but greaves covered her legs. In her hand, she held a morning star. It was a wicked rod with a ball at the end covered in spikes. In her other hand, she held a kite shield not dissimilar to my own. We looked to have about the same level of armor.

“A fellow tank,” I said, smiling at her.

She furrowed her brow in confusion.

Twist began spilling out the loot on the ground. There was a belt made of woven links of a blue-gray metal. That was tungsten, the Level 30 metal material. The same metal that Thūwhi's weapons and armor were made up of. Next came a parrying dagger with a basket hilt covered in thorns and a blade of tungsten. Beside it lay a pair of earrings made of platinum chains with crystal orbs dangling from them. A pair of folded, fingerless gloves made of a scorched, pebbly hide lay folded on each other. The largest item was a staff of charred wood that looked like too much power had been sent through it, crisping it from the inside. Lastly, she had set out three Stars of Ädfomer, letting us upgrade some equipment that was useful.

Iris descended in a buzz of activity. Her wings fluttered in delight. She let out gigglish chortles, rubbing her hands as she went from item to item, inspecting them and then nodding her head as she came to understand them.

“Let's start with Marcus!” Iris said. “This big and hefty belt of tungsten was made for you.”

“I imagine we'll find one magic item that perfectly fits each of us,” I said. Just like any good video game. This world was an interesting place to live.

“You're right,” she said as she alighted on the woven links. “This is a Challenger's Belt. Wearing it will make monsters more likely to attack you.”

“Increased threat generation,” I said. “Nice. And it's once per day?”

“Every enemy has to attack you in a twenty-yard radius for twenty seconds. You'll just be such a champion, they all have to challenge you.”

“Perfect.”

“A dangerous ability for thee to use, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said.

“Good thing I have the best healer in the world to keep me on my feet.”

My angelborn Cleric blushed from head to toe and smiled in delight, her flirty skank skirt swaying about her. I winked at her, glad that I had her on my side. She was the perfect delight to have in my harem.

And soon she would be more than a Cleric. She could choose between the Bishop and Soothsayer classes. The Bishop was more Faith focused while the Soothsayer was more Intelligence focused. I was eager to see what route she would choose.

I glanced at Maria as Iris landed on the dagger. I wouldn't get to see Maria, though. She was heading back with Derrick. My stomach twisted. I wanted to beg her to stay, but she had made her choice. I was just a diversion. Something she got wrapped up in. Derrick owned her heart. I knew now why she had never joined my harem.

“This is a Thorny Riposte Dagger,” Iris said. “Maria, you're going to love it. Every time you parry, you'll deal a small amount of damage to the enemy. Once per day, you can knock an enemy's attack back into them.”

I smiled. “You can make them hit themselves.”

Twist hissed in laughter.

“I can,” she said, her face wistful as she picked it up and held it in her hand. The thorny basket hilt wrapped around her fist gripping it. The blade gleamed. She would be amazing with it.

“Dëshoma!” Iris said, picking up one of the earrings. She hugged the crystal orb to her chest like it was heavy, her little wings fluttering. “These are a pair of Crystal Orb Earrings. They give luck miracles a better chance of success.”

“How intriguing for I was debating mine road and leaning towards Soothsayer and its focus on putting my faith into fate's hand then learning how to manipulate it.”

“Manipulate fate, huh?” Twist asked. “You get more and more useful, Dëshoma.”

“And once a day, you get to choose which luck effect a miracle will grant.”

“That sounds... interesting,” said Marcus.

Kulri picked up the staff. “It is like the dungeon knew the path I would walk at Level 30.”

“It's an Evoker's Staff,” Iris said. “Are you choosing Evoker over Enchanter?”

“I already have,” said Kulri. “Placing geas upon people is not something I am interested in. I am no dominator.”

“You like blowing things up,” I said. Evokers were specialists in elemental magic. No longer would she be flinging arcane energy, but more specialized and tailored magics.

“This lets you deal more damage with elemental spells,” said Iris. “And once a day, your next arcane spell can deal two types of elemental damage at once.”

Kulri's ears twitched in delight.

“And these are my new gloves, huh?” asked Twist. “Fancy.”

“Thief Gloves,” Iris said. “Whether you become a Spy or a Burglar, those should help you make more money. You'll find more loot from enemies when you use Mug. Once per day, your next attack will hit as if you attacked from stealth.”

“Nice,” Twist hissed. “I like this.” She slid them on, her fingers flexing.

“Well,” I said, glancing at the humans, Thūwhi, and last at Maria, “it's time we head back to the Shardpool. We should be able to reach it by the end of the day if we press on hard.”

“Yeah,” Maria said as Derrick came up beside her.


Chapter Thirty-One: What is Love

Maria du Marne

The party retraced their steps. Marcus led the way, Dëshoma and Kulri walking at his side. They expected no danger. They had pacified the Glittering Caverns. Soon, he would send Haîcze to clear out any loot they didn't have and bring it back to him.

And I'll be going back to Gastin. She glanced at Derrick.

She felt dragged along by chains she couldn't see. They tied her to Derrick. As he marched with excitement at the head of the men of the village, she stumbled along at his side, unable to get away from him.

This can't be love, she thought as they followed the curves and windings of the tunnel, moving through the corpses of the monsters they fought.

The thought built and built and built on her as they pressed on through the Glittering Caverns. Words Dëshoma had uttered yesterday resounded through Maria's mind.

“Love is not ownership. It is not chains that bind thee. It is a gift that is given to the person who doth stir that gentle emotion in thine heart. It gladdens you to be in their presence and when they are absent, you ache for them and wish only for the reunion of your two souls.”

She glanced at Marcus as he walked ahead. When he praised her, such joy burst inside of her. This great rush of emotion. It was so intense. So titanic. If she had loved Derrick, shouldn't she feel something like that for him?

But she had slowly come to dread finding the Tear because it meant leaving Marcus. And when she had found it, she kept putting off returning to her village. If Marcus hadn't forced her to go back and then marched into these caves with her, the men of her village would all be dead.

He did it because he cares, Maria realized. He saw the turmoil in me and forced me to confront it. Just like he had with Kulri. When he realized I had Derrick, he had stepped aside thinking I didn't love him.

She did love him. Maria knew that now.

The weight of her decision pressed on her. Not that she regretted it, but the weight of those chains were still around her. They were inertia, she realized. Expectations had thrown them together since they were children. It was just assumed they would marry. That was how it worked. She had accepted it. So had Derrick. When she left, she always thought she would come back to be his wife.

She had to sever them to follow what her heart wanted. She hated hurting Derrick, but she would never be happy with him. It would be better now than for their lives to become dark and bitter as she slowly came to hate him for dragging her back to their village.

They emerged from the cave, the sun setting. The men were excited. Whooping, cheering. The head man even did a dance like he wasn't in his twilight years. Derrick smiled. He put his arm around her, pulling her to him.

She resisted.

He froze in that moment.

The others flowed around them like water in a stream around the upthrust boulder. She drew in a deep breath. It was time to tell him the truth. She stared into his eyes and saw the pain. His arm slowly fell from her as the men passed them, too joyful to realize what was going on.

“Sorry,” she whispered. “I don't love you, Derrick. I can't go back with you.”

He glanced ahead. “You love him.” He sounded bitter. Hurt.

“I'm sorry.” she swallowed. “I thought what we had was love, but it's not. I know what it is now.”

“And what did we have?”

“Something shallow.” She pursed her lips. “Maybe if I had never left, something more would have grown between us, but we were just friends. Nothing more. There was never any passion between us. Not like there is with Marcus and me.”

He closed his eyes, his face hard. “You were always too much for our village, weren't you?”

She didn't know what to say.

“I could always see it. How you played. The way you ran around the village. How you befriended that defrocked priest. When I found out you were a Shardhunter, I wasn't surprised at all. Of course you were one. You were destined to save this world. What am I but a miller's son?”

Guilt rippled through her. “I'm sorry.”

“Don't.” He said. “Don't do that.”

She shifted. “Then what can I do? I don't want to hurt you.”

“Little late for that.” He closed his eyes. “Just... heal this world. Okay?”

“I can do that,” she said.

He nodded and then he marched off with the other men. She watched him go. She closed her eyes against the pain. Then she noticed that Marcus was off to the side. He was watching her. She smiled at him. When she moved up to his side, they didn't say anything.

She couldn't say anything in front of Derrick. It wasn't right to rub it in his face, but she could tell that Marcus knew that she had made her choice. All she did was whisper, “Last night, Derrick and I didn't do anything. I couldn't bring myself to.”

“I'm sorry,” he said.

She blinked.

“It hurt having to break his heart, didn't it? If I could, I would take away your pain.”

She smiled. “You're good at doing that just by being you.” She glanced ahead. Derrick was lost in with the other men. So she said it. “I love you, Marcus.”

His hand brushed her and in that moment everything changed. She felt herself accepting his invitation. She became the next member of his harem. She joined in with something vast and special, a tangle of emotions with himself at the center.

Dëshoma and Kulri turned around and waved at her.

She waved back.

*  \ * /  *

The last member of Maria's village vanished into the Shardpool. Derrick hadn't looked back at her. He took it like a man, but she had made her choice. I couldn't help but smile at that. The first adventurer I'd met—my first party member—was finally part of my harem. She was mine, and that was a wonderful thing to contemplate.

“Look at you, grinning like you're the dragon whelp that found the coin purse,” said Twist. “You're going to be begging me to join your harem.”

“I won't beg,” I said.

Twist snorted. “No, you won't do that. But I'm not joining your little festival of love. Those idiotsssss want to waste their time on that emotion, it's their buisnesssss. Me, I'm—”

“Going to get all the loot you can and then buy yourself the biggest palace you can find and retire in the lap of luxury with a flotilla of hot, young boys to service your every need?” I finished.

She winked a blue, reptilian eye on me.

“I'm sure that won't be empty and unfulfilling in the slightest,” I said with a mocking grin. Then I held out my arms. “Well, ladies, shall we?”

Maria and Dëshoma seized my arms with Kulri grabbing Dëshoma's spare one. Twist just rolled her eyes and stepped into the Shardpool. Then Thūwhi put a hesitant foot into it. She still looked a little bewildered at being in the party. Her crimson hair swayed, her cute horns peeking out.

A demonborn and an angelborn pleasing me at the same time sounded like a lot of fun.

I stepped into the Shardpool with the rest of my women. I concentrated on my home camp. The blue light rose around us. It engulfed us in a sapphire universe. We traveled through space and time and then appeared at the other end.

With the sun down, the hexagons that made up the barrier glowed with that faint, purple light as they encircled the perimeter of my camp. All the familiar buildings were there along with a new one. A wooden structure with an outside area that held a large a tanning vat and lines for drying the hides. Aebussi's leather-working shop. She was sitting out before it in her leather bra and panties, looking to be asleep.

Then her eyes slid open.

“Marcus!” squealed Shelly. My cook burst out of the kitchen. The nubile, human girl wore only her apron. She had flour dust on her cheeks. “Dinner's in twenty minutes. I have a succulent roast, mashed potatoes, and some yummy spice-seed bread for us all to eat. Just you wait.” She spun around and vanished back into her kitchen, her cute ass swaying.

“Find any metal for me, boyo?” my busty dwarven smith asked. She leaned on the door frame to her smithy, her eyes big and bright.

“Oh, you'll be making something great, I just know it,” I said. “And I have something for you, too, Aebussi.”

“Your cock?” the feyborn asked, standing up. Her tattoo of a vine with red flowers peeked out of her bra as it circled her left breast.

“That, too,” I said.

“Oh, wonderful,” the motherly Nîya said. My dryad tailor bustled out of her shop in a garment made of leaves that did little to hide her voluptuous form. “And Maria, you joined the harem. We all felt it. Shelly just shouted at the top of her lungs in delight.”

“I did!” Shelly called from the kitchen.

“She was excited,” Haîcze said as she lounged at her trading post. The first member of my harem was a sylph, the wind rustling around her white hair. “I suppose you need me clearing out all the loot Twist missed at the Glittering Caverns.”

“There is no way I missed that much,” declared Twist.

“You should see what you missed in the Twilight Forest.” Haîcze nodded to the five pouches sitting on the counter. “All split up for you.”

Twist sauntered over there, snagged up a pouch, and then kissed the sylph on the mouth for good measure. Their lips melted together. Twist might not be in the harem, but she enjoyed the perks of being in it.

Nîya threw her arms around Maria first, welcoming her to the harem properly. The pair had their lips glued together while Aebussi came up to me first. She pressed her hand against my breastplate. “You should get out of this and into something more comfortable. Say, nothing at all.”

“Mmm, and what are you going to do to me?” I asked, grinning at her.

“Fuck your brains out, boyo,” said Okzira. My dwarf finished unbuckling her breastplate. It fell away. Only Nîya had tits to rival my busty dwarf. She was gorgeous. Just a delight to stare at and lust for. My dick was so hard for her.

“I'm ready whenever you are,” I said as Kulri and Dëshoma broke from me. “Kulri, get that virgin pussy of Dëshoma's warmed up. I'm coming for her cherry tonight.”

“Oh, yes, Lord Marcus, mine virginity is ever renewing for thine pleasure and mine,” Dëshoma purred.

“Her own pleasure, too, huh,” said Aebussi, glancing at Dëshoma. “How naughty of her.”

“You have a very, uh, affectionate group of women with you,” said Thūwhi as she watched us.

“My harem gets bigger with every adventure,” I said. I looked around. There were still spots that shops could be erected. Having an alchemist would be great to brew us potions. And I bet there was a builder that could be used to make us a more permanent place to sleep than out beneath the stars.

Of course, the weather here was perfect, so that didn't matter so far.

“Shall I eat your pussy, Maria, or do you want to eat mine?” Nîya asked Maria.

“We could eat each other out,” Maria suggested. She glanced at me. “That sounds fair, right, Marcus?”

“Do it,” I said, knowing the submissive Maria would enjoy being ordered to do it.

She beamed at me.

“Well, Aebussi and Okzira,” I said, staring at Aebussi's large tits and Okzira's big boobs, “how to enjoy you both?”

“Ehglizi's fat ass, he's thinking of something kinky for us to do,” Okzira said, a big smile crossing her plump lips. She was short but curvy, her body toned but not overly muscled. She was sexy as fuck. Dwarven women were hot in this world.

“Double boob job?” asked Aebussi as I finished undoing the straps of my breastplate.

“Now how did you guess that?” I asked, arching my eyebrow at her.

“Hmm, let me think,” the playful feyborn said, her large tits swaying. She tapped the side of her cheek, her yellow eyes gleaming in the moonlight. “You keep staring at our big boobs, and you're the biggest perv in our world.”

“You're a simple man, boyo,” said Okzira, her brown hair spilling about her smiling face. “Just the way I like them.”

“Hung and dumb?” I asked.

“Simple isn't dumb. It's uncomplicated. Direct. You don't come at people from weird angles. Oh, no, you hit them in the face.”

“Or throw them to the ground and fucked their brains out,” moaned Aebussi.

“I can do that,” I said and winked at them.

I smiled as my women were having fun. Thūwhi just watched, biting her lips, but the others were getting it on. Twist held a double-headed dildo before Haîcze. Maria and Nîya were stripping each other naked, the dryad's big boobs heaving. Kulri prepared to eat out Dëshoma's virgin pussy. Shelly was cooking dinner, but she would join soon. Only my halfling was missing.

I hoped Éjyona was doing well. She was looking into the same thing that Thūwhi had run into. This dark doppelganger and why the churches seemed to be wanting to keep the world split so much they even worked with the dark god's cultists.

“Faster,” moaned Aebussi. Then she fell to her knees and began unstrapping the cuisses on my left thigh.

“She's an impatient one, boyo,” said Okzira as she tore at the straps of my right cuisses. “Some people just don't know that things take their proper time. They can't be rushed.”

“You're taking off my armor just as fast as she is,” I pointed out.

“I'm just helping her out,” Okzira said, ripping my cuisses off far faster than Aebussi had managed on her side.

“Right, that's it,” I said, a smile fighting to spread on my lips.

“Yep,” Okzira said and winked a red eye at me.

I chuckled.

My armor off, the women unlaced the leather pants I wore underneath and undid my boots. They hauled it all off. My pierced dick appeared, my dick twitching and bobbing before me with the Cock Ring of Fertile Blessing on the end, the gold gleaming as it threaded through the spongy crown.

“There he is,” moaned Okzira. “Now that is a work of art. Better than any dildo I've managed to build.”

“Mmm, it's a blessing from the Gods,” moaned Aebussi. She grabbed my dick at the same time as Okzira. “You're going to love our tits sliding up and down your dick, Marcus.”

“Yes, I will,” I said and sank down to the ground. I leaned back and rested my head on my hands folded up behind me. I stared up at the sky, my cock throbbing in their grasp.

They piled their tits around my cock. I groaned as Okzira's and Aebussi's hands pressed their boobs together and engulfed me. It felt so good. I wanted to lie here stretched out, but I also wanted to see those lush boobs in action.

So I sat up on my elbows and stared down at the pierced tip of my cock just peeking out of their delicious boobs. I groaned as Aebussi's pale tits pressed into Okzira's tan breasts. Their nipples were rubbing together, their hands digging into their flesh.

They worked those big and lush titties up and down my dick. Okzira had a huge grin on her face, reveling in the groans that rose out of my mouth. Aebussi's smile was smugger. She knew she was making my cock feel amazing and reveled in it.

I just enjoyed it.

“Fuck, that's good. You two are going to make me explode all over those faces, aren't you?”

“You better believe it, boyo,” moaned Okzira. “You better splatter us in your jizz.”

“Mmm, yes,” moaned Aebussi. “I want to be showered in your cum. Khoukiri's ugly face, I'm glad you found me. Yes, yes, you rescued me, and now you get to enjoy my big boobies sliding up and down your cock.”

“I'm enjoying them,” I groaned, the pleasure racing down my cock. The heat rushed through me. My dick twitched and throbbed in between their tits. I would have such a huge eruption of cum. Just shower them in that spunk. It would be amazing.

They slid their tits up and down my dick. They both had pillowy breasts that massaged my cock from both sides. It was fantastic. The best delight in the world to enjoy. I would have a huge orgasm. Just burst with rapture. I couldn't wait for that moment. It would be wondrous. Just a wild delight.

They leaned in and kissed each other as they pumped those heavy and lush mounds up and down my dick. Their tongues danced. I groaned at the sexy sight. My dick throbbed between them. The ache swelled and swelled at the tip of my cock. I would have such a huge orgasm. Just burst with passion and shower my cum across their faces.

“Damn, that's good,” I panted. “Fuck, yes, you're going to make me erupt.”

They broke the kiss. Okzira grinned. Aebussi winked.

They worked their tits faster.

I groaned, my head leaning back. The sounds of passion around us mixed with the pants that came from me at their big tits sliding up and down my dick. The ache grew and grew in my balls. My jizz swelled in them. A mighty fountain that would erupt from me.

Just shower them in my spunk.

“Oh, that's it,” I groaned. “Oh, damn, that's good. You are just making me want to explode, you know that?”

“Good,” Aebussi said.

They both smiled at me. Winked.

It was such a delight. I savored every moment of it. That was just what I needed to feel. It was a delightful experience. I groaned, savoring the heat building and building at the tip of my cock. I rushed towards that mighty moment.

Then they kissed again. The dwarf's and the feyborn's lips were sealed tight. They worked them as they squeezed their hands into those soft and lush tits. The pressure rose in my balls. I couldn't hold back any longer.

Didn't want to.

“This is how a hero is welcomed home!” I growled and erupted.

My cum fired out from between their tits. I splattered their faces. They broke the kiss and opened their mouths wide. My jizz coated their features. It rushed over their faces and spilled down their cheeks and foreheads.

“That's it, boyo!” Okzira growled, cum on her lips. In her mouth.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Aebussi moaned. “Oh, that's amazing.”

I groaned, loving every second of my cum painting their bodies. I covered their expressions in my spunk. My jizz spilled over their tits. My spunk coated their breasts. They looked so sexy in my pearly seed.

My passion dripped down their faces.

I groaned at that. I loved watching them getting painted in jizz. It was amazing. Just a hot delight to witness. The heat rushed through my body with the last explosion of bliss. I growled as it shot up and splashed their faces.

Then I panted.

“Oh, my god, yes” I groaned.

They started kissing. Licking up the jizz off the other's face. They were both so hot and sexy. My dick throbbed as they did it. They moved. Shifting, rotating. Suddenly, Aebussi's thigh was swinging over my head. Okzira straddled my waist as Aebussi's hairless pussy lowered to my mouth. I stretched out on my back, letting her plant that tangy snatch right on my lips.

I licked her twat.

Okzira impaled her cunt down my pierced cock. The ring twisted through my crown adding a spurt of delight to the heat of her cunt sliding down my balls. This amazing pleasure would explode through me. It would be awesome. I shuddered, the heat rushing through me.

“Oh, my god, that's good,” I moaned into Aebussi's cunt, my dick throbbing in Okzira's pussy.

“Yes, yes, that's amazing, boyo!” Okzira moaned. “Mmm, this is the tool I need in my workshop.”

“He goes off on adventures, but he comes back to us, doesn't he?” moaned Aebussi. “Mmm, he's got that tongue deep in my cunt.”

“Enjoy, lass, while I revel in this dick.”

“Gladly!”

Aebussi ground her snatch against my mouth. I licked at her as Okzira worked her tight, dwarven pussy up and down my pierced dick. I heard her tits smacking together as she did. That sexy and curvaceous dwarf rode me hard.

My dick throbbed in her snatch. She milked me while I devoured my feyborn's cunt. Aebussi's twat tasted so good. She had this tangy, creamy flavor. My hands grabbed her thighs as her pussy juices leaked into my mouth.

“That cum,” Aebussi moaned. “Ooh, it's all over your face.”

“Mmm, then come and get it,” Okzira moaned, working her cunt up and down my dick, her flesh massaging me.

Aebussi shifted. She leaned over, pressing her plump vulva on my mouth. Her clit rubbed on my lower lip. I nuzzled into it and sucked as I heard her lapping up my cum off Okzira's face. The sound the two made was wild. Delicious.

Then they kissed. They shared my cum. I groaned, sucking hard on Aebussi's clit. Her butt-cheeks clenched before me. My dick throbbed in Okzira's cunt, the piercing shifting around as she slid her twat up and down my shaft. Her twat sucked at my dick, bringing me closer and closer to exploding in her snatch.

I would just erupt. I would fire so much cum into her snatch.

My tongue danced around in Aebussi's clit. I swirled my tongue around her bud. I suckled on it, making her gasp. More and more of her juices leaked out. I loved how she tasted. I loved the way she squealed as she kissed Okzira.

The dwarf slammed her cunt down my pierced dick. She impaled down me with power. Her cunt clenched tight about my cock as she slid back up it. My balls tightened. I groaned around Aebussi's clit, the pressure building at the tip of my cock.

She groaned and ground her twat against my mouth. Lips smacked. “Oh, yes, yes! Marcus! Your cock is amazing. Oh, yes, yes, it's so awesome. Keep sucking on my clit. I'm going to cum. I'm going... to... Khoukiri's ugly face!”

Her pussy juices gushed out of her cunt and bathed my mouth. I drank down her tangy juices. She bucked on me, smearing her pussy across my lips. My tongue fluttered out, drinking up her cream as I came closer and closer to exploding.

“Oh, that's it!” groaned Okzira. “Ehglizi's fat ass!”

The dwarf impaled her cunt down my cock, twisting the piercing about threaded through my crown. The pleasure shot down as her twat engulfed me. Then her flesh writhed. Her hot twat convulsed around my dick as she came.

“Fuck!” I snarled into Aebussi's pussy, the pressure swelling in my nuts.

“Cum in me, boyo!”

“Goddamn, I fucking will!”

I erupted into her pussy. I fired my cum into Okzira's cunt. My dwarf bucked on me, her pussy writhing and spasming around my dick. My tongue fluttered against Aebussi's pussy, licking up her cream as the pleasure slammed into my mind.

With each eruption of jizz, stars burst across my vision. Aebussi moaned. Okzira groaned. I had made both of my sexy concubines explode in rapture. The pleasure slammed through my body and boiled my mind.

“Fuck, yes!” I groaned as Okzira's pussy worked out all my cum. “Damn, this is a welcome home.”

“You better believe it, boyo!” panted Okzira, her pussy's spasms slowing. “Mmm, that's what I needed.”

“Yes,” Aebussi said. She shivered. “Khoukiri's ugly face, you're a virile stud. And I bet you got ale left in your barrel for the rest of your women.”

I grinned. “Of course I do.”


Chapter Thirty-Two: Celebration

Twist

“Look what I had Aebussi make,” Haîcze said. Behind them, Twist could hear the fun beginning. The passion. The pleasure. Marcus had Okzira and Aebussi wanting to play with him.

“Ooh?” Twist asked, sliding the pouch of coins into her own pouch, adding it to the money. If the Thief's math was correct, she could pay off Grunt. Be free of the debt she owed him. That would let her walk an interesting path. “What?”

Why be a Burglar when I could be a Spy? If she didn't need to make as much money, she could walk a different path. A fun one.

“What?” Twist repeated, pushing down her plans as the smile on Haîcze's lips was so interesting.

Haîcze winked a gray eye. Then the sylph ducked down and then hopped back up, her small breasts clad in her white bikini top. Her matching hair swirled in the exciting breeze that rushed around her. In her hand, she held a long, flexible dildo. Double-headed, fastened together out of leather. It was so well made, Twist couldn't even see a seam.

The Thief took it and ran her fingers over the smooth leather. It was slick and had a spongy texture almost like a real dick. “Great craftsmanship.”

“Aebussi is a big slut,” said Haîcze.

“And a master leatherworker.”

“That, too.” Haîcze snatched it back and held it in her hands. She twisted her wrist back and forth. “So, want to use it?”

“Oh, yes,” Twist hissed. She glanced at Marcus getting his cock sandwiched between two pairs of breasts while Maria and Nîya were falling into a sixty-nine. The demonborn trembled as she watched Dëshoma getting her pussy eaten out by Kulri.

Delicious pussy, Twist thought. If I became a Spy... She pushed those thoughts down. She would not become a Spy for those reasons. She was about to be free of one man, and not about to get herself more involved with another than she already was.

“Let's do it,” Twist said. She undid the leather straps that crisscrossed her breasts and held her throwing stars. Her scaled breasts came free. They were a delicious shade of pink that contrasted with the red of the rest of her body.

Haîcze pulled off her belt covered in pouches and then she undid the ties of her bikini bottoms. They fell away to reveal her shaved twat. Her pussy juices gleamed on the outside. They dribbled down her thighs and were a delight to witness.

Twist slid out of her leather panties. She had not a hair on her body, her slit tight and surrounded by her scales, protecting her juicy pussy lips. She fell to her knees and bent over, her large breasts swaying beneath her. She licked her lips, her tongue stud caressing over them.

She was so eager for this.

The dildo nudged into the folds of her pussy. Then thrust into her depths. She groaned and took it with passion. The toy spread apart her lips. She whimpered, her cunt bursting with delight. The leather dildo sank into her pussy.

“Yes,” Twist hissed. “Fuck, that'sssss good.”

“Mmm,” moaned Haîcze. “Khoukiri's ugly face, that's good. It's thick, isn't it? Aebussi and I fucked each other hard with this.”

“Now fuck me. I want to feel that plunging into my cunt. I want to cum.”

“Yes!”

Haîcze's soft ass rubbed against Twist's scaled rump. The dragonborn shivered. Her hips undulated, grinding her ass into Haîcze's butt-cheeks. The dildo stirred through the Thief, sending hot pleasure racing through her body.

She groaned, loving every inch of that dildo being buried in her pussy. She clawed at the ground, her pussy clenching about that thick dildo. She was so ready to fuck back into that shaft. To work her pussy up and down it.

“Yes, yes, yes,” groaned Haîcze. “That's a wonderful dildo. Mmm, let's get wild with it.”

“So wild,” moaned Twist. “Mmm, rock that ass back into my booty. Clap our butts together.”

“Yes!”

Their butt-cheeks spanked together. The sound echoed through the air as the leather dildo shifted in Twist's cunt. Her breasts swayed beneath her. Sometimes, the dildo slid through her cunt and other times she gripped it so tight it hardly moved.

She loved experiencing both.

Her pussy drank in the friction, building and building her towards that orgasm. She would have such a huge one. She would cum hard. Her pussy would spasm and convulse around that shaft. She would cum. It would be amazing. She rocked back, smacking their asses together.

Driving that dildo deeper into her cunt.

“Yes!” she moaned, her fingernails scratching at the wooden flooring of Haîcze's trading post.

“Naughty dragonborn!” groaned Haîcze.

Suddenly, the dildo wasn't moving at all in Haîcze's pussy. A sucking wind blew. Wet and delightfully nasty. As the pair rocked forward and backed, the dildo fucked in and out of Twist's cunt like it were a dick. It plunged to her cervix.

Her pussy drank in the friction. She swelled to her orgasm. She would have such a huge one. She threw back her head, slamming her cunt back down that delicious toy and smacking her ass into Haîcze's rump.

“Ooh,” groaned the sylph. “My pussy is sucking so hard at it. Khoukiri's ugly face! I'm cumming!”

The dildo, which had been staying buried in Haîcze's cunt, suddenly shot into the depths of Twist's pussy. It buried in her as she rocked forward. Then she plunged back, driving it to the hilt in the sylph's cunt. The friction caressed Twist's silky flesh.

She came.

Her pussy convulsed around the dildo. Her tongue stud clicked against her teeth as her orgasm burst through her. She hissed out her delight as wave after wave of bliss rushed out of her pussy and swept through her mind.

“Such a good fucking dildo!” she snarled. “God fucking damn!”

“Yes, yes, Aebussi makes amazing toys!” gasped Haîcze. “Like Okzira's. Ooh, they're wonderful. They sell for so much money, too.”

“I bet!” gasped Twist, her breasts swaying. She was free of Grunt. Free to live her life how she wanted.

And she wanted to have fun.

As her orgasm peaked, she hissed, “Where else can we stick this dildo?”

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Nîya attacked the strapless, leather bra that cupped Maria's breasts. The redheaded human Fencer, the Level 30 choice between Fencer and Bandit was an easy one for Maria to make, shuddered as her breasts came free. She was so glad she understood her heart. That she had discovered love.

“Ooh, these breasts are so cute, sweetie,” the motherly dryad said. She cupped them with her soft hands and squeezed them. “So firm. I bet Marcus just loves them.”

“He does,” Maria said. She looked over at Marcus getting his dick surrounded by Okzira's and Aebussi's tits. “But I think there are ones he likes more.”

“Nonsense,” Nîya purred and slid her hands lower. “He loves all his women's breasts equally. He's a man who appreciates all the different curves and delights that womanhood has to offer. He can't be happy with one type.”

Maria smiled. “I know, but...”

“But it's easy to get jealous.” Nîya squeezed Maria's mounds. “Trust me, you have nothing to be jealous of. These are gorgeous tits.”

Maria trembled as the naughty dryad squeezed her tits. She whimpered as those delicate, brown fingers slid over her pale flesh and then brushed her nipples, the left pierced. Her pussy drank them in, her leather thong getting soaked with her juices.

Her hands shot out and grasped those heavy melons of the dryad. She hefted those brown-hued tits. The dryad's coloring was so delicious, a woody hue that mixed well with the auburn-orange of her hair. Green eyes twinkled as Maria pushed aside the green leaves covering the dryad's nipples.

Mouth watering, Maria ducked her head down and sucked a nipple into her mouth and nursed. She loved the feel of that nub in her mouth. It was so relaxing. She loved Nîya. Loved all the women in Marcus's harem. It was like her emotions she felt for him had been widened to encompass so much more delights.

Nîya's hands slid down Maria's toned body. The Fencer had a warrior's strength but still had a sleek form. Athletic but not muscular. Strong but still sexy. Her lips sucked on the nipple as the dryad's gentle digits reached her leather panties.

She shoved those down and off of her hips.

A shiver ran through Maria as the thin strip of leather of her thong pulled out of the crack of her ass. It peeled from her pussy lips dripping with her juices. The dryad worked them down the human's legs as Maria kept nursing at that fat nipple in her mouth.

“Mmm, we're going to devour each other,” moaned Nîya, “because everyone else is having fun. It looks like Twist is going to enjoy Aebussi's creation. She made something wicked today.”

Maria popped her mouth off the dryad's nipple. “What?”

The dryad winked at her. “You'll see. Mmm, now get that mouth back on my nipple and suckle.”

She nodded and ducked her head back down. She nursed on the nub, sucking with hunger. It was such a wild delight to enjoy. She nursed on it with such hunger. Her tongue danced around the naughty nipple. Her hands moved down the dryad's curvy body, undoing the strings that held on the busty tailor's clothing.

Leaves rustled as they fell off of Nîya. They were all but naked, Maria down to her Duelist Heeled Boots, her left nipple pierced by a shadowy piece of metal topped by a black diamond. The two women sank to their knees, Maria nursing for as long as she could.

Her lips popped off that nipple and she stretched out on her back on the soft ground. Nîya smiled at her. The dryad twisted around and straddled Maria's head. That shaved pussy descended down to her mouth, a sugary-sweet scent in the air. Almost like maple syrup, but naughtier.

The dryad's hairless twat planted on Maria's mouth. The human moaned her delight as those sugary-sweet juices dribbled past her lips and spilled down into her mouth. Her tongue fluttered through her pussy lips, stroking her, devouring her. It was incredible.

“Mmm, that's it, poppy,” moaned Nîya. She leaned over, large breasts rubbing into Maria's stomach. Nipples hard and sliding across the human's toned abs. Silky hair caressed her thighs then warm breath rustled her pubic hair. “Mmm, such a delicious pussy you have. We're going to make each other cum.”

“Yes!” Maria moaned, grabbing the dryad's ass.

Maria's fingers dug into those butt-cheeks. She held Nîya tight and kneaded her ass. The human pulled down on the dryad, pressing that cunt tight, and fluttered her tongue through Nîya's pussy lips. Maria stroked through those sugary folds, savoring those juices.

Nîya moaned and licked back with hunger. She attacked Maria's twat with hunger, tongue dancing up and down the human's cuntlips. Pleasure rippled through her body. She moaned, trembling on the grass as they devoured each other.

“Mmm, that's it, poppy,” moaned Nîya in her motherly voice. “You know what a woman likes. Ooh, yes, you do.”

Maria beamed in delight. It was so wonderful to eat out the older dryad. She lapped at that sugary cunt, fingers digging into Nîya's rump. The human lapped up the cream spilling out of the dryad, savoring that sugary treat coating her lips. It sent such a thrill through her body.

Her tongue thrust into Nîya's depths. The dryad moaned, her lips nibbling on sensitive pussy folds half-hidden by Maria's fiery bush. Pleasure swept through the human's body. Her fingers dug into Nîya's butt-cheeks, digits flexing from the pleasure.

They both moaned together. They groaned as they licked and lapped at the other's pussy. They pleasured each other. Loved each other. Joy rushed through Maria as she savored how they pleased each other. The pleasure surged through her pussy. Her tongue plundered in slow circles through those delicious folds.

“Oh, poppy!” Nîya moaned, her hips shifting, smearing smooth vulva across Maria's hungry lips. “Just like that, poppy. Let's make each other cum.”

“Yes!” Maria moaned and thrust her tongue into the depths of Nîya's pussy.

Their tongues danced together. Nîya's wonderful twat tasted so good on Maria's lips. The heat rushed through her body. She danced her tongue around in Nîya's snatch, savoring every moment of that wonderful pussy. She fluttered her tongue in fast circles. Licking, lapping, devouring.

The heat built and built in her twat as Nîya responded with equal hunger. The dryad's tongue found Maria's bud. She fluttered it against that sensitive clit. Pleasure burst through the warrior's body. She squirmed beneath the dryad.

“Oh, yes, yes, that's it,” moaned Maria into Nîya's hot cunt.

“Mmm, you ready to cum?” the dryad purred.

“So ready!”

“Then let's cum together, poppy!” Nîya latched onto Maria's clit and sucked.

She squealed in delight as they nursed on each other's buds. They sucked with hunger. Both of them were moaning and groaning, squirming together as they pleasured the other. Maria's nipples brushed Nîya's stomach. The dryad's heavy tits rubbed into Maria's belly.

The pressure swelled. She sucked harder on Nîya's clit. The dryad moaned around Maria's bud. The two women moaned. Maria's toes curled in her boots as that moment hurtled closer and closer. Then Nîya squealed.

Juices gushed out of the dryad's pussy.

Drinking down a flood of sugary-sweet pussy cream, Maria burst in rapture.

Her pussy convulsed, gushing out juices for Nîya to devour. The two of them drank the other's pussy cream. Ecstasy rushed through Maria. It raced out of her spasming twat. She bucked on the ground, moaning, gasping, gripping her lover's ass.

“Poppy!” moaned Nîya.

“Oh, yes, yes, Nîya!” groaned Maria. “That's so good. That's amazing. Ooh, I love it. I love the harem! I'm so glad I stayed!”

“Me, too, poppy!”

Maria's orgasm hit that wonderful peak. She fluttered her tongue through Nîya's twat. The dryad tasted so good as Maria licked. She was glad that she stayed. The naughty Fencer devoured that yummy cunt, savoring the afterglow of her orgasm.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Dëshoma felt the butt plug in her bowels as she sank down on the little stump before Kulrigiizhai. The Cleric's Maiden Veil swayed about her face. She hadn't made the change to Soothsayer, but she felt it was the right way to go. She had faith in her Goddess. Ëshuxeri wanted what was best for the world.

She wasn't a part of this Broken Diamond and working with the dark cultists. And who was this doppelganger torturing an angel? That succubus claimed something was happening to her father, so was this angel...

She pushed that thought out of her mind. She could do nothing about it now, and she was so wet. This skirt she wore had turned her into an exhibitionist. She was wet all the time exposing herself not just to the man she loved, but everyone else.

“Eat mine pussy with thy delicate and stimulating tongue, Lady Kulrigiizhai, for verily doth I need an effervescent burst of rapturous delight to soothe the horny ache that doth pervades mine quivering nethers,” Dëshoma said, managing to get it out in a single breath.

“I can do that,” the elf said, her ears twitching as they thrust out of her pale-blonde hair. She leaned in and pressed her face into the Cleric's blue bush. The sapphire locks spilled over her lips.

Kulrigiizhai kissed at Dëshoma's pussy.

Delight burst through the Cleric's pussy. She fluttered her tongue through that hot flesh. She licked and lapped and devoured the pussy with hunger. She swabbed through the hot flesh with a wonderful, soothing bliss.

Dëshoma groaned as the elf licked again and again. The angelborn clenched down on her naughty butt plug filling up her asshole. She leaned back and then pulled off her habit. She was careful not to lose her veil. She exposed her round breasts. They jiggled.

The elf stared up with hungry eyes. She fluttered her tongue through Dëshoma's pussy folds, stroking all those naughty bits and sending such delight through the Cleric. She arched her back, her tits jiggling.

“Oh, my, yes, Lady Kulrigiizhai, as always, thy tongue is a wonderful instrument of sexual stimulation that doth stir such wanton bliss from my nether lips,” she groaned.

“Good,” purred the Evoker. “Just enjoy. Marcus Aurelius wants you to cum.”

Dëshoma glanced over at Marcus as he had his cock engulfed by two pairs of boobs. A big smile crossed Dëshoma's lips. “Ever doth he care about the pleasure of the women he loves and cherishes.”

“Yes.” Kulrigiizhai fluttered her tongue over the angelborn's pussy and swirled it around.

Dëshoma whimpered in delight. Her legs squeezed tight about the elf's face while her butthole clamped down on the cone of her butt plug. Pleasure rushed through Dëshoma. Her breasts swelled with her heavy inhales of sweet air scented by the aroma of hot pussies.

The elf's loving tongue built and built that wonderful pleasure in Dëshoma. She let it soak through her, taking away her concerns. She closed her eyes, the sounds of the others' passions drifting through the air. Gaps and moans. The slap of flesh.

The sounds of love.

It was more than lust. There was affection in Kulrigiizhai's tongue as it caressed through Dëshoma's folds. The angelborn felt it in every lick and lap. She had always thought she would love one man and be his wife like her mother had been with her angel father. But the harem had let Dëshoma expand her idea of love to encompass so much. Her heart held not only Lord Marcus but all his women.

She even loved Twist, who wasn't a part of the harem.

It was such a delight for Dëshoma to enjoy. Her asshole clenched on the butt plug as she reveled on that naughty tongue plundering through her pussy lips. It built that sweet bliss that would sweep through the Cleric.

She yearned for that release. For that wonderful moment of gasping out in delight. She arched her back. Her breasts jiggled before her. round mounds that swayed with her Maiden Veil's purity. She loved Dëshoma pressing on her hymen, almost breaking through her, but not.

She ached for Marcus to take her virginity again and again.

“Lady Kulrigiizhai,” moaned the Cleric. Her eyes squeezed shut. Her tits rose and fell. “Thine tongue doth sweep with such delight over mine virgin flesh and doth stir that delicious and most effervescent wonder throughout mine body as it drives me towards mine quivering release.”

“Good,” Kulrigiizhai moaned. Her soft, violet eyes flicked up to meet green depths. They locked gazes. “Mmm, enjoy.”

The elf's tongue circled around Dëshoma's bud. She drank it in as she quivered there, her butt-cheeks clenching over the butt plug buried to the hilt in her. She smiled, loving every second of it. Her heart beat faster and faster, pumping the delight throughout her body. Her toes quivered as they rubbed naked into the grass.

Kulrigiizhai latched her lips on Dëshoma's clit and sucked. The angelborn bucked, her sapphire bush rubbing across the elf's cheeks. The pleasure swelled and swelled in her. She clamped down on the butt plug, her pleasure growing and growing.

Slender fingers slid into her crack and grabbed the handle.

Dëshoma leaned back, sensing what the elf wanted. The angelborn craved it. She whimpered as Kulrigiizhai pulled. The butt plug popped out of Dëshoma's sphincter. That sudden widening of her anal ring sent pleasure shooting to her virgin pussy.

She came.

With wordless pleasure, she bucked. Her pussy convulsed, aching for Lord Marcus's cock to fill her. The pleasure rushed through her body. Her juices bathed Kulrigiizhai's face, splattering over the elf's features and dripping down her skin.

The elf moaned and planted her mouth on the angelborn's pussy. She drank up the juices.

“Lady Kulrigiizhai!” gasped Dëshoma, lost to the rapture rushing through her body. “Thou art so generous with thine ministrations!”

The elf kept drinking the virgin pussy cream as she rammed the butt plug back into Dëshoma's spasming bowels. She gasped as her anal ring stretched to swallow the cone. Then it was back in her, filling up her bowels just where it belonged.

She hit that wonderful peak of pleasure. She hung there, mind melting beneath all the bliss. But one thought permeated her mind, soaking through the haze of pleasure that wreathed them. She had to return the pleasure to the elf.

She had to make Kulrigiizhai cum.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The elf savored the jasmine pussy juices that adorned her lips. She stared up Dëshoma's body. The angelborn's breasts rose and fell, her golden nipples almost sparkling in the moonlight. The elf's ears twitched, her pussy on fire.

She sat up, her breasts jiggling in her robe. As Dëshoma panted, the elf stripped out of her clothes, freeing her breasts so they could be as naked as her nipples. The ruby on the gold ring piercing her right nipple gleamed as her breast swayed.

Dëshoma's eyes snapped open. The green irises gleamed with excitement as they stared at the elf's breasts. A shiver ran through Kulrigiizhai. She could have her pleasure. She could enjoy herself. Marcus Aurelius had commanded it.

“Lady Kulrigiizhai, I must thank thee for thy loving ministration of mine pussy with thy gentle and dexterous tongue,” cooed Dëshoma. She slipped off the stump and knelt before the elf. Hands shot to the Evoker's big breasts, squeezing them.

Choosing her class had been an easy one. Kulrigiizhai had no doubts in where her skills lay. What she craved to do with the arcane power that he had taught her made her shudder. A violent twitch rippled across her ears, an anger simmering inside of her.

Then it was banished by Dëshoma's kneading fingers. The Cleric ducked her head down and sucked the pierced nipple into her mouth. Her teeth bit Kulrigiizhai's nipple. The flare of pain shocked Kulrigiizhai.

And melted her pussy.

Never once had Dëshoma sought to satiate Kulrigiizhai's masochistic desires. Only Marcus Aurelius had. Now, though, Dëshoma's teeth dug into the nub. The pain continued, melting pleasure to Kulrigiizhai's pussy.

“Oh, yes, Dëshoma,” moaned Kulrigiizhai. “This elf loves your thanks.”

The teeth scraped over her nipple and seized the clit ring. The Cleric shook her head, white veil rustling, and tugged on the piercing. More pain flared. A wonderful burning that shot such delight through her cunt.

“Yes!” whimpered the elf, an almost fainting delight rippling through her. “Mmm, that's what I need.”

Dëshoma's hand shot down between the elf's thighs and thrust three fingers into her pussy. The elf loved it, her pussy clenching down on the digits. She groaned and leaned back, her ears twitching as her light-blonde hair fell down her naked back.

The angelborn kept tugging on the clit ring, twisting it and the connected bub. The pain rushed down to the pleasure being generated in her pussy by those three fingers plunging in and out of her with wild passion.

“You are giving this elf just what she needs,” Kulrigiizhai whimpered. “Madam Dëshoma, yes, yes, that is amazing.”

A shiver ran through Dëshoma. She froze for a moment. Then she groaned and tugged harder on the clit. The pain flared. The pleasure burst from Kulri's nipple and showered on her cunt stuffed with those three fingers.

Which quickly became four.

Kulrigiizhai groaned as the fourth digit thrust into her pussy. Her pussy felt stretched open by those four fingers thrusting in and out of her cunt. They stirred her up as Dëshoma twisted that clit around and delivered such rapture to the elf.

“This elf loves it!” she moaned, ears twitching. Her big breasts jiggled.

Dëshoma thrust those digits in fast and hard. She buried them in deep and then pulled them back. On the next plunge, she did something delicious. She folded them up. The tips rubbed along Kulrigiizhai's pussy, stretching her out even more as the angelborn made a fist.

And punched it deep into Kulrigiizhai's pussy.

“Madam Dëshoma!” she groaned, her pussy swallowing that wonderful fist. She squeezed her cunt down around the hand, feeling those knuckles. “You are stretching out this elf's pussy.”

Dëshoma tugged harder on the clit ring, her green eyes shining with such delight. She is giving me what I crave because she loves me, rippled through Kulrigiizhai's mind. I am so lucky that Marcus Aurelius claimed us both.

The pleasure built and built as the fist plunged into her pussy. Dëshoma's hand stretched out the elf's cunt. Her ears twitched with more and more violence as the pleasure rushed through her body. She whimpered, squirming her rump on the grass.

The fist punched into her depths, her cunt swallowing Dëshoma's wrist and forearm. The elf's pussy throbbed in delight, clenching down on the fist on the pull back. The knuckles stimulated her. Dëshoma slammed her fist back into Kulrigiizhai's depths, stirring the elf up.

“Yes, yes, yes!” the elf gasped, her orgasm swelling faster and faster. She hurtled toward her climax. “Just like that. Ooh, that's it. That's amazing. You're going to make this elf explode. Ooh, Dëshoma!”

The angelborn tugged hard on the clit ring and rammed her fist to the depths of the elf's cunt.

Kulrigiizhai came.

Her pussy convulsed around the angelborn's fist and wrist. Hot juices gushed out, a sweet aroma filling the air. She shuddered, her nub throbbing as the angelborn kept tugging on the clit ring. Stars burst across Kulrigiizhai's vision.

“This elf is cumming so hard! Thank you, Madam Dëshoma. Thank you for this pleasure.”

“Thou art most welcome, naughty elf!” Dëshoma moaned and then kissed Kulrigiizhai's clit while plunging her fist to the hilt in the elf's cunt.

The pleasure rushed through the elf. The rapture drowned her mind. She bucked through the pleasure Dëshoma gave her while her cunt convulsed and writhed around the Cleric's hand. A shiver rippled through her body. She savored it. Loved every moment of it.


Chapter Thirty-Three: Strawberry & Cream

“That was delicious,” I told Shelly as she was snuggled up beside me. We were all around the central campfire, eating. Everyone was naked but Thūwhi. She had a flushed face from watching the orgy.

“Thank you, Marcus,” Shelly said. She leaned in and kissed me, her apron shifting over her breasts. A nipple peeked out.

“Mmm, and time for the dessert.” I grabbed her and slung her lithe body over my shoulders. She squealed in delight. My hand gripped her rump. I gave her ass a squeeze; she squealed in delight.

“Ooh, Marcus, I have something yummy for you!”

“Naughty girl, I bet you do,” I said. I moved out into the grass, hearing the other women moving into having some post-dinner celebration. One of them followed. I didn't look up to see who it was. Didn't need to look.

I set Shelly down with care. She stretched out on her back, her brown pigtails spilling out across the dark grass. Silver gleamed in the edges of her eyes and across the highlights of her cheekbones. Her white apron almost had an ethereal glow about it. She spread her legs wide and bit her lower lip, looking so cute. The apron draped over her pussy.

I flipped it up. “Let's see what we have here and...”

My words trailed off to see her pussy now shaved. Her brown bush gone. Her vulva was covered in something red. A strawberry scent rose up from her pussy. Peeking out of her folds was the tip of a red berry.

“Strawberry's and cream, Marcus!” she said. “Enjoy.”

“You saucy wench,” I said and laughed. I breathed in, her own sweet cream mixing with the tartness of the strawberry.

“Mmm, definitely saucy,” she said. She had opened up so much since I rescued her from being sacrificed with her sister.

I chose the right one for my harem.

I ducked my head down and licked up the strawberry jam coating her vulva. I licked up and down her, loving the tart and sweet taste mixed together. I licked at her freshly shaved flesh, loving the texture of her. She groaned and squirmed on the grass, her eyes so wide and bright.

She giggled in delight as I lapped up my dessert. I savored every bit of it, my hands grabbing her rump. I felt the watcher's eyes on me as I sealed my lips around her pussy. I sucked hard on that twat. Shelly gasped as I drew out the piece of fruit.

“Marcus!” she moaned as I sucked harder. More and more of the strawberry slid out of her cunt. I sunk my teeth into it and ripped.

The fruit tore in half. I groaned and chewed at the delicious berry, her sweet cream mixing with it. I swallowed it down while she grinned at me. Behind me, I heard the whisk of leather straps. I just smiled and dived my head down.

I thrust my tongue into her pussy and scooped out the piece of strawberry in her. I hooked my tongue around it. I drew it out and into my mouth. She groaned as I did it. She squeezed her thighs around my face. She whimpered, her face twisting up with rapture.

“Oh, yes, yes, that's amazing,” she groaned. “Ooh, I love it. Yes, yes, that's the best. Marcus!”

I winked at her and thrust my tongue into her pussy again. The strawberry flavor lingered, but her sweet juices grew stronger. I swirled my tongue around in her snatch, loving her. I devoured her with hunger.

I had mastered the Cunnilinguist trait, a master of eating women's pussies.

I unleashed my full skill on my sexy cook. My tongue fluttered up and down her folds, brushing her clit. Just glances. Enough to make her gasp and moan. She squirmed on the ground, humping her face against my twat. She smeared it on my mouth and lips, whimpering.

I thrust my tongue into her depths again, savoring those lingering traces of strawberry tart amid all that delicious sweetness. My hands shoved beneath her rump. I gripped her ass tight and hard. I held her as I devoured her.

“Oh, Marcus, yes, yes!” she moaned. “Oh, that's so good. That's amazing. You're going to make me explode.”

“Good,” I growled. “That's what I want to hear.”

Something metal thudded on the ground. A woman breathed heavier behind me.

I fluttered my tongue up to my Shelly's clit. I sucked on her bud. I nursed on her with such hunger. She whimpered and moaned. Her thighs squeezed about my face. She held me to her twat as she humped her pussy against my mouth. Her face twisted with rapture. Such pleasure crossed her expression.

I nibbled on her bud with just the right amount of pressure. Her rump clenched beneath my grip. She whimpered, her face scrunching up. I felt her passion building and building in her. She groaned, her apron rustling over her torso as she squirmed.

“Oh, yes, yes, that's it,” she moaned. “Oh, Marcus, yes!”

Her juices showered my mouth. They gushed out of her. I drank them down. Gulp after gulp of delicious cream. Her passion soaked my mouth. The pleasure drowned me. I loved it. I closed my eyes and savored her wonderful flavor.

It was so intoxicating to drink her passion. I swallowed it all down like it was the finest ambrosia in the world. The sweetest tonic to imbibe. Her moans echoed around me as I fluttered my tongue up and down her pussy folds.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned. “Oh, Marcus, that's it. That's so good. Mmm, you're amazing. You're just the best. Oh, yes, yes, I love it.”

“Good,” I growled. I licked at her. Lapping at her, I drank the juices gushing out of her twat as she shuddered through the last of her delight. “Mmm, and now it's time for your dessert.”

“My pussy's dessert,” she purred. “Mmm, yes, yes, you have to fill me up with all that cream. Then I'll have a dessert for someone else to enjoy.”

I grinned at her. “Maybe Thūwhi. She's our guest.”

Shelly's eyes flicked past me. She bit her lower lip.

“Are you going to join us, Thūwhi?” I asked. “Shelly will gladly lick your pussy. I know it's dripping.”

“I will,” Shelly said. She grabbed my cock as I guided it to her pussy. “Oh, I will. I love eating pussy. And your skin is so exciting. You got those cute horns.”

“You truly are a loving man, Marcus,” Thūwhi said. She sauntered around me, naked. Her large breasts jiggled. Her nipples were a darker shade of red, pierced and connected by that gold chain again. The jewelry swayed as she moved. She had no pussy hair, not shaved, but bald naturally. Her gray eyes smoldered. “Thank you for letting me join.”

I winked at her as she settled down on Shelly's face. At the same time, the sexy cook pressed my cock's pierced tip into her shaved folds. I groaned, loving the feeling of her cuntlips on me. She rubbed me up and down. The pleasure spilled over my dick. Then I pressed forward.

I rammed to the hilt in her.

She groaned, her cunt clenching down tight on my dick. Her pussy gripped me, the pleasure rushing through my body. I groaned as I plunged into her. A moment later, Thūwhi settled her pussy on Shelly's face.

The demonborn Deacon grabbed the back of my neck, her fingers firm. She grinned at me and pulled me to her. I didn't resist, willing to let her set the pace. For now. Our lips came together. She moaned into the kiss, Shelly's laps and licks on Thūwhi noisy. Enthusiastic.

I drew back through my cook's tight twat, loving her pussy squeezing down around me. She held me tight, gripping me as I kissed Thūwhi. Her tongue danced with mine. She swirled it around in my mouth, caressing me.

I trapped her big tits and squeezed them. I slammed into Shelly, burying my dick to the hilt in her delicious pussy. My cock ring twisted around, stimulating her from the inside as well as adding that extra delight as I fucked into her depths.

I kissed Thūwhi with hunger.

Our tongues danced.

Her fingers gripped the back of my neck tight. She held on as our tongues danced. I savored every moment of it. My tongue played with hers. I caressed her, loving the feel of her tongue against mine. She whimpered, kissing me back with hunger.

At the same time, I pumped away at Shelly. I fucked her with passion. I thrust into her depths. I fucked her hard and fast, burying into her with hard strokes. I slammed to the hilt in her cunt. I loved the feel of her pussy clenching around me.

“Ooh, you have such a yummy pussy, Thūwhi,” moaned Shelly. “And how's the asshole?” A naughty slurp. “Yum!”

Thūwhi gasped and broke the kiss. “You naughty human. Ooh, that's nice.”

“Enjoy,” I panted, my thumbs rubbing into her nipples.

I fucked hard into Shelly's pussy as I massaged those hard nubs. They throbbed against my thumbs. I pushed them into her tits. She groaned, her face twisting in delight. My balls smacked into Shelly, heavy with my cum.

I wanted to dump so much jizz into her. Give Shelly a big creampie to feed to Thūwhi. I slammed hard into Shelly's cunt, thrusting with faster strokes. My nutsack cracked into her over and over again. The sounds mixed with her moans.

“Ooh, she's getting into it,” moaned the demonborn. “She's really eating me now. You must be driving her to another orgasm.”

“He is!” she moaned, her pussy clenching down around my pierced cock. The ring moved around in her, stimulating me. “Oh, yes, he is. I'm going to explode on him.”

“Do it,” I growled, slamming into her. “You know I want to feel that succulent twat writhing around me. I'm going to pump you full of so much batter for your pie.”

“Yes!” the girls squealed.

Her pussy went wild around my dick. I groaned, the piercing shifting through the tip. It added that extra stimulation. I gripped the chain connecting both of Thūwhi's pierced nipples. I yanked on it as I buried into Shelly's spasming twat.

Thūwhi's gray eyes widened as her tits stretched out. Her head tossed back, her horns peeking out of her black hair. She gasped out in rapture. It was clear she was cumming on Shelly's face, drowning my sexy cook with those wonderful juices.

“Khoukiri's ugly face!” the demonborn moaned, her face contorting in bliss. “That's amazing. Oh, yes, yes. You're drinking all my cream.”

“Yes, she is!” I growled, driving my pierced cock into the depths of Shelly's pussy. Her cunt rippled around my dick. That hot and naughty snatch sucked at me. She rippled and writhed around me, drawing me closer and closer to that moment of erupting. “Fuck!”

I exploded.

I fired my cum into Shelly's pussy. Her youthful cunt went wild around my dick. She sucked at me, drawing out all that cum from my balls. I groaned as the rapture burst out of me. I threw back my head and groaned, my balls emptying into her snatch.

“Goddamn, fuck!” I moaned.

“Oh, Marcus!” Shelly groaned, her pussy spasming faster and harder around my erupting dick. “That's wonderful. That's amazing. Yes!”

I swayed, sucking in deep breaths. My heart pounded in my chest. The stars danced before my eyes. They twinkled. I loved every moment of them dancing before my eyes. They were just so exciting to watch.

“Oh, that's fantastic,” I groaned, pumping the last of my cum into Shelly's pussy. “Fuck, you're amazing, Shelly.”

“Yes, she is,” moaned Thūwhi. “You have built something amazing here. I suppose you're the true hero after all. Who I met was an impostor.”

I grinned at her. “You're finally realizing that after you joined with me?”

“I don't have any doubts now,” she said, her arms sliding around my neck. “I want you, Marcus Aurelius. I want to feel the cock that's crossed the Digital Barrier. I want to feel the Hero's dick fucking me hard.”

“Then get on your hands and knees like the little demonborn slut I know you are.”

She smiled. “My mother was a succubus.”

“Was?”

“I killed her.”

I blinked at that. I could see in Thūwhi's eyes that she'd savored the act. What must having a succubus mother be like to make her so thrilled she'd done it? If her mother was anything like my ex... No, my ex-wife wasn't a succubus. A gold-digging, cheating bitch, but she was still human.

Thūwhi rolled off of Shelly. My cook beamed up at me, her face drenched in smoky smelling pussy cream. She licked her lips, such joy in her eyes. I pulled out of her tight cunt slowly, reveling in the feel of her cunt gripping me.

Then I popped free. My dick bobbed out and swayed before me. She shuddered at the sight of it, her eyes blazing with such desire in them. I winked at her, and then I shifted over to where Thūwhi waited for me.

“I have a fresh-baked creampie!” Shelly called, standing up, her hand over her shaved pussy. “Who wants dessert!”

More than a few women cried out for it.

I smiled as I brought my cock to the demonborn's ass. I pressed it into her crack and slid it down and down to her asshole. She threw a look over her shoulder as I nuzzled my pierced tip into her puckered sphincter.

“You think that demon blood makes me into anal?” she asked, arching a black eyebrow.

“I think being a woman who enjoys her body does,” I told her and thrust at her asshole.

“You're so right!” she moaned, her head tossing back. Her black hair swirled around her horns. “Yes, yes, Marcus, fuck my ass with that pierced cock. That will be new.”

I smiled as I gripped her ruddy hips. Her anal ring surrendered with an almost gleeful delight to my hard dick. I groaned at the feel of my dick penetrating into her bowels. My cock ring rubbed against her hot flesh as I penetrated deeper and deeper into that velvety sheath.

Lubed by Shelly's copious juices, I had no problem plundering the demonborn's asshole. She groaned, clenching her bowels down tight around my dick. She felt amazing around me. That hot and tight flesh stimulated my cock.

I bottomed out in her. I loved the feel of being in her. This amazing delight clenched about me. My dick twitched and throbbed in her bowels. The heat soaked up my shaft. It was a delicious feel. Something every guy should get to enjoy.

“Fuck,” I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest. “That's delicious, isn't it?”

“Uh-huh,” she moaned, clenching her bowels around my dick. “Mmm, you got a nice one. Yes, you do!”

I smiled and drew back. She groaned, her bowels clenching about my cock. The heat of anal sheath melted around my dick. My balls tightened as I reveled in the feel of her bowels massaging me. She had such an incredible asshole to enjoy. Just a delight.

I pumped away at her. I slammed back to the hilt in her. I buried into her asshole, loving the feel of her anal sheath massaging my pierced tip. My balls smacked into her taint as I plundered away at her. My hands swept up her breasts.

I grabbed those big, lush tits. For their size, they had a firmness to them, a supernatural suppleness. I dug my digits into them as I fucked into the depths of her bowels. Her hot flesh clenched about my dick.

“Oh, yes, yes!” she moaned. “That's it. That's a fucking cock. Mmm, yes, yes, sodomize me. Khoukiri's ugly face!”

“Khoukiri's ugly face, indeed!” I groaned. “Your asshole is a delight, Thūwhi. A fucking delight.”

“I'm glad you approve!”

She clenched about me as I thrust harder and harder into her bowels. The pleasure shot through my body. The rapture swelled the pressure in my balls. I groaned, loving every thrust into her bowels. I buried hard and fast into her. The ache built.

I kneaded her tits as I hurtled towards that moment of explosion. The eruption of my cum into her asshole's velvety depths. Her sheath gripped me. The pleasure rushed down my dick. I groaned, throwing back my head.

“Oh, damn, that's good,” I moaned. “Fuck, yes. You like that. You want that. Mmm, you're enjoying that big dick fucking your bowels, aren't you?”

“Uh-huh,” she moaned. “Going to cum on it. Khoukiri's ugly face, I'm going to cum hard. Just a little more.”

I slid my hands down her breasts to those fat nipples pierced by those gold rings. This time, I didn't grab the chain. I gripped those adornments and twisted her nubs. Her bowels clamped down on my dick, flaring the friction.

She groaned as I thrust in hard. My cock ring shifted around as I twisted her nubs even more. Her head threw back, silver highlights playing on the tips of her horns. Her moans echoed through the air. Her bowels clamped down on my dick.

She came.

Her asshole writhed around my cock thrusting in and out of her tight asshole. Her flesh spasmed and writhed. That heat rushed through me. It was incredible to feel. This amazing delight that would have me exploding in bliss. I groaned, loving every moment of her bowels spasming and writhing around my dick.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she hissed. “Cum in me, Marcus! I'm your woman until this is over! We're going to stamp out that corruption!”

“Yes!” I snarled and erupted into her bowels.

I flooded her hot asshole with spurt after spurt of cum. The jizz flooded out of me. Stars burst across my vision. I groaned as her flesh milked me. I threw back my head, reveling in every moment of spurting my jizz into my newest party member.

“Thūwhi!” I snarled. “We're going to kick ass together.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned, her pussy sucking at my dick with such hunger. She milked out my cum. “Ooh, that's good. Oh, you're fantastic, Marcus Aurelius. Just wonderful.”

I grinned.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Twist and Dëshoma devoured Shelly's creampie together. Maria hungered for cum, too. But she wanted it straight from the source. She had to blow Marcus. He was fucking Thūwhi hard to the side, ramming into her asshole. He fucked her hard.

That made Maria wet.

The Fencer drifted over from the others. She was glad she chose to stay with Marcus. Part of her hurt. Deep in her heart. She had expected to be Derrick's wife, but she had grown so much beyond her village. She would always remember it—and him—fondly, but she was a Shardhunter. She was blessed to walk one of the Four Paths and help heal the world.

And she was with the man who would do it. She didn't know what the Digital Barrier meant or where he had come from, only that he was here to save them all. That was something magical. Something amazing.

Something she would treasure.

As he came in Thūwhi's asshole, she smiled. She licked her lips as she approached, the muscles in his broad back rippling. His muscular butt-cheeks clenched. The Dreaming Chthonic Ring on his right hand caught the moonlight.

Her pussy clenched. He hasn't used that today, has he?

No, he had not.

Panting, he finished in Thūwhi.

“Marcus, may I clean your dick?” Maria asked.

He threw a look over his shoulder. “Of course you can, Maria. Any time. Any place.”

“Any place?” she asked. “I mean, we've been in some nasty spots.”

“If you're up for it.” He shrugged. “I'm not here to kink shame.”

Her brow furrowed. He says the weirdest things. Is that something from his world?

Then she smiled as he pulled out of Thūwhi's asshole. The demonborn shuddered. She murmured something about joining the others and kissed Marcus on the cheek. Then she sauntered off, golden chain swinging from her pierced nipples. Maria watched the ruddy ass swaying, cum matting her crack.

Then she fell to her knees and knelt before him. His cock was right before her, hard despite how much he'd cum. “I love you, Marcus.” A gush of warmth rushed through her. “I can finally say it. I'm not afraid. I'm not running away any longer. I love you, Marcus.”

His hand slid through her fiery hair. “I love you, too, Maria. Maybe since I first saw you dripping in slime.”

A hot flush ran through her as she remembered her first encounter with tentacles. “Me, too. You were so heroic. You just ran in wearing chainmail and wielding that dinky, wooden shield. Fearless, Marcus. You were fearless.”

“It's easy to be fearless when you have a sexy girl to rescue.”

Her smile beamed across her lips.

She kissed the tip of his cock. She smooched all over it, tasting the sour musk of the demonborn's asshole. The Fencer shuddered in delight. Her tongue slid over his crown, polishing the woman's musk off of him.

His fingers slid through her hair as she cleaned his crown. His salty precum mixed with the sour flavor of Thūwhi's bowels. It sent such a wicked shiver through Maria. She groaned, her pussy clenching. Juices dribbled down her thighs. She loved every moment of polishing his dick clean.

Then she slid her lips over his crown. Slowly. Taking her time. She loved sucking his cock. It was so rewarding to do. Invigorated her. Even restored a few of her Hit Points, if she were missing any right now.

“Damn,” he groaned. “Maria, damn, I can feel your love.”

She shuddered as she slid her lips down his shaft. The sour flavor of Thūwhi's ass flared again. It sent a naughty shiver through her body. She quivered, her cunt clenching. The heat rushed through her pussy. A wild rush of flames. She would have such a huge orgasm. She couldn't wait for it.

She sucked and nursed. Her cheeks hollowed as she loved his cock. She polished his cock with hunger. With her love. She sucked that sour musk right off his dick. She reveled in the flavor, moaning as she slurped on him.

Drool ran over her chin, proof of how much effort she put into loving him. She was his. Part of his harem. That was such a beautiful thing to her. something that was worth battling for. She loved it. Savored it. She suckled with hunger on his dick.

“Damn,” he groaned. “Oh, damn, Maria.”

She didn't have to ask, but the tentacles were out. They were surging out from his sides. Two of the wonderful things. They wrapped around her torso, slithering over her. She moaned in delight, her pussy clenching. She sucked hard on his cock as they moved down her body.

This was what she craved. What she needed. She sucked with passion. She nursed on him with hunger. His tentacles wrapped around her breasts. They squeezed her mounds tight. His tentacles jiggled about them, shaking them. The pleasure rushed through her body.

“That's what you want, right?” Marcus asked. “To suck my cock while I fuck you with my tentacles?”

He knows me so well, she thought.

A chortling giggle came from Iris. The pixie liked to buzz around and watch the fun.

Maria groaned as those tentacles slithered up to the pinnacle of her breasts and massaged them. He played with both her nipples as she sucked on his cock. She nursed on him, buffing off more and more of the sour musk as his tentacles jiggled her tits.

He shook them. Squeezed them. Played with them.

Her pussy grew hotter and hotter with every moment. Sucking on his cock while being molested by his tentacles was such a treat. She suckled with hunger, drool running down her chin. She whimpered in delight, her body shuddering. Her nipples throbbed as his tentacles caressed them.

“I bet your pussy is dripping wet,” Marcus said, his voice almost a croon.

She was. So much. Her cream ran down her thighs. They soaked her flesh. She shivered, loving every moment of being groped by his tentacles. She nursed harder, taking another inch of his cock into her mouth. He brushed the back of her throat.

“Let's find out.” Marcus's tentacle wrapped about her left breast shot down her stomach. Her freed boob jiggled. The tentacle slid into her bush and then across the wet folds of her pussy. “That's what I thought. Molten.”

She squealed her agreement.

His tentacle wrapped around her thigh instead of playing with her pussy. She groaned at the feel of the fleshy appendage holding her, But then it nuzzled into her twat. The bulbous end pushed against her cuntlips.

He thrust into her.

She rocked forward and swallowed the tip of his cock.

Maria tasted more and more of Thūwhi's sour asshole as she deep-throated Marcus's cock. While his tentacle plundered her pussy, stretching out her naughty hole, she swallowed more and more of his cock. Her tongue buffed his shaft, polishing him clean as her lips came closer and closer to his bush.

Then she nuzzled into him. She pressed her mouth right against his bush. His dick throbbed inside of her mouth. She loved the way he throbbed. How he pulsed. It was such a wonderful thing to experience. Her pussy clenched down on his tentacle.

She had taken all his cock in her mouth and throat.

“Yes!” he moaned, fucking his tentacle in and out of her pussy. The fleshy appendage wiggled around in her, stirring up her cunt. “That's it. Polish that dick clean, Maria. Fucking love it. Love you!”

She squealed her delight, her passion humming around his cock.

Her pussy clenched on the tentacle, drinking in the friction. Her juices ran down her thighs. He melted her cunt with that naughty appendage. He fucked it in and out of her, reaming her twat. She moaned around his cock louder and louder.

She sucked up him, her lips sealed tight about his shaft. He groaned, plundered her cunt faster with his tentacle. The other one squeezed about her right boob. She polished his pole as she rose up it. He slid out of her gullet. Only the tip remained in her mouth.

His dick pulsed in between her lips as she rocked forward. She slid her mouth down him, deep-throating him again.

“Fuck!” he growled, pumping that tentacle in and out of her pussy. The other played with her nipple, sending sparks shooting to her cunt. “Maria! You're going to get a mouthful of cum.”

That was what she wanted. She ached for it. She sucked hard on him. She nursed with passion. The pleasure rippled through her nerves, her orgasm building faster and faster. She swallowed his cock over and over as she rocked her body forward and back.

His tentacle churned up her pussy. She hurtled towards her orgasm. She clenched down on the naughty appendage. Her red hair swayed about her flushed face. Her brow furrowed as she clenched her twat down on that tentacle.

Then she exploded.

Her pussy convulsed around his tentacle. Pleasures rushed out of her cunt. The Fencer drowned in rapture. She sucked so hard on his dick, nursing on him as the pleasure raced through her body. It slammed into her mind, melting over her thoughts.

She groaned, her brow knitting tight. Her cunt melted around his tentacle. Her juices gushed down her thighs. He growled as she sucked with all her passion on his dick. The salty flavor of his precum swelled.

He erupted.

“Fuck, Maria! Yes!”

Hot jizz pulsed into her mouth. She came again. She savored that salty flavor spilling over her tongue. The pleasure rushed through her body. She nursed on his dick, drawing out all that cum from his balls. It poured down her throat.

“I love you, Maria!”

The orgasm hit its peak. She quivered there, nursing on his dick. Her pussy convulsed around his dick. She trembled there, drinking down every drop of cum he had. She knew she had made the right decision. She was happy here.

Loving Marcus. Fighting at his side. Saving the world with him. Maria would hold nothing back. She would give her all for the fight to come. She closed her eyes, swallowed the last of his cum, and felt such joy suffusing her every being.


Epilogue: Crossroads

The passion had wound down. My women were sleeping. I stood at the crossroads.

Templar or Knight. Which path to take? Templar would continue down the Faith route. It would mean giving myself over completely to the Gods. Was I ready to do that? With the followers of the Gods of Light siding with the Gods of Darkness? Maybe not knowingly, but they were. Shorhe had. The orc Warrior had thought she was doing the right thing in following orders. But finding out that beneath the Dihhomamer's Temple, an angel was being tortured by my doppelganger was unsettling.

There was corruption somewhere.

The Knight would put me back on a Strength focus. Faith would still be there, but I would be more martial. A noble warrior with the might of the gods on his side. It had a certain appeal. Wear even heavier armor. March into battle like a tank in truth in the full regalia of platemail. I would strike a gallant figure.

I would still have the Faith to save this world, but I would keep that Faith in myself. In my own prowess. My own decisions. If any of the Gods of Light were evil or if their churches and the Hierophant himself were corrupted, then I would not be harmed. I would march forward resolute. Firm in my own convictions.

“Lord Marcus, thou must surely sleep sometime,” Dëshoma said. “If thou need shed excess energy, mine virgin passions await thy rampant cock, for verily shall mine pussy soothe thy raging ardor until they are spilt in me.”

“A tempting offer,” I said as she took my arm. “Just making a decision.”

“Thou shalt choose the more martial path of the Knight and eschew putting all your Faith in the gods,” she said, sounding a little hurt.

“Yeah,” I said. “Plus Templars don't wear any armor at all. I want to stomp around encased in metal.”

“Thy joke doth not hide thy doubt in the gods.” She gripped me tighter. “Though mine faith doth rest securely in Ëshuxeri's steadfast devotion to Light, Order, and Love, fears do grow like a shadow upon my heart that the other Gods of Light are not to be so trusted. I must reject becoming a Friar and trust more in mine own interpretation of the world. I am a Soothsayer.”

I felt the change in her. She joined Kulri and Maria in choosing her next path. Twist still hadn't made her choice. I glanced at Dëshoma. “I'm a Knight,” I said, speaking the words and making that first step. “And my first vow is that we shall find out if that angel being tortured is your father or not, Dëshoma. Either way, we are freeing him from his torment.”

She closed her eyes. Tears beaded on the edges. Then she hugged me tight and cried into my chest. She clutched me with desperation. I rocked her and stared at the purple barrier glowing around my camp. The division that had shattered the world.

I would mend this world with my harem's help.

*  \ * /  *

Éjyona

“You led Shorhe on a merry chase, little rat,” the thing who looked like Marcus Aurelius said. Éjyona knew it wasn't the man she loved. Though they had the same handsome features, she saw only death in his eyes.

The halfling Gunner said nothing. She had tried to escape, to get back to Marcus and tell him what she had spied during her investigation of Pushijer's temple. For two days, she had been hunted through the streets of Liberus by Shorhe, the orc Warrior Marcus had pardoned out on the Airy Plateau.

Now Éjyona just glared at the fake Marcus. She stood manacled naked to the wall beside the angel. His strong body wept golden blood from dozens of wounds. His head lay slumped, his body limp from the chains though his chest still rose and fell.

“You are going to tell me everything you know about the Interloper,” the evil-Marcus said. He held a knife in his left hand. It dripped golden blood.

Éjyona drew in a deep breath. Her heart pounded in her chest. The halfling Gunner faced him with defiance. “Never!”

Her words echoed through the catacombs beneath the Temple of Dihhomamer.

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Sultry Rogue's Wicked Desires!

If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon!


Sneak Preview of “The Acolyte's Passion”

Fighting always made me wet, and fighting Kevin made me burn.

“Yes,” I hissed as he groped one of my breasts, fingering my hard, pink nipple. His other hand slid up to cup my face, brushing back my flaming curls. I had my mother's fiery hair, but my father's blue eyes.

“I missed you every day in the mountains,” he groaned, pulling me down, my red hair spilling about my face.

“I bet you found more than a few peasant girls willing to provide comfort to a Knight on a Quest,” I grinned.

“But none were you,” he grinned and pulled me down for a hot kiss.

My breasts rubbed against his muscular chest. His hand slid down my back and over my heavy, leather belt that my chainmail loincloth hung from. He squeezed the cheeks of my ass, left mostly exposed by the two-inch wide band of mail. His fingers dipped beneath the mail as he kneaded my ass.

I groaned and ground on him, working my clit against the cold metal of my mail. His cock was hard beneath, throbbing with his desire. I kissed him hard, my hands roaming his muscular sides and chest. My Kevin was a strong man.

And it was time for him to eat my pussy.

I broke the kiss, sliding my hips up his body. “Time for you to pay the forfeit,” I smiled, grasping his brown, flowing locks. My hot pussy pressed into my mail as I slid higher up his body. Pleasure shuddered through me. “You're going to devour my pussy. I want to cum and cum.”

“Of course, my Lady,” Kevin grinned, licking his strong lips.

My breasts heaved as I straddled his face, still holding onto his brown hair. I loved it when I won our duels. I pulled his head up, smearing his face against my hot pussy. I shuddered as his thick tongue slid through my pussy. My back arched. I gasped as the pleasure washed through me.

I guided his lips with his hair, my hips undulating. His hands kept kneading my asscheeks, his fingers tightening as his tongue worked through my pussy. He sucked and nibbled on my folds and he nuzzled at my clit.

“That's it,” I groaned. “You lost, and now you have to pay. Devour my pussy. Don't miss a single spot. Come on, you can do better. Work that pretty mouth through my hot pussy.”

My free hand grabbed my right breast, pinching my nipple as I undulated faster. Kevin moaned, his tongue working faster. He shoved it deep into my pussy, swirling it around. My eyes fluttered in delight, my moans echoing across the training sands.

Metal rang nearby. A pair of male knights dueled. Others watched. I savored their eyes.

“Show everyone how you are my little pussy slave!” I groaned. “Mmm, yes. Devour me! I'm gonna drown you!”

His tongue fluttered through my folds. My insides squirmed. I shifted my hips, smearing my clit across his strong face until his tongue found it. I gasped as he fluttered his tongue against my nub, batting it over and over.

“That's it! Oh, fuck! Work that tongue! Yes, Kevin! My little, pussy-hungry stud! Fuck! Fuck!”

My orgasm crashed through me. I screamed out my delight. My pussy clenched. My juices spilled out into Kevin's hungry mouth. My eyes met Donna, Victoria, and Christina, the squires' eyes envious of my lover's cunnilingus prowess.

“Keep eating me! Keep making me cum!” I screamed, my hips jerking.

Kevin kept assaulting my clit. His tongue must be a blur. My pussy clenched again as more ripples of pleasure washed through me. My clit ached, becoming even more sensitive as my climaxes washed through me.

I gripped Kevin's hair harder, holding his tongue against my clit for as long as I could stand it. My nerves burned with pleasure. My body spasmed and shuddered. My eyes squeezed shut as a mighty surge of pleasure rippled through me.

My clit almost hurt with the agony of my ecstasy.

I pulled away, letting go of Kevin, “Mmm, you were a stud, pussy slave,” I grinned.

If you want to read more, click here for The Acolyte's Passion (The Knight and the Acolyte Book 1)!
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