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Naughty Excerpt from “Sultry Rogue's Wicked Desires”

Dëshoma's hand grasped my cock. She stroked up and down my dick while kissing at my shoulder blades. Her touch sent fire burning down my shaft. My nuts tightened. My balls swelled with aching need.

I had sexual stamina in this world. One of my traits.

“Damn,” I groaned. “That's fucking good, Dëshoma.”

“The swear words from thy world still seem strange to me, Lord Marcus,” she said.

“They're pretty common over there. We can use fuck for just about anything. An insult. A question. As something positive. Something messed up. And, of course, sex. It's a versatile word.”

“If thou art willing, I would enjoy a f-fuck from thee.” She almost stumbled over the word. It was the first time I had heard her say it.

“Really? Is that virgin cunt of yours aching for my dick?” The Maiden's Veil magic item she wore kept her perpetually a virgin. Her hymen regrew the moment anything left her pussy.

It made for a lot of fun.

“Mine nethers are always aquiver for thy throbbing and prodigious dick, Lord Marcus.”

“Mmm, that's good to hear,” I said, my dick aching. “Because I'm going to fuck you hard and fast. I'm going to pound that naughty cunt and make you cry out in rapture. I vow it.”

“Lord Marcus, thine promise doth make me quack and shudder in wanton need for it to happen. Verily shall mine cunt doth spasm and writhe in celebration about thy mighty dick. Let mine flesh worship thee and love thee with all the rapture that doth brim in my heart for thee.”

“You speak poetry, Lady Dëshoma,” I said and turned around in her arms.

She shuddered as she pressed against me, her round breasts rubbing into my chest. My cock throbbed against her naked belly. Her beautiful face, framed by a white wimple that wrapped about her head, blazed with her desire. Her green eyes shone with delight.

I kissed her with hunger. My lips sealed about my angelborn Soothsayer's sweet mouth. I thrust my tongue out and met hers. She groaned, her arms tight around me. The shy Acolyte I had met all those levels ago had been replaced by a woman who knew what she wanted from the man she loved. Her passion never failed to stir delight in me.

I pushed her to the blankets we had set out around the central fire. The sky lightened overhead. A ring of purple surrounded us, a barrier of hexagonal plates that cut us off from the rest of the world. The sun would rise through it, casting violet across the campsite soon.

I broke the kiss, my hands sliding up to cup her breasts. I squeezed her tits and smiled at her golden nipples, part of her angelic heritage. She had such a delicious pair of breasts. It was just the most amazing thing to look at in the world.

I bent down and sucked on her nipple.

I nursed on it.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Chapter One: His Virgin Slut

The morning air brimmed with possibility.

I could feel the pull in my guts. I had an angel to rescue from being tortured by my own doppelganger. An evil twin of myself that existed in this place. What was this place?

The Shattered Lands of the Inferius Empire.

A broken world. The setting of an erotic MMORPG called Shattered Passions. One that had the most expensive “microtransaction” in the history of the world. $50,000 for the Ultimate Harem Fantasy pack. I was throwing away money, not wanting my ex-wife to get her hands on all of it. I wanted to waste as much of it as I could and have some escapism.

I had spent my adult life working hard. Building for my family. Providing for my wife. She cheated behind my back the entire time. My two kids weren't mine after all. I could have just pissed everything I had down the drain and I would still have been left in the same position.

Now I had a second chance. That microtransaction had brought me to this other world. Maybe I was inside the game itself or maybe a parallel universe that just mimicked the rules of the game. It didn't matter. These people were real. They weren't AI's. No Natural Learning Process could have the range of responses, the breath of emotions, and the endless possible actions I could take.

I had come to a world that needed a hero.

I would build something that had importance here. I hadn't expected to find my destiny, and yet here I was with a world to repair and women who loved me. My own growing harem of exciting fantasy characters.

Some were my party members who went out on adventures with me. Others were my support. They stayed behind in camp making resources or cooking breakfast. The delightful scent from Shelly's kitchen drifted on the air. She was an amazing cook. The first quest I had accepted led me to rescue her and her sister from an evil cult.

Those cults abounded. The Gods of Chaos and Darkness wanted to keep the world fractured. Broken into thousands of pieces separated from each other. The Gods of Light and Order should want it repaired, but so many of their priests had other ideas.

They worked with the cults. They thought the world wasn't ready to be repaired. That the races needed to be punished longer. It was the Hierophant's will.

Fuck the Hierophant. They were wrong. Corrupt.

“Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said. She was my Soothsayer. Like me, she was on her third class. She went from Acolyte to Cleric and now to Soothsayer. She would be using luck magic, putting her faith into her goddess, Ëshuxeri, to guide her.

She hugged me from behind, pressing her naked body into my back. I had a muscular, young body in this world. Tall, handsome, with a mane of black hair like the hero on a romance novel cover. Marcus Aurelius was my new name. Pretentious, I know, but I had been in that sort of mood during character creation.

She kissed at my back, her lips tender. The soft glow of her halo bathed around me. I could feel its worth. She was angelborn, a nephilim. Her nipples rubbed into my back, topping her round breasts. Her wiry pubic hair rubbed into my rump.

“I know you want us to rescue the angel in the temple today,” I told her, “but we need to gear up.”

“I understand thy reasoning, Lord Marcus,” she said, speaking in that formal and verbose fashion of hers. It was both cute and endearing. “Though mine heart doth beat with worry for the angel being imprisoned and tortured by thine dark and nefarious double, I do understand the need to be well-girded for the coming travails that shall surely afflict thy harem.”

“We'll save him,” I said. Dëshoma feared the angel was Dezösh, her father. He had vanished some time ago when he went on a mission for Ëshuxeri. It was searching for him that prompted her to leave her mother and their sheltered life in the first place. “I vow it.”

Saying those words had weight. I was a Knight now. Warrior to Paladin and now to Knight. Level 30. There was one more class to attain. At Level 50, I would make my ultimate choice between Knave and Crusader.  I was a hybrid class, like Dëshoma. I mixed Strength and Faith while she mixed Faith and Intelligence.

Her hand slid down. She found my cock and stroked it. I groaned at her touch. The other women were still sleeping. The entire harem had camped out beneath the stars. We were joined by Thūwhi, a new party member who had informed us about the angel. I gazed down at them. Maria had joined the harem finally. She lay cuddled between Kulrigiizhai and Nîya. A busty elf on one side and a busty dryad on the other. Haîcze and Twist lay entwined. Twist wasn't part of my harem but had been adventuring with me since that first dungeon.

She just wanted loot, or so she claimed.

Aebussi and Okzira, my feyborn leatherworker and dwarven blacksmith, spooned with Thūwhi lying next to them. I smiled at the sight of my women. They were all so gorgeous in their own ways. All so beautiful. I was thankful I had them all.

Dëshoma's hand grasped my cock. She stroked up and down my dick while kissing at my shoulder blades. Her touch sent fire burning down my shaft. My nuts tightened. My balls swelled with aching need.

I had sexual stamina in this world. One of my traits.

“Damn,” I groaned. “That's fucking good, Dëshoma.”

“The swear words from thy world still seem strange to me, Lord Marcus,” she said.

“They're pretty common over there. We can use fuck for just about anything. An insult. A question. As something positive. Something messed up. And, of course, sex. It's a versatile word.”

“If thou art willing, I would enjoy a f-fuck from thee.” She almost stumbled over the word. It was the first time I had heard her say it.

“Really? Is that virgin cunt of yours aching for my dick?” The Maiden's Veil magic item she wore kept her perpetually a virgin. Her hymen regrew the moment anything left her pussy.

It made for a lot of fun.

“Mine nethers are always aquiver for thy throbbing and prodigious dick, Lord Marcus.”

“Mmm, that's good to hear,” I said, my dick aching. “Because I'm going to fuck you hard and fast. I'm going to pound that naughty cunt and make you cry out in rapture. I vow it.”

“Lord Marcus, thine promise doth make me quack and shudder in wanton need for it to happen. Verily shall mine cunt doth spasm and writhe in celebration about thy mighty dick. Let mine flesh worship thee and love thee with all the rapture that doth brim in my heart for thee.”

“You speak poetry, Lady Dëshoma,” I said and turned around in her arms.

She shuddered as she pressed against me, her round breasts rubbing into my chest. My cock throbbed against her naked belly. Her beautiful face, framed by a white wimple that wrapped about her head, blazed with her desire. Her green eyes shone with delight.

I kissed her with hunger. My lips sealed about my angelborn Soothsayer's sweet mouth. I thrust my tongue out and met hers. She groaned, her arms tight around me. The shy Acolyte I had met all those levels ago had been replaced by a woman who knew what she wanted from the man she loved. Her passion never failed to stir delight in me.

I pushed her to the blankets we had set out around the central fire. The sky lightened overhead. A ring of purple surrounded us, a barrier of hexagonal plates that cut us off from the rest of the world. The sun would rise through it, casting violet across the campsite soon.

I broke the kiss, my hands sliding up to cup her breasts. I squeezed her tits and smiled at her golden nipples, part of her angelic heritage. She had such a delicious pair of breasts. It was just the most amazing thing to look at in the world.

I bent down and sucked on her nipple.

I nursed on it.

She gasped in delight as my tongue danced around that little nub. She squirmed and whimpered, her passion echoing through the camp. It was such an exciting thing to hear burst from her lips. A sweet delight that made my dick so hard.

I would have such a huge orgasm when I fucked her. I would slide into her and make her cum. But first...

I had to love her.

“Lord Marcus!” she moaned as I sucked on her nipple. “Thou art making mine nub ache and throb in the most delicious way.”

I popped my mouth off and growled, “Good.”

I nuzzled over and sucked on her other nipple. I nursed on her, loving how she felt in my mouth. My tongue danced over her. She shuddered beneath me. Her fingers slid through my hair. She gripped me as I nursed.

I nibbled with my lips between sucks. I loved how her nub felt in my mouth. This was such a hot delight to enjoy. I could suck on all my women's nubs. I loved all the ones in my harem, united by the magic of this world.

“Oh, Marcus Aurelius,” she whimpered. “Oh, thou art such a loving man to put mine pleasure before thine even though I would gladly surrender every inch of my flesh to satiate every rampant desire thou doth possess.”

I popped my mouth off her nipple. “You're just so loving that way, Dëshoma.”

She smiled at me, her halo around her head pulsing with golden light.

I slid down her body. I smooched at her pale skin. I went lower and lower. I licked and lapped at her. I savored the salty flavor of her skin. The jasmine aroma of her pussy grew stronger and stronger. My mouth hungered for that delight.

I kissed her stomach. I reached her navel and thrust my tongue into her bellybutton. She gasped and giggled with such sweet delight as I swirled my tongue through it. She shuddered and squirmed on the blanket.

“Lord Marcus!” she cried out. “Oh, yes, yes, thou art such a wonderful man, and I am ever so grateful that thou didst rescue me from mine plight in the ruins of Shuwëmeri's temple.”

“Mmm, you're going to be screaming my praises in a moment,” I said and kissed into the silky patch of turquoise pubic hair adorning her pubic mouth. The jasmine scent of her pussy grew stronger and stronger.

Then I nuzzled into her folds and kissed her cunt. Her juices soaked through my lips. It was a heady delight to enjoy. I savored every moment of it. My tongue flicked out. I caressed up and down her folds, savoring the taste of her.

She gasped, humping against me. She gripped my head with her thighs. I slid my tongue up her twat and savored the texture of her labia. I fluttered and caressed her. She groaned, her whimpers echoing through the air. They were a wicked delight to hear, a wonderful and passionate song for my ears to enjoy.

“Lord Marcus!” she groaned as I stroked across her hymen and flicked her clit. “Oh, thou shall surely make mine virgin nethers quiver in delight.”

“You fucking got it, Lady Dëshoma.”

I thrust my hands beneath her rump and squeezed her ass. She gasped. I caught a flash of the pink diamond peeking out between her butt-cheeks. I tapped the Priestess's Healing Butt Plug she had jammed in her asshole. It enhanced her healing and gave her a buzzing delight.

Between that and her Exhibitionist's Skirt, she was horny all the time these days.

I loved it.

I fluttered my tongue up to her clit and sucked on it. I nibbled on her bud, enjoying how her rump clenched beneath my hands. She moaned and gasped. Her jasmine flavor soaked my lips. Her round breasts jiggled as she shuddered.

She still wore her modest wimple and veil. That was what made her so sexy. She was such a wonderful and delicious creature. A dichotomy of whorish lust and chaste fidelity. I savored her. I loved her.

My Dëshoma. My sexy Soothsayer.

I nibbled on her clit with my lips. I savored how she groaned and gasped. Her body squirmed, her pussy grinding on my mouth. I loved every moment of it. Every last second of her squirming. It provided much-needed delight for me. I licked at her. Lapped at her. I fluttered my tongue up and down her folds, devouring every drop of her pussy cream that spilled out.

“Lord Marcus!” she whimpered, her hands gripping her tits. “Oh, my loving Lord Marcus, thou art, as always, so tender and yet so passionate when thou dost make sweet love to mine pussy with thy skilled lips.”

I had the Cunnilinguist trait, evolved after eating all the cunt I had since arriving.

I took pride in that fact.

I sucked hard on her clit while the fingers of my hand slid into her butt-crack. I grabbed her butt plug and pulled on it. I felt the resistance of her asshole. She moaned as her sphincter widened to let the thick base pop out.

With an obscene plop, I ripped the butt plug out of her. She gasped and spasmed. She trembled on the ground, whimpering. I nibbled on her clit and jammed the anal toy back into her asshole's depths. She gasped as it slid in with ease.

“Lord Marcus! Yes!”

Her virgin pussy gushed juices. They flowed out of her and into my hungry mouth. I gulped them down. I swallowed them with hunger. With utter relish. I drank them down, reveling in them spilling down my throat. I enjoyed every drop of them.

They were delicious. Succulent. The jasmine-flavored cream flowed out of her as she thrashed on the ground. She grabbed her nipples and twisted them. Her halo flared bright for a moment. That attracted a buzzing, glowing pixie.

“Marcus!” Iris giggled. She was my helper companion. Before coming to the world, she was my AI assistant to act as a tutorial and quest guide. Now she did the same, identifying magic items, providing a light source, and just being mischievous.

She appeared as a naked woman the size of my hand with glittering, translucent wings. In essence, a horny, and Copyright distinct, Tinkerbell. Dust drifted from her as she swirled around over our heads. Then she landed right on Dëshoma's lips, sitting there, pressing her little pussy on the angelborn's mouth.

“Marcus! Dëshoma! Naughty, naughty!” She shook a finger. “You should have woken me up so I can watch and...” Dëshoma's tongue thrust out, lifting the pixie. She gasped and squeezed her thighs about the pink appendage. “Dëshoma, yes, yes, that's how you apologize.”

“Mmm, make the little imp cum,” I said, moving up to fuck Dëshoma.

“I'm a radiant and beautiful pixie!” Iris huffed. “Not a disgusting and knobbly imp. You should know that, Marcus!”

“You're right,” I said, moving between Dëshoma's thighs. I pressed my pierced cock into her turquoise bush. Her thighs went around me as she wiggled her tongue, caressing across the pixie's tiny pussy. “I'm sorry for not waking you. You're the sexiest pixie in the world.”

She nodded in satisfaction.

I pushed my cock through Dëshoma's silky pussy hairs and found the virgin folds of her cunt. I rubbed up and down her twat. The gold ring piercing the tip of my dick twisted, adding more pleasure. I loved how she shuddered and moaned as I moved it. She made such wicked sounds. I loved them so much.

Then I thrust against her hymen.

Her maidenhead stretched. Stretched.

I popped her cherry.

She moaned as she lapped at Iris's pixie pussy. I groaned, burying my dick deep and hard into Dëshoma's deflowered pussy. Rapture twisted across Dëshoma's features painted by the pink light spilling from Iris.

I savored that tight, hot cunt squeezing about me, my cock piercing shifting around. It was a beautiful delight to enjoy. I drew back my hips, my dick sliding out of that wonderful twat. Dëshoma gripped me. The hole massaged me. I shuddered, pleasure rippling through me.

“Fuck,” I groaned and thrust back into her.

Dëshoma gasped and trembled, her pussy squeezing about me. Her hot flesh would have me cumming in no time. She was so good at that. Just a treat to enjoy. I fucked into her cunt's depths. I buried into her hard and fast. I loved the way her twat squeezed about me.

She held me tight as I fucked her hard. I pounded her cunt. I buried to the hilt in her again and again, the cock ring stimulating my dick. She lapped at Iris's pussy. The pixie's wings fluttered. Golden dust fell like glitter across Dëshoma's cheeks.

“Oh, Dëshoma!” groaned Iris. “Your thick tongue feels so good on my pussy. I could just hump against it forever.”

“I bet her tongue would get tired,” I said. “She'd still do it anyways. She loves you.”

Dëshoma whimpered her agreement.

“I know!” Iris shuddered. “I love you, too. If I was big, I would totally eat your pussy!”

I would love to see that.

I thrust harder into Dëshoma's pussy. I fucked her. My hands grabbed her round tits. I kneaded them. She squeezed her cunt down hard on my dick. She held me with passion as I slammed my shaft to the hilt in her.

I groaned, the pressure building and building in my balls. I would have such a huge burst of cum. Just erupt all that cum from my nuts. It would be amazing. My nuts smacked into her as I drove into her. She moaned louder and louder, her cunt squeezing about my dick.

The silky friction sent more pleasure rippling through me.

I could hear the others beginning to awaken. Maria opened her green eyes and smiled at us. Kulrigiizhai sat up, her ears quivering as they thrust out of her pale-blonde locks. My sex slave Evoker had such a delicious glint in her eyes.

Then Iris squealed. Her wings fluttered hard. She shot off of Dëshoma's tongue in a burst of glittering dust. Juices coated Dëshoma's lips. That wonderful pixie cream. I leaned down and captured Dëshoma's lips.

Tasted the apricot flavor of the Pixie's cunt.

Dëshoma squealed into my lips, her arms holding me tight. Her pussy even tighter. I drove into her deflowered depths. She groaned and trembled beneath me. Her pussy went wild around my pierced cock. Her twat milked me.

I savored her orgasmic bliss. Her nipples rubbed into my chest. I drove into her two more times, the ache building at the tip of my dick with each plunge. Then I growled into her lips and erupted.

I pumped spurt after spurt of hot jizz into her cunt. I trembled atop her body. I kissed her with hunger. My tongue danced with hers as she worked out every drop of spunk my balls held. I groaned through the bliss.

It was amazing.

She broke the kiss and howled out, “Lord Marcus!”

I fired the last of my cum into her twat and grinned at her. The pleasure bathed through my mind. My body buzzed from it. “What did I vow?”

Before Dëshoma could answer, Shelly poked her head out of the kitchen. “Breakfast!”


Chapter Two: Exhibitionist in Dwarf City

Dëshoma

The moment Marcus had pulled out of Dëshoma's pussy, her virginity returned. Her hymen grew, a wicked sensation that trapped all of his seed in her. She could still fill him brimming in her an hour later after breakfast was completed and they readied to start their day.

She had her butt plug thrust up into her asshole, leaving her feeling so naughty. She wore all her adventuring garb. A yellow habit with no sleeves and a triangular cutout that showed off the inner slopes of her round breasts fitted about her torso. With a tug, she could pull the corners of the triangles to expose her golden nipples. With her skirt on, she was half-tempted to.

It was no ordinary skirt. The Exhibitionist Feylinen Skirt, made of red fabric, was so short that it didn't cover anything. It was just a fluttering strip of crimson around her waist. It left her curvy rump and turquoise bush on display. It made her so wet to show off like this. All the delights that only the man who claimed her heart and his harem of women could enjoy.

It came with a set of red, thigh-high stockings that fit over her lush legs and vanished into the stiletto heels she wore. Those were made of white feathers and allowed her to move faster than anyone else in the party. Useful when she had to run from monsters trying to kill her while she had to cast the healing miracles to keep her party, especially Lord Marcus, hale and hearty.

Her face smiled, framed by her white wimple that covered her hair, and the snowy veil that draped over her shoulders. She clutched her white bible to her chest. It had Himnomeri's dove embossed on the cover. Though Dëshoma served Ëshuxeri, Goddess of Love, she prayed to all the Gods of Light and Order.

I pray to thee, Gentle Goddess, that thy fellow divinities are unaware of what their mortal followers are doing in thy names, she thought to Ëshuxeri. Fear for the angel being tortured by Marcus's evil twin rippled through her. If it was her missing father, Dezösh...

She pushed down that fear. They had to prepare. They could not just charge into the Temple of Dihhomamer, God of Light, without the proper tools. They had to gird themselves with new equipment. They were Level 30 now. Their foes would only gain in strength. A Shardhunter walked a path of challenges. Dëshoma had charged alone into Shuwëmeri's ruined temple in search of clues to her father and had almost died when she had foolishly attacked Cultists of Rūzem, the God of Decay.

Marcus had saved her.

Her gaze turned to her lord and lover. He stood gallant in his shiny breastplate that fit over his muscular torso. Heavy plates of reddish-gray dwarf iron clad his thighs and shins. Falling from his shoulders was a snowy cap that held Ethileri's Blue Tear on its back. With his glossy fall of black hair and chiseled jaw, he looked every bit the noble knight on a quest. He was a Knight in truth now. A warrior of Faith. He thrust a kite-shaped shield into his pouch, the massive object flowing into the magical container. On his belt he had slung his ax, a graceful beauty with two crescent blades and the busty form of Shuwëmeri worked into the handle.

“We ready?” Marcus asked, glancing around.

“Yep,” Maria said. The Fencer stepped up beside Marcus. They were the only two humans in the adventuring party. She had red hair and an athletic and beautiful form. She had only grown more graceful as she walked the Dexterity path of the Warrior class instead of the Faith like Marcus had. She wore leather for protection, a black bra that lifted her round breasts into two mounds and barely hid her nipples. A matching thong vanished between her butt-cheeks and hugged her pussy. Black, heeled boots, laced up to her knees, gave her a deadly stance. Her rapier hung from her belt on her left hip, her riposte dagger on the right. Her green eyes sparkled.

Dëshoma was ever so thankful that Maria had stayed with Marcus. The poor Fencer's dilemma over her childhood sweetheart and the man she'd come to love had nearly torn her heart in half. Maria had almost given up happiness thinking she loved Derrick. When they had rescued him, she looked chained to a dreadful fate. But she found the courage to admit that her feelings for Derrick had always been shallow. That she hadn't known true love until she had met Marcus.

Now he pulled her to him and kissed her with passion.

“I am ready, too, Marcus Aurelius,” Kulrigiizhai said. The elf, Marcus's willing sex slave, stepped up, looking all aquiver to be kissed herself. Her large breasts were clad by a tight, pink robe that fell open in the front to show off her legs.

It also held holes that left her nipples exposed. They thrust out hard and suckable. The robe, a gift from Shuwëmeri, would allow Kulrigiizhai to lactate once per day and buff the party with her succulent milk. It was always a soothing treat before a dangerous fight.

Pink panties, with silver runes, clad her shaved pussy. The impression of a clit ring pushed against the thin fabric. The thigh-highs stockings matched them. She wore a band of gold around her right arm, an angel's halo manifested physically. Lastly, sparkling slippers clad her dainty feet. Her ears twitched as they thrust out of her blonde hair.

“Someone wants a kiss,” Maria said when she broke the kiss.

“Indeed,” Marcus said and then snagged Dëshoma and pulled her close.

“It's Lady Kulrigiizhai, Lord Marcus, who needs it—” Dëshoma protested right before he kissed her.

She closed her eyes anyways and savored the delight. She quivered there as their lips worked together. His tongue thrust into her mouth, stirring around. Her cum-filled pussy clenched and her asshole squeezed about the butt plug.

“I know, Lady Dëshoma,” Marcus whispered when he broke the kiss. “Trust me, I know what she needs.”

Kulrigiizhai was a masochist. Humiliation and pain gave her pleasure. It went against Dëshoma's gentle heart, but she trusted Marcus. He was what every woman in his harem needed. Chivalrous with her, a fellow fighter with Maria, and a dominating master with Kulrigiizhai.

“Let's get shopping,” hissed Twist. The red-scaled, dragonborn Spy stepped up. Her Level 30 class choice was surprising. Twist favored money; Dëshoma expected her to take the Burglar class. “I'm ready to spend some money. I want some loot.”

She had no hair on her body. Every bit of her was covered in scales. Most of her body had small, pebbly and crimson scales, but she had a wide band of pink ones that ran up her stomach and covered her bountiful breasts. She and Kulrigiizhai had the largest tits in the party, though Nîya had the biggest in Marcus's harem. For clothing, Twist wore a pair of blood-red leather straps that crisscrossed her torso and just hid her nipples. From them bristled twenty or so shuriken. A black thong with a whaletail backing clung to her pussy and vanished between her scaly butt-cheeks. Fingerless gloves, made of charred-black leather, adorned her hands. She clicked her tongue piercing against the back of her teeth in impatience.

“You look antsy,” said Marcus.

“Just want to go,” she said and stepped into the Shardpool they all stood by. Full of blue “water,” it was the mystical portal that allowed them to use Shards to travel from location to location. They had to hunt for new ones to find new places to explore and help.

“Yes, yes,” Thūwhi said. The newest party member was Dëshoma's opposite in so many ways. She was demonborn instead of angelborn. Though they had both started as Acolytes, Thūwhi had chosen the Strength path instead of Intelligence. Dëshoma had become a healer and scholar of miracles. Thūwhi had become a holy warrior. First a Disciple and now a Deacon. “I would like to refit and see if we can't get to Liberus today.”

It was her temple that had been perverted. Despite her infernal heritage, she served Dihhomamer, God of Light. She had discovered Marcus's evil twin torturing an angel in the dungeon of the Grand Temple of Light in Liberus. She had been enchanted and handed over to the Lord of Depravity, leader of the Cultists of Zadeg. They had fought Thūwhi and broken her from the charm that had bewitched her.

Now she had joined the party to liberate her temple.

She looked as magnificent and noble in her own way. The cambion, demonborn, had ruddy skin the color of dying coals. A curvy woman with ample breasts that rivaled Twist's in plumpness and Kulrigiizhai's in softness. Instead of a golden halo about her, Thūwhi had a shadowy penumbra. A dimming of the light that made her sultry and delicious. A bustier-style breastplate of bright silver lifted her boobs into two jiggling mounds. A miniskirt of gleaming chainmail clung to her rump and lush legs. Polished greaves were strapped over her legs. She wore heavy sabatons, armored boots, made of reddish dwarf iron. Like Marcus, she had a kite shield slung over her back, hers bearing the shining hammer of Dihhomamer on a field of blue-gray. A wicked morning star, a ball with spikes at the end of a rod, hung from her waist.

Dëshoma lamented for any foe hit by such a weapon.

“I packed you all a lunch,” Shelly sweetly said. She wore only her apron, her lithe body looking so cute and adorable. “And I will have dinner ready for you, so come back in one piece.”

“They're visiting Akzobroz, not plundering a dungeon,” Okzira said. The busty dwarven blacksmith had a big grin on her face. “No place is more orderly or safe in all the shattered empire. Good beer, good food, good crafts, and good beer.”

“You said beer twice,” Maria said.

A smile split Okzira's gorgeous face. Though short, she was curvy and feminine, not how Dëshoma thought dwarves would be. “Trust me, the beer's so good, I had to name it twice.”

Marcus didn't want to journey to Liberus, the human city, to do their shopping. It was where the Temple to Dihhomamer lay that held the angel. Plus, Kulrigiizhai's former master, the terrible wizard who had so abused her for decades, had a presence there. He led the Tear Bearers, a group of arcane casters who sought to bypass the Shardpools by making portals directly to the scattered locations of this world. They were connecting the major cities once more, allowing trade to flow.

And enriching themselves in the process. That's how Twist would see it. Dëshoma would applaud the Tear Bearers save for what Veazzuaxziag had done to Kulrigiizhai

“Well, shall we?” Marcus asked and stepped into the blue “water” of the Shardpool. They had found the Shard to Akzobroz recently. Another city for them to explore. One safer for their needs.

Dëshoma and Maria stepped in at almost the same time. Then Thūwhi and Kulrigiizhai stepped in. Haîcze, the white-haired sylph explorer watched them. She had a big grin on her face, a large pack on her back.

“Have fun. I'll have the Glitter Caverns thoroughly plundered. You always miss something, Marcus.”

“And take away your fun of finding everything?” Marcus asked. “I can't do that to you.”

Haîcze, the first member of Marcus's harem, would go to dungeons and dangerous wilds they had already cleared to find any items they had missed. She always came back with new treasure. In addition, she would buy the loot they found and sell it to her contacts in the city to make more money to finance their missions.

The other members of the harem wished them luck. Nîya the dryad tailor quivered in her dress made of leaves held together by tiny threads. It barely covered any of her flesh. Aebussi, the gorgeous and eccentric leatherworker, had a large grin on her face as she blew them good-luck kisses.

Then Marcus concentrated and the world swirled blue.

They moved through reality bathed in blue. When it faded, they were no longer in their camp but in the middle of an underground city. Akzobroz, the capital of the dwarves. The ringing of hammers on stone and metal tinked through the air, various rhythms that almost blended to form a harmony. Dëshoma blinked as she could hear changes to the beats as different craftsmen worked at different rates.

She swayed to the strange music of work. It was... beautiful.

“Damn,” Marcus said. “I wouldn't think the hammering of metal could be... impressive.”

Kulrigiizhai nodded, looking as shocked as Dëshoma. Twist just shrugged and stepped out of the Shardpool, looking impatient to buy and sell. Commercial needs were never far from her mind, and yet Dëshoma favored her over every other woman in the party. Twist wasn't even in the harem.

But Dëshoma wanted her to be.

When did annoyance at thy blasphemy to the gods and crass materialism blossom into gentle affection in mine heart? wondered Dëshoma as she studied Twist.

Then her gaze slid past her to the environs that rang with the harmonious craft. Giant pillars of glowing crystal descended from the vaulted ceiling above. It was made of inverted step pyramids all laid out in a grid. At the corner of each was a pillar that shed light on the cavernous city. She knew this was carved out of the earth, and yet it felt built. The skill and time it must have taken made her shudder.

The buildings were laid out in neat and orderly rows. They were all identical, copied over and over, and yet some subtlety to their craft gave them a uniqueness that she couldn't quite place. It might have been the various changes in the layered patterns of the rocks. For these buildings, she realized, had also not been built.

They had been excavated and carved out of the earth.

Stria marked them. She could follow the layers of whites, browns, grays, and blacks as they flowed from building to building, here a layer of white stone thicker, here narrowing. The scale of it all had her shuddering.

“Do dwarves have lives?” Twist wondered.

“No wonder Okzira is happy hammering away in her forge,” said Maria. “It takes a race obsessed with work to make something like this.”

“I've been to Rhezolhes,” muttered Twist. “That's the orc city, Marcus. They just slap things together and call it good.”

Dëshoma wanted to keep looking. To browse at all the amazing sights that lay before them, but she also desired to buy their supplies. If it was her father trapped in the temple being tortured... Her stomach twisted.

“Perhaps we should find a marketplace and purchase our goods,” suggested the Soothsayer. “The architecture is impressive, but that is not the task which hath brought us here.”

“I'm with her,” Twist said. “Let's shop.”

“Yeah,” Marcus said. He shook his head as if trying to knock away the sights he witnessed. “Uh, hey, good dwarf, where is the marketplace?”

A passing dwarf, wearing a heavy leather vest and pants, with a beard that fell to his naval, thrust a thumb indicating the way. “You'll find goods built for people your size, Shardhunter. Best of Akzobroz. It's just past the Temple of Ädfomer.”

Marcus nodded and set off in that direction. Worry for her father simmering in her, Dëshoma hurried after, the party forming up around them.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Why am I even here? Twist wondered for the dozenth time since stepping into the Shardpool. Just go pay Grunt off.

She finally had the money to pay off that damned orc who'd found her as a hatchling and raised her. Twist didn't know her parents. Her history. She just knew that being fed and clothed as a child was not free. She had built up a tab she had to pay.

She didn't need to buy and sell here. Their last adventure had given her all she needed. So why am I here? she asked herself again as she strolled at the back of the party, Marcus marching at the front, a gallant hero leading his noble party.

Twist snorted. She didn't care about the world. She had saved people but just for the loot. She helped Marcus because he found treasure. He attracted it. In the short time she had been with him, she'd made twenty times what she had in the last year adventuring on her own. She had clawed through the levels.

I'm just here for some better gear, Twist told herself. Still going need gear. I can pay off Grunt tomorrow. It won't make a difference.

Something about that reasoning made Twist uneasy. She couldn't figure out what bothered her. Just something.

“What are these?” gasped Kulrigiizhai.

They passed a group of trees that ringed around one of the light pillars. Only they were strange. They grew to form a pattern. They had been shaped through careful pruning. The elf glared at it like the idea of a tree being tamed offended her.

“Dwarves have to craft everything, don't they?” she asked. They appeared to be in a park of some kind. Twist hadn't really noticed, her thoughts wandering. Dwarven children ran around the uneven ground. It had been left natural.

Then she noticed how it was too regular despite its unevenness. The dwarves had made an artificial “natural” stone floor for their children to play on. Some had toys, tin soldiers, porcelain dolls, wooden weapons, and even crystal tea sets.

“Come on,” Marcus said. He glanced ahead to the first unusually shaped building they had come across. “That looks like Ädfomer's temple.”

The God of Creation would have priority here in the dwarven city. It was a large structure that rose above the others, carved out of the stone and holding strange spires along the outside, cones that thrust up like they were the stalagmites that had originally been there and converted into part of the building itself.

A group of priests was out on the steps shaking hands to those going in and out. They all wore cloth robes of fine silk that fell around their bodies. Gold with the silver anvil of Ädfomer on the back. Their beards were woven together on the men, the women's hair braided in intricate fashions.

They glanced out at the street and then frowned as their party passed. They bent together and whispered. Twist's hide prickled. She could feel their attention on them. They recognized Marcus. The group vanished inside.

“I really have to do something about that Doppelganger,” Marcus muttered.

Twist nodded her agreement. Not her problem, though. Tomorrow, they would part company.

*  \ * /  *

I wanted to deal with that doppelganger. We were recognized by the dwarven priests and priestesses of Ädfomer. Did they think I was evil one or the good? Would they alert the fake version of me that we were here?

“Fuck,” I growled as we kept marching on to the marketplace.

It wasn't much past the Temple that it opened up into a large square. People other than dwarves were congregating here. Humans, dragonborn, halflings, changelings, orcs, and even a few elves peppered the crowd shopping at the stalls manned by the dwarves.

“Okay,” I said. “Split up and lets shop fast. I want to get out of here.”

“Yeah, those priests,” Maria said, shaking her head. She had sharp eyes thanks to the Map Maker trait she possessed. It gave her a bonus to Perception that was further fed by her Dexterity focus as a Fencer. “They made me feel uncomfortable.”

“Yeah, feeling some of the willies,” I agreed.

“Willies?” asked Twist, her voice sibilant. “I have never heard of that.”

“The heebee-jeebees.”

“Is that word or a sneeze?” Twist asked.

Maria giggled.

“Marcus has so many funny words,” Iris cheered as she zoomed over my head. Pixie dust rained down on me.

“So many,” I said. “Come on, let's get going.”

I broke off from the others, my eyes on the peel for new equipment. Right now, Okzira was forging me up something special. She would craft a new set of chest armor. I was a Knight now, so I could wear heavier stuff than I had on. No just wearing a breastplate. I would have pauldrons, the shoulder defenses, and vambraces, to protect my forearms. I would also need heavier cuisses and greaves than what I wore. Maybe even a fauld, the metallic armor that went around the waist and groin.

I had to ask Okzira what it was called.

I drifted towards the blacksmiths, nervous. They had a lot of gear, but how much of it was useful for knights? The craftsmen all hawked their wares. They had a lot for characters who were lower level than I was. I needed gear made of tungsten at my level.

I found one ancient dwarf who looked like he'd been alive when the world had been whole and hale. He had tungsten equipment. The only one I'd found so far. I glanced at what he had laid out, going over it with a critical eye.

I had to find the perfect thing.

“Here, here, Marcus,” Iris said, landing down on one piece.

“You have a pixie,” the old dwarf said. “I thought they were extinct. I hadn't seen one since I was a boy.”

“We still live,” Iris said. “We fly through the skies, but a lot of us got trapped in remote places. I spent forever in this field, just bored, and then Marcus appeared and I just knew I was waiting for him. Isn't he handsome?” She darted in and pressed her tiny lips on my cheek.

“He's a sturdy fellow, but I prefer my men more like women. Breasts and all that.” The old dwarf chuckled, tugging on his snowy beard. “And no facial hair.”

I grinned at him.

Then I studied what she had found. Not armor at all. I supposed I was stuck wearing my cuisses and greaves. They just didn't have anything here that was appropriate for my class or level. But these gauntlets.

They looked impressive.

I touched them and the dwarf's eyes lit up. “Gauntlets of Might,” he said. “Just donning them enhances your strength. You'll hit your enemies harder and withstand more punishment.”

I nodded. Strength determined not only my damage but my pool of Technical Points that my physical abilities used as well as fed into my Vitality. The stat that determined my Hit Points and Toughness. For a Knight, it was my most important stat followed by Faith.

“What else do they do?” I asked.

“They will let your next attack deliver a devastating blow. Twofold the damage of what you normally would deal.”

“Nice,” I said. I didn't have a lot of ways to up my damage. I was the tank of the party, but with Thūwhi joining us as an off-tank, I could be a little more offensive. “I'll take them.”

We haggled for a price. I slipped them on. The blue-gray metal had a lovely sheen to them.

I smiled as I flexed my fingers. Very nice indeed.

I browsed the shop. I stocked up on the best tier of healing potions I could as well as a single MP restoration potion. It was impossible to find TP potions. Dëshoma and Kulrigiizhai were both buying the MP potions.

Kulri had a silver circlet on her head now. It had a twinkle about it like it held all the starry sky.

“Ooh, ooh, a Circlet of Stars,” Iris appraised. “She can increase her spell damage for a minute once per day plus, it increases her Intelligence.”

“That is why I bought it,” she said.

“Similar to these,” I said. “Though you get a damage boost to all attacks. I guess you are the DPS.”

Kulri smiled. They were always precious. “You and those strange words. I will not let you down, Marcus Aurelius. I will be the best dee pee ess in the world.”

“Yes, you will,” I said, eager to see her slinging elemental spells now. As an Evoker, she didn't just cast arcane. She could add one of six different elements to her spells. “And what did you buy, Dëshoma?”

“I have purchased a lovely pair of new footwear to grace mine dainty feat!” she said, holding hers out. They were crystal heels, her dainty feet easily seen through them. The shoes had a silver glitter to them. “I must forgo the swifter travel about the battlefield, but I shall heal more with mine miracles and, once per day, I shall add upon my miracle a regeneration effect that shall restore more Hit Points to the recipients of my faith.”

“Nice, slap a heal and a HoT.” That was a Healing over Time. I liked to use RPG terms. This world felt so much like one. I was the tank, the guy who “tanked” the damage and kept the threat, the enemy's attention, on me. Dëshoma was our healer. She kept us alive. Maria, Twist, and Kulri were our DPS. Damage Per Second, or how much punishment they could put out. They were the ones whose job it was to murder our enemies while I held their attention.

Thūwhi would help with that.

“I also purchased this new habit for mine self,” Dëshoma said. “Maybe I should put it on here.” A gleam appeared in her eyes. That naughty urge she had to strip naked and go wild. “It's—”

The shouting began. Cries of fear.

I groaned. Those damned priests of Ädfomer told someone I was here. I drew my ax and limbered my shield. I rolled my shoulders and then turned to face the threat.


Chapter Three: Wrathful Dwarves

Twist

Annoyance flared through Twist. Did she get to don her new Savage Flame Crocodile Hide Thong that would let her deal extra bleed damage? Nope. Her favorite attack (okay, her second-favored attack because Mug gave her money as well as hurt the enemy) dealt bleed damage. She had been looking forward to using it in the future.

Not adventuring with Marcus, of course. That was behind her. Or so she thought.

The eleven filthy dwarves roared as they charged into the market square. Panicked civilians fled in every direction. A few unfortunates came too close to the two-handed greataxes the dwarves wore. With blood-curdling glee, the dwarves hacked them down. They had wild beards, unkempt and crusted in flaking rust, giving the various strands a stiff texture. Through gaps and rents in the blood-red robes they wore, armor gleamed.

The leader had a black hood over his head. He stood taller than the others, a muscular dwarf covered in scars instead of robes and armor. It was like his very bloodthirst defended him, a faith in his violence. A thick one ran across his stomach like he'd been disemboweled and stitched back together.

“Reavers of Aphounga!” shouted Dëshoma, for once using a scarcity of words. “Led by the Lord Executioner.”

“Fucking priests of Ädfomer,” growled Marcus. “The cock-suckers work fast.”

“Yes, they do,” Twist said and Vanished.

Every Rogue could go invisible once every two minutes. They wrapped themselves up in a stealth so complete, it took rare magics or the keenest perceptions to notice them. Twist also had other ways to achieve the same result now. Which was good. Many of her skills dealt more damage.

Such as Ambush, her second-favorite skill.

Marcus and Maria Yelled, a buff every Fighter class had. Despite how divergent the two were now, Maria fast and dexterous and Marcus ponderous and strong, they had started out on the same path. He charged at the lead, his shield out. He yelled his Zeal, drawing attention on himself. Thūwhi rushed in to join him.

Twist moved in for the attack from the rear.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

She gripped her Bible of Excellence, her asshole clamping down on her butt plug. She would have to use all her skills to heal against this foe. Eleven combatants that Marcus and Thūwhi had to keep focused on themselves while Twist, Maria, and Kulrigiizhai unleashed their damage.

So Dëshoma used her next skill. Fortune's Fate put her healing destiny in the hands of her goddess. It would buff her restorative miracles from between 10% to 50%. She had put her faith into her goddess and embarked on the Soothsayer path, a declaration of her devotion to her goddess.

Mortal followers may have been corrupted, but Ëshuxeri, at least, still loved mankind.

30% buff to her healing. She accepted it. Average. But there was nothing wrong with that for it was more than she could have healed without her goddess's blessing. Ëshuxeri had her reasons. Dëshoma would not doubt them.

The combatants closed across the open market square. Clashed.

*  \ * /  *

“I vow to protect you, Maria!” I roared, unleashing my first Knight ability: Vow of Defense.

It would keep the enemy focused on me. Half the threat she generated would instead flow to me. Along with Zeal, it would help to keep the enemy attacking me. I didn't have my stronger armor yet, but I still had the strength and the skills to weather any attacks.

Dëshoma would heal me while I used the time-honored tradition of sword and board. Well, ax and shield.

As the first of the enemy surged at me, I activated my Crusader's Titanium Breastplate, probably for the last time. My ax burst with white holy energy. The first three reached me, raising their large greataxes to hack me down. I readied my kite shield and executed Holy Sweep.

My ax swung in a wide arc before me, striking all three of them. I cut through their robes and struck the armor beneath. I dented the metal, damaging the enemy. But not enough. Their armor protected them.

Their axes hacked down as Dëshoma's Theological Litany fell upon me. A HoT that would keep me up even if their weapons hit.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Three axes crashed into Marcus's shield. At the same time, Maria spotted another of the blood-matted dwarves rushing in to cut down the man she loved. She would not let him. She fell into her fighting stance and snarled out her challenge.

“Do you dare test your ax against my blade!” she cried, unleashing Duel.

A Duelist ability she had picked up at Level 27, it forced an enemy to fight her. So long as she didn't attack any other opponent, she gained a bonus to her damage and to her dodge. She already felt herself sizing up her opponent as he rushed in. His ax swung at her.

A smooth pivot, not worth parrying with her dagger.

Then she used her new Fencer attack. Her blade stabbed low at the vulnerable knee joint of the dwarven cultist. Hamstring sliced into the back of his leg. He laughed as blood spurted. His legs spasmed. His steps became slow. He wouldn't be able to dodge her next attack.

Double Strike launched her rapier and riposte dagger at him, a dual hit to deal massive damage. He failed to avoid them both with his right foot sliding on the ground. She struck his breastplate. Her rapier penetrated, but barely. Her dagger struck the outside and did no damage at all.

The dwarf laughed at how ineffectual her attack was. Then he swung his ax at her head with blinding speed. She twisted, dodging. Even with the Duel active, she didn't move fast enough. He caught her leg, ripping through her muscle.

Hit Points dropped and blood spurted from the wound. She gasped, the bleed dealing her damage over time. Exultation crossed the dwarf's face as blood dripped from his greataxe's blade.

He swung again.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

For the first time, Kulrigiizhai used elemental damage. She activated her Elemental Affinity ability, which she could do as part of casting any arcane spell, and changed her favorite area of effect spell from dealing arcane damage to fire.

“Let the geometries of space gather into three matrices of unstable power!” chanted from her lips.

Across the battlefield, three pillars of fire rose. Most of the enemy were around Marcus, but Thūwhi fought a few and Maria dueled one, blood spurting from her injured leg. The roaring columns detonated in fiery explosions that engulfed all the combatants.

It didn't hurt her allies, but it sizzled over the enemy. She could hear them screaming as her flames immolated them. Her ears quivered in excitement as she launched into the next chant of Arcane Pillars. This time, she decided, she would deal wind damage and unleash three bursts of cyclonic destruction.

The words tumbled from her lips.

*  \ * /  *

The flames roared around me. The cultists roared their pain. At least magic could hurt them. I had five of them on me, the other four on Thūwhi standing feet away. I dropped Consecrate. The ground around my feet burst with divine energy, sizzling the foes.

They roared in pain and swung at me. Their axes crashed into my shield and struck my breastplate. They cut through my armor and buried into my flesh. Pain flared only to be soothed away by the HoT Dëshoma had graced upon me.

“For Dihhomamer!” roared Thūwhi.

She thrust her morning star in the air. A bright flash of light burst from it. Divine energy washed over us. It struck all our foes. They snarled against the pain. Two of the ones she fought blinked their eyes. One of mine stumbled and then swung so poorly he missed me by feet.

“Blind, nice,” I said, weathering another blow before lashing out with my ax.

“Heretic!” she roared and slammed her morning star down into her enemy's shield, the darkness around her deepening for a moment. The foe staggered, breastplate dented. One spike had penetrated through.

Annoyance flashed over her ruddy face.

“Yeah, these assholes suck dick!” I growled, slamming my blade into one. I struck his breastplate, denting it but doing little real damage.

The five still able to see swung at me then. They clipped my arms. My legs. My armor wasn't heavy enough to weather these attacks. One struck under my ribs, a critical blow. My Hit Points dropped faster than Dëshoma's HoT could keep up. I grimaced against the pain.

Blood spilled down my body as I swung again. I struck a dwarf a glancing blow in the cheek, dealing some real damage for once. I grinned in delight as a gale exploded around us. The wind swirled and howled, buffeting the enemy while mildly caressing my cheeks.

A hard blow struck Thūwhi even as healing energy engulfed me. Thūwhi weathered it with discipline. She was an Acolyte originally, but she had transitioned from a healer into a warrior. She roared and engulfed herself in light.

Through my magical senses of my party's status, I could feel her Hit Points ticking up. A self HoT. Deacon's had some interesting skills.

I blocked two more attacks and glared at the Lord Executioner. He gibbered and roared. He smacked his greataxe into his chest, working up to the kill. We had to clean through his peons first. After they were dead, I would slam my ax into him.

I struck another glancing blow, gaining a minuscule amount of Hit Points back thanks to my weapon's property. Barely anything compared to the damage raining down on me. The blind one stumbled, attacks missing wildly.

Twist appeared.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Before stepping out of her Vanish, Twist activated her first Spy ability.

Know Weakness let her spot the vulnerable points on an enemy and deal even more damage to them. She sized up one of the enemies fighting Thūwhi, trusting Marcus to withstand anything. Three gales burst around her as she found her point of vulnerability.

She appeared and Ambushed.

Her blade stabbed through the gap in the armor she'd spotted and buried deep. Blood spurted from the wound. She hissed in satisfaction, her pink-scaled breasts heaving in the bloody straps she wore for chest armor.

The cultist of Aphounga roared in pain and whirled to attack her. She dodged his attack while Thūwhi slammed her morning star into his back. Metal clanged. The enemy didn't care. She was hardly a threat. Not like Twist.

“Bye,” hissed the Spy and Shadow Cloaked.

She disappeared and dodged to the right. The dwarf roared in rage, sweeping his attacks around in bold flurries. Thūwhi struck him hard in the side of the head. Light flashed from the blow and then the enemy stumbled. Blind.

I like her style, Twist thought and then ambushed the same dwarf again, striking his vitals. Blood spurted from two wounds. It spilled down his armor. He roared in dwarven, the words spilling out coarse and vile.

“Yeah, you'd like to get a piece of my cunt, wouldn't you?” she asked. “But your little dick would hardly tickle me.”

She slashed into him with normal attacks, conserving her TP. She relied on Knife Combo, a passive ability that increased her damage with every attack that landed without her being hit in return. She struck his vulnerable parts, damaging him while he staggered.

Three pillars of ice sprouted around them then burst into a flurry of shards that ripped out in all direction, slashing into the enemy. Twist laughed as her blinded, bleeding opponent fell, torn to ribbons.

Twist liked the new Kulri, too.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

The ice staggered her opponent.

She struck. She slammed her rapier into his neck. It sank in deep. The dwarf spasmed and then fell to the ground twitching. She smiled and glanced at the battlefield. Twist's foe had fallen plus the others were getting pounded. The Lord Executioner pointed at her.

She smiled and Dueled him.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The butt plug vibrated as Dëshoma finished casting Arcane Therapy. She dropped health on the entire party. Maria faced the Lord Executioner as he charged. He rushed at her, his blood-matted beard bristling like spikes. He raised his ax for the attack.

Maria readied for the dodge.

“Allow the positive energy,” chanted Dëshoma, casting her healing over time spell, “...to suffuse mine ally with healthy endurance!”

Right before the Lord Executioner reached Maria, the healing spell engulfed her. She stood ready for his ax to fall.

Only it didn't. He barreled right at her. She gasped and jumped to the side at the last moment, realizing his intention. He struck her body. His sharp beard points ripped into her exposed stomach. She spun in the air and hit the ground hard. Her body twitched. Blood spurted from a half-dozen wounds across her abdomen.

“Maria!” roared Marcus.

Dëshoma, butt plug vibrating, launched into Arcane Healing.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The elf focused on earth with her next Arcane Pillar.

She chanted the words as Maria screamed in pain. The human Fencer hit the ground hard. The Lord Executioner whirled over her, his ax raised. She looked stunned. The elf's ears twitched. There was nothing Kulrigiizhai could do. Not in mid-spell cast.

Marcus roared the Fencer's named as Kulrigiizhai completed her spell.

Three pillars of gray stone burst out of the ground then exploded. Dust and chunks of rocks swallowed the battlefield, obscuring all for a moment. She felt the impact on the enemy. Sensed the damage she did.

As it cleared, Marcus raced for Maria. The Lord Executioner's ax fell.


Chapter Four: Lord of Executions

I stepped before the Lord Executioner and hefted my shield. It slammed into it with a mighty blow that sent me reeling. I tripped over Maria and hit the ground. My arm shivered from the force of the Lord Executioner's prowess.

He snarled with manic fury and lunged in at me. I gasped and rolled over. His ax struck the ground. I struggled to get back to my feet. He had thrown some sort of debuff on me, keeping me prone and vulnerable. I grit my teeth, battering my Resistance into the status effect. I wouldn't lie here and be vulnerable. I'd get my ass up and bash his brains in.

“Fuck you!” I growled and activated Fortitude. I burned MP to cleanse my body of all debuffs. Suddenly, I could push myself up even as his ax hacked down at me again.

The attack came in too fast for me to block with my shield. It crashed into my right shoulder. My collarbone snapped. The ax head drove deep into my flesh. Pain exploded. Blood burst from the wound and sprayed across the dwarf's face.

“Let me see, boy!” spat the dwarf, his eyes wild. “The fury. The fight against inevitability. The futile struggle against death's cold grip ripping your soul from your weak body!”

He wrenched the blade free. I snarled in pain, blood sheeting down my body. My Hit Points had evaporated. He lunged in with the sharp tines of his beard, Maria's blood congealing on the strands, making them stiffer.

He'd kill me. I could hear Dëshoma's frantic prayers, but she wouldn't be fast enough. I had to heal right now.

I activated my Reforged Titanium Blessed Ax of Fertile Hew. Healing energy surged into me. The brutal wound I had taken mended in a heartbeat. Magic knit it back together. Shuwëmeri's passion suffused me and restored me to full HP just in time to have the spiky beard slam into my chest.

Metal screeched as the strands slid over my breastplate. They found a few rents in my armor and buried into flesh. Wounds bled. Then Dëshoma's Arcane Healing fell upon me. She banished the damage, but the wounds still bled. I lost Hit Points with every second, a DoT sapping my life.

I didn't care. I was back in the fight.

He wound back his arm to slam his vicious ax into me. The fucker hit hard. The cultists I had abandoned were stumbling towards us. Watery pillars rose around us as I activated my Magnetic Titanium Kite Shield once per day ability.

My shield moved with effortless grace, snapping up to block the blow. A perfect negation of damage. I would do the same with the next four attacks.

The watery pillars detonated into a flood of frothy damage that washed over the enemies.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Activating Staunch Bleeding, Maria mended her bleeding wounds. It didn't restore her HP, but she wouldn't lose anymore from the spurting injuries. She gained her feet as the water burst around her. The water swirled around her. She didn't even feel it buffeting her body.

It was a strange sensation. She didn't even feel wet, her hair dry as the water just vanished back into the ether from where Kulri had conjured it. The enemy, on the other hand, suffered. Three of the dwarves collapsed, their mouths full of the liquid, slain by the damage. Thūwhi struck one and brained him. Twist's dagger flashed.

“Just us, big boy,” Marcus said and swung his ax, glowing with divine damage.

“Yes!” Maria sang, stepping up beside her lover. They fought the High Executioner together.

The dwarf swung his ax in cleaving blows that swept around them. Maria dodged and Marcus's shield caught each of the blurring blows. They came fast. A second clang. A third. A fourth. Marcus had a perfect parry.

But not for the fifth. Maria realized he'd activated his shield and it no longer jerked him around. Still, he fought. Thūwhi gathered the last of the cultists on her, tanking them. Twist disappeared. Maria just stabbed and attacked.

She ducked another swipe that caught Marcus hard in the side. It crunched through his armor and buried deep into his body. He groaned, his cape swirling around him. Worry nibbled in Maria as she sensed Marcus's Hit Points dwindling.

The dwarf hit hard.

The executioner wrenched his weapon out and swung it at Marcus.

Maria used Double Strike, lunging out with both her weapons. She buried them into the dwarf's scarred body, her rapier thrusting into the blood-matted beard. The attack did nothing to slow the brutal swing that slammed into the corner of Marcus's shield. It bent the edge, and then the ax drove into his shoulder. Blunted, it still dealt him damage.

Come on and heal him, Dëshoma, thought Maria.

Three pillars of lightning crackled into existence and unleashed a storm of electricity that fired the area.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Just as she paused to top off Thūwhi—her self-heal wasn't keeping up with the damage she took from the three dwarven cultists she fought—Dëshoma had thought Marcus would be fine. But his Hit Points evaporated fast. He barely stood.

He roared and swung a Divine Blow at the Lord Executioner, striking the dwarf a hard blow in the head. Lightning Pillars detonated as Dëshoma activated her Priestess's Healing Butt Plug. The toy burst into wild vibrations, sending a shiver of pleasure down to her pussy. It would double the amount of damage she would heal with her next miracle.

The words for Arcane Healing spilled from her lips. They tumbled out fast and wild as the Lord Executioner drew back for another blow. Maria's rapier flashed. Twist appeared, stabbing into the dwarf's back. The three dwarves Thūwhi fought fell dead from Kulrigiizhai's electric spell.

There was only the Lord Executioner. A dwarf who knew how to dispatch foes. If Marcus dropped below 0 HP and fell to death's door, the next attack would kill him. Dëshoma would not let that happen. She prayed to Ëshuxeri.

Her spell engulfed Marcus a fraction of a heartbeat before the ax dealt him the fatal blow.

His HP shot up to nearly max before he lost a good chunk of them from the blow. But Dëshoma already chanted her next miracle, her butt plug vibrating. The others converged. Kulrigiizhai switched spells, chanting Arcane Shard now.

Dëshoma felt the tide turning as Maria landed a hard blow.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

She slashed at the back of the Lord Executioner, dealing him damage, but the blow Maria landed on him turned his ire to her. He smeared blood from his chest and flung it in her face. The liquid struck her eyes and she stumbled, blind.

“Bassstard,” hissed Twist.

She activated her Bloody Alchemical Leather Straps to make sure her next attack did bleed damage. Then she slashed her dagger across the cult leader's back. Another bloody slash ripped open. This one spurted crimson, damaging him. Killing him.

Maria stumbled, shaking her head. The Lord Executioner followed it up with a powerful attack. Twist's insides clenched as the ax fell on the disoriented Maria. Marcus roared out his Zeal, struggling to draw the enemy's attention back to him.

The blade hit Maria hard.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Her eyes burned. The blood sizzled in them. She couldn't see anything. She stumbled, scared of what would happen to her. She heard the air whistling. She had no choice. She activated her Shadow Leather bra.

She shifted to the left as she did, leaving behind an image of her displaced to her right of her. A trickery that she hoped would work. The ax swiped through the empty air where her image stood and hit the ground.

The Lord Executioner roared his fury. “TRICK?”

“Nice!” Twist hissed. “Thought he had you.”

“Maria!” Dëshoma cast then chanted her prayer.

Suddenly, soothing energy washed over her. Maria could see. She blinked her eyes and then smiled to see the Lord Executioner spit at her displaced image before swinging his ax into Marcus's battered shield.

Maria thrust her rapier hard into the dwarf. She stabbed him and yet... She felt like she wasn't dealing him any damage at all. Like all their attacks—Twist's slashing knives, Thūwhi's crushing morning star, Marcus's hacking ax, and her piercing rapier—barely did more than tickle him. Her brow knitted.

Then three flaming shards slammed into the Lord Executioner. He roared at the sizzling fire that blazed across his scarred chest. He growled at Kulrigiizhai, but Marcus held his attention with his Zeal. The Lord Executioner slammed another blow at Marcus.

“Kulri!” Maria shouted. “Unleash everything you have!”

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

She activated her Silvered Feylinen Panties.

The silver runes on the dainty scrap of undergarment that Kulrigiizhai wore flared with bright light. She felt the power flooding her body as she focused on the Lord Executioner. The arcane words tumbled from her lips as she selected her element.

Lightning.

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

“...space form into shards of slashing death!”

Three shards of crackling lightning hurtled from the Evoker's staff. They knifed through the air and slammed into the Lord Executioner. A split second later, an identical pair of shards followed in the first wake. As the dwarf roared his pain, electricity crackling over his body, the second attack struck.

Thanks to her panties, Kulrigiizhai had double-cast her Arcane Shard.

The Lord Executioner roared bloody murder and turned his gaze on her. He ignored the ax that stuck his body with a flash of divine damage. He shrugged off the morning star striking him in the head. The knife stabbing in his back might have merely tickled him and the rapier piercing his side a friendly poke.

He charged the elven Evoker.

Kulrigiizhai had no time to get off the one spell that could save her. She faced her impending death. She would try to dodge but had little faith in her ability. She gripped her staff. She had defended her master.

The ax slammed down at her.


Chapter Five: The Knight's Slave

The Lord Executioner reached Kulri before I could stop him.

Death slashed down for my elven slave. I had Vowed the wrong party member. I thought Maria would be in the most amount of danger, but in this fight, my Evoker could unleash the most amount of devastation.

She was our MVP.

I would not let her die.

“Mother-fucking asshole!” I roared and unleashed Shield of Faith. “Fight me you cock-sucking shithead!”

A bubble of divine energy engulfed Kulri. An oval, almost an egg, that stopped the blow cold. Energy rippled around the shield. She was impervious to any attack, but she couldn't attack back. Only use defensive magics.

“Let the geometries of space enfold around me and pierce through distance,” she chanted with her cool reserve. She vanished, teleporting with Arcane Jump.

“I Vow to defend my sex slave from all threats!” I snarled and slammed my ax into the dwarf's back, unleashing a new Vow of Defense. “Only I get to hurt her! Only I get to give her that pain she craves! You're going to die choking in blood!” I hit him again as he turned around.

“Small words from the asshole tickling me.”

“Oh, I'm not going to kill you!” I growled. “Kulrigiizhai, unleash your devastation on this fucker. I want him dead at my feet.”

“Yes, Marcus Aurelius,” she moaned with such throaty passion. I could hear the breathy excitement in her voice. The quivering delight that made her wet.

Water shards slammed into him as I dropped a Consecrated Grounds. The earth sizzled at his feet as I hacked and slashed. The Lord Executioner snarled as water burst across his chest. He staggered. My elf chanted again. He glared at her then at me.

Swung.

Kulri split her threat with me. And since I was generating additional threat with Zeal active and Consecrated Ground zapping him, Kulri could never pull away his attention so long as I had my Vow of Defense active on her.

My knightly honor defended the masochistic elf I loved.

The rest of my women surged in while Dëshoma's healing embraced me in her passion. Maria thrust, Twist stabbed, and Thūwhi battered. The Lord Execution staggered, attacked from every side and hammered with shards of earth, air, and ice. He staggered. He hit me. He hurt me, but I had Dëshoma. I took all the pain, all the suffering, all the agony on behalf of my women.

And watched as my enemy died, struck by shards of fire that burst cross his chest and beard. Whiskers singed, he staggered and then collapsed at my feet. I planted my boot on his head and glanced back at Kulri.

“Well done. You get a reward for tonight. Any sexual act that you want, I'll deliver.”

Joy shone on my slave's face.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

“Why did these cock-suckerssss attack us?” demanded Twist even as she began looting.

“You know why,” Marcus said. He stood tall. Kulri was at his side practically dry-humping him with her excitement.

Twist got that. Marcus was the sort of virile man who made you that wet.

“They wouldst not do commit an act of such base treachery,” whispered Dëshoma. She looked horrified. “Not the priests of crafty Ädfomer.”

“Of course they did,” Twist said.

Thūwhi spat on the nearest cultist. “This is disgusting. How deep does the rot go?”

“Perhaps they did not know what events they were setting into motion by alerting others that they had seen thee, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said, glancing at him with her eyes.

Twist shook her head. She liked Dëshoma—a lot—but the angelborn was always a dewy-thighed fool for the Gods of Light and Order.

“The rot runs deep, Lady Dëshoma,” Marcus said, his voice tight and sad. “But we shall cleanse it.”

“Today?” she asked.

He shook his head. “We have to camp. This used too many resources and we didn't gain a level.”

They had come close, but that didn't count. Twist rolled her shoulders. No reason for her not to go Liberus now, though. Marcus and his group would only attract more attention like this. Twist didn't need to get caught up in it.

But I would miss what Kulri plans on asking. That whore-elf will make it naughty. She'll put on a show for us. Twist furrowed her brow at the thought. Where had it come from? Besides, she thought, I could be at full resources when I deal with Grunt.

“Anything that helps us out?” asked Marcus.

“Nope,” Twist said. “Just some coin and a set of keys.” She pulled them from the Lord Executioner's pants. A ring of black iron skeleton keys with skulls for the bases. She tossed them. He snatched them and frowned.

“Iris?” He held them up.

The pixie descended and inspected them. She shook her head. “They are regular keys, if icky. Skulls.”

“Yeah, it's like something from Warhammer,” Marcus said then chuckled.

“Is Warhammer a city in thine world, Lord Marcus?” asked Dëshoma. “It sounds like a fearsome place.”

“Yeah, it's grim and dark. There's only war there.” He smiled like he was telling a joke.

Twist grinned. She liked Marcus. His world sounded fascinating.

“Finish looting, then let's get out of here,” Marcus said. “Word's going to spread.” Already, a group of dwarven guards marched up. They wore copper armor, so that made them low-level, Twist could spit on them and they'd fall over dead. They saw the cultists then the group.

“Glory to the Shardhunters,” the first said. “Ädfomer keep your ax sharp, your armor strong, and your ale foamy.”

Marcus smiled and nodded to the corpses. “Cultists of Aphounga.”

“They burst through the Shardpool a half-hour ago and raced through the city. Many were injured. A few killed.” The guard spat on one. “You have earned Akzobroz's friendship...”

“Marcus. Marcus Aurelius.”

Twist straightened. She had the coin. She would split it up later when they returned to camp. She shook her head at Marcus. Nothing else of interest. He shrugged and led the way through the city. They marched back to the square.

The priests of Ädfomer had not re-emerged. Marcus stared at the temple. She could see him making the debate. He wanted to go in there, crack some skulls, and get some answers. Twist smiled, her hand reaching for her dagger, as eager...

Eager? To fight? Twist shook her head. She had to get away from Marcus. He was poisoning her with his idealism. He sucked her in with his irreverent language and inexhaustible sexual appetite. She had thought he just wanted to fuck and fight, but he really wanted to save the world.

A duplicitous man. Twist admired him greatly.

They kept walking, seeing the signs of the cultists' attack. Dëshoma stared at the bloodstains on the ground with bristling disgust, her hand clenching to her white-bound bible. Thūwhi, too, held the same outrage. The same offense.

Both are dewy-thighed for the gods, Twist thought in disgust. You can only trust yourself. Faith is for fools and madmen.


Chapter Six: Early Camping

Maria du Marne

She stepped out of the Shardpool into the camp. It was only the middle of the day. It seemed so early to be done with anything. She glanced around and didn't even see Haîcze. She was still out looting the Glittering Caverns.

Maria sighed. She went over to her booth and set two items on the table. Her Bloody Rapier and her Flash-Bright Ring. She had replaced both. Glittering on her finger was her Shield Ring. It gave her more defense. She hadn't put it on for the fight and she wished she had. The Lord Executioner hit hard.

The one down-side to walking the Dexterity Path of the Fighter classes was the leather armor. She didn't get to wear metal any longer. Didn't get to wrap herself up in layers of protection. Though Marcus's and Thūwhi's had come out fairly battered, their armor still had blunted the damage they took more than her thong and bra.

So the Shield Ring was something she found and instantly snagged up. It increased her defense and, for thirty seconds, could reduce the damage she took. It was pretty, too, a diamond set on a platinum band. Inscribed into it was the symbol of Pushijer, God of Protection. A diamond-shaped shield with curved sides that bowed inward. Though his followers might have betrayed the world, the Gods of Light and Order couldn't have.

She drew her new weapon and smiled. Her Graceful Dueling Rapier had been a delight to wield. She had hit with her attacks, even if she couldn't penetrate armor or deal much damage. The Lord Executioner had damage reduction, too. Perhaps all the scars on his skin blunted physical attacks.

“Nice,” Twist said. She leaned against the trader booth. She wore a new thong made of orange that clashed horribly with her pink belly scales though it looked fine with the red of the rest of her. “I like it.”

“Lets me hit with all attacks for half a minute,” Maria said. “Once per day.” She glanced at Twist. “You upgraded your shurikens.”

“Yeah. I'm a Spy. Got some skills coming up so they'll actually be useful. Rūzem's greasy touch, I might even become a Ninja at Level 50. Though maybe the Assassin is more my style.”

“Mmm,” Maria said. She realized she probably would hit that high level. She had never thought about it. “You'd make a great assassin. You like stabbing people from the shadows. What does Marcus call it?”

“Ganking fuckers.” Twist smiled. “Zadeg's limp dick, he's got some great curse words and insults.”

“You know them all,” Maria said. She blushed. “I couldn't curse like that. To insult a god, even one of darkness.”

“That's the fun,” Twist said. “Zadeg's the god of lust, so it's satisfying to say he's got a limp dick.”

Maria blinked. “Oh, wow, and Ehglizi's fat ass?”

“She's the Goddess of Destruction.” Twist grinned. “How do you think she does it?”

A wicked giggle burst from Maria. “Khah's loud fart?”

“How can the God of Betrayal sneak up on you if you hear him ripping a loud, stinky fart?” Twist shrugged. “Khoukiri's the Goddess of Darkness to hide her ugly face and Īwheda's got clumsy fingers.”

That made Maria burst into laughter imagining the Goddess of Crime fumbling at her lock-picks.

Twist joined her, hissing with laughter. Maria smiled at her and wondered, When are you going to join the harem? You're the last of us holding out.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

She wore her new crystal shoes and adjusted the habit she had purchased. It was perfect for her. “Slutty Elven Silk Habit,” she cooed, her exhibitionism completely dominating her lusts these days. She hardly remembered being modest. It was so much fun showing off her body. The body that only Marcus and his women could touch. “Mmm, yes!”

It was an inspiring habit of red silk with an oval cutout so large it framed her round breasts, showing off her golden nipples while also leaving her belly bare. There was hardly any cloth to it. The outfit was so slutty it gave the rest of her party members a better chance to dodge.

All the enemies would be distracted by how hot she was. She'd be praying with her pussy on display and her tits jiggling.

Once per day, she would really distract them, decreasing every enemy's chance to hit for thirty seconds. It would help to keep Lord Marcus and their lovers alive. That was important to Dëshoma. And doing it while looking sexy was just a treat.

“Lady Dëshoma,” Thūwhi said, her voice a little stiff. “I, uh, was wondering if I could have your assistance?”

“What dost thou need of me?” Dëshoma asked. Though Thūwhi was cambion, demonborn, Dëshoma would not hold that against the Deacon. Thūwhi could not control her parentage. “If it is within mine abilities, I will gladly help.” As she spoke, she arched her back to thrust out her round and jiggling breasts at the demonborn.

Thūwhi's eyes glanced down then flashed back up. Her ruddy cheeks seemed to get even darker. She squirmed, her breasts jiggling in her bikini breastplate. “It's what I bought. It will aid me, but...” She swallowed. “It's a little embarrassing. I need help, er, inserting it.”

A smile crossed Dëshoma's eyes. There was a class of magic items available only to female Acolytes. And though the pair had walked opposite branches of the Faith path, they shared those simple roots.

“Thou hast bought a butt plug to enhance thy abilities, Lady Thūwhi?”

“Yes,” the demonborn groaned. She pulled it out of her pocket. It was a solid gold butt plug. A thick one. It had a sapphire capping the end.

Dëshoma took it, purring, “Turn around and bend over so that I may insert this rude and naughty magic item into thine tight and dirty rectum.”

Thūwhi nodded and did just that, bending over. Her chainmail skirt hugged to her rump. Dëshoma shuddered, her asshole clenching down on her own butt plug. She sucked on the tip of Thūwhi's naughty toy. Then she shoved it between her thighs, pressing it right on her hymen.

With a gasp, Dëshoma deflowered herself. Her maidenhead tore and her juicy pussy greedily swallowed the butt plug. The Soothsayer closed her eyes, moaning her delight. She so wanted to plunge it in and out of her until she achieved a shuddering orgasm, but she refrained.

Soaked in her maidenly juices, she pulled it out. Her pussy tingled as her maidenhead regrew, restoring her purity. She hiked Thūwhi's chainmail skirt up, the metal rattling, and exposed a curvy and cute rump.

“Thy ass is a thing of beauty, Lady Thūwhi, and I am honored to assist thee in the donning of thine rude item.” Dëshoma placed the butt plug against Thūwhi's asshole.

She thrust.

The demonborn groaned. Her back arched. Her asshole widened to swallow the butt plug. She whimpered and moaned. Then she gasped. It popped into her rectum all the way, the sapphire jewel nestled between her ruddy cheeks.

“What does this naughty becharmed item do, Lady Thūwhi?”

“It's a Disciple's Butt Plug.” She shoved down her chainmail skirt and straightened. She wiggled her hips, clearly adjusting to the girth. “It lets me deal extra holy damage. Once a day, I can use a Disciple ability for no TP.”

“What a delightful choice,” said Dëshoma. “I do heartily approve. Plus, it shall provide ample opportunity for delights of the most wanton and lusty nature when the party doth descend into lusting passion.”

Blue light flashed, drawing Dëshoma's attention. Haîcze swept out of the Shardpool, her white hair fluttering behind her like a strong breeze howled through the camp. All Dëshoma felt was a gentle kiss of the wind upon her brow.

“Got some loot for you to sssale,” Twist hissed from where she lounged by the trader's hut.

“Excellent,” said Haîcze. “I found some interesting things at the Glittering Caverns.” She plucked out a glittering crystal and tossed it towards Marcus. “How did you miss that lovely?”

“A Star of Ädfomer,” he said, smiling in delight. He turned around then  his gaze fell on Dëshoma. On her skirt. “Well, well, well, I think I know what I want my naughty Soothsayer to keep wearing.”

Such joy shot through her. Her asshole clenched down on her butt plug. “Lord Marcus, it doth move me to such delight that thou doth enjoy the sight of mine turquoise bush and curvy rump. Gladly wilt I keep wearing such tawdry and uninhibited clothing for thine pleasure.”

“And your own,” he said, grinning.

She shuddered, feeling the sun kissing her golden nipples and knew it to be truth. She had grown much from that shy virgin. Though she still possessed her virginity, she had become a much more worldly woman at the hands of the man she loved.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma slipped off her skirt and, to my surprise, she didn't look embarrassed at being so naked. Perhaps she had just gotten used to being nude around the party. Curious, I motioned to Iris. The pixie hummed down.

“Yes?” she asked.

I tapped her lightly and a window appeared, like a holographic display. I could browse the party members. I went to Dëshoma and smiled to see that her Exhibitionist trait that she gained from wearing the skirt had become permanent. Like how I had gained Cunnilinguist from loving all my women's pussies and Maria had gained Tentacle Lover from being molested so many times and enjoying it. Dëshoma had grown in her own sexual skills. It was a delicious thing to witness. I didn't have to upgrade this skirt.

She would seek out armor, like her new top, that would show off her body. Still, it was a great skirt. I wasn't sad to use a Star of Ädfomer on it for the upgrade. Just had to wait on Nîya. She was working in her loom on something for Kulri.

“I thought you were back,” Okzira said. “My pussy started to tingle when I was in the middle of work. Damn distracting. Ehglizi's fat ass, you're lucky I didn't ruin your new armor.”

“When would you ever make a mistake?” I asked. “Well, what do you have for me?”

“A work of sublime art.”

She reached inside her smithy and pulled out a heavy piece of armor. It wasn't just a back and breastplate. It had shoulder pauldrons, providing far more protection than I had ever worn, and even a fauld, armor to cover my hips and groin. Those were made of bands of tungsten welded together. The metal had that blue-gray hue of tungsten, but polished mirror bright.

“Knight's Vow,” she said. “Made of the tungsten you provided. Reinforced the chest piece. See the shape. It'll deflect blows and it has more material. You'll be a damned tank in the thing. Able to take on just about anything.”

“Perfect,” I ginned. “What's it do?”

“You'll do extra damage whenever you have a Knight's vow active. I figure you'll be doing that a lot. It's activated ability only works while you have a vow active, but it'll give you a constant supply of healing for thirty seconds.”

“You are a genius,” I grinned, undoing the straps on my battered armor. “Haîcze, more loot for you to sell.”

“Ooh, love it!” she said.

“I see I'm not the only one finished with my crafting,” Aebussi said. She held up a pair of boots that were made of the charred-black leather, the pebbly impression of crocodile scales obvious. “These will give you some extra unholy damage and, once per day, you can go invisible for thirty seconds.”

Twist shrugged.

“Nothing can break this invisibility,” Aebussi said, such mischievous joy shining in her yellow eyes.

“Nice,” the thief said.

Unsurprisingly, Nîya emerged from the building housing her loom. The busty dryad would take the same amount of time to craft as the others. She held the same skill level. This world still acted like an RPG complete with creation times. I could almost imagine a progress bar, slowly filling up, floating over their heads as they worked.

Kulri became the proud owner of a pair of Swift Elven Silk Crotchless Panties. Needless to say, Dëshoma stared at them with such envy. Kulri was thrilled to have them while my dick throbbed. I still owed her a special reward. They were a pair of purple panties with silver thread embroidering around the slit that left her pussy exposed. They came with matching thigh-high stockings and looked delicious on her. The purple went well with her pink robes.

“Lady Nîya, I do have something for thee to upgrade at Lord Marcus's most perverse and eager instance,” Dëshoma said, handing over the Star of Ädfomer and her skirt to the dryad.

“Well, back to work I go,” Nîya said. “Mmm, you do look delicious in this. I understand why Marcus wants you prancing around in it. If I ever make you skirts in the future, I know the style to fashion them.”

“Thou art such a dear, dear wonder, Lady Nîya,” Dëshoma said.

Night was starting to fall. Shelly was happily making us dinner. I knew it would be delicious. I glanced over at Kulri and wondered what she would want me to do to her. I knew it would be naughty. Just something hot that would have her gasping out in rapture. I couldn't wait to deliver it to her. My dick throbbed in eager delight.

Why wait?

“Kulri, what is your special request?”

A shiver ran through the elf. She stared at me with such expectation upon her brow. She quivered there. “Marcus Aurelius, could you strip me naked, tie me up, and leave me bound for hours with my pussy growing wetter and wetter and wetter until I can no longer take it? And then fuck me in the ass like the naughty whore I am.” She licked her lips. “With no lube.”

I grinned. “Fetch the rope!”

She rushed off, a bright smile on her lips, her ears twitching. Maria padded up and then she started unstrapping my greaves and cuisses, the shin and thigh protection I wore. I arched an eyebrow at her.

“You're going to want some relief after tying her up,” the redheaded Fencer said. “And it will drive Kulri wild watching you pleasure other women.”

“So you're volunteering?”

She winked a green eye at me.

She had changed so much, too. She had relaxed into loving me. No longer as uptight as she used to be. She didn't have that guilt that she was betraying the man she thought she loved with me every time we had sex.

Maria had learned who she truly loved. Or, more specifically, that she had never loved Derrick. She had just been held to him by inertia. They had grown up as friends. Everyone expected they would marry, so she thought she had to marry him. She had been miserable once she met me and discovered love.

But she had made her choice. She had broken free of the chains dragging her to Derrick and facing years suffering in a loveless marriage. Now she was bright and happy. I couldn't help but smile at her as she finished unbuckling my armor.

As she unlaced my boots, Kulri returned with the rope. The elf's ears twitched with excitement as she hurried to us. She had earned her reward for her skill today. She might be a glass cannon, but she could devastate with the best of them.

Kulri placed the rope at her feet then began disrobing herself. But I shook my head. “Activate your robe before you take it off. You didn't use it today. I'm thirsty.”

“Yes, Marcus Aurelius,” she cooed, her ears twitching. Suddenly, her fat, soft-pink nipples beaded with white cream. She lactated. I licked my lips at the creamy treat that adorned her nubs. I hungered for it.

Then she began stripping. Maria took off my boots and then my pants as I watched my elf unlace her robes. The pink cloth fell off her body, freeing her lactating tits fully. They swayed with their full ripeness. My mouth salivated at the sight of them.

A deep, deep hunger swelled in me. I couldn't wait to enjoy every bit of her passion. It would be incredible. I grinned as she then slid off her new panties, exposing her smooth pussy bare of any hairs. She didn't shave. Elves only had the hair on their heads.

What sexy creatures.

Then she fell to her knees, legs spread and arms behind her head, her breasts thrust out at me. I smiled at the sight of them. Maria finished stripping me naked while I licked my lips. I was going to enjoy this.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The elven Evoker's ears twitched as Marcus Aurelius crouched down before her. He grabbed the rope, sliding it through his hands. He smiled as he felt the rough texture of the hemp on his palms. A shiver ran through Kulrigiizhai.

She knew this would be so deliciously uncomfortable.

His muscular body was such a sight to see. His cock thrust out hard before him, that thick shaft topped by the gold ring. Shuwëmeri had gifted him that when he'd thrust his cock into her statue. Only once could he impregnate a woman with it. Kulrigiizhai wondered when he would use it. Whom he would breed.

He moved behind her and looped the rope around her right ankle. He pulled it tight. The rope bit wonderfully into her flesh. She groaned, savoring the roughness. Then he grabbed her left wrist and yanked it down towards her right ankle. He bent her back, arching her breasts forward. They quivered, full of milk.

He bound her left wrist to her right ankle. The position contorted her flexible spine. She groaned, feeling the strain in her muscles to hold this pose. She would squirm in agony for him. It would be torture. How long would she have to endure it?

As her pussy dripped cream, she hoped it would be hours.

He pulled down her right wrist, crisscrossing her arms. He looped the rope around it then bound her limb to her left ankle. Her legs were forced apart now by her arms, her back pulled back, too. She had no way to escape the position but by being freed.

“Marcus Aurelius,” she whimpered in delight.

“How wet are you right now?” he asked as he finished his knot.

“Dripping!” she moaned. “Oh, Marcus, this is delicious.”

“We're not done yet,” he crooned and then took the rope and wrapped it around her waist. She shuddered as he cinched it tight, creating a place to anchor future work. He wrapped the rope in loops around her stomach, forming a corset-like pattern up her front as he wove it together. He worked the rough fibers up and up her torso, pulling it tight, making her squirm.

She shuddered as the rough fibers rasped over her skin. He reached the bottom of her breasts. He grinned at her and looped a figure eight around both her tits. Then he pulled it tight. She gasped as the fibers bit into her tits. The pressure squeezed them into two tight mounds that thrust up. They slowly turned red as he squeezed tighter.

She groaned.

Milk squirted from her nipples.

“Marcus Aurelius!” she squealed as she bathed his chest in her creamy milk. The white beaded on his chest hairs. His smile spread as he glanced down at his chest. Then at her. “Oh, yes, yes, thank you!”

“Someone is enjoying her reward,” Twist observed.

“So very much!” groaned Kulrigiizhai. “This elf is thankful, Marcus Aurelius, for having her request carried out to such satisfaction.”

He winked a blue eye at her, his face full of that masculine hunger. A shadow of his whiskers clung to his jaw while his wild mane of black hair fell about his face. Everything about him made her wet.

Her juices poured down her thighs.

He finished off by tying the rope to the corset he'd made. She was stuck in the pose, a living piece of art. He leaned in and suckled from her right nipple. She gasped, her cunt clenching as her milk squirted into his hungry mouth.

She whimpered, her pointed ears twitching. Her head swayed, her platinum-blonde hair spilling down her back. Toes and fingers curled. The rope bit into her flesh as she trembled. The fibers creaked. Her joints ached.

She savored the discomfort mixing with the pleasure of nursing him.

He suckled up her buff. He drank deeply from her tit, nursing with such hunger on her milk. She loved it. She savored this ability to lactate. She dreaded the day she would find an upgrade and have to replace her robes.

“Marcus Aurelius, this elf has never been happier,” she moaned, her pussy drinking in the pleasure.

Everyone watched her. Okzira, Aebussi, Thūwhi, Dëshoma, Twist, Haîcze, and Maria all saw her trembling. Only Shelly and Nîya, both working, missed out on seeing the delight that she endured. The pleasure that she received.

It was fantastic.

He popped his mouth off her right nipple and engulfed her left. He suckled with hunger. The milk flowed into his mouth. She groaned, her ears twitching in delight. Squirt after squirt of her motherly passion flooded his mouth.

“Yes, yes, drink your fill from this elf's tit!” she gasped. “Marcus Aurelius!”

He popped his mouth off and groaned, “What a delicious treat.” He licked his lips. “Thank you for this gift.”

“You are welcome. This elf lives to serve you.”

“Oh, that is such a beautiful sentiment to voice, Lady Kulrigiizhai. It doth make mine nethers quiver with such wanton delight.”

“I bet it does,” growled Marcus. “But Maria... I know what you want. Fall to your knees.”

Kulrigiizhai quivered as she watched another receive his passion. She would have to be like this for so many wondrous hours. Enduring her pussy's wet itch. Stuck in the uncomfortable pose. The ropes burned her flesh, rubbing her raw in places. Oh, she would feel this for days and days.

A huge smile spread on Kulrigiizhai's lips.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Marcus's command had the human Fencer smiling for joy.

She sank to her knees before him. She loved obeying his commands. They always led to such delights to her. And sucking his cock was one of those things she loved best. She didn't know why she enjoyed it, but there was something about taking a dick in her mouth, loving it, stimulating it, and making it cum that excited her so much.

She could orgasm just from drinking his jizz.

After watching him tie up Kulrigiizhai and nurse from her nipples, Maria's excitement blazed between her thighs. Juices soaked her fiery bush. The spicy-sweet musk of her pussy filled her nose. She grabbed Marcus's cock, staring at it.

She loved the pink crown with the piercing threaded through the glans above his slit. Already, his precum beaded the tip, just waiting for her to lick it up. She flicked her tongue over the front of his cock, gathering up the bead of precum.

“Yes,” he groaned then sighed in delight.

She smiled, so ready to make oral love to his cock.

She flicked her tongue again, this time brushing his piercing after gathering his precum. The naughty part twitched. She smiled in delight. She flicked his tip again. She played with it. Loving every moment of sliding her tongue over it.

“Mmm, Marcus,” she purred. “I love your dick.”

“You are a fellatist at heart,” he said.

“I am.”

She kissed at his crown now, smooching over it, loving it. Her lips pressed on the twitching tip, loving the texture. She gathered more precum then flicked the clit piercing again. He groaned as she did.

Winking at him, she slid her lips over his cock now, the piercing hard on her lips. Then she rubbed his crown around the inside of her mouth. Her tongue caressed over it as she savored the salty flavor of his precum.

“Goddamn, Maria,” he groaned. “Goddamn, you are always such a treat, you know that?”

She felt so pleased with his words.

She sucked hard. Her cheeks hollowed as she made those obscene, wet noises. Kulri whimpered in the background, watching but unable to join in the fun. The others were pairing off to enjoy lesbian passion. But Maria was fortunate: she had Marcus's cock in her mouth.

She worshiped that cock. She bobbed her head, sliding her mouth up and down that dick, his piercing rubbing across the roof of her mouth. Her tongue swirled around it, her cunt clenching from the delight of loving his cock. His hand rested on her head, fingers twitching.

“Fuck, Maria,” he groaned, his handsome face twisting with pleasure.

She shuddered in delight and popped her mouth off his cock. “Mmm, are you going to give me your cum, Marcus?”

He grinned at her. “Someone's getting bold.”

She winked at him. Then she ducked her head down and sucked his nuts into her mouth. He groaned while she reveled in the salty flavor of his balls. The wiry hairs tickled her lips and nose. She fisted his dick as she sucked on one and then the other.

He groaned as she did. Her pussy clenched, juices soaking her bush. Her boobs swayed as she sucked from nut to nut. Red hair spilled about her face and down her back, swayed. She whimpered in delight. Then she shot her head up and sucked on his cock again.

“Jesus,” he panted. “Maria, you are such a delicious cock-sucker.”

She gave him another flirty wink, her tongue playing with his cock piercing.

Around them, the other women moaned as they loved each other. Kulri whimpered in envy.

She nursed on him. He groaned, his face contorting from the bliss she delivered upon him. His fingers tightened in her hair. She moaned, bobbing her head. She worked her mouth up and down his shaft with hunger, his cock ring twisting in her mouth. She whimpered, her hips wiggling from side to side as she blew his delicious dick.

The pleasure swelled in her. She would have such a mighty orgasm. She ached for it. That eager need to guzzle down all of his cum built in her twat. She groaned, her pussy clenching. She was so ready for him to erupt in her mouth.

She fondled his balls. Kneading them. He groaned, his chest rising and falling as he savored her massaging pressure. She felt incredible on him. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked up his cock. Then she slid down it.

“Yes, that's it,” he growled. “You keep that up. You're going to get that mouthful of spunk you crave.”

She shuddered and sucked harder. She nursed with all the passion she had in her. Sucking. Slurping. Drool ran over her chin. Her pussy clenched from the heat of this moment. Her hips wiggled from side to side.

“Yeah, you're so hungry for it,” growled Marcus. His fingers seized a fistful of her hair. “Just want my cum firing into your mouth.”

He thrust his hips forward. His cock slammed into the back of her throat, piercing, tickling her tonsils. She whimpered, pulling her hands from his balls and letting him face-fuck her. She clutched at his hips as he pumped away at her mouth, burying to the back of her throat.

Then he slammed down her gullet.

Maria didn't fight him. She welcomed him.

The heat in her cunt swelled as his dick plunged down her throat. His balls smacked into her chin, and his pubic hair caressed her lips. She moaned, savoring this wonderful moment. Her passion hummed around his cock.

He growled, “Fuck, yes!”

He drew back. She sucked, drool spilling down her chin. Then he thrust back into her. He buried deep into her gullet, cock ring massaging her throat now. She groaned, loving it. His cock plunged down her esophagus again and again. His heavy balls slapped her chin. She loved the feel of it. Savored it.

“You are fucking perfect, Maria,” growled Marcus. “Yes, yes, just amazing. Fuck, yes!”

She wanted his cum. She moaned around him. Sucked. Her tongue danced. His piercing rubbed across the roof of her mouth and the back of her throat. His face contorted in rapture. She could feel that moment approach of his cumming.

He slammed down her throat, hand squeezing tight about her hair. His dick twitched. Hot cum fired straight down to her belly. His dick twitched in her mouth as he unloaded his spunk into her belly. She gasped.

Came.

As he drew back his cock so he spilled his seed into her mouth, her pussy went wild. Her cunt convulsed. Waves of delight washed out of her snatch. The heat rushed through her body and spilled over her mind.

She shuddered, her toes curling. The heat boiled over her thoughts. Her fingernails bit into his hips as she squealed her delight. His dick pulsed over and over again, flooding her mouth with all his cum. She drank it down.

Loved it.

“Damn, Maria!” he groaned. “Damn, that is good.”

She nursed out the last of his cum, her pleasure melting her thoughts. She whimpered as she sucked down all that jizz. He panted and released her head. Her orgasm hit that wonderful peak. She slid her lips off.

“Oh, no, I hope you all didn't ruin your appetite!” Shelly called. “Because supper is ready!”

“Mmm, I had my appetizer,” purred Maria.

Marcus grinned down at her.


Chapter Seven: The Elf's Supper

Kulrigiizhai

The women panted and fell apart, all ready to eat Shelly's delicious cooking.

Kulrigiizhai groaned, her breasts throbbing. The ropes bit into her flesh while her arms were pulled back behind her. Pussy juices soaked her thighs. Her sweet musk filled the air. She breathed it in as she trembled there, so ready to be fucked.

Shelly brought out their supper. She hummed, wearing only a pink apron. Her nubile body looked so delightful, her cute rump swaying. Nîya emerged from her tailor shop, humming to herself. She wasn't done with Dëshoma's skirt, yet, but she did wonderful work.

The others began eating a supper, sliced bread cooked with lemongrass and strips of chicken made in a spice berry sauce. It smelled delicious to the elf. Her ears twitched as she looked at the slices of star carrots mixed in with the chicken, the yellow strips of the root vegetable looking particularly good.

“And we can't forget you,” Shelly said as she came up to Kulrigiizhai. “You need to eat, too.” She pulled up a piece of the bread and held it up to the elf's lips.

Kulrigiizhai bit into it, having to be fed in this position. Shelly smiled in delight as the elf chewed.

“Oops, some crumbs.” Shelly darted her head in and licked at Kulrigiizhai's chin and lips. It turned into a true kiss for a moment. “There. Now say, 'Aaaahhhh'!”

“Aaaahhhhh!” the elf moaned and opened her mouth for another bite of bread.

The lemony flavor baked into the still-warm and fluffy bread sent a shiver through Kulrigiizhai. Shelly's cooking was superb as always. She hummed as she then picked up a piece of the chicken and held it up next.

The sweet and spicy sauce spilled over Kulrigiizhai's lips as Shelly slid more and more of the chicken into the elf's mouth. Her ears twitched as the savory flavor set alight her taste buds. Then Shelly licked at her lips, cleaning up the sauce and sending such a shuddering thrill through the elf.

Her bonds creaked around Kulrigiizhai. Her pussy clenched at the heat rushing through her. This was such an exciting thrill for the naughty elf. She loved every moment of being fed by Shelly. Bites of bread and strips of chicken were followed always by that licking tongue.

“Mmm, just such a mess,” Shelly said before her tongue flicked from Kulrigiizhai's chin to her lips. “You're such a messy eater.”

“This elf is sorry to inconvenience you, Shelly,” moaned Kulrigiizhai. “This elf will make it up to you.”

A naughty gleam glinted in the nubile girl's eyes. She was a petite thing, once a shy virgin who had been transformed by Marcus's dick. She now reveled in the harem's orgies, an accomplished pussy licker and cock sucker.

“Now, why don't we try out some delicious sauce on your bread,” said Shelly. She pulled off another piece of the soft bread then pressed it up against the elf's pussy. “Just sop up some of that yummy sauce.”

The elf whimpered at the texture of the sauce on her nethers. Shelly smiled and then popped it into her own mouth. She chewed on it and groaned in delight. Her apron rustled over her small breasts as she trembled.

“Oh, Kulri, you have got to try this,” she moaned. “Elf sauce is so delicious. So sweet. It perfectly goes with the zest of the bread.”

“This elf is eager to try it!”

Smiling, Shelly shoved another piece of bread against Kulrigiizhai's pussy, brushing her clit piercing. That sent a wild burst of pleasure through her body. She groaned, wanting it to continue, but it didn't last. Then Shelly brought the piece, soaked in cunt cream, to the elf's eager and waiting lips. She bit into the zesty, lemon-flavored bread, the sweet sauce adding this naughty delight to it.

The elf's ears twitched at the delight of it.

Her pussy grew hotter and hotter. The ropes more and more unbearable. She moaned in delight, eating her dinner in such a naughty way. So helpless. So vulnerable. Another piece of bread slid over her cuntlips, parting those folds just for the briefest moment and brushing her pierced clit.

“Yes,” she moaned. “By the First Tree and Acorn, that's so good.”

“Mmm, I bet,” Shelly said and placed the bread into the elf's mouth. “And I have something special just for you.” She smiled. “You saved the day. You're so amazing, Kulri.”

Pleased joy rippled through the elf. She reveled in all these positive emotions, so glad to be free of the tyranny of her former master. The fury she felt for him simmered in the back of her mind, but she wouldn't let him ruin this happy moment. She had used her arcane knowledge to devastate Marcus Aurelius's enemies.

The elven Evoker had never felt happier than at this moment.

Shelly stood up and lifted the front of her apron, unveiling a shaved pussy that was stretched wide with slivers of star carrots. Her sweet juices dribbled down the yellow vegetables and dripped from their ends.

“These are my favorite,” groaned Kulrigiizhai. “I haven't had them since I was an elf-maid.”

“I know,” Shelly said. “I can just feel what everyone's favorite treat is. I knew you would love this one.”

Shelly stepped over Kulrigiizhai. With her wrists bound to her ankles, she couldn't lean forward. The nubile human cook brought her pussy, and the delectable vegetables, right to the elf's hungry mouth.

Star carrots were sweet treats. Their plants grew not with sunlight, but starlight. They drank in the radiance of the sky jewels. They grew in small patches in forests, little breaks in the trees where they could drink in the celestial radiance. They were a delicacy.

And soaked in sweet human cream...

Kulrigiizhai snagged the tip of one with her teeth and pulled it out of Shelly's pussy. The human whimpered in delight as her sweet juices spilled over the elf's taste buds. Then Kulrigiizhai bit into the crunchy vegetable, releasing its sugary flavor. A rush of delight rippled through the elf. She whimpered as she savored it, her eyes closing.

“I can hear how much you love it,” Shelly moaned. “You find it just delicious, don't you?”

Kulrigiizhai swallowed. “Yes! You are an amazing cook. I love you, Shelly.”

“And I love you!” the girl sang cutely. Then she gasped and shuddered as the elf dragged out another carrot.

The elf munched on the pussy-soaked delight with such hunger. She groaned, savoring the sugary vegetable and the juices. Her fingers twitched, wrists pulling on the ropes. They burned about her body, rubbing her so wonderfully raw. She hoped that she would go long without being healed by Dëshoma so she could savor these markings.

She devoured the carrots, teeth snagging one after the other. Ears wiggled while Shelly shuddered. The naughty girl undulated her hips, clearly loving every time that Kulrigiizhai dug out a carrot stick. The girl gripped her little titties through her apron.

“Kulri!” she moaned. “Oh, Kulri, eat your carrots!”

“Damn,” Marcus groaned.

“Allow me, Lord Marcus, to please thy massive dick and soothe its mighty lust.”

The wet sound of cock-sucking echoed in Kulrigiizhai's sharp ears as she snagged the last carrot and pulled into her mouth with her tongue and teeth. She chewed, spreading the two flavors around in her mouth. Her cunt grew so hot. Aching to be fucked. But her torment continued. Her fingers wiggled.

She swallowed the last one and then licked her next treat: the cream itself. Always one to finish her meal, she thrust her tongue into the human's tasty cunt. She danced it around in the wicked Shelly's twat.

She swirled about in her, loving that wonderful taste. She explored around, licking up every drop of pussy cream she could find. It was amazing to taste. A real delight for her to enjoy. She closed her eyes and fluttered her tongue around in that wonderful cunt.

She devoured her with hunger. She feasted on her with passion. Her tongue danced around in her cunt. Quick swirls. Naughty darts. Wonderful dances. Her ears twitched with excitement while Shelly's moans rose over Dëshoma's dick-sucking.

“Oh, Kulri!” the adorable cook moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, this is so wonderful. Ooh, thank you!”

Kulrigiizhai's delight swelled. She wanted to please the cute girl for the wonderful supper. Cream running down her chin, her tongue flicked to Shelly's clit. The human gasped. Her moans sang around the campsite. She shoved her hands beneath her apron and squeezed her breasts.

“Oh, that's it! That's so wonderful. Kulrigiizhai! Yes!”

“Damn,” growled Marcus. “Cum on her face, Shelly. Flood her mouth with juices.”

“I will!” Shelly said. “Oh, Marcus, she's sucking on my clit. She's nursing on it with such hunger. I'm satiating her needs. I love it.”

Kulrigiizhai sucked with all her might. The sweet flavor of cunt cream flared in her mouth. Then Shelly gasped. She bucked, her juices gushing out. The elf opened her mouth wide, gathering the flood that spilled past her lips.

She gulped it down with hunger. She swallowed mouthfuls of pussy cream over and over again. Her eyes squeezed shut as she reveled in this wonderful flavor. Her hips wiggled back and forth while her twat blazed with all the aching need in the world.

“Kulri!” Shelly moaned, swaying. “Oh, Kulri.”

“Nice,” hissed Twist. “That's making me wet.”

“I bet it is,” Marcus said. “Look at you and those boobs. Yeah, squeeze those big delights together.”

“Want me to rub them up and down your cock, Marcus? While your naughty elf has to listen?”

“Fuck, yes!”

Kulrigiizhai shuddered in delight. Her torment continued. She was the luckiest elf in the world.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Shelly stumbled away from Kulri and then sank beside Thūwhi. The cutie breathed heavily while staring at the demonborn. Thūwhi squirmed and Shelly leaned over, whispering something into her ear. Thūwhi nodded.

Shelly slipped off the table, bent over (thrusting that gorgeous rump out in the process), and ducked her head beneath Thūwhi's chainmail skirt. The demonborn gasped, breasts jiggling in her metal bikini.

Twist rose, her big boobs swaying naked, her straps dangling down around her waist. She peeled them off and took her thong with it. Wearing only her boots, she sauntered around the fire pit to Marcus. Dëshoma bobbed her head, working her mouth up and down his cock. Maria watched on, licking her lips.

“Don't swallow,” groaned Marcus. “Share with Maria.”

“Yes!” Maria groaned.

Marcus threw back his head and erupted. He pumped his load into the angelborn's mouth. Her halo of light around her pulsed with delight. She squirmed, sucking hard on his cock. Her cheeks bulged as she held his big loads. Jizz spilled around her mouth and slid down his dick.

He panted, leaning back on his seat. She pulled her mouth off his cock, his gold piercing shifting. Then Dëshoma rose, slid onto Maria's lap, and kissed her. Naked save for her veil and wimple, the fire painted ruddy light across Dëshoma's back and ass. Her butt plug's pink diamond glittered between those cheeks.

“That asssssss,” Twist hissed. She would miss Dëshoma as much as Marcus. She'd have one last night with them. Tomorrow, she would leave the party, pay off Grunt, and enjoy herself.

“I know,” Marcus said. “'Course, your scaly rump's a treat to stare at.”

“Isn't every bit of me deliciousssssss?” Twist arched an eyebrow. Her blue, slitted eyes gleamed.

“Definitely,” Marcus said. “Let me feel those tits about my cock.”

One more titty fuck? Why not.

She fell to her knees, remembering how they met in the ruins of Shuwëmeri's temple. It had started the same way. Her offering him a titty fuck. It had been a treat. She yearned for it again.

She grabbed her pink-banded tits with her red-scaled hands and lifted those lush mounds. She slid them around his cock. He groaned as she pressed them in tight. His dick throbbed between them. Her nipples rubbed on his chest, hard and throbbing.

She worked her tits up and down him. She winked at him as she did, pumping her tits up and down his cock at a fast pace. His dick vanished into her pink cleavage then emerged, the gold ring gleaming at the tip. Dëshoma's saliva and his precum lubed the way.

“Damn, that's nice,” Marcus groaned, his gaze flicking to Kulrigiizhai.

Twist grinned, squeezing her tits tighter. “I want you exploding in my face. Just painting me in jizz.”

“That won't be a problem.”

Beside them, Maria and Dëshoma madly swapped his jizz back and forth, the pearly spunk flashing between their pink tongues. Maria gripped Dëshoma's butt-cheeks, massaging the angelborn with slender digits.

Twist grinned. Behind, the dryad shuddered as the dwarf fucked her with a strap-on. The gold dildo buzzed, making Nîya shudder. Aebussi moved behind Twist, smacking her lips. Then she knelt.

“What you up to?” Twist asked the feyborn leather-worker.

“Eating that yummy ass,” Aebussi answered. Then she buried her face between the dragonborn's butt-cheeks and rimmed her asshole.

Twist moaned and squeezed her tits tighter around Marcus's dick. She loved the feeling of Aebussi's wet tongue dancing over her asshole. Marcus groaned, his pierced cock throbbing between Twist's breasts. The pleasure of the two delights melted her cunt. Her pussy cream dribbled down her pebbly thighs.

She worked her tits up and down Marcus's cock, eager for that cum to explode from him. Aebussi's tongue fluttered around her asshole. She teased Twist in just the right way. The dragonborn Spy hissed in delight.

“Mmm, press that naughty tongue into my ass, changeling,” she cooed to the feyborn.

“Oh, is that what you want?” purred Aebussi. “Such a wicked, wicked dragonborn, Marcus.”

“I know,” he groaned. “With those big tits sliding up and down my dick. She's just driving me wild.”

“Good.” Twist's tongue flicked out. “If you can do that to a man, then you own him.”

Marcus laughed.

She pumped her tits up and down his dick faster and faster. She pumped those tits up and down his dick. He groaned as she massaged his cock. Her own pussy grew hotter and hotter with Aebussi's tongue pressing on her backdoor.

The feyborn's tongue popped into Twist's asshole. She hissed in delight. The wicked appendage danced around in her bowels, stimulating her. She worked her tits up and down his cock at a fast and steady rhythm.

“Cum on my face, Marcusssss.” Her pleasure swelled. “Give me all that jizz.”

“Fuck, yes!” he panted. “Just keep working those delectable tits up and down my dick and you'll get it.”

She grinned and slid them up. Her pussy dripped more cream down her thighs. She bit her lip, loving every moment of this rapture. It was incredible to enjoy. She shuddered, her passion growing and growing.

His dick throbbed. Then he snarled and erupted.

Hot cum shot up from between her tits. It splashed across her face. She opened her mouth wide, reveling in the spunk landing on her tongue. More painted her features, the milky jizz standing out on her crimson scales.

“Fuck, yes!” Marcus groaned. “Oh, goddamn, that's amazing, Twist.”

She just enjoyed the thrill of her facial. Her tits worked up and down his dick, drawing out all the cum. More landed in her mouth and dripped over her face. Her asshole squeezed down around Aebussi's delicious tongue. The dragonborn groaned her delight.

Marcus's last few spurts of cum fired out weakly. They spilled over Twist's breasts. She loved the feel of them. She groaned and straightened, pulling her asshole from Aebussi's mouth. She turned around on the grass, facing the feyborn.

A bob of green hair framed Aebussi's mischievous face. She leaned in and licked the cum off of Twist's chin, dragging it up to her lips. The pair kissed, salty cum and sour ass flavoring their passion. Twist moaned into it, her pussy clenching.

She pushed Aebussi back. The feyborn didn't fight, her large breasts swaying, pink nipples jiggling. She had a flowering vine, the petals red, tattooed around her left breast. She stretched out on her back, her legs parted wide.

“Are you going to eat my naughty pussy?” the feyborn moaned, her tangy scent rising up from her hairless pussy.

“After I rub Marcus's cum all over that yummy twat,” Twist cooed and pressed her face down into the feyborn's cunt.

She rubbed her scaled features all over that naughty vulva, coating her in jizz. A wicked thrill ran through her as she did it. She basted that twat in hot cum. It was such a treat for her to do. She loved every second of it.

Then she licked and lapped at that cunt. She devoured that snatch with hunger. She licked up and down the folds, teasing her. Devouring her. She wiggled her hips, gathering up salty cum and tangy pussy cream all at the same time.

SMACK!

“Damn, that ass!” Marcus growled, his spank making her butt-cheeks clench.

“Mmm, you going to fuck my ass?” Twist purred. “Aebussi got it all nice and wet.”

“Naw, I have a date with some elf ass, right, Kulri?”

“Yes, Marcus Aurelius,” whimpered the elf. Her ropes creaked.

“You're going to have to settle with my dick in your cunt.” Marcus pressed the pierced tip of his cock against Twist's pussy lips.

“I shall try to contain my disssssapoinment,” she hissed.

He laughed and thrust.

Twist groaned as the hard piercing and thick shaft rubbed against her pussy walls. A rush of pleasure surged through her. She groaned into Aebussi's cunt while wiggling her hips. She stirred her cunt around that thick cock.

I am going to miss this cock, thought Twist.

She squeezed her cunt down around that big dick as he pulled back, his piercing massaging her pussy walls. The pleasure surged through her. Then he rammed back into her depths. Twist loved it. She lapped at Aebussi's twat with enthusiastic flutters of her pierced tongue.

“Oh, Marcus, yes!” gasped Aebussi, her big boobs jiggling. “She likes that. She's attacking my cunt.”

“Of course she is,” growled Marcus. He thrust into Twist's twat harder and faster. “She's just a big slut for it.”

“The biggest,” she hissed. “Yes, yes, Marcus, ram that dick into me. Fuck me hard. Ram into my cunt with passion.”

“You'll get it all after you're cumming!” he growled. “I want to feel that twat writhing around me.”

“Yessssss!”

Her pussy drank in his hard thrusts and the massaging pressure of his cock ring rubbing across the top of her sheath. Her cunt drank in the friction, her orgasm swelling fast. No other cock had ever fucked her as good.

And she had fucked a lot of them.

She thrust her tongue into Aebussi's cunt. She swirled it around in the changeling's cunt. Aebussi moaned, her whimpers rising over the other moans and gasps from the rest of Marcus's wild harem. Twist and Thūwhi were the only two women not part of it.

Twist rocked back into Marcus's thrusts. She reveled in it, her orgasm building faster and faster. She climbed towards that moment. Her toes curled. She swirled her tongue around in Aebussi's cunt while her thumb pressed into the feyborn's asshole.

“Ooh, Twist, yes!” gasped Aebussi. “Plunder that hole. Such a naughty Spy!”

Twist hissed in delight. I am.

She thrust her thumb against Aebussi's sphincter. Her anal ring swallowed the scaled digit with ease. Twist thrust it in deep as she flicked her tongue up to Aebussi's clit. She sucked on that naughty bud. Nursed on it.

Aebussi moaned. Her face scrunched up with bliss. She trembled, her head shaking from side to side. She groaned out her delight. The pleasure was incredible. She humped against Twist's face, grinding her hairless twat against her.

Marcus slammed hard into Twist's cunt. His clit piercing massaged her pussy. She gripped him, rising to her orgasm. She pumped her thumb in and out of Aebussi's asshole and sucked on her clit, driving her wild.

“Oh, yes, yes!” gasped Aebussi. “Khoukiri's ugly face!”

Her asshole went wild around Twist's thumb. Tangy pussy cream gushed out and bathed Twist's mouth. She gulped it down. She drank that delight with hunger. Her pussy squeezed down around Marcus's cock, reveling in the friction.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned. “Oh, Marcus, that is good. That is so good.”

“I bet!” he growled and slammed into her. He buried to the hilt in her cunt. “Let me feel that cunt spasming.”

Twist shuddered. His pierced dick drew back. As she drowned in feyborn cream, her pussy went wild. Her orgasm burst through her. She hissed her delight, her pussy spasming with wild hunger around Marcus's dick. He buried back into her hard.

Fast.

He fucked away at her cunt with passion. He savored it. His balls swung into her bush. She moaned as her cunt sucked at him. The pleasure rippled across her mind. Euphoria electrified her thoughts.

“Rūzem's greasy touch!” she hissed. “Give me that fucking cum!”

“Yes!” he snarled.

Erupted.

His cum pumped into her hungry cunt. Her pussy writhed around his spasming dick, the pleasure intensifying across her mind. She moaned in delight, her pussy rippling and writhing around that big dick flooding her snatch with such delight.

She rubbed her scaled face into Aebussi's hairless cunt. She groaned in delight, her body trembling from the bliss. Marcus fired the last of his cum into her, grunting as he did. He gripped her hips with his strong hands.

“Fuck, that's good,” he growled.

I am going to miss this cock, Twist thought. Oh, well. Time to move on.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Marcus Aurelius rose from Twist and padded over to the elf, his eyes staring at her. She quivered in delight and asked, “Is it time for my reward?”

“It is,” Marcus said. He stood so tall over her. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and wrapped it around his cock, wiping off Twist's cunt cream.

Her asshole clenched in understanding. No lube. She wanted dry anal. The pain would only make her pleasure more intense. They were two sides of a coin. The stronger the agony the more rapturous the ecstasy. Marcus didn't like hurting his women, but he would do it for her because she ached for it.

She had been twisted into this by her master. She would never fully escape the degradation he made her yearn for, but she could seize it and make it her own. Marcus Aurelius understood this and gave it to her out of love, not sadism.

“I'm going to fuck you so hard up the ass,” he growled when he finished. “You're going to howl, slut. You're going to know who owns your body.”

“You!” she moaned in rapturous delight.

Still holding her by the hair, he slammed her forward. She had no arms to brace herself. She hit the soft grass swollen tits first. She groaned at the impact, nipples and breasts bursting with such sweet pain. Her cunt clenched.

“Marcus Aurelius!” she moaned in abject delight. “Thank you! This elf loves you, Marcus Aurelius!”

“I know,” he said and knelt between her legs. “That's why I'm going to fuck you as hard as I can. I'm going to ram my dick into that asshole and make you howl your pretty, fucking head off. You deserve every bit of agony and bliss tonight.”

She felt his love in his every word. Tears sprang in her eyes. How did she get so lucky? She had escaped her master, that bastard she would kill one day, and thought all she would have was her vengeance. She would find the Black Heart Diamond and use it to trap his soul for all eternity.

And Marcus Aurelius would help her. She didn't have to be alone on that quest. She had her emotions back. She was so lucky. She stared up at the man she loved with such joy bursting in her eyes. She smiled at him.

He grinned back at her.

His knelt between her legs that he had bound to be spread wide open. On her belly, he could get to her asshole and fuck her hard. She trembled in anticipation of that wondrous moment. His cock nuzzled in between her butt-cheeks. He pressed it right against her asshole. He rubbed up and down, caressing her. Teasing her.

“Marcus Aurelius,” she breathed with ecstatic fervor. His pierced tip pressed on her asshole. “This elf needs your dick in her! Please, please, give it to this elf! Fuck this slutty, depraved, and naughty elf as hard as you can.”

“Who owns your heart?”

“Marcus Aurelius!”

Cheers rose from the other women. They celebrated her reward. They watched her, cuddled up with each other. The women she loved, even the ones not in the harem. Kulrigiizhai's heart exploded with joy.

He thrust.

Her asshole didn't resist Marcus Aurelius's pierced dick. He rammed past that asshole with all his strength. It hurt so sweetly. Her cunt clenched as he buried into her asshole. A burning heat suffused her bowels. A raw, primal ache that came from the unlubed passion.

She gasped her delight as his balls smacked into her taint. He drew back, the pain swelling, feeding the pleasure building in her cunt. Already, her orgasm that had simmered now blazed to full heat. He slammed back into her, his crotch spanking her rump.

She cried out her joy, throbbing nipples rubbing into the grass. Her ears twitched. Her cunt clenched down, drinking in such wonderful friction. She groaned, her eyes squeezed shut. A smile grew on her lips.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she panted as he thrust away at her. “Marcus Aurelius. Oh, Marcus Aurelius!”

He pumped away at her with such force. Such wondrous thrusts. He gave her what she craved. The pain in her asshole fed the bliss in her cunt. She squirmed, ankles and wrists burning from the rope. Her joints ached while her asshole burned.

“This elf loves it!”

“If you love it, I can fuck you harder!” he growled.

“Yes!”

Her bowels clenched down on his dick to make the pain all the sweeter. The agony all the sharper. The pleasure was all the more intense. She gasped and moaned, each sensation feeding the other, building and building and building in her. An explosion of ecstasy. A rapturous detonation that was more powerful than any spell she could cast.

He slammed his cock into her. He buried into her with hard force. With all the passion he had. He slammed to the hilt in her again and again and again. The pleasure blazed. The agony burned. She whimpered as she hurtled towards her bliss.

“Marcus Aurelius!” she groaned, her nipples throbbing in the dirt. “This elf... This elf...” She couldn't speak it, the sensations were too intense.

“Cum!” he commanded.

She obeyed.

Her orgasm exploded in her. The agony vanished in a shock wave of rapture. The bliss howled through her body, setting alight every pleasure receptor she had. Ecstasy crashed into her mind. Stars detonated across her vision as her thoughts vanished. Consumed.

Rapture devoured her. She thrashed, bound limbs fighting against the rope. Her asshole spasmed around his cock. She heard growling. A man snarling his pleasure. His pierced cock buried in her. Hot jizz spurted into her bowels.

She hardly felt it as every bit of her vanished in the tide of ecstasy. She trembled on the ground, writhing through the ecstasy. Her eyes squeezed shut. She drank in the wondrous delight. She whimpered and moaned. She shuddered and groaned.

She became pleasure. A darkness embraced her. A bubble of bliss surrounded her. Rapture. Joy. Emotions too sharp to be defined. Too achingly delicious to be described. All she was were sensations, drifting through a black sea of ecstasy.

For how long, she had no idea. She just savored the euphoria of utter pleasure.

And then, bit by bit, she returned to herself. She felt the raw burn left by the hemp ropes that had bound her body. The burning ache in her asshole soothed by the jizz leaking out. The soaked thighs. The gentle hand stroking her hair. The hard muscle beneath her cheek.

“Marcus... Aurelius...” she whimpered, her eyes fluttering open.

“You're back with us, huh?” Marcus answered, his strong fingers caressing through her hair. “You came hard.”

“Mmm, I did,” she said, realizing her head rested on his lap. The rope that had bound her lay before them in a coiled pile. Around them, women moaned as they writhed in sapphic passion painted by the ruddy light of the campfire. “How long?”

“An hour,” he said.

“And you just let me rest on your lap?”

“It was peaceful,” he said. “Enjoy your reward?”

“Mmm, this elf did.”

He touched her ear. She shuddered and whimpered.

“Good,” he whispered.

She was so lucky. She knew that as she closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep with her head pillowed on her owner's lap. Tomorrow would be a long day. They would break into the Temple of Dihhomamer, God of Light, and find out who was being tortured.


Chapter Eight: Debts Paid

Twist

“Imbued with Ädfomer's creative powers and upgraded,” Nîya said. The busty dryad held up Dëshoma's new skirt. No longer made of feylinen it was crafted from the shinier elven silk. A rare material made from the hair of elven maidens woven beneath starlight to bleach their color from the strands and allow the material to be dyed.

“My hearty thanks for thine sacrifice of working through the night so I might be girded in mine skirt for our coming mission,” Dëshoma said, taking it with a look of joy on her face. Her exposed breasts quivered in the cut out of her slutty top.

You have changed so much, Twist thought. I wonder how much you'll change in the future. If you live. Attacking Dihhomamer's temple felt like a bad way to stay on the “still alive” path.

Dëshoma put it on, slipping into her new skirt. Everyone was outfitted in their new equipment. Marcus looked even more imposing with the heavy shoulder pauldrons, his snowy cape draping from them. A Knight who would defend everyone he would.

I pity you got swept up in this saving the world fuck, Twist thought. She liked how Marcus used the word “fuck” in so many ways. For something good or something bad. And saving the world not only was a bad idea, but a stupid one. It would get them all killed.

Not Twist. She would prosper. Find her own way to survive.

“Shall we?” Marcus asked.

“I'm ready,” Thūwhi said, her face set. It was her own temple they were raiding. She was a Deacon of Dihhomamer. What did her god think about his followers preparing to go to war with each other? Did he pick a side?

Twist didn't really care.

They stepped into the Shardpool. Twist gazed out at Marcus's camp for the final time. The blue rose around them. Embraced them. They hurtled through the broken lands of the Inferius Empire. She shuddered and then...

They appeared in Liberus's bustling center. The square where the Shardpool lay.

Twist stepped out of the water and turned to Marcus. He had his gaze fixed ahead of him, steely. Resolved. He was ready to do battle with the church and his evil doppelganger.

Twist seized the mystical connection that held them together as a party, letting her sense their status and location, so long as she was close enough. She broke it. A tingle rippled over her skin and every head snapped at her.

“Twist?” Dëshoma asked, shock on her face.

Marcus glanced at her. No surprise on his face. Just... disappointment.

“It was fun,” Twist said, shrugging, “but this is where we part. I got what I need.”

“It was fun,” he said. “You sure you don't want to keep going. Make more money.”

“Got all the money I need. Ain't risking my scales. Good luck saving the world.”

He snorted and shook his head.

Her scaly brow narrowed. “What?”

“You love this.”

She laughed, a mocking sound. “Love, what? Fighting clerics? Saving the world?”

“The adventure. You love the danger. The risk. You revel in the thrill of sneaking up on your enemies while we keep them distracted. The bigger the fucker, the more exhilarating it is. You're going to miss it.”

“I can find that thrill in other places.”

“True.” He looked ahead. “And that's why you're going to hate it.”

“Please, enlighten me.” She gave a mocking bow. “Oh, great and wise Knight.”

“You pretend to be a cynic, that you don't care about shit, but you put yourself in danger all the time.”

“For the loot. You find it by the bucket loads. I like that.”

“You know where to find us,” Marcus said and marched ahead.

Maria fell in at his side, Thūwhi following them. Kulri looked, her ears twitching, her face unreadable. Then she flowed after Marcus with innate grace, staff thudding on the stone. Dëshoma, though, stared at Twist with this pained look.

“Go,” Twist said. “I got fucksssss to do. Debts to pay. Then I'm free. Be my own female.”

“Didst we not—”

“You got Marcus for that love fuck. We were just fucking around. Having fun. Just sssssex. Good sex. Great fucking sex. But that'sssss it.”

Dëshoma shook her head. “It twere deeper than that and thou doth knows it. Think carefully, dear Twist, before thou only is left with bitter regret at thine choices.”

Twist rolled her eyes. “Too many words.”

Dëshoma sighed and followed after the others. Twist ignored that powerful ache in her as she watched the sway of that cute rump in that slutty, red skank skirt. The peachy butt-cheeks quivering, flashing the pink diamond nestled between them. Then people moved into the path. Twist hissed out a long sigh.

She wasn't about to regret fuck all.

She whirled about to find Grunt. Her eyes scanned the alleyways. Then she noticed a shadow. She smiled and marched straight at him. He wouldn't get the drop on her this time. The shadow studied her then melted back deeper into a narrow path. She stepped between the buildings and found him leaning against the wall, tall and swarthy.

“Yha'arzo,” he said, speaking her real name.

She pulled out the heavy pouch and tossed it to him.

He caught it and then hefted it. He arched an eyebrow. “Īwheda's clumsy fingers. You got it all?”

“Every last penny,” she said.

He tossed the clinking pouch up into the air and caught it. He shook his head. “Khoukiri's ugly face, you really did it. I am impressed, Twist. That's a lot of money you made in such a short time.”

Twist shrugged her red shoulders.

His eyes flicked up and down her body. “You wanna go into a partnership? With your skills...” He leered, yellow teeth showing. “Why, the riches we could make.”

“I'm not going to be your fucking whore again,” she hissed.

“You don't have to suck dick if you're making money like this. There's plenty of opportunity with the skills you've been developing. You spotted me, didn't you? You've grown.”

“I'd rather shove a hot-iron poker up my cunt than work for you,” she growled, anger boiling in her.

“What a thing to say to the man who raised you,” he said. “Took you in when your own mother left your egg in that shit-strewn gutter.”

“You didn't take me in,” she spat. “You charged me for every last day you took care of me. Now the bill's paid. We're through. Speak another word...” Her hand drifted to her sheathed dagger.

“Careful, Yha'arzo,” he said, eyes narrowing. He still leaned, though. Casual. “You don't want to say something you'll regret.”

“You're right. I'm done with you, Grunt.” She whirled and marched off.

“What a waste,” Grunt said. “Think about my offer. You'll want to come to the right decision.”

She spat and kept marching.


Chapter Nine: Soured Faith

Kulrigiizhai

Marcus marched them through Liberus. The people, mostly humans of various skin hues and hair color, stepped out of their way. The men wore wool pants, long-sleeved shirts, and vests, the women dressed in square-cut bodices that showed off their bosoms. They all sensed Marcus and his women were Shardhunters on a mission.

Men looked on in envy, in admiration, and even in anger. Marcus was what they all desired to be. To be the bold leader, to go out into the wilderness and fight the monsters of this world, and to gather a party of scantly clad beauties to accompany him. Each salivated over him and the women in his party, Kulrigiizhai included.

She felt their covetous gazes on her as she walked with Dëshoma.

The women stared with envy or disgust at the beauties and with lust at Marcus. They all saw him and recognized a man who would throw them down and fuck them the way they craved. To submit to his handsome and brawny physique. They all knew they didn't have the skills to compete with the women of his party.

Not the beauty. Not the daring dress. Not the ability to march at his side.

Kulrigiizhai was lucky to have met Marcus, to be claimed by him. She marched with pride. Her big breasts heaved. Thūwhi and Maria marched just behind Marcus and to his flanks while the elf and Dëshoma took up the rear.

The angelborn Soothsayer took Twist's departure hard. The pair had started out antagonistic, bickering about faith and gods and fidelity of priests. Twist had been proven mostly right about the corruption of the temple, but that hadn't been what had brought the two together. They had found a spark, an affection. Dëshoma loved them all, but after Marcus, Twist had become closest to her. Dëshoma had yearned for Twist to join the harem.

Instead, the dragonborn Spy had rejected it.

So the elven Evoker guided Dëshoma, leading her as they headed towards the Temple of Dihhomamer through the bustling city.

Soon, they reached the square where the Tear Bearers, a guild of arcane users that were building a network of portals across the world, had their headquarters. Kulrigiizhai's anger swelled in her as she glared at the building. Was he in there? Her former master had founded the Tear Bearers. Led them.

Did they know what he did to his apprentices?

She could rain destruction across the temple. Use Arcane Pillar with Earth and Fire elements in quick succession. Break the foundations and set the flammables on fire. It would be so satisfying to rain her destruction—

“We're not here for him,” Marcus said. “Dëshoma's father may be in peril. We'll come for that asshat soon, Kulri.”

“Of course, Marcus Aurelius,” she said, voice tight. “I will await your permission.”

“And grow stronger in the meantime,” Marcus said. “I can't wait to see the elemental destruction you're going to gain.”

“Yes,” Maria said. “Your spellcraft has proved the difference many times.”

Kulrigiizhai smiled, her ears twitching in pleasure.

They crossed the square and headed down a broad boulevard that led to the temple district. The first two appeared, one on each side. Ädfomer to the right than Ëshuxeri, Goddess of Love, to the left. Dëshoma glanced at it and straightened. She drew in a deep breath. The grand edifices, made of marble, had people flowing in and out of them. They marched down the wide street to Dihhomamer's temple. The God of Light, the head of the Pantheon awaited them.

They passed Pushijer's and Himnomeri's temples. Kulrigiizhai glanced at Himnomeri's and wondered if the Goddess of Faith's priests still followed Light or had been corrupted like the others.

Next came Abloter, God of Law, and Ethileri, Goddess of Healing. Marcus wore her symbol on the back of his cape, the blue teardrop that glowed red when he used its powers to heal others. Were her priests involved in the treachery? And what about the followers of Abloter? Had they betrayed the law?

The last two temples before Dihhomamer's belonged to Shuwëmeri and Axyileri. It was fitting that the Goddess of Fertility and the Goddess of Pleasure had temples that faced each other. The most flowed in and out of Axyileri. Those priests and priestesses were said to be the best lovers in the world. Any could enjoy their embrace for a donation.

They cannot be better than Marcus Aurelius, thought Kulrigiizhai. Her wrists and breasts still burned from the ropes. Her asshole ached as she walked, a constant reminder of the bliss that she had enjoyed at Marcus's wonderful hands.

Finally, they reached the end of the boulevard and the Temple of Dihhomamer. The marble exterior had more windows than any other temple. Stained glass affairs that let in the most amount of light into the holy structure. Each was a different color as if Dihhomamer celebrated all the hues there were.

People streamed in and out of the temple. Mostly humans who looked to be attending to their prayers to the God of Light. Kulrigiizhai stared at them. All faith and reverence in the gods had been scoured out of her soul.

I think I revered Dihhomamer as a girl, thought the elf. I loved to watch light spill through the canopy of the trees and paint shifting patterns on the ground as the leaves rustled. Never the same since the plants grew every day and the sun walked its path across the sky.

A strange sadness panged her heart like she grieved for something. Kulrigiizhai didn't understand this melancholy. While she had had her emotions returned to her, they were still foreign at times. Alien things she often did not recognize.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The angelborn Soothsayer swallowed as she stood at the foot of Dihhomamer's temple. She had to swallow the pain of Twist's departure. Her father may lay imprisoned in the bowels of the Holy Catacombs. She had to rescue him. Be focused.

How did they capture you? she wondered. He had disappeared several years ago on a mission. Worry often ate at her mother. It had been one of the reasons Dëshoma had left. To save the world, yes, but to find her father, too.

Now...

“So, we just go in, huh?” Marcus said. He stared at it. “It's so normal. People just going in and out. It's hard to imagine there's a dungeon beneath it.”

“I know,” Thūwhi said, her voice choked. “It's reprehensible to me that this could flourish in the darkness beneath the temple. They defile the Holy Catacombs where the dead are laid, forever bathed in Dihhomamer's light.”

“Instead, it is the domain of the foul Khoukiri's ugly face and where her deceit and envy do fester and swell,” Dëshoma said. She straightened up. “Shall we march into this temple and expose the blight that doth devour its very foundations before this hallowed institution doth collapse upon itself and thus shatter the faith the commonfolk have in the Gods of Light and Order?”

“Sounds like a plan, Lady Dëshoma,” Marcus said. “We'll just march in there and batter our way to the Catacombs.”

“I know the way,” Thūwhi said. “I am ready to cleanse this temple.”

Dëshoma kept expecting to hear the snort of derision from Twist. It never came. She looked around, feeling like she was the only one who missed the irreverent Spy. She hugged her bible to her exposed breasts, the leather rubbing across her nipples. It provided a tingling sensation that curled her toes.

“Let's go,” Marcus said and marched forward, cloak fluttering behind him. He did look so heroic. Dëshoma almost swooned for a moment before she caught herself and followed the others, Kulrigiizhai's gentle hand on the small of her back.

“Are you okay?” the elf asked. “I feel out of sorts.”

“As do I, Lady Kulrigiizhai,” Dëshoma said. “We must do our best to tame our wayward emotions and corral them upon the righteous path before us else they distract us in a time of dire need and thus become an obstacle in the completion of our goal.”

Too many words, echoed through Dëshoma's head.

“You are as wise as always,” Kulrigiizhai said. “I do not regret finding my emotions again, but sometimes they can be a bother.”

Dëshoma smiled for a moment. “I suppose that is true but, nonetheless, I find mine emotions to be a precious treasure that I share with those that I cherish, including thee, Lady Kulrigiizhai.”

The elf smiled at her.

They reached the steps to the temple. The elf's staff thudded as they walked up it. Dëshoma drew in a deep breath. She never imagined her adventuring would lead her to walk into a temple of a God of Light and Order to cause harm to it. It formed an aching pit in her stomach that she did not like.

She hugged her bible tighter to her chest as they walked into the temple, the people streaming out of it spilling around them. They stared in awe at Marcus. They could sense the faith from him. Others looked at Thūwhi. Some nodded to her, knowing the cambion Deacon.

“Be ready,” Marcus muttered.

Dëshoma took a deep breath, ready for anything, a prayer to Ëshuxeri on her lips.

*  \ * /  *

I looked around the temple. The first room was some sort of antechamber. Votive candles were burning to the right. I spotted a dozen different hues of candles, some burned down to almost studs, others just lit. Wax ran down the sides in molten runnels. The smell of incense seasoned the air.

“Certainly the best smelling place our adventuring has ever taken us,” I said.

Maria chuckled to my right. She had her hand resting on the hilt of her new rapier. “There were some... foul places we explored.”

“Through those doors is the main worship hall,” said Thūwhi. “Be respectful in there. Many will be in their prayers. They wish for the world to be made whole, for the Gods of Light and Order to judge our vain sin excised so that the Inferius Empire may be restored.”

“And who judges that?” I asked. “The Hierophant?”

Thūwhi nodded.

“The one who says it's not time despite the fact I'm here fulfilling his prophecy?”

Another nod.

There was a prophecy—which of course there was since this world had so much in common with a video game—that the one who would restore the world would cross the Digital Barrier. Me. It did imply we were inside a computer, some sort of simulation of such complexity that it would take a computer bigger than the earth to do it.

And yet here I was. No porn game could do all this. No AAA title either.

These questions could make my head spin.

I marched forward in my new armor, my vow weighing on me. Those felt more important than ever now that I had become a Knight. My cloak billowed behind me as my eyes flicked from right to left, scanning, studying, drinking in the world.

The worship hall had rows of darkly polished pews painted by the rainbow light spilling from the stained glass windows. Incense rose from braziers, filling the air with the spicy scent of sandalwood. It billowed around the rafters above, an area of darkness that seemed out of place. Someone could easily hide up there and watch.

I didn't spot anyone, though.

People were bowed in their prayers. Men and women. A few priests moved about. They all lifted heads and stared at us. They straightened. They had the same hammer symbol that Thūwhi had on her shield. Some swallowed and others smiled. Did they think I was the real me or the dark doppelganger? Or were they worried by Thūwhi being back? Or glad that she was back? Questions tumbled through my mind.

“The entrance is behind the altar,” Thūwhi said, nodding to the white-draped altar. It had the same golden hammer on it. The light fell on it in such a way that it almost seemed to glow.

“What can we expect?” I asked.

“Stairs. There are supposed to be enchantments that guard the Holy Catacombs from evil, but that is not us.”

“My dark twin gets by,” I muttered. “So who decides what is and isn't evil?”

Thūwhi's ruddy face tightened. “I do not know.”

They reached the end of the pews and passed through a small gate to the area around the altar. There was a reliquary cabinet that reminded me of a tabernacle at a Catholic church. It probably contained artifacts used in worship services. There were some chairs on the side for people to sit and watch whoever gave the sermon. Perhaps to wait their turn in the ritual.

I marched around the altar. There were the stairs. A railing surrounded them as they plunged into a basement room. Pure light glowed down there. Not the flicker of candles or lanterns. A magical radiance. I didn't hesitate to descend them. The others followed me. The stairs led to a room and a gold door that had Dihhomamer's symbol embossed on it, of course.

“Guy likes to put his name on everything,” I muttered. “My roommate in college did that with his eggs. Can you believe that?”

“College?” Thūwhi asked as I stepped off the stairs and headed for the door, the others following. “What is tha—”

A blinding, white light engulfed us.


Chapter Ten: “Evil” Contained

“Well, fuck me,” I groaned at the barrier of light that surrounded us. It went from floor to ceiling and then spilled over it while also bleeding across the floor and beneath our feet.

I winced at the glare of it. A pure whiteness that hurt the eyes like spending a lot of time indoors then stepping out into a clear day where the sky itself is too bright to look at. I blinked my eyes and placed a hand against it.

It felt warm but solid. Smooth like glass. I could feel the slipperiness of it beneath my feet. So smooth, it felt like there was no friction at all. I groaned and looked around at the others. Kulri held her staff, words tumbling from her lips.

“Let the arcane geometries disrupt the magic and disenchant the spell!”

Her staff glowed for a moment. Then the purple energy attacked the spell. We all waited with bated breath. I flexed my fingers. The light wall remained up. Kulri's ears seemed to droop just a tad at their pointy ends.

“I am sorry, Marcus Aurelius,” she said, her head bowing, “but I do not have the skill to dispel this trap.”

“Thūwhi?” I asked.

“I had no idea this level of protection was in the temple,” the cambion said. She had drawn her morning star.

“This spell will block extradimensional travel, Lady Kulrigiizhai, so do not attempt Arcane Jump for thou shalt only waste thine pool of magical energy,” Dëshoma said. “But do not give in to despair for this barrier cannot be sustained indefinitely.”

“Just long enough for them to get guards in place to seize us,” Marcus said. “Kulri, when I say the word, activate your robe. We might have time to drink your buff before they are fully in position.”

My elf nodded.

“Fuck, I hope they don't take long to get their asses in gear,” I muttered and leaned against the wall. “I can't believe we fucking walked into it.”

“If Twist were here...” Dëshoma whispered, a wistful look on her face.

“She's not. Besides, Maria's just as good at spotting shit, and if she didn't notice it, Twist wouldn't have, either.”

Maria gave me a supportive smile, her back straightening. I settled down to wait, my hand on my ax.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The dragonborn Spy skulked across the rooftops of Liberus.

She had no idea what to do with her life now. She had become a Spy, but what was she going to do with it? Why hadn't she become a Burglar? It would have let her become a Crime Boss. Have minions. Make vasts swaths of money. A Spy wasn't any good at that. It was a class meant to serve someone else.

But she didn't want to serve someone else. Now she would become an Assassin or a Ninja. Two more classes that served. That did the bidding for others. It was so stupid of her to walk down this path instead of the other.

She drifted across the rooftops because she could. She hadn't walked along them since she first stopped being a whore and became a Rogue. When she had finally broken free from Grunt. She never could pay him back lying on her back. She made so little, and he charged her for everything. The room she rented, her food.

She had to be independent.

She was independent.

So why did she become a Spy?

She could find out secrets. Blackmail people. Learn where their vaults were located. Steal. And do what with it? Why did she want the money? It had seemed so important to her, but it was really because of paying her debts to Grunt. She had been desperate for it. Walked the path that would give her the most chance to make it. Stayed with Marcus because the more dangerous the dungeon the more expensive the loot.

For the first time in her life, Twist didn't have anyone telling her what to do. No expectations on her. She was free.

She squatted down on the roof and stared at the back of the Temple of Ëshuxeri. She judged the distance, her mind thinking of Dëshoma. With a leap, she cleared the twenty foot gap, a feat she couldn't have done at Level 1. She landed with a roll on the temple roof. A grand statue of the Goddess of Love lay before her, standing at the front of the temple, staring down at the street.

“You going to betray her?” Twist asked, sauntering across the roof. “Huh? Idiot believes in you.” Anger rippled through the Spy. “You better not hurt that girl.”

The statue didn't answer. They rarely did. Twist reached the statue and put her foot on the small retaining wall that ran around the flat roof. She peered down at the broad boulevard and all the idiots who believed in the gods. Who revered them and showered their corrupt priests with gold so they live fat, boring lives.

Twist shook her head. “You could have given me that money. I needed it. She clenched her teeth together, angry at Grunt for charging her upkeep on her care growing up. She had been an egg. Then a hatchling. A child. Every meal accounted for. Every purchase of clothes, supplies, all of it put in a ledger that she had to pay back when she came of age.

“On your back, girl,” he had said. “Best way for a female to do it. I'll be your first customer.”

Anger spilled through her. She clicked her tongue stud against the back of her teeth, wanting to activate it and breathe a pointless gout of flames across the street. She leaned against the statue, staring dully down at the street.

Lot of priests bought me, she mussed. I bet there's one of them down there. Some fat, squealing pig wrapped up in piety thinking he's better than everyone else even as he goes to the brothel to pay for some dragonborn cunt.

She could kill them. That would be something to amuse her. Maybe that was why she walked this path. To become an Assassin for herself. Rid the world of every man who paid coin to have her body. Only one man never had to pay.

And he's going to get himself killed. She glanced up the street to the Temple of Dihhomamer. Taking on the head of the fucking Pantheon?

“You let that nobility go to your head, Marcusssss,” Twist muttered. “You believed the pious words that Dëshoma spouted. Pretty words. The type that twists your heart into doing stupid fuckssssss. You started out like me, but she poisoned you.”

Poisoned me, too, a nasty voice whispered.

The flash of steel drew her out of her thoughts. At the Temple of Dihhomamer, a squad of armed men rushed up the stairs. They wore heavy armor polished to a silver brilliance. She shook her head in annoyance.

“Shining Knightsssss, Marcussss. You're in trouble, aren't you?” She spat off the side of the temple. “Idiot. Should've been smart. Just get loot and all that pussy you love and stay out of this saving the world fuckery.”

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

“Soldiers coming,” Maria said, though Dëshoma heard nothing.

Marcus straightened from the wall. “Kulri, now.”

The elf nodded. Her nipples beaded with white milk. Marcus and Maria ducked their heads down to suckle from the buff. It would increase all four of their primary stats: Strength, Faith, Intelligence, and Dexterity.

Dëshoma launched into the prayer for Litany of the Sky, a party buff that would help everyone to hit. The words spilled from her lips and then fell around them. Marcus and Maria finished nursing.

“Thūwhi,” Marcus said, holding Kulrigiizhai's breast to the cambion.

The ruddy-faced Deacon ducked her head down, her breasts jiggling in metal bikini armor. She latched on while Dëshoma leaned forward and suckled from the other nipple. The warm, creamy treat of breast milk splashed against the roof of her mouth.

With a groan, Dëshoma swallowed the motherly delight. She could feel her stats increasing as she suckled down every drop she could. Her hips wiggled from side to side. She nursed with hunger; her eyes squeezed shut as she savored every drop of milk.

The clatter of metal armor jangled, boots thudding down the stairs. Their enemy approached. Only they were followers of Dihhomamer. This felt so wrong to Dëshoma. She hated that they had to be enemies.

They should be warring with the followers of the Gods of Darkness and Chaos, like those cultists of Aphounga they fought the day before.

Dëshoma slid her mouth off the elf's nipple. “My thanks, Lady Kulrigiizhai, for the enhancing power of thy delicious milk.”

The elf nodded, her ears twitching. She lifted the same tit and latched onto her own nipple. She suckled, her eyes squeezing shut as she drank her milk. Dëshoma shuddered. The armored footsteps moved around them.

Dëshoma activated Fortune's Fate. She could feel Ëshuxeri deciding her healing fate for the battle. The Soothsayer had put her future into her goddess's hands. Dëshoma would not flinch from Ëshuxeri's will.

Today, she was fated to have only a 10% bonus to her healing. She would take it with gratitude.

“Get ready,” Marcus growled and drew his ax and set his shield.

Maria drew her rapier and parrying dagger while Thūwhi hefted her morning star, her own kite shield ready. Kulrigiizhai gripped her staff in both hands, clearly ready to unleash every spell that she had. Marcus and Maria Yelled, activating their passive buffs.

Twist Van...

No, Twist wasn't here.

Dëshoma drew in a deep breath, clutching her bible, her asshole clenching down on her butt plug. She was ready to heal, to keep those she loved alive against whatever threat arrayed beyond the shining walls.

She would serve Marcus with all her heart and soul.

The wall of light winked out.


Chapter Eleven: False Savior

The walls dropped and we were surrounded by knights in shining armor. Thūwhi groaned beside me. They had swords of bright steel and shields with the yellow hammer of Dihhomamer on them. They were fully clad in protection, their eyes peering out slits in their helmet visors.

“Shining Knights,” she muttered. “Holy Knights of Dihhomamer. Defenders of the Faithful.”

“Yes, which you once were, too, Thūwhi,” a rich and sonorous voice said.

Behind the knights walked a priest. He wore robes of snowy white trimmed in yellow. He held a matching bible in his hand. On his head was a cap that reminded me a bit of the pope's hat. Conical and pompous.

“But now you are with the False Savior,” the priest continued. “You have turned your back on the light and embrace the Dark Doppelganger's foul goals.”

I grinned. “You sure I'm not the real one?”

“Very.”

“Father Darius, please,” Thūwhi said. “He is the Savior. He's not false. That's the one who pollutes the great Temple of Dihhomamer with his presence. That man brainwashed me and sent me to serve—”

“Pollutes!” snarled Father Darius. The priest glared at Thūwhi through a gap of the knights ringing us. “Brainwash! Your slander befouls this temple, Thūwhi. You stand on hallowed ground and dare spew such lies and division. The Savior was dispatched by the Hierophant himself. You think he is confused by a traitor?”

“Yes!” Thūwhi said.

If the Hierophant wasn't already corrupt. I mean, he had been the one to decide to Shatter the world. He said it would be repaired, and yet when I appeared, he told Shorhe, an orc Warrior who served Pushijer, that it was too early to restore the world. That I would only bring about calamity if it was repaired too soon.

I wondered what had happened to Shorhe. She had returned to Liberus to find the truth after followers of Pushijer had aided the cultists of Thūgiz in perverting and corrupting the Aerie Plateau. I had planted doubts in Shorhe's mind. I had hoped they would produce something delicious by now.

“This man saved me from the spell of Zadeg's followers!” Thūwhi said. “I was sent to them after I found the supposed True Savior committing acts of unspeakable horrors in the foul dungeons beneath the Holy Catacombs. He was torturing an angel.”

“SHUT YOUR MOUTH, WHORE!” Father Darius roared with such mindless fervor. His fury echoed through the room. “Do not slander the hero who has come to save this world with your putrid lies. In the name of Dihhomamer, I declare you a heretic! You are excommunicated from the loving embrace of the God of Light. I cast you into the darkness where you can rot!”

He smacked a gem on the wall. The wall of light sprang about us once again.

“Really?” I groaned. “What sort of asshole are you?”

“I heard the Litany of Salvation being performed by that slut prancing around in a parody of clerical vestments.”

“Slut!” gasped Dëshoma. “I have only ever been with one man, Father Darius, and am not wanton in my affections. They are given only to those whom I love and who have united in faith with Lord Marcus, the man you slander by calling false and dark.”

“This wall can't stay up forever,” said Marcus.

“No, it can't,” said Father Darius. “But your preparations won't last. I know Shardhunters. You have activated magic items, unleashed powers, and think to battle us at full strength. You can rot in there for hours.”

“That won't work,” I said. “We're just going to have an orgy. I got a bunch of sexy women in here all wet to fuck me. Feel free to listen. I'm sure you can get some pointers.”

“He proves his vile nature with his own words,” said Father Darius. “Stand vigilant, knights. We shall pounce when the moment is right.”

“Okay,” I said. “Who wants to get fucked first?”

“Me!” Iris said, zipping around me. “I would love to be fucked. Ooh, I just wish I was big enough to slide down your cock.”

Thūwhi stared at me in shock.

I shrugged. “They're going to be dicks, then we might as well have some fun. I can eat your pussy. I'm a cunnilinguist. Have the skill maxed and everything.”

Maria shook her head with a fond smile on her face.

I winked at her. There was no way I was letting these dicks get under my skin. They wanted to wait for our buffs to wear off, fine. Then we would relax and enjoy ourselves while they stood out there, growing more and more bored. More and more complacent.

Then we would strike. Somehow.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Idiots, thought Twist as she moved along behind the knights. She had Vanished before following them down the stairs. Now is not the time to eat some pussy, Marcus.

Twist couldn't rightly say why she had done this. It made no sense to her. Seeing those knights rushing let her know that Marcus had fucked up. That he had done something to alert reinforcements. Clearly, he didn't have a cunning Spy with him.

Before she knew it, she was climbing down the wall to come to his rescue like a complete idiot. She shook her head in disgust even now, baffled by her behavior. Joining a fight against Shining Knights and a priest of Dihhomamer?

She might as well flip a rude gesture at the God of Light directly. He was the last god a thief wanted to piss off. He would reveal her wherever she went, shining his light on her when she tried to hide.

When did they infect me with their idiocy, Twist thought as she moved behind the priest. Her elbow “casually” hit the jewel. It was Dëshoma and all those fucking words. She ruined Marcus and me.

*  \ * /  *

The wall of light dropped again. This time, the soldiers were not ready for it. All those knights were caught off-guard. Ill-prepared to be dealt with by our abilities. Father Darius gasped in shock and whirled around as I unleashed my Zeal.

“You cock-sucking butt-munchers are going to get your skulls caved in!” I roared and threw myself at the knights standing between me and the pompous priest.

My ax crashed down. I had wielded this weapon since Level 10. She had seen me through some fucked up shit. The blade crunched into the breastplate of the knight. Metal crumpled. My blade buried into his chest. Light flared from the impact.

Divine Blow stunned the man. He dropped to the ground in a stupor.

I grinned and dropped Consecrated Ground, golden light shining around my feet and damaging all my enemies standing in it. Every knight turned to face me, fury in their eyes. I grinned, my shield set and my body buffed.

“Wait, wait, wait!” Thūwhi shouted. “Please, we don't have to fight!”

“Kill them all!” Father Darius shouted.

“No,” groaned Thūwhi as she stepped up beside me, shield raised. “You are all heretics!” She activated an ability.

“Ooh, Resist the Heretic,” Iris said and landed on my head. “She's going to get some nice damage reduction. You should get a damage reduction skill or magic item.”

“Yeah,” I grunted as the attacks fell. “Kulri, unleash hell. I'll protect you!” My Vow of Defense settled on her. I couldn't wait for her damage to keep the enemy focused on me. It was time to do some serious fucking tanking.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Maria sized up a knight and then shouted, “Sir, I challenge you! Face me!”

Duel unleashed from her, a declaration no foe could refuse.

The knight turned from rushing in at Marcus and faced her. A calm fell over the Fencer. She could feel her steps grow more agile as she focused her all on a single opponent. As Thūwhi cried out for peace, Maria dodged with ease the first swipe of the night with his longsword. He lifted his shield to block her reprisal.

She unleashed a Double Strike. Her rapier and riposte dagger found the holes in his defense. She rammed them into his armor. The metal crumpled, blunting her damage, but he still grunted in pain before swinging at her head.

She ducked the heavy swipe, divine energy dancing from his blow.

“Lord Marcus!” Dëshoma shouted.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

She wanted to unleash spells, but they were surrounded. She could easily be cut down. Marcus had many of them focused on him, but some had rushed at Dëshoma and Kulrigiizhai. The elf wasn't one for hand-to-hand combat. She had a spell that she rarely used and launched into it.

“Let the geometries of space entwine around me and shield me from damage,” she chanted, a spell she had never upgraded. A spell she had had since she was a mere Mage all those levels ago.

It would not be effective.

A barrier of purple energy appeared before her. A sword slammed into it. Slowed. And then it buried into her stomach. She gasped, pain bursting through her body. And not the good type that made her pussy quiver.

“Lord Marcus!” Dëshoma gasped, a sword buried into her stomach. She gasped and raised her bible, smacking it down on the knight's helm to minimum effect.

Kulrigiizhai launched into Arcane Pillar's words. She would unleash a cataclysm of fire that would ripple through the world. Only the knight swung his weapon hard at her. She gasped as it struck her in the shoulder, her Arcane Shield hardly doing a thing.

The pain of the injury disrupted her spell. The words faltered. The knight grinned at her.

Dëshoma's hand grasped Kulrigiizhai's shoulder. A flood of revitalizing energy surged through her from the Healing Touch. It kept her from being near death, but this was not a solution. Not with death swinging down at her.

Dëshoma screamed again, taking a second blow.

*  \ * /  *

“Fuck!” I snarled and activated my Holy-Fused Titanium Cuisses and Greaves.

A healing aura burst from him, spilling revitalizing energy into his allies. Thūwhi had taken several wounds, and pain throbbed across my body. But Kulri and Dëshoma were getting hacked apart, and I was stuck here with enemies on all sides of me.

My Shield of Faith sprang around Dëshoma, stopping the next attack from hitting her. She staggered back, still flinching from it.

A hard blow took me in the side. I grunted, turning my attention back to the knight before me. I growled and slammed my ax into his face. Divine Blow burst with divine energy. He collapsed like the other knight had while a small rush of Hit Points surged into me from my ax's blow. A percentage of damage always was converted into more life.

Just rarely enough to matter.

I had to help Kulri, though. She couldn't cast while also ducking a blow from the knight and then darted past him, her staff held in hand. Dëshoma was safe in the bubble I put on her, able to heal but not attack.

Perfect for her.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The Priestess's Healing Butt Plug burst into ecstatic vibrations when she activated its once-per-day ability. She would double the number of Hit Points healed on her next prayer. Marcus, Kulrigiizhai, and Thūwhi were all in need of it.

“Allow the positive energy to spread out and suffuse all mine allies with healthy endurance!” she prayed as the knight slammed his sword into the bubble with a snarl of frustration. Then he turned his attention and marched on Marcus. His Hit Points verged near the critical while Thūwhi's dwindled. But Marcus's magic item sustained the Deacon and Kulrigiizhai.

The elf took a nasty blow, half her HP vanished in a heartbeat.

The prayer flowed out of Dëshoma, channeled through her bible. The butt plug buzzed hard, massaging her anal sheath. Her pussy clenched as she moaned out her passion. Then everyone, herself included, was bathed in her superior healing. With Fortune Fate's ten percent extra, she restored everyone to full.

A smile spread on her lips.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

The knight Maria fought attacked her with skill and precision. She had to dodge, but she wasn't always fast enough. Even with Duel active, her enemy had skill. His blade slashed into her side. She gasped at the amount of damage she took. Divine energy sizzled through her blood.

She had just been healed when she hadn't been injured. Now she wished Dëshoma had waited a few seconds. She pivoted and thrust her rapier forward, cutting the tendon of the knight with Hamstring. He limped, making it harder for him to dodge her attacks. He grimaced at the pain. And swung.

She dodged to the left, but the blow clipped the side of her head. She spun about, her skull deflecting the blow up and over her. If it had hit better, it could have killed her. She stumbled, her mind throbbing. She almost collapsed from a stun, but she managed to resist it.

Need to be harder to hit, she thought, blood streaming down her face. She was under half her HP. She activated her Shadowed Nipple Ring.

Her flesh became insubstantial. She had partially shifted into the twilight and would take half-damage for a short period. She unleashed another Double Strike. He blocked her dagger, but her rapier made it through, punching into his chest.

He grunted in pain and then swung, his blade grazing her leg. She hardly felt the wound thanks to her magic item. She grinned and thrust her rapier forward, the thrill of the fight pulsing through her body.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

It amused the invisible Twist to smack the priest's hand away as he tried to hit the gem. Then he grimaced and darted away from her. She laughed and looked for the perfect enemy to take down. The fight had gotten fast, but Kulrigiizhai was in the most amount of trouble.

Father Darius started praying as Twist headed around the edge of the melee. Marcus and Thūwhi were in the thick of it. Dëshoma was safe in a bubble, praying away and healing everyone. Maria fought one-on-one, but the knights had skills. She was having trouble dodging his attacks.

Twist did not like that.

Kulri darted to the side of the room, the knight chasing her. He wanted to hack her down. The poor elf wasn't built for fights in such a confined space. She needed to be way in the back and unleashing devastation, not getting hacked down by the enemy.

Twist unleashed Know Weakness as she moved into position, getting that perfect info on the knight to unleash a devastating attack on him. She stepped up behind him and thrust her knife into his back, plunging an Arterial Slash deep into his vitals.

She punched through his armor with her dagger. He grunted in shock. She jerked the blade out. She left behind a bleeding wound. It spurted blood. She grinned in delight at the carnage, hissing in pleasure.

“Twist?” Marcus growled.

“Ssssup,” she said, using a greeting of his. Magic surged at her. The invitation to join a party. She accepted it. “You didn't waste any time getting in trouble.”

“Why let life get boring?”

She laughed in delight even as she felt Dëshoma's eyes on her. Twist jumped back as the knight now whirled on her and swung his sword. She clicked her tongue stud into the back of her teeth. The room was small. The enemy bunched up.

She unleashed her Flamebreath Tongue Stud's fire. She exhaled a blast of flames that sizzled out and spilled around the enemy. The knights snarled. She missed Father Darius with her breath attack, which was a pity. He had undone the stun on one of the knights and was casting more spells to get rid of it on the other.

What an asshole.

“Twist!” Dëshoma said in awe.

She winked at the cleric then sliced her knife into the enemy to build up her combo. She didn't like how armored he was. Not one bit. But then something beautiful happened. Pillars of Fire shot up to the ceiling and erupted. The conflagration boiled over everything and engulfed the enemy.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The elf felt such delight at being able to fight. Twist's return had come at the ideal moment. Now she could unleash her magic. She gripped her staff, casting another Arcane Pillar to unleash devastation on the enemy.

Divine radiance spilled over their foes. Their wounds healed. The scorch marks her fire elemental attack had dealt vanished. Father Darius had healed all his knights. Kulrigiizhai's annoyance flared as she unleashed a windy Arcane Pillar.

The gale burst through the room, slamming into the knights. The wind slashed at their faces and battered at their unprotected flesh. She smiled at the way they reeled from the attacks. It was satisfying, but Father Darius was praying, using a divine miracle to heal them.

She did not approve. He was restoring all the damage she dealt to the enemy.

“Let the geometries of space,” she chanted, focusing just on him as he stood on the far side of the room. Her hand held her staff. “...form into shards of slashing death!”

Three crackling shards of lightning hurtled from her staff, followed the perfect path through the melee, and struck Father Darius. But not before he got off his healing spell, and restoring all of the knights. They were all on their feet. All still in the fight.

“What a cock-sssssucking asshole,” Twist hissed from nearby. “That's the lame tactic Dëshoma uses.”

“Lame?” Dëshoma gasped even as the protection from Marcus Aurelius dropped from her.

Twist dodged an attack from the knight she fought, and then she Shadow Cloaked away. Invisibility fell on her as Kulrigiizhai launched into another Arcane Shard. It dealt more damage than Arcane Pillar but hit only one target.

Father Darius needed to die.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

She chuckled silently as she threaded through the battlefield. Once again, she was needed. Marcus and Thūwhi had their hands full keeping all the knights on them. Even the one Twist had been fighting now rushed in to attack Marcus.

Maria's Duel continued, but she had a look of frustration tightening her expression. Probably from the fact her enemy kept healing. So inconvenient when they did that. It wasn't fair one bit. That was their tactic. Dëshoma's tactic.

This would quickly turn into an attrition race. Who ran out of MP first would be the loser. How many potions did Father Darius have? How efficient was his magic? He had gone down the Faith path of the Acolyte. Did that make him a better healer?

Twist didn't know. But she had a plan.

She unleashed Know Weakness on him as she approached and found the perfect spot to hit him. Three shards of stone slammed into him. He stumbled back and then just touched himself and his wounds mended. No words needed.

The lowest level of healing magic, but it worked.

Twist moved into position. She knew just the spot to attack. She Sapped Father Darius. She slammed the pommel of her knife into the back of his head. She hit with a satisfying crack, the invisibility melting from her body.

Father Darius collapsed to the floor at her feet, stunned. She hissed in delight and Mugged him for his loot. She cut into his back and stole a nice bit of coins in the process. That felt so satisfying as he lay unconscious on the floor.

Helpless.

*  \ * /  *

I could feel the battle shifting. All the knights were up. They were at full HP, but that was about to change. They battered me. Slammed their weapons into me. They chipped away at my health, but I had Dëshoma chanting away, her faith in Ëshuxeri keeping us all alive.

I unleashed Holy Swipe left and right. I slammed the attack into the enemy. I struck three of them at once, cutting through their armor. They snarled and slammed Divine Blows at me, struggling to stun me. But I resisted. I had a magic item just for that. My Mossy Quartz Amulet made me immune to that status effect.

I laughed as I slammed my attacks into them. Kulrigiizhai's Arcane Pillars devastated. They burst with shards of ice, fragments of stone, crackling electricity. They slammed into the knights while we attacked. Thūwhi's morning star crashed into the enemy even as she grimaced, hating that she had to hurt her fellow followers of Dihhomamer.

But we had to get through to the catacombs and rescue Dëshoma's father.

Maria killed the first of the knights. She ran hers through and then darted in and attacked a knight battling Thūwhi. The demonborn Deacon screamed out her frustration, slamming another Castigate the Heretic into a knight.

He dropped.

“I'm sorry,” she croaked; the pain twisting her face made my heart lurch.

I swung another Holy Swipe, my TP running out. So I slammed my ax, using Divine Blow and my MP instead. The attack slammed into the knight's helm. He dropped to the ground in a flash of divine energy.

A burst of water gushed around us. The current didn't touch us despite it surging around. But the knights were buffeted. Three of them dropped. The attacks falling on me lessened. Another Arcane Therapy engulfed the party in Dëshoma's healing as the battle's tide ebbed.

Twist had done it. She had given Kulri the breathing room to unleash her spells and gotten to Father Darius behind his screen of knights to stun him. Now, the Spy switched her attention to the knights, disappearing and then slamming a powerful blow into the one Thūwhi fought.

He dropped.

Then Maria ran another through. I slammed my ax down into a third. Half the enemy was down. The knights still fought on with fervor. They were defenders of this temple. They weren't about to let it fall without a fight.

A fiery Arcane Pillar erupted. Three blazing columns leaped up to the ceiling and then burst with fiery death. It surged around them all, bathing the enemy in elemental pain. They all screamed as they died. The conflagration swept over me.

The rest of the enemy dropped.

“No,” Thūwhi groaned, staring at the armored forms lying smoking on the ground. “This... This shouldn't happen. Why are you fools believing in the fake! He's deceived you all! You serve Dihhomamer! You should have seen the truth!” Tears spring across her face. “How could you not have seen the evil! Why?”

I stared at the horror in her eyes. She had been deceived, too, by my evil doppelganger. It was only when she found him torturing the angel had she seen whom he truly was. She hugged herself, swaying from side to side.

I wanted to say something, but then the experience rushed into us. We hurtled into Level 31 and nearly to Level 32.


Chapter Twelve: Hell's Prison

Thūwhi stared down at her former companions, looking lost.

I let her process as Dëshoma let a squeal of delight. She flew across the battlefield and wrapped up Twist in a passionate hug. She kissed the dragonborn Spy on the mouth with such enthusiasm. It was clear that my Dëshoma loved Twist.

I thought that was hot and cute all at the same time.

Their nearly naked bodies pressed together. I couldn't help that throb through my chest as the pair kissed. Twist boldly grabbed Dëshoma's bare ass with her scaled fingers, digging into that pale rump with passion.

Dëshoma broke the kiss and gasped, “Thou art not the callous person that thou pretend to be, Twist.”

“I was just bored,” Twist said, shrugging out of the embrace. She glanced at me and then looked away. “That's all.”

“Right, right, bored,” I said, amusement in my tone. “That's why you came in here and risked your life to aid us.”

“Didn't just aid you,” she said, a grin spilling over her lips. Her blue, slitted eyes held a sparkle. “I saved your fucking ass, Marcusssss. These pathetic knightssss were just kicking it left and right.”

“They were proving troublesome,” I conceded. “We would have overcome them eventually. Just had to take out that prick.”

“Father Darius,” Thūwhi whispered. “A good man deceived by evil.”

“Right,” said Twist. “He sounded like a pompous blowhard. As foul and noisy as one of Khah's disgusting farts.”

Khah was one of the Gods of Darkness and Chaos. I wasn't sure what his deal was. Theology was not my strong suit. Not surprising; Intelligence was my dump stat. I didn't have much at all in the secondary skill Knowledge. Faith added to it, but it still lagged behind Kulrigiizhai's and Dëshoma's stats.

“So, you going to plunder the Catacombs with us?” I asked Twist. “Or are you on your way out?”

“I think I'll stick around,” she said. “You know, entertain myself. It's so boring in Liberus.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, smiling at her. I had her number. She wanted to pretend she didn't care, but she did. “Then I guess you can hang out with us.” I glanced at Thūwhi then looked around the room. It was pretty bare. Stone walls and a staircase. Nothing that marked any sort of Catacombs.

Twist, however, studied a point on the wall opposite the stairs. She slid her fingers up and down the stone and frowned. “There's no mechanism I can access, but there isssss a door here.”

“Thūwhi?” I asked, putting a hand on her shoulder.

She flinched and looked up from those on the ground. “Marcus?” She blinked her gray eyes at me. “What do you need?”

“How do we get into the Catacombs?” I asked.

“Oh, yes,” she said. She steeled herself and then stepped over the corpses. She moved to the wall and touched it. She closed her eyes and then light flashed across the stone. It melted away to reveal a passageway.

“Illusion?” Twist asked.

“That was no illusion,” said Kulri. “That was some sort of transportation. The wall has been shifted to an extradimensional space.”

“And will be returned in a few a minutes,” said Thūwhi. “Only a higher-ranked member of the clergy of Dihhomamer can perform this feat.”

She stepped into it. The rest of us followed. I went first and as I crossed it, an alarm blared. I froze, the sound slammed into my ears. Thūwhi turned around in shock as the air warped around her. Then blue light engulfed us.

It wasn't like the light trap, that had just surrounded us in a cube. This was like being wrapped up in the azure energy of a Shardpool. I felt my stomach lurch. The light faded and I stared at a skeleton chained to a rough, stone wall, moss growing across the mortar. A damp rot filled the air. A foul, cloying stench that filled my mouth. It had a thickness to it.

“Rūzem's greasy touch!” gasped Twist.

“Lord Marcus!” Dëshoma whimpered, fear in her voice.

“Where are we?” Thūwhi gasped in shock.

“We activated a portal, Marcus Aurelius,” said Kulri, anger in her voice. “The church has gotten aid from him.”

It took me a moment to understand who “him” was. Veazzuaxziag. Her former master. The man who had abused her. Degraded her. Turned her into an emotionless thing for him to use. Anger rippled through me.

“Where are we?” gasped Maria.

“A dungeon,” Twist said. “We got a prisoner and a cell door here. Doesn't take much to clue us in.”

“Are we in the Catacombs?” I asked Thūwhi. “You said there was a place where my evil twin was torturing an angel. Is this it?”

Thūwhi shook her head. “This is not the Catacombs. I do not feel Dihhomamer's light anywhere in here. This place is...”

“It smells of blood,” Twist said.

“Lord Marcus, the atmosphere of this cell doth press upon me with the weight of all those who have suffered. This place is evil. It doth fester with the pustules of past cruelty and a miasma of death doth lingers.”

“A fucking prison, huh?” I growled, looking at the door. It was made of rusting iron. Black but with streaks of red that bled down the pitted surface. A barred window showed off a hallway, torchlight dancing through it.

Iris darted out and then came back in. “There are men out in the hallway,” she hissed. “They have hoods and wicked axes, but their chests are bare. They had three triangles carved into their chests that bleed.”

“That is not good,” Dëshoma whimpered.

“Aphounga's symbol!” Iris gasped. “We've been transported to the God of War's dungeons. This is an unspeakable place of horrors, Marcus.” She swirled around my head, pink dust raining down onto my shoulders.

I glanced at Twist. “You didn't want to be bored.”

She chuckled and ran her hand over the door. She brushed the lock and shook her head. “Amateurs. Let me have access to the keyway from the inside? Why not make it challenging?”

“Just morons,” I said as Twist knelt. She thrust in her picks and did a quick job. I almost imagined her having to do some inane mini-game to pick the lock. Something abstract and dumb, like pushing some buttons at the right time.

But this wasn't a video game as much as it operated on those rules.

The lock clicked. She rose in triumph. I moved up to the door. The Dungeon of Aphounga. Of course those fuckers would be around. We were attacked by their cultists already. It was like the game had given us a preview of what was to come.

Well, we were Level 31. That meant we all had new abilities. I had Iron Defense which would greatly increase my protection. Just the sort of ability a tank needed. I grabbed the door, my shield set. My companions were around me. Anger boiled on Thūwhi's face at being sent here.

A trap connecting her temple to the cultists. Not surprising. My dark self had used the cultists of the dark gods before. What an asshole.

I twisted the doorknob, activated Iron Defense, and burst out into the hallway. It was ten feet wide and lined with cell doors. The walls were the same black stone and foul moss. Everything had an oily, grimy gleam about it. Wet with rot.

The jailers rose from their table and faced me. The executioner hoods shadowed their faces. They had the three triangles carved into their chests, the icons overlapping each other. They all bled like they were fresh.

Always in pain.

They roared with obvious bloodlust as they rushed down the hallway. I drew my ax, dropped Consecrated Ground, at my feet and Yelled. My buff settled down on me. Thūwhi stepped up beside me and concentrated. A shield of glowing, divine energy appeared before her.

“Nice,” I said as the three jailers reached us. The lead one opened his mouth.

And vomited blood.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The blood sizzled on the elf's skin.

She gasped at the smoking crimson inflicting pain on her and her allies. Metal clanged as the jailers slammed their axes into Marcus's shield and the glowing protection Thūwhi had conjured for herself. Dëshoma launched into Arcane Therapy while the Evoker battered down the pain.

Kulrigiizhai had a new spell to use. Elemental Eruption, her first true elemental spell. It was delicious using Elemental Affinity to turn her arcane spells into fire or ice or water spells, but now she had a pure one.

She selected ice to slow the enemy down. That was the beauty of this spell. It added a status effect based on the element she selected to cast it with. The six elements all did something different. Her utility just expanded even more.

She could set them ablaze and deal them more damage over time, stun with lightning, blind with earth, silence spellcasters with wind, and confuse the enemies' minds with water. A tingle raced through her body as she finished chanting.

Ice burst through the hallway. An eruption of shards that thrust up from the floor and pierced through the enemies' feet. She damaged them as they slashed at Marcus and Thūwhi. The shards ripped at their feet, slowing them down.

Their attacks already slowed, their bodies infected by the chill. Kulrigiizhai smiled her delight.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Her Fortune Fate only gave her ten percent. Ëshuxeri wanted her healing on the low side, for now. But Dëshoma had the faith that it would be enough to get them through this next battle. She had no doubts even as more jailers burst around the corner, running at full speed.

Thūwhi roared in anger. Her Divine Shield blocked the first five ax swings at her before the divine conjuration vanished. In that time, she slammed her morning star hard into the cultists of Aphounga, slowed by Kulrigiizhai's effective spell.

Dëshoma dropped a Theological Litany on Marcus to give him some healing over time as he fought these two slowed cultists. But the other three were catching up now. Maria rushed forward and challenged one. The Fencer's blade blurred as she attacked.

Two more cultists now swung at Marcus. They hammered at his body, but his new defensive ability protected him, making it harder for their attacks to get through. But when they did, they hurt. Blood spurted from a wound on his thigh, a bleed sapping away his Hit Points. A second one overcame the flow of restoration from Theological Litany.

She had to change things up and switched over to Arcane Healing.

Marcus swung his ax, Holy Swipe cutting into the enemy. They roared louder. One vomited more blood that splashed over the entire party. Dëshoma grit her teeth as the pain sizzled across her flesh, her Hit Points plummeting.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

She snarled against the pain of the burning blood and stumbled, taking a hard hit from the ax. It bit into her side. Blood spurted from her wound. She staggered, swaying from the burning liquid. The cultist laughed, spittle flying from beneath his hood.

“Blood burns hot!” he snarled. “It blazes with holy heat! Do you feel it!”

“Unfortunately!” she snapped back, her side throbbing, the wound bleeding, her Hit Points dropping.

He swung a hard stroke at her. Frustrated from the burning blood still sizzling on her skin and the spurting wound in her side, she activated her Duelist Heeled Boots. The once-per-day ability danced her out of the way of the attack. Then she used her new ability: Needle Strike.

She rammed her rapier, hitting automatically after he dodged, and rammed the point of her blade into his chest with a quick, but wounding, strike. The cultist's injury spurted blood, an arterial spray. She grinned, inflicting bleed on him.

“How do you like it?” she demanded, parrying his next attack, her dagger knocking his ax to the side.

“It burns!” he moaned with ecstasy. He cackled and swung his ax even harder.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

She thrust her dagger into the cultist's back as she stepped out of her invisibility. He grunted as she tore up his back. The wound bled. The crimson splashed on her skin. She loved it. She was back fighting, risking her life.

It was fun.

That's why I'm back, she told herself. For the thrill. Risking life is a rush!

She stabbed again while activating Deadly Throw. Her new Spy ability was interesting. She plucked one of her rarely used shurikens from the straps she wore for armor and flung the tungsten weapon. The seven-pointed star blurred through the air and slammed into the neck of the cultist Thūwhi fought.

Blood spurted from the wound.

“Blood burns, huh?” Twist hissed and attacked the cultist she had back-stabbed. “Need to spread that love around.”

Marcus laughed.

Healing energy fell on Twist. On the entire party. She didn't need it, but others did. Twist just let her Knife Combo build and build as she attacked the cultist. Metal rang. Marcus grunted. He had all that defense, but he had four of the fuckers hammering his body with blurring blows.

He was a tank, though.

Fuck, he is sexy, thought Twist.

*  \ * /  *

I grunted. My Iron Defense helped, but the damage these cultists could do was impressive. Their bleeds were stacking up, too. I grunted at the pain, wounds bleeding all over me. Dëshoma chanted Arcane Healing, focusing on keeping me alive.

Just the way it was supposed to work.

I used Fortitude to remove all the debuffs on me, ending a half-dozen bleeds that were killing me faster and faster by the moment. Then I swung a Holy Swipe, slamming into three of the bastards. My ax bit deep, healing me more.

Beside me, Thūwhi staggered. Her enemy hit her hard in the chest. Then he slammed his ax into her side. Blood spurted from her body. She roared her rage and hammered her morning star down with brutal hits, divine energy bursting from the blows.

“I will cleanse you all!” she roared. “Taint Dihhomamer's temple with this place!” Her breastplate flared and suddenly her Hit Points shot up to full.

An eruption of ice burst through the enemy, slowing down the newcomers. They staggered from the blow. They attacked with sluggish skill. Kulri's new skill was perfect. I loved it. I slammed my ax hard into a cultist before me.

He dropped.

Twist rammed her dagger into another jailer. He screamed out in pain, staggered, then fell from spurting blood. The dragonborn Spy grinned at me before thrusting her knife into the side of the neck of the third cultist I fought. He tried to dodge, but he moved too sluggishly to get out of the way.

Her blow finished him off.

Maria ran her cultist through and Thūwhi brained hers right before a crackling storm of lightning erupted around us. The cultists screamed. Their bodies thrashed. Then the remaining ones dropped to the ground.

The one at my feet twitched. Twist calmly ran him through, the coup de grace finishing him off. Exultation surged through me at beating the fuckers, along with the rush of experience. We hit Level 32. The refreshment of the level up restored all my wounds and my expended TP and MP.

“So, where the fuck is Aphounga's Jail at in the world and how the fuck do we get out of here?” I asked, planting my boot on the dead cultist's back in triumph.


Chapter Thirteen: Lurking Danger

Twist

“Like most of the world, it would lie apart, shattered,” Kulri said as Twist began looting. “As for how we get out, I do not know.”

“The foul myths of Aphounga say that only at the baleful will of the Lord of War and Carnage can thou be cast into this foul abode,” Dëshoma said. “The Bloody Pit, as it is nicknamed by those few who have escaped it, lies buried deep beneath the earth. The sun shall never shine upon us nor is there any access to the surface that we might traverse. Only at the mercy of Aphounga, can we make our escape.”

“Fuck that,” Marcus said. “That asshole's not going to show us any mercy.”

“True,” Dëshoma said. She hugged herself.

“Relax,” Twist said, digging through the pants pocket of the cultist. She fished out gold coins that vanished into her pouch. “Marcusss isn't about to let us get stuck in here. He's going to batter his way through and find some way for us to get out.”

“I have no doubt about that, Twist,” Dëshoma said, “for verily doth Marcus march forward into danger with steadfast faith in his abilities and confidence in his companions.”

“True,” I said, glancing up and down the hallway. It dead-ended behind us and opened to the guardroom before us. “We'll cut our way through this shithole and find our way out.”

“That plan doth fill me with confidence.”

“Yeah,” Maria said. She nudged the cultist she killed with her boot. “I bet there's a Shardpool or something.”

“I bet it's all nonsense about Aphounga bringing people here,” Twist said. She moved on to looting the next. “Propaganda these cocksuckers put out to make their dungeon sound even more terrifying.”

“It's fairly disturbing on its own,” Thūwhi said, staring at the walls. “Just being in here makes me want to bathe for a month.”

I grunted.

Twist worked her way through the dead while we waited. I rolled my arms in their sockets. Level 32 was a dead level. No new abilities nor the ability to upgrade an existing one. That led Shardhunters to keep raising a good offensive ability while letting others languish. Like Iron Defense. I might never bother upgrading. But Divine Blow was a powerful attack. Holy Swipe, my first multi-target attack, was also something to upgrade. They used opposite resource pools. Thūwhi and I were the only party members that had Technical Points and Magic Points. While neither one of our pools could rival the others', together they gave us a lot of points to play with and some amount of strategizing about which abilities to use.

“Lookie here,” Twist said. “A chest. And trapped. They don't want people poking around in this one.”

“Please take care of the treacherous device, Twist,” Dëshoma said, some concern in her voice.

She would be happy when Twist joined the harem. Of course, she was being stubborn. She didn't want to admit that she wanted to save the world. That she actually had a heart or that caring wasn't the worst thing in the world.

Twist waved a dismissive hand then bent down to work on the chest. She hummed, her tongue stud clinking against the back of her teeth. A flash of smoke burst out of the seam of the chest and she grinned as an acrid scent spilled over my nose.

“Disabled. Now, let'ssssss see what they hid in here.” She lifted the wooden lid. The brass hinges creaked.

A bolt of cloth lay on top. It was a fine weave. Twist whistled. I took it and knew it was better material than anything Dëshoma or Kulri wore. It went into my pack. Nîya could make something special with it.

“Feymetal,” Iris said, landing on a set of cuisses and greaves that lay beneath. They were thick and strong. “Heavy Cuisses and Greaves. Give you more protection, Marcus. When you hit Level 35. Feymetal is strong stuff.”

“Pretty,” said Maria. There was a rainbow gleam to the metal, like titanium, but this was more vibrant.

“Once per day, it can make you immune to the next three hits,” said Iris. The little pixie glanced up at me. “And you do get hit a lot.”

Twist sniggered. “He said fuck Dexterity and embraced Faith. Not much good that does him.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Ooh,” Twist said, pulling up something silver. “Nipple clamps. Kulri?”

The elf quivered, her ears twitching. She gripped her staff with both hands.

“Those are Silvered Nipple Clamps,” Iris said after a moment of inspecting them. “They'll give one lucky elf extra MP and you can restore half your MP once a day. This will tighten the clamps on your nubs, increasing your pain.”

“Oh, my,” my Evoker said, sounding faint. Her hips wiggled. I could see drops of pussy juices gleaming on the frilly edge of her crotchless panties.

“They are even connected by a chain so one lucky party leader can drag you around by them,” added Iris. “And, look, teeth so they hurt more.”

“Permission to frig my pussy to an orgasm, Marcus Aurelius?” Kulri purred.

“Here?” Thūwhi asked.

“Denied,” I said. “You're just going to have to suffer for the rest of the day. And you can't even wear these yet, can you?”

“Nope,” said Iris. “Level 35.”

The elf whimpered, joy shining in her violet eyes. I loved making her happy. I took the clamps from Twist and pocketed them in her pouch. I added my own heavy set of armor for me to wear in a few levels, the big pieces of feymetal vanishing into a pouch not much bigger than my hand.

The only things left were coins. Twist happily collected each and every coin up. They vanished into her belt pouch. She stood up, nodding in satisfaction. I could see her putting on this casual air like the loot was the only thing worth getting.

“Shall we?” she asked.

“Thūwhi, at my side,” I growled. “Maria and Twist, at the rear. I want our casters protected. This place has tight corridors and the enemy might have secret passages or something to move around.”

“Lets me look at that fine ass Dëshoma has,” purred Twist. “Elf, you got a nice butt, too, but you don't show it off.”

“Marcus Aurelius has not ordered me to walk around in that fashion,” Kulri answered. There was no doubt that her tone meant, “I would do it in a heartbeat if he ordered it and cream my thighs the entire time.”

There were two ways to go. Both looked unpleasant. Iris's pink light gave us some illumination. We went through the door on the right. When I doubt, I always go right. If this place turned out to be a maze, then we would eventually find our way out by always going right.

We passed more doors. Some rattled, the inhabitants groaning inside. One appeared to be banging his head on his. Part of me wanted to free them, but who knew what sort of horrors awaited inside the cells.

“Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said. She paused at one and peered in. Then she gasped and flinched back.

“What?” I asked.

“A blood demon,” she whispered. “He is harming himself with a blade, cutting most cruelly into his own flesh and dripping his bright life upon the flagstone. It is a servant of Aphounga, feared when unleashed upon the battlefield. They are uncontrollable.”

“So they keep them locked up when not letting them out to rampage?” I asked, my skin crawling.

“It doth appear so,” she said.

“Great,” I muttered and we kept moving.

Another door rattled in its hinges. You could see it shaking from the impact of the inhabitant. The creature threw itself hard against the exterior and bounced off only to do it again. And again. And again.

I shuddered at the ferocity and kept us moving. We reached a t-junction. I took us right once more. The flagstones grew warped here. Uneven. The ground appeared to have sagged. I swallowed and gripped my ax.

“Watch below,” I said, staring at that ground as I stepped onto the first disturbed pavers. They shifted slightly beneath my foot. I took another, my heart pounding.

Thūwhi and I trudged onto them. They supported our weight, rocking a bit. Nothing popped out. Yet. We were halfway across them, my skin crawling. I could feel the ambush coming at any moment from the floor. What would it be?

Blood demons? Mutated Rats?

Something streaked past my face and splashed on the ground. A drop of sizzling red. I frowned then looked up. A mass of congealed blood oozed out of the ceiling and dropped right on my head. Boiling heat engulfed my mind.

I screamed out in pain and rage.


Chapter Fourteen: Furious Sludge

My vision went entirely red as the congealed blood rippled around me. The pain bled into my nose. My mouth. My ears. A fury seized me. I roared, bubbles rising from my lips into the slime. I shuddered, gripping my ax.

“Marcus!” Thūwhi said.

She stared at me with those judging eyes. She thought she was better than me. A Deacon and not a Knight. A true warrior of Faith and not an upstart Fighter like me. I snarled and raised my ax into the air.

“Do not hurt thyself, Lord Marcus!” Dëshoma shouted, her voice grating on my nerves. That fucking old-fashion speech was such a bore.

I slammed my ax down at Thūwhi. She flinched back as I buried my blade deep into her chest. Blood spurted. She staggered back from the blow, hitting the wall. She stared at me in shock as I drew back my ax.

“Fucking cambion whore! You think you're better than me!”

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

“Blood Slime!” gasped Iris, flitting from Marcus as he drew back to slam his ax into Thūwhi. “It drives those it lands on berserk! You have to kill it.”

A glowing shield of divine energy appeared before Thūwhi, blocking his next blow. The conjured shield shuddered from the force. Dëshoma squirmed. She stared in shock at Marcus even as Maria thrust her rapier into the slime's body.

It hardly seemed to feel it.

Marcus snarled, abandoning Thūwhi to whirl around on and face Maria. The blood slime squeezed about his face, his twisted features looking feral, even bestial. He raised his ax and swung hard at her head. She ducked low and then stabbed at the blood slime again, her blade passing through the oozing flesh and doing no apparent damage.

“Let the geometries of space form into shards of slashing death!” chanted Kulrigiizhai. Three shards of lightning struck the slime. Its flesh rippled and roiled from the impact. Marcus whirled on her. He bellowed something.

Thūwhi stepped between them and swung her morning star at his chest. It glowed with light the way it did when she attacked. She hit him hard. A burst of divine energy erupted from her weapon. She drove a spike through his breastplate.

He shook his head, blinking his eyes.

“Khoukiri's ugly face!” Thūwhi gasped. “He resisted the blind.”

Kulrigiizhai screamed in pain. Fear clenched in Dëshoma's chest. She didn't know what to do as the Evoker's HP dropped.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The elf staggered as a pain burst through her back. She leaned on her staff, feeling the blood spurting from her wound. Half her Hit Points had vanished, and she lost more with every beat of her frantic heart.

She stumbled round to see Twist with a blood slime covering her head, the crimson jelly almost the same hue as the dragonborn Spy's scales. Dread flashed in Kulrigiizhai as Twist vanished in a wink. The elf knew the attack would fall.

“Lady Kulrigiizhai!” Dëshoma gasped. She placed a hand on the elf's forearm. Healing energy surged in. But not as much as the damage Twist had dealt.

The dagger plunged into Kulrigiizhai's belly this time and ripped a ragged wound in the elf. She screamed and stumbled back, blood spurting from a second wound. She fell almost to critical, her blood pumping away fast as Twist appeared out of the shadows again, roaring in anger.

Dëshoma touched Kulrigiizhai once. Twice. Thrice. Each time, she pumped healing energy into the elf's body. Healing Touch was a Level 1 ability, one that Dëshoma hadn't invested in. The amount it restored paled compared to Twist's damage.

And hers would only go up.

Maria rushed forward and snarled, thrusting her rapier at the blood slime. “You hurt it, Kulri! Cast!”

Kulrigiizhai had her reprieve. A physical barrier between her and Twist. The Spy hissed and dodged to the right. Then she slammed her dagger into Maria's side. Blood spurted, but the Fencer didn't flinch. The spurting wound stopped in an instant as Maria thrust both her weapons at the slime, dagger and rapier framing Twist's face as it tore through the jelly.

The elf chanted the words to Elemental Eruption. Behind her, Thūwhi endured Marcus's brutal ax attacks. Dëshoma chanted the words to Theological Litany. Kulrigiizhai focused on her words. They tumbled from her lips.

Lightning exploded around them. The crackling energy carried a stunning effect. The slimes quivered, the only ones affected. Twist and Marcus might be attacking, but they were still party members. Still allies as far as Kulrigiizhai was concerned.

The slimes spasmed, the crimson jelly smoking. Black patches marred their flesh. But they didn't get stunned. Kulrigiizhai felt them resisting the status effect. Where they immune to that one? She switched to water.

Maybe confusion would help.

As she chanted, Twist ripped a shuriken from her straps and threw it past Maria. The seven-bladed star buried into the elf's shoulder. She gasped, blood spurting from the wound. Her spellcasting faltered beneath the pain.

A third bleeding wound sapped her chanting.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The stupid elf and her spells always robbed Twist of her fun.

The destruction killed the enemies too fast, and now she sought to do it again. Fury roared through her, fed by the burning pain across her face. She slashed her dagger at Maria, wanting to rip the human Fencer's heart out.

“Copying me, you fucking cunt!” Twist roared, her words bursting out amid gurgles and bubbles. “I was the sexy slut wearing leather. You were a shit-licking Fighter. Why'd you have to hone in on my territory? You're just a third-rate rogue, pretending you're as good as me. You're not. You can't even hit me!”

“Twist!” Maria cried out as the dagger plunged into her stomach. Twist ripped out her dagger but the wound stopped bleeding.

Fucking cunt can stop those wounds.

Rage shook Twist as her knife combo built higher and higher. It surged to levels that Dëshoma's healing could never restore. There she was, talking. Words spilled from Dëshoma's voice. The bitch never shut up.

Twist pivoted past Maria and went for the Soothsayer. Her damn halo blazed with such golden light. It had to be snuffed out. Shadows cloaked Twist. She went invisible. Maria shouted a warning. Dëshoma started to move.

Not fast enough.

Twist's dagger plunged into Dëshoma's neck. She felt the blade hit deep. She had built up that combo, and Dëshoma had the lowest Hit Points in the party. She staggered, blood spurting from her neck. Her eyes widened.

“Twist?” she gasped. Her wound spurted again.

She dropped to the floor. Unconscious. Twist grinned.

Water exploded around her. It swept around her head, squeezing about her skull. She gasped, the burning increasing for a moment. The urge to kill Kulri, that kill-stealing whore, blazed in Twist. She had to finish her off.

She lunged at the elf.

*  \ * /  *

I swung as hard as I could at Thūwhi. The demon-bitch stood in my way. I had to get through her. I had to fuck up Kulrigiizhai. That whore was ruining everything. She wanted to take away my rage. I needed it.

I roared.

Water exploded around me. It rippled over my head. The burning flared for a moment as I staggered. Then the red oozed off of me as the water vanished. It spilled over my armor and ran down my body. My vision... cleared.

“The fuck?” I panted, suddenly staggering. My ax lowered.

“Marcus!” Thūwhi gasped.

Then I stared in horror. Dëshoma lay collapsed on the ground. Twist, her own red slime on her head, lunged in to murder Kulri. The elf twisted to dodge, but she didn't have the skills to avoid it. Maria tried to intervene.

I leaped forward and slammed my ax down at Twist. She plunged her dagger into Kulrigiizhai. She had three wounds spurting from her. Now she had a fourth. She staggered back, her Hit Points evaporated. She fell to the ground, bleeding to death like Dëshoma.

My ax slammed into Twist. She went to dodge, but I had enough skill to land my Divine Blow. It cut through the slime and struck Twist in the head. She staggered to her right and hit the ground, stunned, her body flopping. The slime constricted about her head.

Kulrigiizhai plunged towards death, four wounds sapping the last of her life.

I dropped my ax and knelt. I grabbed her wrist. Shared Faith flowed out of me and into her body. Healing energy rippled through her. I couldn't heal my own wounds with it, only my allies. The women who counted on me to protect them.

Kulri gasped, her eyes opening. I surged another Shared Faith into her to keep her from passing out again due to that nasty bleed. I could do nothing about that. I turned to Dëshoma. I grabbed her leg, her life moments from expiring.

“Lady Dëshoma!” I roared and bestowed my faith on her. Her body convulsed. Wounds healed, but still bled.

Her eyes opened.

I groaned as I gave her more healing, burning through my MP and not caring.

Maria stabbed down at the slime on Twist's head over and over. She pierced it. The nasty thing deflated. It spilled off of her, dying. I panted as it became a puddle, bits of it clinging to Twist's face. And then the experience rushed into us.

We hit Level 33, our battered, bleeding bodies restored.


Chapter Fifteen: Purpose

“What are you upgrading, Marcus?” Iris asked me.

My pixie hovered before my face as I extended my hand to help Twist stand.

“Divine Blow,” Twist hissed. “He loves that attack.”

“Stopped you from murdering half the party,” I said as yanked hard, dragging Twist upright.

She burst into laughter, nodding her agreement. The damage I had dealt to her was erased by the level up. I knew she could survive the blow. She had to be stunned. We had fought many enemies, but Twist and I had nearly butchered the party.

Especially Twist.

“No regrets about coming back?” I asked the Spy.

“There are loot and combat,” she said. “We got a dungeon to explore, and it's got nothing to do with ssssaving the world. So I'm having fun.”

“Right, right,” I said. “You almost butchered half the party. You're having fun.”

She scowled. “Well, being turned into an ooze's fuck-puppet isn't fun.” She bent down and scraped up some of the jelly that remained. “But this'll fetch coin. Alchemists love this stuff.”

“So, so?” asked Iris, bobbing before me as I studied Twist.

How to get her to open up?

“What is it, Marcus?” Iris pestered.

I could feel that impulse in me to strengthen an ability. Divine Blow was not only my most damaging attack, but the ability to stun an enemy was useful. The more I upgraded it, the better it was at stunning. Which was good, because the higher monsters would become better at resisting that shit.

“Twist's right,” I said and focused on it. The decision sort of clicked inside of me. The rest of the party were making their own. I could open up the menu and browse through their character sheets and figure out what they had upgraded.

But they would all make the right decisions.

We pressed on through the prison. The blood slimes led to a dead-end which annoyingly forced us back down to the decision. Going right turned out to be the wrong choice, but it wasn't like we could have known that before committing to it. 

We headed down the next choice and the prison design shifted. It was still made of the same moldering, slimy bricks with moss growing in patches in the mortar, but instead of those heavy doors containing demons, there were iron bars, open cells that let you see the inhabitants in there with ease. Rotten husks lay in some, bodies that had so bloated and been torn apart by vermin that it was impossible to judge the race or sex of them. They had rusting manacles about their wrists, and chains.

We found another jailer. He breathed boiling blood on us before we cut him down. We pushed on, eyes wary. The dead bodies became fresher and fresher until snarls and growls echoed down the hallway. We had found the living prisoners.

The first one was a human, hair long and ragged, naked and emaciated. He howled and pulled at his chains like a mad dog lunging at you despite the chain holding him back. The prisoner bared teeth at us, snapping, gibbering, howling. Spittle flew from his mouth.

“He's insane,” Maria said, staring in sick fascination at the man.

“They all sound insane,” Twist muttered. She stared at the poor, twisted man in the cell with a haunted look.

Something subdued had fallen over her. I don't recall ever seeing her like that. She hugged herself, her arms pressing her large breasts up as she stared down at the madman. He slobbered at us, looking fierce in the pinkish light shed by Iris. My pixie landed on my head, grabbing my hair.

“Poor thing,” Thūwhi said.

“The pain and torment that this miserable place inflicts doth sicken and nauseate me, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said, anger in her voice. “This foul place needs cleansing, a holy conflagration to burn it to ash and devour every source of suffering and misery it has inflicted upon its poor inhabitants.”

“Yeah,” Marcus said. “You okay, Twist?”

*  \ * /  *

Twist

“Of course I'm okay,” Twist said and forced a laugh. “Why wouldn't I be?”

“You tell me,” he said, his eyes perceptive.

“I don't need you fixing me. I'm not broke, Marcusssss.”

“Who said you were?” he said, glancing down the hallway of the Bloody Pit. The gibbering continued.

Twist rubbed at her wrists. She could feel the manacles around them. Grunt had never chained her to a bed to force her to be a prostitute, but only because his restraints were invisible. They were tied about her soul, weren't they? She had been his prisoner. Raised by him. Taught and molded and then he thrust this debt upon her.

It had made sense to her. To how she was raised. Nothing was free. She should have realized that his parental care fell into that same category. She had so many illusions shattered that day he slapped the coin on the nightstand and mounted her for the first time.

She had been such a scared, silly girl then. She had so many illusions shattered with that hard thrust into her. She felt those unseen manacles for the first time. They had bound her tight. But she had won her freedom. She had paid back that debt.

So why are you here? a voice whispered. Has Marcus tied more chains on you? Are you another prisoner?

Her stomach roiled at that. She stared at the howling man, bucking against his chains. Maria, Dëshoma, and Kulri didn't mind the bonds of love that bound them to Marcus. Nor did his other women. Shelly. Okzira and Haîcze. Nîya and Aebussi. Even Éjyona, wherever that halfling had gotten to, were all willing to accept the enslavement of Marcus.

Why am I here?

It frustrated her. She put on the facade of wanting loot and the fun of the battle, but she had almost killed Dëshoma. The angelborn might be a tiresome bore with her endless string of flowery speech, but she was also exciting, vibrant, passionate, and caring. She had such an open soul, accepting. She didn't hide from what she felt. She embraced it.

Shone with it.

Marcus was much the same. Only he didn't accept, he seized. He dominated. He wanted something and took it. Dëshoma found joy in the submission to what she wanted while Marcus found purpose in claiming his desires.

What was Twist's purpose? To forever be chained to men?

To be driven mad by all these emotions that made no sense to her. Fuck chivalry or whatever brought me here. I should be enjoying my freedom, not almost murdering my friends.

Frustration gripped Twist, but also fear. Her future had seemed so clear to her for so long. She would buy her freedom from Grunt and then she would make all the riches. She would have rooms of treasure. Gold and jewels and priceless artifacts. She would have all the wealth she needed. That was freedom, right?

“Come on,” Marcus said and headed down the hallway.

Twist obeyed before she realized what she was doing. She ground her teeth together and clicked her tongue stud against the back of her front chompers. She glanced at the cells they passed. More prisoners who were driven mad by their chains. Their bondage had destroyed them. Ruined them.

A woman with emaciated breasts smeared in filth, her hair wild and filthy. A dwarf with a tangled beard and arms straining to break his chains. An elf twisted from grace into an emaciated presence of rage. They all suffered.

Marcus's women aren't suffering. Dëshoma's happy.

Twist grimaced against that poisonous thought. Dëshoma's a fool!

You know she's not. She's idealistic. Innocent in her own way. But she's not a fool. There's a difference. You know that. You're the fool.

Twist wanted to hiss at herself, but then the cell doors around them sprang open. With a mighty clang, they clattered to the side. Metallic booms echoed around the party. The gibbering rage of the inhabits swelled into a mad glee.

CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

In the nearest cell, the chains around a dragonborn with blue scales dulled to a flat color; he howled in triumph. The chains bolting him to the wall had been released. Dangling from his wrists and dragging behind his feet, were his liberated bondage.

He rushed at Twist with a wild hiss of maddened glee. He swung his right arm, his chain a whip hurtling at the Spy. She gasped and barely dodged to the right. The chain slammed into the floor where she had stood.

He wasn't the only prisoner that burst free of their cell. They surged around them from every direction to tear apart the party. They had been given their freedom, but Twist knew that it could be its own trap.

What to do with that freedom? Was it what you wanted, or merely what circumstances drove you to do?

Twist whipped out her dagger and Vanished.


Chapter Sixteen: The Madness of Freedom

Chains rattled and swung. They were all around us, again. I hated this being attacked from all sides. How could I protect Kulrigiizhai and Dëshoma? They had such little armor and Hit Points. A few blows could kill them.

And attacks swung at them as the dozen of maddened prisoners burst out of their cells, curtesy of the cock-sucking jailers I just knew were around the corner with hands on their dicks getting off on the bloodshed about to happen.

Furious, I activated my Earthstomp Boots.

I slammed my right foot down on the ground. The jail shook. Stones rumbled. Jail doors rattled. Every one of the enemies rushing at us fell to the ground, sprawling on faces or backs, their attacks cut off.

“Get past them!” I shouted to Kulri and Dëshoma even as I dropped a Consecrated Ground that spread out and attacked all the maddened prisoners with divine energy.

Maria Yelled and then pointed at one. “I'm right here! Come and get me! I'll leave you bleeding and dying!”

Her challenge seized his attention while I unleashed my Zeal. The buff to my Strength and my increased threat generation swept over the enemies struggling to stand. Dëshoma leaped over one of the prone ones, her skank skirt and maiden's veil fluttering. She landed on the other side, backing up. Kulrigiizhai joined her.

“I vow to defend my elven slave with every breath I have!” I roared, Vow of Defense falling on me.

As they started to rise, Thūwhi raised her morning star. The spiked ball burst with blinding divine energy. It felt like the summer sun on my face, refreshing and soothing. The prisoners screamed in pain, struck by the attack as they struggled to rise, snarling in fury and rattling their chains.

Half of them stumbled, groping at eyes, blinded by her attack. I smiled as one managed to swing at me, the chain missing me by a good foot. I sliced Holy Sweep before me, cutting into three of them and turning their attention upon me. Maria Dueled hers while Twist Vanished only to reappear ripping into the back of one Thūwhi slammed her morning star into. She hit him two more times in rapid succession, an ability I had seen her use before.

Lightning erupted around us, Kulri's spells sizzling the enemies. One fell to the ground, stunned. But the others had resisted. They howled in fury, the blind ones swinging their chains wildly. The others slammed them into my shield. My armor. Damage bled through. One struck me in the face. Pain burst across my skull.

I slammed a Divine Blow into his face.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The Soothsayer activated her Maiden's Veil before healing Marcus. Her butt plug vibrated as the prayers to Theological Litany spilled from her lips. She clutched her bible, channeling through it.

The rejuvenating spell fell on Marcus while at the same time a blast of smiting energy struck the prisoner he had just stuck with his ax. The enemy dropped to the ground. Kulrigiizhai's arcane words sang from her lips.

Twist's dagger tore into one of the blind prisoners. Maria parried the chain swung at her and ran her enemy through. She followed it up with a Double Strike, plunging both her weapons into the enemy. Thūwhi's morning star fell in rapid succession, three strikes every time she used Zealous Blow.

Dëshoma waited, Theological Litany and Marcus's ax keeping his Hit Points from falling much past eighty percent. She had a good role on Fortune's Fate. She had gotten sixty percent buff to her healing, the maximum she could get with it.

She had upgraded it at this level, raising it from the range of ten to fifty percent up to fifteen to sixty percent. Ëshuxeri smiled on them this battle. Despite their rage, the prisoners fared poorly. As the last one dropped, cut down by Twist's dagger, Dëshoma only felt a great deal of pity for them.

They had been ill-prepared for the battle.

Marcus shook his head. “What a waste. They just attacked us.”

“I fear that they have been administered too many droughts of Aphounga's Wrath, a potion which doth give more strength but also imparts a growing anger until the subject is overcome by a profound fury from which they can never escape.” Dëshoma sighed, shaking her head. “Innocents are forever tarnished and twisted by the servants of the foul Gods of Darkness and Chaos.”

“Yeah,” whispered Maria.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Her hand slid into her pouch and felt the Potion of Strengthened Aphounga's Wrath. She had known it was named after the God of War, but it was sold at every apothecary shop. She never thought they were dangerous.

She had drunk three of them in her life. They always made her fight fiercer, put passion in her. A fury at her enemy for daring to attack her. She swallowed as she pulled her hand out without the potion. She had used that anger to keep the fog of lust from overcoming her in the Glittering Caves.

She had been so furious at Derrick under the potion. Disgusted by how weak he had been to stand there while she had succumbed to her desire for Marcus. The man she thought she had loved, and whom she thought had loved her, had just stood there. He didn't fight. Didn't show any passion for her.

I don't drink that many, Maria told herself, this fear rising in her. Just when I need them. That extra boost helps. It saved us. We would have been lost to that trap, just fucking each other until we died. Without it, we would have died.

Her hand shook. So long as she was careful, there wouldn't be a problem. She would just use them in dire emergencies. That was it.

Twist had finished her looting, hissing her disappointment. Maria swallowed and fell in at the back of the party with the Spy to continue their quest to find the way out of the prison. She gripped her weapons tight in her hand, ignoring that unease simmering in the depths of her heart.

*  \ * /  *

Not long after the prisoners, we crashed with more jailers.

They vomited burning blood on us, but we cut through them. We lost Hit Points and had to expend more resources. Our TP and MP dwindled amid the party. We would have to be careful with our resources if we didn't get a level up.

We were close to Level 34. Another fracas should put us over, but I was getting low on abilities. Using Zeal, Vow of Defense, and Consecrated Ground every battle sapped through my ability points little by little.

Twist picked through a chest, pulling out a stack of sky shark leather, a pile of coins that had her hissing in delight. She definitely wasn't here for the loot, but she still loved playing with the coins. It was almost cute.

“Look at these,” Twist said in delight. She pulled out gray straps. “Wyvernscale. That's Level 35 equipment. Almost there.”

“You'll have a better dodge with those,” Iris declared. She landed on Twist's boob and sat cross-legged on the scaled mound. “Make that Knife Combo last longer.”

“Sold,” Twist said.

“You can also release a cone of wind from them to knock enemies down. It might even stun them.”

Twist grinned.

“Those are you,” I said, smiling at her. “The gray will look nice on your red.”

“So long as they help me fight better,” she hissed. “Kill faster.”

“Ooh, ooh, the cloak has Thūwhi written all over it,” Iris said as Twist pulled out a dark-blue length of silk. It had Pushijer's diamond shield in silver on the back. “It lets you add your Faith to your defense, and once per day, you will take half damage for thirty seconds.”

“Maybe this should go to Marcus,” Thūwhi said.

“I like my cloak,” I told her. I wore heavier armor than she did. “Keep it.”

She donned it and then sighed. “I do not have the skill to use it.”

“You will,” he told her. “I don't think we're close to getting out of here.”

“The stairs?” Maria asked. She stared up them.

I nodded and marched to them. Thūwhi fell in at my side. Our cloaks swished behind us. I couldn't help but smile. We headed up the stairs together, boots thudding. The others followed. It opened onto...

“Wow, more cells,” I said, looking around. “Surprise, surprise.”

Delicate fingers grabbed the bars. “You don't sound like the jailers. Please, please tell me you're Shardhunters.”


Chapter Seventeen: The Imprisoned Alchemist

“You're not insane with rage,” I said as I approached the bars. The woman had a sultry peal to her voice and her fingers were delicate.

“And you don't sound like a blood-loving fanatic wanting to torture me for the sick jollies it will give you,” she said. “But who's perfect.”

I chuckled at that.

I stepped before the bars to find a black-haired elf. She wore her hair in a long braid that fell off her shoulders. A silk negligee draped over her small breasts and torso, the fabric translucent to let the darker hue of her nipples bleed through the cloth. A short skirt hugged her slender waist and upper thighs. She had ears as long as Kulri's. They twitched as she stared at me with lilac eyes. She had glasses perched on her dainty nose, the rims made of silver wire, the lens narrow.

“Look at you,” I said, flicking my eyes up and down. “I don't see a single hint that you're frothing at the mouth. I suspect if I open this cell, you won't try to murder me.”

“I might try to kiss you,” she said, shivering. “But I won't kill you. You're the first Shardhunters, the first friendly person, that I've seen in a day.”

“That's how long you've been here?” I asked even as Twist set about to pick the locks.

“I think.” She stretched her back. “I'm Uihzegiigjya.”

“I think I might dislocate my jaw trying to say that.”

“It is not hard, Marcus Aurelius,” Kulri said. “Uihzegiigjya.”

“Or you can call me GeeGee,” she said. “That's what the humans in Liberus call me.”

Dëshoma gasped. “We have bought potions from thee, have we not?”

The elf shrugged. “I don't know. I sell potions to a lot of people. Or, I did.” Bitterness twisted her face. “It suddenly became a problem.”

“To whom?” I asked but I felt like I knew the answer.

“Priests of Dihhomamer,” she said, annoyance in her voice. “They objected to my research into a potion that could cure addiction to Aphounga's Wrath Potions. It's a problem among some Shardhunters. They use them too much. Come to rely on them. Then it's all over for them.” She shook her head. “It's such a sad thing when that happens. So I thought I'd make a cure. Then those Dihhomamerites grabbed me and handed me to Aphounga's tender mercies!” Her ears quivered in anger. “What has gone wrong with the world? This makes no sense.”

“People are corrupt,” said Twist and opened the door to the cell.

“Disgusting, you mean,” GeeGee said and stepped out. “Those foul humans! I knew it was a mistake to sell potions to them, but so many people come to Liberus. 'Momma, I'll be fine. You can trust humans!'”

“Some humans,” I said. “We'll get you out of here. You just need to be on your toes. This place has been dangerous. Can you fight?”

“I'm an apothecary. I brew potions.” She ducked her hand into her pouch. “I do have these.” She pulled out a potion from her pack. It was in a rounded bottle that looked delicate. “Splash Potion of Protection. My own creation. They are what I've been working on to counteract Aphounga's Wrath. He's Pushijer's opposite, so I started with a potion that works off his sphere of influence. You smash this down and everyone splashed by it will have their defense raised for two minutes or so.”

“Any other potions?” I asked.

“I shoved these into my pouch when the priests first arrived,” she said. “They burned my shop but didn't bother to check my bag.” Fury swam in her eyes. “Bastards! I'm going to go back to Liberus and brew Potions of Cock-Rot! Give them a burning sensation every time they ejaculate!”

Twist laughed in delight.

I glanced at her. She had been eager to open the cell. To free GeeGee. No asking. No snide comeback. She wanted freedom, that was why she left, but she was too good of a person to stay away. How long would she continue to believe that she was selfish?

I filed this away. I would make Twist confront who she was as soon as possible. I turned to GeeGee. Could I add her to the party? If she weren't a member, she wouldn't be affected by our abilities. In these close quarters, we would have trouble protecting her as it was.

She could easily be killed. Could we just leave her in her cell and tell her that we'll come back?

One glance at her showed she would not like that. Her ears twitched as she glared at the cell doors, arms folded across her chest. Then she whirled around and stared at me, such intensity in her eyes. She had fire burning inside of her.

“Let's go,” she said. “I want out of here.”

“I'll get you out,” I said and then extended her an invitation.

To my relief, she accepted it. Suddenly, I could feel her in the party and... She had hardly any Hit Points. A Level 1 monster could easily kill her in a few blows. She had no Technical Points or Ability Points. She was utterly a noncombatant.

“Oh, my,” she said, staring at me. “Aren't you a powerful one. Level 33.” She smiled. “I bet you have your own base.”

“You want to be my apothecary?” I asked. We were on a side-quest. They popped up in this world. I had found most of the women who served me in this way. I had rescued Haîcze, Shelly, Nîya, and Aebussi from various dangers.

“Well,” she said, “you look like the sort who enjoys a good potion or three. I could whip you up something that would make your knees go weak.”

I smiled. “I'll get you to safety, GeeGee. You have my word on it.”

“Rescued by a knight,” she groaned, her hand fluttering before her face. “Just like Feassaollai.”

“That's a story,” Kulri said.

“An exciting one,” GeeGee purred, her nipples hardening against her blouse.

“A bodice ripper, huh?” I asked.

She blinked. “Well, I suppose. Feassaollai does get her bodice ripped open. You could do the same to me, Sir Marcus.”

“Later,” I said. “I want us out of here. If we run into any trouble, I want you to duck low and get away from the enemy. Retreat if you can or press into the wall. Until then, stay right behind me.”

“We shall escort her, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said. “Verily shall Lady Kulrigiizhai and I shield enthusiastic Lady Uihzegiigjya with our very bodies. No harm shall befall her.”

Compared to GeeGee, Dëshoma had a mountain of Hit Points and a tank's worth of defense. It would be better than nothing.

I nodded and led the way down the hallway, keeping my eyes alert. We passed cells full of skeletons. People who had been left to die. Some clutched the bars, others curled up in the corners. Twist hissed at each one, sounding more and more furious.

The tunnel came to a dead end, though. We had to backtrack quite a ways, heading downstairs and through a few side-passages before we found a way to continue forward. This time, it led down. The air grew warmer as we descended.

“This is not a good sign of what is to come, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said, her voice tight. “I fear that the legends of this dreadful place hold far more truth than I had thought.”

“What?” I asked, my chest tightening.

“The Bronze Furnace.” She said the word like it was a curse. Something foul. “It blazes with the fires of Aphounga's wrath but it doth not feed upon common wood to sustain its hateful flames. No, it burns on the blood of those sacrificed to it. The flames are said to be scarlet, stained forever by the innocent lives so churlishly expended to maintain its blaze. I fear that the temperature shall only increase the nearer we get to it.”

“So we're in fucking hell,” I growled. Deep underground. No way to access it. People tortured. Driven mad. Sounded like hell to me. “Fuck.”

No choice but to march on down the stairs. The temperature grew more and more sweltering. Sweat broke out on my brow. I gripped my ax, my equipment rattling with every step. The stairs spilled out onto another floor of cells. These were filled with bodies, their flesh desiccated, skin tanned like leather from the heat.

Many had slit throats and wrists.

Twist grimaced with the rest of us. Poor bastards were overwhelmed by the heat. It swelled and swelled. Sweat broke out across my forehead. It soaked beneath my armor. Anger grew inside of me having to be in this hellish prison.

When I finally got my hands on my dark doppelganger, I would choke the living shit out of him for this. I would find out what was going on. My hands squeezed on my ax, my heart pumping hot blood through my veins.

Furious blood.

Oh, yes, I was furious with this shit.

We came to an intersection. Ruddy light glowed from the right. That way lead to the furnace. I glanced left. It went against my instincts for maze searching, but I didn't want to have any enemies at my back. I marched down it. Air rushed across my face, rippling at my hair.

More cells. More desiccated dead.

“Mother ass fuckersssssss,” Twist snarled. She had that reptilian anger I approved of.

“The revulsion that the depraved followers of Aphounga do engender in me doth threaten to shake every fiber of my body with righteous anger at what their foul deeds have wrought upon the countless innocence ensanguined to feed their vile furnace,” Dëshoma said, her hands balled tight.

“That sums it up,” I grunted.

“This cannot stand,” Thūwhi snarled. “Father Darius is sending people here? When we get back, I will smite that heretic.”

I nodded.

We came to a dead end. Not so much as a bit of treasure was found. We turned back and marched the other way. Our rear was secure. All of us quivered with fury. We all wanted to make the denizens of this foul dungeon pay.

We would make them pay.

We swept toward the ruddy light. The air rushed behind us now, the furnace's mighty inhalation drawing us closer and closer. My cloak pressed into the back of my legs, pinned there by the growing force of the wind.

It rushed into massive grates where the hallway bent to the right. Beyond, crimson fire blazed. The walls shimmered with heat. The temperature all but boiled. I mopped at my brow as we moved down another hallway. The cells here held bodies that looked even drier. Some had scorches like fires had started on them and then had snuffed out.

From small vents in the floors and ceilings, great tongues of crimson fire belched before us. The air rippled from the heat. We paused before the first one. The fire had an unwholesome hue to it. I had never seen flames that looked so dark.

The flame belched.

“One Mississippi,” I counted. “Two Mississippi. Three—”

The fire belched again, filling the hallway before us. The heat rippled over my flesh. I began the count again, speaking in an even manner. It cut me off at three. Little more than two seconds. I drew in a deep breath as the flames burst out again.

They snuffed out and I ran forward only to slide to a stop before the next one erupted from the floor. Thūwhi shouted behind me, Hit Points melting from her. I whirled to see her slamming into the wall, smacking at the scorched marks on her crimson skin.

“Sorry,” she moaned and touched her wounds. A divine glow suffused her hands as she used Healing Touch. “Khoukiri's ugly face, I thought I could make it with you.”

“It's timing puzzle,” I said, glancing at the next one. It was three in a row. They belched in different patterns. I studied it like I would playing any action-adventure game. The others got past the first obstacle. All save GeeGee.

She stared in horror.

“Wait until we're across,” I told her, “then I'll protect you and you can just run after.”

She nodded, her hands clasped before her.

I turned back to the three. Every five cycles, they all erupted at the same time and went dead. The nearest one was the fastest. You had a second to clear it. I waited, focusing on it. They jetted up. Went out.

I rushed forward.

FWOOSH!

The first ignited behind me. The heat kissed my back.

FWOOSH!

The second. I cleared the third and stumbled to a halt. I looked back to see them all moving through their cycle. I panted, studying them. Waiting. Guiding. I gave the orders to my women. Thūwhi went next, sprinting across. Maria and Thūwhi did it at the same time. Kulrigiizhai just shook her head.

“I have my own way across, Marcus Aurelius,” she said. “Good luck, Dëshoma.”

“I have Ëshuxeri's blessing,” she said with confidence.

“Now!” I growled.

She darted forward. The flames erupted behind her. I winced as the next one ignited, bathing her in crimson light. Then she threw herself at me. She slammed into my chest as fire vomited upward, slapping against the ceiling.

We made ourselves across the next few vents with minor issue, then came to a hellish nightmare of counting and timing. Kulrigiizhai Arcane Jumped to the other side, purple geometries spilling off from her as she became solid. She, too, studied them.

I fought for patience. There had to be a way across. A way to avoid the damage. I wasn't about to let my women get hurt. My face dripped with sweat, but the flames kept coming. I couldn't find the pattern that would let us through. Ten cycles. Twenty. They never lined up.

“There has to be a way across,” I muttered. “The followers of Aphounga do it.”

“I think the vents can be closed,” Twist said. She studied them. “Not much time for me to work with.”

“I can see if there are controls nearby,” Kulri said.

“No!” I stared at them. “I'll ward us all against the damage if I have to.” Did I have enough MP to do that? Shield of Faith cost 5 MP. Thūwhi, Dëshoma, Maria, Twist, GeeGee, and I was 30 MP. I had 28 remaining.

Well, I could take the damage. Thūwhi had lost a quarter of her Hit Points off one. I shouldn't get hit more than twice. I just had to protect them from the flames and...

The vents could be closed. Blocked. That meant the fire wouldn't cause any burst of damage. I stared at Kulrigiizhai. “Cast Arcane Wall.”

Her eyes widened. “You're right, Marcus Aurelius.” She gripped her staff. “Let the geometries of space solidify and become a barrier.”

“Lord Marcus,” breathed Dëshoma while I encased GeeGee in Shield of Faith. She was just in range.

She darted forward as two planes of purple energy closed the vents, both floor and ceiling. It was a spell that would allow Kulri to make a wall in different patterns. She had a set amount of square footage she could make.

Enough to block the vents.

The flames burned against the wall, but it was no different than closing the vents. I smiled and stepped out onto it. I strolled across, my women following. We reached the other side. I panted, the air growing heavier. GeeGee sagged against us. Her ears dropped. Sweat soaked her blouse. It clung to her breasts.

“I hate this place,” she groaned.

“Indeed,” I said as her Shield of Faith vanished.

“We must be close,” Maria said. She mopped at her brow. “Please, please let us be close.”

I nodded my agreement.

Only Twist didn't look drenched in sweat, though she panted. Dragonborn, it seemed, cooled themselves like dogs or other animals who couldn't sweat did. Rapid breathing. I swallowed, my throat growing parched.

The tunnel bent and opened onto a room. There was a large lever. I pulled it and heard a loud, metallic KA-CHING! echo from the vents. No more growls of fire burst out. The obstacle neutralized. I looked around.

“Where are the men who should be manning this guard room?” I asked.

“I'm more concerned about the vents,” said Twist. She pointed at the walls.

They were brass, like the others, and a hellish glow emanated from them. They were connected to the furnace, but...

They didn't seem to be spitting out death like the others ones were. I swallowed. “Watch out.”

I headed to the corridor on the other side then froze. A groaning snarl echoed from the vents in the wall. The lights grew brighter and brighter. I groaned and looked over my shoulder. Dëshoma was by the lever.

“Pull it!” I shouted, fearing that we had redirected the flames to here. “This room's about to flood with fire!”

She grabbed it and yanked, grunting as she did. The loud KA-CHING echoed. Flames whooshed in the other room.

The glow from the vents still increased. The fire rushed closer. Then from the three vents burst crimson flames in a loud snarl of fiery fury.


Chapter Eighteen: Fireballs

I prepared for the fire to roll over us, burn us, only the conflagration never came.

Instead, the three vents spewed out not gouts of flames, but balls.

Floating, flaming specters that bobbed in the air, rounder at the bottom, spiky tongues dancing along the top. They had eyes of glowing yellow, narrowed in malevolent rage that focused upon us. They cackled, mouths splitting open to reveal hellish maws.

I Yelled as I slammed a Divine Blow at the nearest one. My ax plunged through the ball of flames. They rippled around my weapon and did absolutely nothing to the crackling fire. It surged in at me. I raised my shield. The flames struck the top and spilled over the rim, lapping at my face. Pain seared across my brow, Hit Points plummeting from the contact.

“Shit,” I snarled, stumbling back and shaking my head. “Mother ass fuckers!”

The ball laughed at me and surged in at me. I swung again, slamming my ax through it while dropping a Consecrated Ground. The divine energy bubbling around me made the ball of fire ripple, but my weapon streaked through it doing nothing.

Thūwhi's glowing morning star crashed through hers while Maria's rapier pierced harmlessly through the last. She dodged the ball of flames looking to crash into her and burn her fair body. Thūwhi hissed as she took a lash of flames across her exposed midriff, skin welting.

“They're Crimson Fire!” shouted Iris. The pixie zoomed along near the ceiling. “Marcus, they are immune to physical attacks.”

“Figuring that out,” I growled. “I vow with every fiber of my being to defend my elven slave!” Vow of Defense burst from me. “Tear them the fuck up, Kulri!”

She already chanted her magic, the new spell she had learned. Elemental Eruption. I raised my shield again. Fire slammed into it. The flames burst around my defense again. The heat struck my breastplate and was conducted through the metal. I snarled, chest hairs burning away.

“Allow the positive energy to suffuse mine ally with healthy endurance!” Dëshoma chanted as ice erupted around us.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Ice was the only logical element to use.

There were six elements, paired off into two groups of opposites. Fire melted ice, Wind eroded earth, and water grounded lightning. But the opposites were true, too. Ice smothered fire, earth withstood wind, and lightning electrolyzed water.

“Let the six elements gather to my will and erupt!”

The magic coursed out of the Evoker. The room filled with ice crystals that burst in all directions. Shards of the deadly frozen water hissed through the air. They didn't hurt her allies, but they cut into the Crimson Fire. Steam boiled from them. Their flames rippled from the effect. They didn't get slowed, sadly, but they felt it.

“Keep that up!” Marcus growled as he sought to dodge another attack. Healing energy rained on the party, Dëshoma clutching her bible tight.

Kulrigiizhai launched into the next casting of Elemental Eruption, spending nine of her dwindling pool of Magic Points. She had expended her resources not just on previous fights, but getting them past the vents. If she had thought of using Arcane Wall, she could have saved the MP she spent on Arcane Jump. That would have now let her cast one more Elemental Eruption.

Ice exploded around them again. The enemy snarled. They wanted to come for her, but Marcus and Thūwhi held them at bay. The fireball attacking Maria darted for Marcus and crashed into his side. He roared in pain, the flames engulfing his body.

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

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Arcane Healing bathed Marcus in her miraculous love. Twist just watched, her arms folded. She licked her tongue stud on the back of her teeth, looking frustrated. Maria lowered her rapier. She glanced down at the black leather thong she wore.

Dost thou miss thy panties which did impart ice upon thine attacks? Dëshoma wondered. We cannot see the future.

She had to help Marcus out. Her new spell, Battle Glimpse, would either allow the target to hit with their next attack or to dodge the next attack that flies at them. Marcus was not good at dodging, and blocking fire elemental damage was not effective.

“I beseech thee to peer into the future and gift me a glimpse of the battle!” Dëshoma chanted, the HoT she had already cast keeping up with the damage on Marcus for the moment.

In the final moment of her spell being cast, she felt the divine dice roll. Luck came from the Gods. It was their divine influence upon the world. They flipped the coin, gave the fateful nudge in one direction over another, whispered whims into the mind that sent a person out of harm's way.

Marcus got hit with his next attack.

She groaned and launched into her next healing spell as the fire slammed into him. He growled through his teeth, the flames burning on his side. Thūwhi snarled out a moment later. Then she activated her own healing abilities.

Dëshoma could keep Marcus alive in other ways.

Hurry, Kulrigiizhai.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Her MP dwindled fast. The fireballs blazed around Marcus. They kept slamming into him as he struggled to dodge. His heavy armor hindered him. Glowing spots of red adorned his armor, slowly fading as the heat dissipated.

“Let the six elements gather to my will and erupt!”

The ice burst throughout the room and lanced into the balls of dancing flames. They crackled, steam bursting around them. She couldn't tell if the fiery enemies were hurt or not. They kept burning as bright as ever. Hot. It had to be working.

She opened her mouth to cast the next Elemental Eruption, but the words caught in her throat. Her tongue grew heavy. She had lost track of her MP. She had seven left. Not enough to cast Elemental Eruption. She could cast Arcane Burst and make it ice, but she had not upgraded that spell in many levels.

She thrust her hands into her pouch. Thūwhi twisted to the right. The fireball crashed into her breastplate. She gasped, taking massive damage. Her flesh burned. She screamed, patting at her chest while the Crimson Fire laughed.

Kulrigiizhai pulled out her Potion of Strengthened Angel Milk and downed the restorative draft. She had enough MP for three more Elemental Eruptions. Would it be enough? Her ears wiggled as she focused on the enemy.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The dragonborn Spy hissed her frustration. She could do nothing. She had used Know Weakness and learned only non-physical damage would hurt them. All save types for fire element. She hissed, wanting to fight. To aide Marcus and Thūwhi.

The Deacon burned. She slapped at her breast while Dëshoma chanted. Twist ground her teeth together. She hated not fighting. Not battling to protect those she...

Twist's scaled brow furrowed. She shook her head. There she was again, thinking about how she had to protect others. That wasn't who she was. She had learned that you could only rely on yourself. Serving others came at your own happiness.

Yet here she was, eager to serve Marcus. It infuriated her as much as standing by and watching as Kulrigiizhai unleashed her magic. The ice filled the Spy's vision. It slammed into the fireballs who didn't seem to be hurt by it.

The three of them all burned louder. They swelled. She frowned at that. They were growing larger. What was going on here? A nervous writhe rippled out of her guts. Her brow narrowed as one slammed at Marcus and engulfed him.

He shouted in pain. His Hit Points burned away as the crimson fire attacked his flesh. A moment later, the second rushed at Thūwhi like that. She still burned, fighting the battle against the DoT by using her own healing magic. She raised her shield. The crimson fire rippled over her defense.

She blazed like a candle.

Dëshoma frantically prayed, holding her bible out before her. Kulrigiizhai's arcane words resounded with power through the room. The third fireball rushed in at Marcus. His Hit Points plummeted fast.

How fast will he die with two engulfing him?

Twist threw herself forward. She didn't think. She only realized the self-sacrifice she made when she stood before him. She felt utterly shocked the moment before the flames consumed her. Every bit of her burned. Her Hit Points were devoured, feeding the Crimson Fire. It crackled around her, laughing with bloodlust as it fed upon her.

She was its wick.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

“Marcus!” Maria shouted. “Twist! No!”

Kulrigiizhai held down her fear as the words to Elemental Eruption spilled from her lips. She couldn't let fear paralyze her. Their Hit Points burned away. Dëshoma frantically cast her miracle, but she was running out of time.

“Let the six elements gather to my will and erupt!”

The arcane energy burned the last of Kulrigiizhai's MP. Ice erupted through the room. It filled up the space, obscuring everything. Terror crushed at her heart. Her hand shot down to her pouch to draw her next potion, wasting precious seconds.

Marcus, Twist, and Thūwhi were all on the verge of death, the flames burning up their very lives. The shards of ice crashed into the walls, bursting into crystalline fragments that ricocheted around them. They struck Kulri but bounced off, unable to harm her or her party members.

“Please!” she cried out, seizing the potion.

Dëshoma reached the peak of her prayer. Marcus was at critical Hit Points, only a handful left.

The ice melted away, the power that had summoned them dissipating. They faded like all arcane effects did. Formed from the ether, they returned to it. Their bonfires blazed with crimson heat, devouring those Kulrigiizhai loved.

But the flames spluttered. They contorted, spitting fitfully. Twist staggered to her right, stumbling out of the inferno, a mass of charred scales. Then Thūwhi fell to her knees, the last tendrils burning out. She whimpered, her ruddy skinned blackened, her hair burned away.

Marcus swayed, snarling against the pain. His armor glowed from the intense heat, melting in places. A charred hand gripped his ax, cracks running through the blackened crust.

The fire was gone. The battle over.

Dëshoma's miracle fell upon them, soothing burns. The charred flesh faded to red spotted with boils. Twist let out a relieved hiss, almost a sob. Thūwhi blinked back tears. She gasped in deep breaths. Marcus panted, his hair burned away, but his skin knitted, covering up the patches of skull that had been exposed.

Then the level up slammed into them. The magic of hitting Level 34 swept over them all, restoring their expended resources, Hit Points included. The trio had endured agony. Thūwhi burst into tears even as her hair regrew and flesh knitted. Her armor flowed, the parts that had melted solid once more. Their gear immaculate, restored along with their bodies.

“The Gods of Light and Order be praised,” Dëshoma choked then threw herself at Kulrigiizhai. “Thou hath saved them, Lady Kulrigiizhai. Thou hath wrenched them from death's fiery grip.”

A moment later, Maria joined Dëshoma, clutching tight to the elf. A glowing mote of pink light descended and flung herself at Kulrigiizhai, too, hugging them both. The elf closed her eyes while Marcus offered hands to Twist and Thūwhi.

The demonborn Deacon took it. She let him pull herself up and she threw herself at him. She clutched him tight, with an almost desperate, aching need. She kissed him on the mouth with such passion.

Kulrigiizhai felt the harem grow by one. Thūwhi had accepted Marcus's offer. She had seen him burning strong, enduring all that pain. He had been helpless to fight, so he kept the enemy on himself to protect the elf.

Kulrigiizhai held Dëshoma and Maria to her, tears in her own eyes.

“Twist,” Marcus said, breaking the kiss with Thūwhi. He held out his hand to her.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

She stared at his hand, the pain faded. She had thrown herself into the fire. She had saved him. It baffled her. She didn't understand why she would do that. She almost died. He would have if she hadn't, but the elf would still have cast her spell. It was an unnecessary act. A risk she didn't need to take. And yet she had.

What is wrong with me?

“Lord Ädfomer's majestic creations,” breathed GeeGee. “Does he always do that?”

Twist blinked. What about what I did?

“That's who he is,” said Maria. “But we all do that for each other. You saw Twist. Even she jumped in at the last second.”

“More like tripped,” Twist said, batting away Marcus's hand. “But I knew Kulri was about to unleash her devastation. Wasn't really a risk at all. Didn't think it would hurt so fucking much.”

“Right,” Marcus said. He shook his head.

Don't you dare think you understand me! Twist hissed. This stubbornness rose in her. He wanted to own her just like Grunt.

“Did they drop any loot?” Twist asked as she stood up. She was a little more dexterous now. A little more graceful.

“Nope,” Marcus said. He glanced at the exit. “One way to go. You ready?”

Twist grinned, faking her nonchalant attitude. “Let'ssss do this. I'm getting bored. This place is tiresome.”


Chapter Nineteen: Running from Love

Dëshoma

She wanted to say something to Twist. The angelborn Soothsayer brimmed to pry out the truth. She could see it in Twist's actions. That love she was running from so hard. It was different from how Maria had acted. She had been chained by obligation to another and had resigned herself to her fate.

Twist fought against Marcus like he had chained her, but he hadn't. He offered only the open arms of love. Dëshoma couldn't understand why anyone would run from the embrace. That was what true love was, she was understanding.

Arms that wrapped you up. They held you, comforted you, even protected you. But you could always break from the embrace. Love wasn't chains. It was something you accepted. A gift offered by another that you could return with your own love, your own embrace.

When Marcus held Dëshoma, she held him back. That made it even stronger. Harder for the world to pry them apart. But it wasn't manacles. Wasn't cruel chains. That was this dreadful place. Love could never be true if it were compelled.

Marcus shouldered open the door. The heat of the furnace washed over them. It swirled down around them. Would they find the way out before it? Maybe they could extinguish the blood-fueled flames. The Crimson Fires they'd fought had been formed from the tormented souls of those who had been ensanguined and fed to the inferno.

Marcus marched down the hallway and his women followed. Even Twist was one, she was just stubborn.

What are the words that can pierce through the stone scales that doth surround the gentle and loving heart which doth beat in Twist's breast? wondered Dëshoma. And can mine words even reach through them or will mine eloquence merely offend her with their meandering and poetic flourishes?

Dëshoma knew her speech annoyed Twist, but she could not help her nature. She spoke the way her father did. The great and mighty Dezösh. He had molded her actions from a young age with his gentle parentage. A solid father, as if the light itself had been wrought into flesh and delivered to the world to love Dëshoma and her mother.

Fear squeezed at her heart. If he was the one being tortured, she knew he would endure it. He was so strong. A bulwark against the forces of Darkness and Chaos. That was why he had to be captured. The dark doppelganger knew that Dezösh was a threat to his plans.

Marcus would rescue her father. She would support her love.

The air grew hotter and hotter. Sweat gleamed on all their exposed skin. Twist breathed rapidly. They rounded a corner and an iron door awaited them, bars in the window. The roar of flames could be heard along with snarling.

Ranting.

The mad ravings of pure anger. A frenzy of guttural Dēmodith, the language of the demons and the Gods of Darkness and Chaos. Dëshoma shuddered, hating that she understood the fell tongue and the vile curses being uttered.

“Guy sounds pissed,” Marcus noted as they reached the door.

“He doth curse the intruders that hath rampaged through his jail and debases those whom we slew for failing to be an impediment to our progress,” Dëshoma said.

A man screamed then cut off into gurgles. The flames roared lower.

“He just sacrificed someone?” Marcus muttered.

“I fear so,” Dëshoma said, hugging her bible to her tits.

Marcus nodded. He peered through the bars, the hot wind howling through the small gap ruffling his black hair. He pulled his face away, blinking his eyes. “Ten of the jailers and one pissed off orc in the middle with a whip. He's been lashing himself. There's the furnace. Poor bastard's dangling above it and his blood falling into the flames.”

“I suspect that is the Lord Jailer, the inhuman brute that doth lead this dismal and foreboding dungeon,” Dëshoma said.

“Lord Jailer, huh? These cultists and their pretentious names.”

Twist hissed her laughter.

“Shall I cast Litany of the Sky, Lord Marcus, and enhance thy ability to hit, and cast mine newest miracle, Luck's Favor, which shall randomly increase one of our stats at Ëshuxeri's whim?” Dëshoma asked.

I nodded. I had Vow of Chivalry to use. A dangerous ability that would let me share an ally's damage. I already took the brunt of the damage, but there could come a time when I would have to protect someone else.

Dëshoma cast her first buff, a familiar one that she had been using since her early teens. It was a comfort when she had it on you, aiding our chances to hit. It didn't affect her or Kulrigiizhai, but she still expended the MP anyways. She was wonderful that way. Then she launched into her next spell.

“I beseech thee for thine lucky favor to prevail!” she chanted and held her bible aloft.

The buff fell on us and enhanced Dexterity. Maria and Twist both smiled, both their classes using Dexterity. It was Twist's primary stat and a secondary for Maria. It was my third-worst stat, but it did give me a bit more Technical Points and Hit Points. I wouldn't say no to that. For Dëshoma and Thūwhi, though, it was their worst stat, though the extra Hit Points would benefit them both.

“Let's do this,” I said. “Thūwhi, try and handle as many jailers as you can. I'll go for the big fucker. Twist, have fun. Maria, pick your duel.”

They all nodded.

“Good luck,” said GeeGee. The apothecary's voice sounded tight. She had received all the buffs, too, but they did nothing to help her. She had no levels. No combat skills.

“Kick their butts, Marcus, and let's get out of this place!” Iris cheered. Her pink dust fell upon us. It didn't give us any buff or benefit, but it still felt nice.

I grabbed the bronze handle, my hand blazing in pain. I took damage, a few Hit Points. I wrenched the door open and Yelled, the buff falling on me. Maria did the same while Twist Vanished in a blur of distorted air.

I charged out across the room. Bronze walls, floor, and ceiling trapped the ruddy red of the fire in here. Hellish light reflected off every exterior while the heat was stifling. The sweat boiled off my skin. I roasted in my armor. I felt the debuff to hit and dodge already being off-set by Dëshoma's spell buffing our Dexterity.

Maybe Ëshuxeri really was guiding her magic to give us what we needed.

The Lord Jailer focused on us and threw his arms back. “You have failed to contain them. Now they come willingly to feed the fires! Bleed them, my brothers. Bleed them and earn your penance or it will be your throats that next feed Aphounga's Wrath!”

He snapped his whip, blood flicking from the razor blades. More blood sheeted down his body from the many wounds on him. He stood tall, nearly ten feet, his skin bronzed by the heat of the fire. He looked like he had been forged, but he bled.

So he could die.

The jailers all raised their axes. Scars puckered across their bare chests in random patterns. Chaos that held no rhyme or reason that I could see. They stared out across the furnace room, holding their axes in anticipation as we rushed in.

I roared my Zeal, increasing my Strength and threat generation. Eyes turned to me as I rushed the Lord Asshat himself. He grinned at me. He laughed and the fires behind him erupted. Flames burst from them, consuming the poor victim's body. The inferno licked across the bronze roof, flames spilling in both directions.

Then they coalesced into five figures made of fire. They had thick arms made of molded fire. They didn't have feet but seemed to hover a few inches off the ground. Infernos raged in their open maws. Great cackles of flames that leaped out of their open maws.

“Kulri!” I roared. “Snuff out those flames and I shall protect you! I shall keep you safe!” My Vow of Defense rushed out from me.

The lord slapped his whip down at me. The bloody razors hissed at me. I raised my shield. Metal crashed on them. Sparks flared. Then I was at the bastard and slamming a Divine Blow into his ass. My ax bit hard into him, the damage I took from the door healed by the life I siphoned from him.

He roared at the pain, towering over me.

“Grovel, insect, for you are nothing but kindling for the great Wrath of Aphounga!”

“Kindling, huh?” I grinned. “You going to chop me up into little bits with that dainty whip?”

“Dainty!” he snarled.

The ground beneath my feet erupted in divine energy, the ground consecrated. Then my skin became as hard as iron. Six of the jailers swarmed at me.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

“You!” she snarled, pointing at one of the jailers rushing in at Marcus and Thūwhi. They had charged ahead. “The way you handle an ax is no different from an elf-child. It's offensive. I challenge you to a duel for the disgusting sight.”

Her power activated, grabbing a jailer who had thick, crisscrossing scars across his chest. If he had had hairs, they had burned away. His skin held a reddened hue to it like he had been scalded in steam. The fire elementals rushed in at Marcus and Thūwhi. Her morning star glowed brightly as she unleashed three rapid-fire attacks.

The jailer turned from Marcus and rushed at her. She fell into her fighting stance. She felt extra graceful now that Duel was active. She was focused on the fight. He rushed at her, ax raised high. Blood crusted on the edge. He roared his berserk fury and swung it down to cleave her in twain.

She calmly side-stepped him. His ax swung past her with blurring speed. The blade slammed into the bronze floor with a metal grace. She lunged her rapier forward to land a Needle Strike. He twisted out of the way with ease and swung his ax at the back of her head.

Did she miss him? The heat was sapping at her finesse, but she was buffed by Dëshoma and her own Duel ability.

As she slid to dodge his riposte, his ax clipped her head. The blow spun her about. Blood spurted into her red hair, staining it darker. She groaned, shaking her head. The wound bled while her Hit Points dropped.

He rushed in and raised his ax high.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Thūwhi, Maria, and Marcus were all standing close together. Twist would be invisible in there, somewhere, so Dëshoma hoped this would work. Four jailers and the Lord Jailer all swung attacks at Marcus. Axes clanged off shields and armor. The whip cut Marcus's arm, leaving a bleeding wound. His Iron Defense blunted the damage, but he could use more protection.

So could Thūwhi and Maria.

Blood spurted from the Duelist's head while the Deacon had four jailers attacking her, hitting her shield. One cut into her side. She grunted, blood spurting, her Hit Points dropping. The fire elementals rushed in closer.

Dëshoma threw the splash potion, one of the three GeeGee had given them. It tumbled through the air. Before it landed, she activated her Crystal Orb Earrings. She could choose which luck effect her next miracle would grant.

She used Fortune's Fate to gain the full 60% bonus to her healing. Then she launched into Arcane Therapy. As she prayed, the Splash Potion of Protection crashed in the midst of the melee fights and burst. The contents explode in a wide area, splashing them. Though it hit the enemies, it didn't affect them, sliding off their bodies like they were made of oilstone. On Marcus and the other two, their skin drank it in, increasing their defenses.

Marcus needed it as he took another bad wound from the Lord Jailer, his Hit Points dropping further. Then the fire elementals were on them, two on Thūwhi and three roaring in as they surged at Marcus.

He had no defense for fire and could do little damage to them. Dëshoma's stomach clenched while her butt plug vibrated. The healing spell leaped from her lips.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The moment the fire elementals appeared, she switched spells, abandoning casting a water-based Elemental Eruption.

“Let the force of nature ward my foe from fire!” she cried out. The spell, cheat at 5 MP, surged out of her and fell on Marcus. He'd resist the fire damage. It would be like he had magical armor against flames. They could still hurt him, but her Level 34 spell would keep it from devastating him.

She launched into the next target on Thūwhi who shouted, “Let the light of Dihhomamer inspire!”

An aura burst from Thūwhi that splashed over Marcus and Maria. It pulsed from Thūwhi as she slammed her morning star down into a jailer, driving him back. He snarled in pain. But the two fire elementals surged in.

Burning hands reached for Thūwhi as Kulrigiizhai chanted. The Deacon dodged the first set, but the second grabbed her arm. She screamed in pain, her flesh sizzling. She wrenched her arm free, charred handprints left on her.

Then the protection fell on her.

Kulrigiizhai, ears twitching, shifted to Elemental Eruption. She would have to unleash ice once more. She would snuff out their flames.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The fire elementals roared in as Twist used Know Weakness on the Lord Jailer. She knew just where to hit the masochistic fucker. Hissing as she closed in to attack the giant. She thrust with her dagger, ramming a Mug into his back.

Her most damaging attack. The few coins she stole were a bonus.

He snarled in pain as her dagger buried into him. She ripped it out as Marcus blocked the attacks with the shield. The fire elementals reached him, burning fists swinging for his body. They whirled past her, not caring.

Fine with her. She wasn't here to tank. She was here to fight. To unleash death upon her enemies and hiss in triumph as they fell bleeding to the ground. She couldn't wait to leave this fucker bleeding. She then dipped her hand into her pocket and pulled out dust.

She breathed it, unleashing her new skill: Blind.

The dust spilled over his head, engulfing him for a moment. She waited, hoping to blind him. Then she could attack him without having to stealth. She would do her extra damage and rip him apart. He shook his head and swung his razor whip at Marcus again.

Twist hissed her annoyance and attacked with a hard slash, dealing him damage. She drew a shuriken and used Deadly Throw to bury it in the neck of a jailer fighting Thūwhi. Blood spurted from the throwing star buried in his flesh. Then she pulled Shadow Cloak over her and disappeared.

*  \ * /  *

I wanted to do more damage and burn this fucker down. I had five jailers and three fire elementals attacking me, plus him. The fire resistance from Kulri kept that damage from hurting too bad, but I was taking hits left and right.

That razor whip hurt the most.

I activated my Knight's Vow Tungsten Breastplate and Pauldrons. Okzira's craftsmanship hummed around me. Then my ax burst with a pure light. It wasn't white. It was something beyond that. Holy damage.

I roared and unleashed a Holy Sweep, striking the Lord Jailer and two of his ax-wielding flunkies. My blade struck the big bad and a jailer flunky, but the third dodged back then swung his ax at me with a roar. He slammed into my breastplate, cutting through and burying into my chest.

I grunted, the pain flaring. Then soothing healing from Dëshoma fell over me. So long as she had her MP, I could take on the world. The other axes crashed in. I parried one and tanked the other with a pauldron. A fist of fire slammed into my back, heating my armor and blistering the skin beneath. The Lord Jailer snarled and slashed his razor whip down at my face in two blurring attacks.

Thūwhi shouted and her chain mail skirt burst with gleaming energy. One of the jailers collapsed into a stunned heap. She grinned, blood streaming from a cut to her. She swung her morning star three times into another, battering in his face.

The razor whip slashed at me hard. Then the Lord Jailer stepped back. Twist appeared a second time, slashing into him with a hard blow. She dealt him damage but he ignored her. He raised his whip with both hands and slammed them down at me.

Ice burst around us as the attack slashed down. I raised my shield. An ax slammed into my side, dealing me a dozen Hit Points. Then the razor whip struck my shield. It wrapped around it and my arm. I gasped as he yanked me forward, the blades cutting into my flesh and ripping at my skin. I grunted at the pain.

“Mother fucker!” I snarled as he drew back his fist and slammed it into my face. My Mossy Quartz Amulet flared cold, blocking the stun, but not the pain.

My Hit Points plummeted. Stumbling, I lost the ability to block. The attacks slammed into me from all sides. Axes tore into my flesh. Fiery fists pummeled my skin. I grunted against it, struggling to break my shield arm free of his grab.

He slammed his fist down at my face again.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The elf's elemental eruption hit the enemies. But it wasn't enough damage. She had to inflict far, far more punishment on them. She had to make them hurt. Make them suffer. She had to kill them as fast as possible.

Because Dëshoma blazed through her MP.

The elf Evoker activated her favorite magic item. It wasn't just the pain it inflicted to her sensitive bud that made her Masochist's Clit Ring her favorite. It was the extra spell damage she now inflicted. She groaned as her clit throbbed and pulsed. She gripped her staff, ready to do so much damage.

Then she activated her Evoker's Staff. Her next spell would deal two types of elemental damage. Water and ice. With Elemental Eruption dealing damage and status effects, she would unleash such pain on the enemy.

She would slow and confuse them. She would make them all suffer. Marcus needed it. He took another fist to the face, his Hit Points plummeting fast as Dëshoma prayed to keep them alive. Kulrigiizhai unleashed her arcane fury.

“Let the six elements gather to my will and erupt!!”

Ice and water burst across the battlefield. The dual destruction struck her enemies. She sensed how much damage she dealt, smiling as she hurt them all. And then the status effects. Some were slowed. Some were convulsed. Some were both.

She afflicted half the enemies with something. She gave Marcus and Thūwhi a better chance of surviving.

Kulrigiizhai launched into her next icy Elemental Eruption.

*  \ * /  *

Maria Du Marne

She dodged the attack as ice and water burst around her.

The jailer staggered beneath the onslaught, the two elements pummeling his body. He roared as she activated her Graceful Dueling Rapier. She was tired of her attacks missing. For the next thirty seconds, they would all hit.

She unleashed Needle Strike after Needle Strike her blade a blur of motion. Her rapier buried into him again and again. She left his body riddled in bleeding wounds. His crimson life spilled down his chest. He grunted and groaned, swaying from her attacks.

She grinned at that, flowing around an attack and slamming a third and then a fourth Needle Strike into his flesh. She left him bleeding, bloody. He snarled at her, his face twisting in fury as her sword's ability ran out.

“You redheaded bitch!” he snarled. He smeared at the blood running down his side then painted it across his face, a mask of ferocious crimson.

His ax blade blurred at her.

She dodged the first one, twisting out of the way, but not the second and the third. They all rushed in at her at a fast rate. She gasped, her heart racing from the ferocity of his attacks. The second hit slammed into her arm, cutting through muscles and striking bone.

She gasped in pain, blood spurting from the severed artery.

His third attack was a blur that struck her leg. She gasped, her thigh spurting blood. He was so fast. She struggled to dodge the next, the searing air slowing her down. His hard blow struck her in the head, a critical hit.

She gasped, bleeding, her Hit Points nearly gone while all of Dëshoma's healing fell on Marcus. Maria barely lived, and the three bleeding wounds sapped what life she had remaining to her. Dizzying black spun around her as he raised his ax high.

Maria threw herself to the right, her bleeding body leaving smears of blood on the bronze floor. The ax slammed down on it with a loud clang. She activated Staunch Bleeding, ending all the debuffs sapping her life. They all stopped bleeding. She sheathed her parrying dagger and shoved a hand into her pouch.

She produced a Strengthened Potion of Angel Passion and downed it.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

She dropped more healing on Marcus. He was getting battered, but now Maria was in trouble. She drank a potion that healed her, but not enough as her enemy swung in at her with furious swipes. The angelborn Soothsayer clutched at her bible, her mind whirling.

Marcus had a small reprieve thanks to Kulrigiizhai's magic. Enough that Dëshoma switched to Arcane Therapy again to heal everyone. The words spilled from her mouth while her MP dwindled at an alarming rate. She had to keep up with the damage all the enemies were dealing out.

There were so many of them and so few of those she loved.

It had to be enough. She had to keep them alive. Her butt plug vibrated away as she showered her party in her goddess's powers. But they were getting hurt again. They were taking more and more damage.

Especially Marcus.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

She burst out of her stealth and slammed her Mug into the Lord Jailer again. He grunted as he pounded his fists at Marcus. Twist had to kill this bastard. She slashed her dagger before her, building up and building up her knife combo.

Every hit made sure she dealt more damage.

As she slashed with her right hand, she used Deadly Throw with her left, slamming a shuriken into another jailer fighting Thūwhi. Two of them now bled. Two of hers were convulsed, stumbling about and swinging wildly at nothing. The second one moved slowly, affected by the Elemental Eruption.

She had to build up her combo to deal more damage. She tore at the Lord Jailer. He roared in pain and then he whirled. He swung his razor chain at her. Marcus shouted. Twist didn't care. She dodged to the right and Shadow Cloaked.

“Cowardly bitch!” roared the Lord Jailer.

She slid in and rammed her dagger into his hip, another Mug. She stole money as she left a bloody wound behind. He snarled and swung down at her. The whip ripped for her head. She dodged backward. The weapon struck the ground.

Flames hissed behind her.

She whirled to see a fireball, thrown by one of the elementals fighting Thūwhi, slam into her face. She screamed in pain as the flames burst over her scales. She hit the ground, thrashing, stunned. The Lord Jailer strode over her and smiled.

*  \ * /  *

“No, fucker!” I growled, fury surging through me. “I'm your opponent. Fight me!”

I unleashed another Zeal to increase my threat and slammed a Divine Blow into the Lord Jailer's back. One of the lesser jailers swung his ax at nothing while babbling from the confusion. Another two were slowed, their attacks falling like glaciers, easy to dodge. One of the fire elementals swung equally slow, blazing punches at me.

But the others were hitting me as the Lord Jailer turned to me, ignoring the stunned Twist. “Yes, yes, a foe who fights with honor. Who deserves to burn with Aphounga's wrath.”

He burst into flames even as ice exploded around us from Kulri's spell. The Lord Jailer steamed. He laughed and swept his razor whip at me. I jumped back, managing to dodge it. The attack trailed fire that swept over me.

It slammed into me and burned me. I screamed. It wasn't a natural fire. It was crimson. Unholy. It blazed across my face. Got in my eyes and tried to blind me. I snarled as he raised his razor whip for another attack.


Chapter Twenty: The Lord Jailer's Surprise

The unholy flames blazing on the razor whip slashed down at me. An ax struck me in the back. A flaming fist slammed into my arm. My Hit Points evaporated beneath the assault while Dëshoma chanted her prayers.

I didn't think. I acted.

I triggered the once-per-day on my Magnetic Titanium Kite Shield. It blocked the first of the flaming whip attacks. The blow burst with sparks. I smiled. The next five physical attacks would be blocked. I shifted my shield and caught an ax with a resounding ring. Then the razor whip slashed down. I deflected it and slammed a Divine Blow at the Lord Fucker.

As my attack fell, I used my Gauntlets of Might to deal double damage on my next attack. I slammed the glowing ax into his body while effortlessly blocking another ax attack. My weapon slammed into him, stealing back some of my Hit Points.

Dëshoma's miracle fell on me as the razor whip slammed unholy fire onto my kite shield, the last perfect block from the magic item. The Lord Jailer snarled and staggered from my blow. I grinned, not caring as a fire elemental punched me in the back.

The Lord Jailer roared so loud, the sound struck me. I gasped as I struggled to stand. It overcame my Resistance, and I fell hard. I landed on my back, pummeled by the attack. I groaned from it, my ears and mind battered by the sonic energy.

Thūwhi and Maria screamed out and fell to the ground, too.

*  \ * /  *

Maria Du Marne

She hit the ground hard. She grunted from the impact. Her back hurt. The jailer she Dueled leered down at her as she struggled to rise. He slammed his foot down on her, pinning her to the ground. He hacked his ax down at her face.

She activated her Thorny Riposte Dagger's special ability and parried the attack. She hit his ax in just the right way to redirect the blowback into his face. The spiked back of the ax slammed into his skull and cracked it open. He staggered back. Then he slumped to the ground.

Dead.

She panted, shuddering from the force of that yell which had thrown her to the ground. She wasn't the only one down. She grit her teeth, fighting against the debuff. She strained to stand, but she couldn't.

Luckily, she had killed her opponent.

Marcus and Thūwhi weren't so fortunate.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

With Marcus and Thūwhi down, they were getting hit hard. Dëshoma needed to up her healing.

She unleashed the power held in her Crystal Stiletto Heels as she launched into her next Arcane Therapy, burning through the last of her MP. She chanted her prayer, her butt plug vibrating as she channeled the miracle through her bible. Fortune's Fate gave her an extra sixty percent to her healing. She needed it and more.

The healing energy fell on the entire party, increasing their Hit Points. Along with it came a Healing over Time effect. Every beat of her heart, they regained small mounts of the damage they'd taken.

Her hand shoved into her pouch and drew the Potion of Strengthened Angel Milk. She gulped down the creamy treat to restore her Magic Points. She threw the bottle to the floor, feeling refreshed and revitalized.

Ready to heal more damage to her allies.

*  \ * /  *

I raised my shield as the attacks rained down on me. The latest HoT from Dëshoma wreathed my body. It kept me alive as I awaited her next healing. My shield rang as I blocked blows. I growled, the Lord Jailer slamming his weapon down hard on me.

I struggled to stand. Thūwhi was in the same way. She huddled behind her shield as the few adds she had around her slammed attacks onto her. I grit my teeth, hating this. More healing energy burst from Dëshoma as I fought to stand.

The shout that had knocked me down had my entire body feeling heavy. I kicked my feet and then grunted. I forced myself to stand up. I staggered to my feet. Ice magic burst around us. The explosion slammed into the enemies.

One of Thūwhi's jailers fell dead. I growled in triumph and faced the Lord Jailer. Axes and flaming fists slammed in at me. I panted, taking blows left and right. But Dëshoma healed me while her MP dwindled.

I snarled and slammed my attack into the Lord Jailer's upper thigh, hitting the giant bastard.

His whip hissed down at me.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

She hissed but managed to get her feet back beneath her. Still invisible, she had been knocked down by that yell. She shook her head, her knife combo ruined. She hissed her fury and slammed a Mug into the asshole's body, ripping into him.

He hardly noticed as she appeared. She threw another shuriken with Deadly Throw, striking a third jailer fighting Thūwhi. The man staggered, clutching at his neck. Blood spurted from the wound. He groaned and then collapsed dead.

Thūwhi hissed and struck the other jailer bleeding. Her morning star slammed into his face, caving it in. He fell dead. She had a jailer left, who still stumbled around confused, and two of the elementals on her.

Twist hissed in satisfaction and attacked the Lord Jailer. Movement rushed at her from the side.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Maria gained her feet to see Thūwhi blocking punches from the elementals. They struck her body while she swung her morning star ineffectually at them. Marcus was in worse shape. He still had four jailers fighting him and the elementals. A fifth jailer swung his ax in the wrong direction.

The Lord Jailer swung his razor whip at Marcus, catching him in the face. He snarled as blood spilled down his cheek. He slashed back, not at all intimidated by the hulking brute he fought. Twist stabbed at the back.

So Maria rushed to join her.

She activated Fencer's Bracelet along the way. Her next attack would deal triple damage. She stepped up beside Twist. The dragonborn nodded her head and slashed with her dagger. Maria burned through the last of her TP.

Her Needle Strike rammed through the Lord Jailer's back. She ripped it out and smiled at the bleeding wound. The Lord Jailer grunted.

“He felt that!” Twist hissed.

“Yes, he fucking did!” Marcus growled.

Ice erupted around them.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Marcus staggered from another hit as the elf finished casting Elemental Eruption.

Maria and Twist had joined the fight moments before the ice exploded through the room. The fire elementals were all struck. They all rippled and then their crimson flames winked out. Smoke curled up to the ceiling.

Kulrigiizhai's ears twitched in triumph.

Thūwhi roared in delight. She ignored the confused jailer who swung his ax in circles now. He had staggered away from her, not a threat for the moment. She raced to Marcus's aid. The Purple Sardonite Ring she word flared violet. She stepped up to one of the jailers attacking Marcus and slammed her morning star into the back of his head.

The sickening crunch echoed through the room. He collapsed. Kulrigiizhai sensed that Thūwhi had expended the last of her TP. Marcus was running out of both his TP and MP. So was Kulrigiizhai herself and Dëshoma. Maria had run dry, now just stabbing, and Twist had little left.

The fight had to be almost over.

The elf switched over to casting the cheaper Arcane Shard. A single target spell was all that was needed.

* \ * /  *

I used Holy Sweep.

I struck the Lord Jailer and two of his lackeys. They both collapsed dead. I was down to one jailer attacking me. I pivoted and just slammed my ax into him, ignoring the raking wound from the Lord Jailer himself. His razor whip cut into my back, leaving me throbbing.

My ax cut off the last add's head. Two more confused jailers stumbled around, swinging at nothing. I ignored them and stepped up to the Lord Jailer. He had us all fighting him now. He snarled as he swung his razor whip.

“WEAK!” he growled at his eight dead minions. “PATHETIC!” He spat at the nearest confused one.

“Yes!” I growled, slamming my ax into his flesh.

Maria's rapier jabbed holes in him. Twist's knife slashed. Thūwhi slammed the spiked ball of her morning star into him with powerful blows. I loved it. I hewed into him and blocked a raking attack. I drew back and swung.

My ax struck his leg hard. I hit the bone and cracked through it. He threw back his head and roared in pain. I kept cutting, the weapon severing through sinew. I cut his leg off. He collapsed and fell. Twist jumped out of the way. He hit the ground with a loud crash.

The thief pounced and buried her dagger into his throat.

He gurgled. His body thrashed. His grip on his weapon relaxed. The razor whip slipped out of his grasp and spilled uselessly on the ground. I kicked it away and then spat on him. Triumph surged through me.

“You thought to...” My words trailed off as his stomach writhed. His skin bulged as if something wanted to break out of him. Thūwhi gasped. Maria stepped back, her eyes wide. Twist arched a scaled eyebrow.

“What is thisss?”

One of the bulging spots looked like clawed fingers pressing on his stomach from the inside. I groaned as flesh tore. Then those talons ripped free. His stomach slit open in three places. Out spilled a dozen of the bloody imps. They barely stood up to my knee, but they all had razor-sharp claws and beards of twisted, copper wires.

“Bloodstained Imps!” shouted Iris as she buzzed around.

They surged out at everyone, looking to tear and rend. A dozen of the little fuckers. One ripped at Maria's leg. She screamed, blood sheeting down her thigh to her boots. She staggered back. Fury rippled through me.

I activated my Challenger's Belt.


Chapter Twenty-One: New Challenge

The Challenger's Belt's activation snapped all dozen Bloodstained Imps to attack me. They howled and rushed at me. I grinned, ready to take these little fuckers on. They stepped onto my Consecrated Ground, the divine damage zapping them.

Then they attacked. They ripped into the flesh of my legs, tearing through my armor and my Hit Points at an alarming rate. I gasped in shock, half my reserve gone in their first volley. Dëshoma's healing magic fell on me, but they were tearing me into me again.

“Mother fuckers!” I snarled, pain bursting through my legs. Blood sheeted down my thighs and calves, my armor rent in a dozen places.

I slammed my ax down, a Holy Sweep cleaving through them. It hardly did a thing to the assholes. They just gibbered, lost to the blood lust. They were born of violence, and that was all they craved. They wanted to tear me apart.

My women attacked. Thūwhi's morning star slammed down on one's head. It gibbered and tore at my calf. Twist stabbed her dagger down low, building up her knife combo. Maria stabbed with her rapier, out of any TP to use her abilities.

I was almost out myself.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The damage Marcus took frightened the angelborn Soothsayer. Even with her sixty percent buff to her healing, they were ripping through his life so fast. They were such wicked things. She hated them. Filthy demons who lusted only for pain.

She had to be better.

She drank down her second Potion of Strengthened Angel Milk and unleashed the power of her Rewoven Exhibitionist's Elven Silk Skirt. The words to her prayers spilled out twice as fast now. For the next minute, she would cast double the number of healing spells and keep Lord Marcus alive.

He swung. He hacked. The others attacked, hitting the dozen imps. Kulrigiizhai unleashed an eruption of water. It washed over the imps. She grit her teeth and her ears wiggled in frustration. The status effect, confusion, didn't affect any of them.

Butt plug vibrating, Dëshoma sent her first quickened Arcane Healing onto Marcus.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

She gulped down her Potion of Strengthened Angel's Milk. They were burning on fumes. She had to use what she had left. As her MP rose from the restorative draught, she directed her will into her Swift Elven Silk Crotchless Panties.

She would double-cast her next spell. Confusion didn't affect the enemy. Would slow and stun? She would find out.

She chanted with two tongues, speaking the words to two spells at once. The same spell. Her voice sang, each one at a slightly different pitch as she cast one Elemental Eruption with ice and the other with lightning.

“Let the six elements gather to my will and erupt!”

“...to my will and erupt!”

Ice and lightning exploded through the room at the same time. It wasn't like when she applied two elemental damages to a spell. This time, she paid the Magic Points to cast it twice and it dealt two different sets of damage.

The Bloodstained Imps around Marcus shivered and shuddered as they were assault with cold and electricity at the same time. Three of them collapsed, stunned by the lightning damage. Four more became sluggish, their clawed attacks slashing like the air around them was thick and viscous, the ice slowing them down.

Kulrigiizhai smiled. Marcus's Hit Points were low even with Dëshoma's rapid healing, but now they had a chance. She gripped her staff as Thūwhi brained one and it fell dead. Marcus slashed his ax, cutting off another's head. Twist'sdagger killed one then she slashed into another. Four dead. That left one at full fighting speed, the other four slowed up.

Marcus was no longer getting ripped to pieces. Kulrigiizhai cast her next Elemental Eruption but by the time she reached the end, two more were dead. Her spell erupted with crackling lightning and blasted the last two standing apart and dispatched the three stunned.

That last, brutal assault which had come so close to killing Marcus, was over. They had defeated the enemy. She sagged, feeling the heat of the bronze furnace pressing down on her. Sweat poured down her brow.

Then the experience rushed into them. They slammed through Level 34 and crashed into Level 35.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The lightning faded. The enemy lay dead. Twist shuddered as she hit Level 35. All her resources were restored. She had barely been hurt, but Marcus and Thūwhi wore armor that was in tatters. It repaired, mending as their wounds were fixed.

“Ëshuxeri shone her love upon us and kept us from perishing against these foul followers of loathsome Aphounga,” Dëshoma panted, her shoulders wilting.

“Yes, she did,” Marcus growled. He leveled his ax at the furnace. “Twist, can you turn that infernal thing off? I want Aphounga's Wrath to be snuffed out.”

“Gladly,” she hissed, breathing fast and heavily. She was so hot. Now that the battle was over, she could feel the heat pressing in on her. She despised it. She marched to the bronze furnace. Flames licked out to attack the body of the poor prisoner who'd been ensanguined. He still swung over it, his skin already drying out into leather. She slammed shut the lid then looked at it.

There were vents where air flowed in. Fires breathed. Everyone knew this. So she suffocated it. She closed them off one after the other. She moved around the terrible, bronze engine. The roar of the fire dwindled more and more. She shut off the last one.

The flames snuffed out.

The ticking sound of cooling metal filled the room. Already, the temperature felt more bearable. She breathed a sigh of relief. Then she frowned. She spotted a panel of bronze that could move. She marched over to it and pushed on it.

A door slid open.

Beyond was a room with a Shardpool in the center. She hissed a sigh of relief at the blue waters. They were pristine to her. She had never seen anything more soothing. She wanted to get out of here with her companions.

They had survived.

Then she noticed the chest.

*  \ * /  *

“Halle-fucking-lujah,” I groaned at the Shardpool. “Isn't that a beautiful sight?”

“Right now it doth seem to be the grandest sight in all the universe and makes my heart beat with a fast patter of hope, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said as she came up beside me. She smiled as she stared down at it. “I must confess my most fervent desire to hop in that pool and leave this most unhappy place behind.”

I grunted my agreement.

“But first, the loot,” Twist hissed.

“It's the best part,” said Iris. “Ooh, ooh, and you're all Level 35. Time to upgrade with the gear we've found.” She landed on a diamond that hung from a small chain and had an earring-like post. Only this diamond looked big for an earring.

“Is that a belly piercing?” I asked.

“It is,” she said. “An Angelic Teardrop. Any nephilim who wears it will have a halo that shines bright enough to light the darkness.”

I glanced at Dëshoma's navel. I liked calling her an angelborn but nephilim was the “proper” name for her race. “That'll look good on you.”

She blushed prettily. “It doth please mine heart that thou willst find me looking fetching in mine new magic item.”

“Yes, yes, it's neat,” Iris said. “And it has a once-per-day that lets your halo glow with restorative energy and heal all your allies over time.”

“Perfect,” Twist said and tossed it to her. “Marcussss needs all the help he can get to stay alive.”

“I do like to bite off more than I can chew,” I said with a grin. Those fucking imps had shocked me.

Next, Twist produced a pair of ice-blue, heeled boots that had white lacings. They looked to go up to the knee. Iris inspected them. “Iceblight Heeled Boots that add frost damage to attacks. Once per day, you can freeze an enemy for thirty seconds and deal cold damage to him over time.”

Twist tossed those to Maria. “Those look like your style.”

Maria caught them and blinked. “They are cute.”

Dëshoma and Kulrigiizhai nodded their agreement.

Twist dug out a large pile of coins that vanished into her pouch, then a hunk of elf silver. It looked to be a Level 40 crafting material. Okzira could make something spectacular with it. I couldn't wait to see what she would do with it.

With that, there was nothing left but to step into the Shardpool. Our assault on the Temple of Dihhomamer had gone badly. We had to regroup and try again tomorrow. But it meant camping at our home. Safe and relaxing. I held my hand out to GeeGee.

“Ready to get the fuck out of here?”

“Yes!” the elf groaned.


Chapter Twenty-Two: The Lie to Believe

The blue light faded from us as we stepped out into the camp. I looked around to watch my women spill out. GeeGee was beside me, the slender elf taking it in. Then she saw the new building that had magically appeared. It had several small, metal chimneys thrusting above the roof. She must be able to brew a few different potions at the same time.

“Oh, my,” she said. “Is that a full alchemical lab in there?”

“Probably,” I said. It was the magic of this place to supply what we needed. “I'm sure you'll find everything you—”

A squeal cut me off. Shelly, wearing her apron, flew into the elf's arms and kissed GeeGee on the mouth with such hunger. The two petite beauties pressed tight together, the elf's ears twitching from the enthusiasm of Shelly's greeting.

I couldn't help but grin. Shelly could make quite the entrance when she was excited. She was a delicious cook. I nodded my approval at the sight of their tongues dancing together. They were such a magnificent sight to see.

“What went wrong, boyo?” asked Okzira.

“Long, long story,” I said, shaking my head.

“He walked right into a trap at the Dihhomamer temple,” Twist said.

“And you're back, lass,” Okzira said. “Thought you were done with all this.”

Twist's brow furrowed. “You knew?”

The dwarf blacksmith snorted. “That you didn't know if you should piss in the chamber pot or wear it on your head? Of course.”

“A trap, huh?” Haîcze asked. My sylph explorer shook her head, a smile playing on her lips.

“You need to be careful, Marcus,” Nîya said. The dryad had her arms folded beneath her ample bosom.

“Yes, yes,” I said. “I didn't expect to fall through a portal and end up in a dungeon.”

“I'm glad he did,” GeeGee said. “I would have had my throat slit and my blood fed to a terrible fire.”

“Oh, no,” Shelly said. “Marcus rescued me from being sacrificed by these evil cultists.”

“I was tentacle bait,” said Aebussi.

“Forced to weave darkness,” Nîya said and shuddered.

GeeGee looked at the dwarf.

“I'm not dumb enough to get captured like the rest of you. Marcus just proved his prowess and won my service. Got a mighty fine cock, he does.”

“Does he?” GeeGee said, giving me a sly look. Her ears twitched more.

“Yes, yes, you have to try it,” Shelly said. “I know I've only had his, but it's amazing.”

“Yeah,” Twist admitted. “And I've had plenty. I would know.”

“You enjoy him,” Shelly squealed, bouncing up and down. “I am going to make a scrumptious late lunch to feed you all.” She whirled around, her naked ass appearing. That cute rump quivered as she hurried to her kitchen.

“Wow, she is adorable,” GeeGee said.

“She doth always stir mine heart with gentle affection and wicked lust,” Dëshoma said.

“And her cooking,” groaned Maria, rubbing at her belly. “Her cooking is amazing. You're going to love it.”

“She has the skills to cook elven bread,” Kulrigiizhai said. “It is just as good as what I had in my childhood made by my mother.”

GeeGee nodded. “That's great.” Her purple eyes flicked to me. “So... You're good with your cock.”

“I'm good with lots of things,” I said, undoing the clasp of my cape and letting it drop to my legs. Then I attacked the armor. “I can make you cum in a lot of different ways. Right, Twist?”

“Oh, yesssss,” she said, her hips wiggling back and forth.

I glanced at her. I wanted her in my harem. She was close. I just had to get through this stubborn streak of independence she clung to. She didn't want to admit she enjoyed being part of a group. She seemed to fear it.

What had happened in her past?

Ideas danced through my head to get her to talk, but I had GeeGee to welcome properly into the harem. She was such a delicious thing. I licked my lips, my hungers growing and growing in me. I would do such naughty things to her. Just positively wicked delights that would have her gasping and moaning and shuddering in delight.

I smiled as I worked on my armor. The other women were pairing up. Dëshoma found herself hugged by Nîya. Haîcze swept up Kulrigiizhai. Aebussi and Okzira grabbed Maria. Twist was lingering around GeeGee.

The elf watched me, pushing up those dainty glasses on her nose. They were adorable. Just so cute. I wanted to devour her. I licked my lips, hungering to show her all my skills. I stripped off my breastplate and pauldrons.

She licked her lips and shuddered, her short skirt swirling. Her nipples poked against the silky material of her negligee, two delicious shadows begging to be played with. I kicked off my boots and unstrapped my cuisses and greaves. I stripped out of my leather pants, my pierced cock popping out.

“Oh, my,” she said, her cheeks blushing red. “That's more impressive than any elf I have been with.”

“Every elf I've been with had a small cock.”

“How many have you been with?” asked GeeGee.

“Three,” she admitted. “Halfling men had bigger dicks, and they're so short. Orcs are almost as hung as Marcus.” Twist's lip curled at that one. “Foul men. The worst to take to your bed.”

“And yet you did,” GeeGee said, looking confused.

Twist shrugged. “It's a way to earn coin.”

That was interesting to hear. She never talked about her past other than to boast about some crimes. A prostitute? That could explain her cavalier attitude towards sex. When I met her all those levels ago, she had been eager to pass the time by giving me a titty fuck. It was like she expected sex to be a part of her relationship.

I was naked, but now it was GeeGee's turn. She wasn't busty like Kulrigiizhai, who I'd gathered was rather well endowed for an elf. Most were slender willows like GeeGee, not overflowing and lush rowans. I had no idea if that analogy made sense. I wasn't quite sure what a rowan looked like, but it sounded like a sexy tree.

I grabbed her negligee. GeeGee eagerly thrust her arms up into the air. Moans rippled around us. The women of my harem loved each other, releasing the stress of the day. The silk slid up the elf's body, soon exposing my apothecary's small breasts and her pink nipples. I pulled it off, her long braid of blonde hair spilling down over her shoulder and almost covering her nipple.

I brushed the braid aside and cupped her breasts. I kneaded them as I leaned in and rubbed my lips over one. I sucked it into my mouth. I nibbled on her, loving how she moaned and gasped. Her body shuddered from the way I sucked on her.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Shadowed boughs, that's wonderful. You have just the right touch.”

“Mmm, that masculine suckling but not enough to hurt. Not unless he knows you like that,” Twist said. She came up behind GeeGee and hugged her from behind, kissing her over the elf's shoulder.

I watched that red-scaled face melt against the elf's pink lips. It was incredible. Their tongues danced together. It was an inspiring sight as I nibbled on the elf's hard nub. I swirled around her nipple, my fingers kneading her breast.

A spicy musk filled the air. I breathed in GeeGee's pussy. What an intoxicating brew. I wanted to drink her delicious potion, just imbibe that passionate elixir found between her thighs. I sucked hard on her nipple.

Then I released it and fell to my knees. The elf broke the kiss to stare down her body at me. She smiled as I hooked the waistband of her skirt and pulled it off her hips. I worked it back and forth, exposing her hairless pubic mound. I kissed at her hot flesh, smooching down and down.

“Marcus,” she moaned.

“Enjoy,” Twist hissed. “He'll take care of that pussy, and I'll enjoy that ass.”

“Oh, my,” gasped GeeGee. “Twist, that's so wicked. I know you're a thief. Ooh, you're going to plunder my backdoor. Yes!”

I smiled as the skirt fell down GeeGee's thighs. Twist already had her face buried between the elf's thighs and was devouring her. This thrill shot through me. My tongue darted over my lips. I breathed in the musk before me and then ducked my head in.

I pressed my face in between her thighs. I nuzzled up and up to find the wet folds of her pussy. I kissed at her pussy lips. My tongue danced around her folds. This wonderful, spicy cream coated my tongue.

I unleashed my Cunnilinguist skills upon her. I was proficient in the advanced trait. I had mastered it by eating out my women so many times. I lapped at her cunt, savoring the wonderful flavor of her. She groaned, her breasts jiggling.

“Marcus,” she whimpered. “Oh, Marcus, yes.”

I loved the sounds she made. I welcomed GeeGee to my harem the best way I knew how. My cock throbbed as I drank the delicious elixir that leaked out of her. That spicy brew filled my mouth with her exciting flavor.

Her delicate fingers cupped her tits. She kneaded them, her fingers massaging them in circles as she shuddered. I loved it. I was so turned on right now. This was just such an amazing delight. I danced my tongue through her folds, gathering up her cream.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned. “Oh, that's good. That's so amazing. Oh, Marcus. And Twist... That tongue stud... Oh, my, that tongue stud is naughty. I love it wiggling around in my asshole. Mmm, yes, yes, I love this place.”

I fluttered my tongue around in the elf's pussy. Her silky sheath clamped down on my tongue. She moaned as I did. She was just a delight to see. It was incredible. I savored the delight of her spicy cream flowing down my tongue. This was incredible.

All I needed.

I feasted on her as she groaned. Her small breasts quivered above me. She whimpered, her ears twitching. She arched her back. Her juices ran over my chin. Her musk filled my nose. She tasted so delicious. I could drown in her cunt cream.

I wanted to drown on her.

“Marcus!” she gasped. “Shadowed boughs, that's good. Ooh, yes, yes, I love what you're doing to my clit. Mmm, that's delicious.”

I winked at her as I nibbled on her clit. Then I fluttered my tongue around her bud. I stroked that naughty nub. She groaned, her back arching. It was wonderful to experience. I savored every moment of licking and lapping at her.

I suckled hard on her clit. She bucked. Whimpered. Her face squirmed. Twist hissed her own delight, rimming out that elf's asshole. I bet that was a yummy hole, too. My dick throbbed, aching to be in GeeGee's pussy.

“Mmm, let's switch, Marcusssss,” Twist hissed.

“What?” I panted.

“Switch.”

GeeGee gasped as Twist spun her around, pulling her pussy from my face. I pulled my head back moments from having her hip smack into my face. Then her cute rump was right before me. That adorable tush that was just demanding my fingers part her.

“Twist!” gasped GeeGee. “Oh, that tongue stud on my clit... Oh, that's something special. Yes, yes, ooh, that's good.”

“Mmm, and you're going to love this,” I growled, parting her butt-cheeks and finding her spittle-soaked asshole.

“I know I will,” she moaned. “Ooh, yes, yes, Marcus, tongue my asshole. That will be incredible. I just know that I'll come hard.”

I grinned and then pressed my face into her butt-cheeks. Her silky flesh slid over me. I loved the way her rump scrunched around my face. She held me tight with her butt-cheeks while I tongued her asshole. I swirled around her naughty sphincter. I tongued her with hunger. Her sour flavor melted through my taste buds.

Then I pressed my tongue against her asshole. Her naughty anal ring spread and spread. She groaned as she parted for me. Her anal ring widened inch by inch. She whimpered, her butt-cheeks squeezing down around my face.

I popped into her bowels.

“Marcus!” she moaned. “Ooh, yes, yes, you're skilled at analingus, too.”

“I like practicing,” I moaned and thrust my tongue back into her asshole.

“Practice on me at any time!”

I loved her words. I tongued my elf alchemist's asshole. I savored having GeeGee in the harem. She was such a treat. I drove my tongue deep into her bowels. I danced around in her. She groaned, clenching her bowels around my naughty tongue.

I swirled around in her asshole. I caressed her, loving the way that her sour flavor melted around my tongue. Her wonderful, dirty musk suffused my taste buds. This was incredible. I loved every moment of this rapture. I savored every last second of this treat. It was a real delight for me to enjoy. I shuddered, savoring every wild moment of tonguing at her asshole.

“Oh, you two are driving me wild,” moaned the elf, her passion rising over the gasps and moans of the others. “Marcus. Twist! I'm going to cum.”

“Good,” I growled. “Drown Twist in your cream.”

I jammed my tongue deep into GeeGee's asshole. I plundered her bowels. She shuddered and whimpered. Her asshole clenched down around my tongue. I loved how she gripped me. Her bowels clung to me. Then they rippled.

She squealed.

Twist moaned her delight.

I loved the orgasmic tremble that ran through GeeGee. She bucked and shuddered through her climax. I savored every minute of it. I tongued around in her asshole. I enjoyed the dirty flavor of her bowels. I loved every last second of her passion.

“Shadowed boughs, you two... Oh, you two are amazing,” GeeGee groaned.

I loved how we made her cum. I kept tonguing her asshole as she trembled through her rapture. She shuddered, her braid falling down her back now. It danced as she groaned. Her butt-cheeks squeezed about my face.

Then she panted, her pleasure faded. “Marcus,” she groaned. “Your tongue and mouth feel amazing everywhere you lick me.”

“Yes, they do,” Twist said.

I grinned as GeeGee slipped out from between us. Twist's face appeared, her lips coated in the elf's spicy cream. I grabbed the back of the dragonborn's scaled head. I pulled her mouth to mine. I kissed her hard on the lips and loved the taste of GeeGee's spicy cream.

What a delight. I groaned, kissing her with hunger. I danced around in her mouth, our tongues brushing. She kissed me back with such passion. I could feel it brewing in her. I just had to break through what held her back.

I broke the kiss. “Let me make love to GeeGee, then I am taking care of you, Twist.”

Twist grabbed my dick. “You plan on sliding this dick where it doesn't belong?”

I smiled at her. “And where on your fine, fine body would that be?”

“Point.” She smiled. “I look forward to it. Now fuck that elf before she goes crazy. She must be dying to have your cock in her finally. You did save her life today.”

“He did!” GeeGee moaned. “And that's soooo hot.”

I grinned at her. I loved this world. I was the hero here. No duplicitous women trying to use me for my labor and cheat on me. These women loved me. I would never leave this world. I would fight to defend it tooth and fucking nail.

I swept over GeeGee as she lay stretched out on the soft grass. She smiled up at me, her face flushed. The glasses shifted on her nose. She slid her delicate fingers around my neck and pulled my face down for a kiss. She moaned, tasting her own pussy and ass on my mouth.

She loved it.

I kissed her with hunger as I settled down on her body. I planted my elbows on either side of her while my cock thrust out at her pussy. Twist's scaled grip grabbed my pierced cock and brought me to GeeGee's pussy. The dragonborn rubbed me up and down the alchemist's twat.

I groaned at the feel of her hot flesh against me, the cock ring shifting around. I was so ready to penetrate into her. I pushed forward and felt her cuntlips spreading and spreading around my dick. It was an amazing delight. I groaned, sliding into her cunt. I delved deeper and deeper into her pussy.

She whimpered into my lips.

“That's hot,” Twist purred. Her tongue flicked at my balls. “Fuck her hard, Marcussss. Pump her twat full of all that yummy jizz.”

The elf's cunt clamped down on me, pinning the cock ring against my tip. She broke the kiss to murmur, “I don't object to that one bit.”

“That's good to know,” I told her and pumped away at her.

“Oh, wow, that piercing feels amazing in me!”

I grinned at her and thrust into her cunt, the cock ring twisting about at the tip. The stimulation it gave me was exquisite. I buried into her with hard strokes. I loved how her cunt clamped down around my dick. She felt incredible. Her pussy held me tight. That wonderful snatch massaged me. I groaned, savoring the feel of her squeezing around me.

Being in a woman's pussy was the best delight in the world.

I pumped away at her silky twat. I reveled in her cunt squeezing down around me, shifting that piercing about. That wonderful twat held me tight. I groaned, thrusting away at her. I buried my dick into her snatch again and again. She felt amazing, her twat gripping me.

“Yes!” I growled. “Fuck, yes! That pussy! That fucking sweet, elven pussy!”

“Mmm, you like it?” GeeGee moaned. “Of course you like it. You're a man.”

“I fucking love it!” I growled, slamming my dick into her pussy. “I could die a happy man with my dick in one of my women.”

Twist hissed with laughter.

“I'd prefer if you'd live long enough to cum in me once,” GeeGee moaned. “And I would love to enjoy your dick again. That cock ring...”

“I know,” hissed Twist. “It is a delight!”

I knew it was. One I enjoyed greatly as I plunged away at GeeGee's cunt. My dick throbbed, the pressure swelling in my nuts as they smacked against her. They slapped into her over and over again as the pleasure rippled through my body.

I growled, loving that pressure swelling and swelling at the tip of my cock. That explosive release that would shower ecstasy through my body. I groaned, pumping away at her. I shuddered, my balls tightening with every moment.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I panted. “Oh, my god, that's good. That's fucking amazing. Yes, I love it. I'm going to cum in you.”

“Good!” she moaned, her pussy clamping down on me, shifting that cock ring around in me. Her arms tightened around my neck, pulling my chest down onto her little titties. “I want to feel that jizz spurting into me.”

I grinned at her and thrust in hard, my cock piercing massaging her pussy walls while her silky sheath sent delight racing down to my balls. Twist flicked them again, her tongue and its hard stud caressing over my nutsack. It added a nice delight to the pleasure building at the tip.

I hurtled closer and closer to that moment. Every stroke brought me hurtling towards that wonderful moment of cumming in her cunt. It would be fantastic. I shuddered, loving every second of driving into my alchemist's cunt, the cock ring shifting as I plunged in and out.

“Oh, Marcus,” moaned GeeGee. “That's it. Just like that. I'm almost there. Oh, yes, yes! Shadowed boughs!”

Her pussy rippled around my cock. Her flesh convulsed and spasmed. This wonderful delight rippled over me. I shuddered and groaned, my dick throbbing in her cunt. Her flesh sucked at me. I drew back my dick.

Twist sucked one of my balls into her mouth. She nursed on it. That felt amazing after the hellish jail. I thrust back into GeeGee's sucking cunt. She held me tight, her face twisting in delight. Pointed ears twitched.

“Cum in me! Please, please, Marcus!”

“Give it to her, Marcusssss!”

“Yes!” I snarled and buried into GeeGee's pussy.

I erupted.

My cum fired into her twat. I spurted over and over into her snatch. It was incredible to feel. I loved every moment of it. This wonderful bliss slammed through my mind. I groaned, stars exploding. Rapture bathed my mind, flooding from my dick.

“Yes!” I growled.

“Oh, Marcus!” she moaned, her fingernails biting into my back.

“That'sssss it!” Twist licked my balls as they emptied into GeeGee's cunt.

I kissed the newest member of my harem. I reveled in her presence. Her hot cunt rippled around my dick. It felt incredible. I groaned, savoring every moment of her flesh sucking at me. It was fantastic. I shuddered, my heart beating so fast. The pleasure blazed through my thoughts. Rapture burned through my mind.

I hit the pinnacle and then I panted. It was awesome. I rubbed my nose into hers while she whimpered beneath me.

“Now get that dick out of her cunt so I can lick her clean, Marcussss!”

I grinned. “She's a bossy one.”

“She wants that yummy cum,” purred GeeGee.

“How do you know if it's yummy?”

She winked an eye at me. “I have a good feeling about that.”

“So good,” groaned Twist. She licked my balls again, her tongue stud sliding between my two nuts.

I groaned as I pulled out of GeeGee. Then I rolled off her and let Twist feast away. She ducked her head down, her red-scaled head vanishing between GeeGee's pale thighs. The elf gasped. Her eyes widened.

“That tongue stud!” she moaned. “Oh, that tongue stud is delicious!”

I winked at her and headed around Twist. She had on her orange, t-back thong made of flame crocodile hide. I hooked my fingers through it, sliding over her hard scales. Her skin had a pleasant, almost waxy quality to it.

I peeled off her panties; the spicy aroma of her pussy filled my nose. Her pink folds peeked out surrounded by her red scales. But that wasn't the hole I was interested in. I left her leather thong bunched around her mid-thighs and parted her butt-cheeks.

“Marcussss, you dirty, dirty man,” Twist hissed.

“Just the way you love me,” I said. “Because you do love me, don't you?”

She hesitated. “What? You're just a cock. An amazing cock.”

“Right, right,” I said and slid my amazing dick between her scaly butt-cheeks. The pebbly texture rubbed on my crown as I slid down to her asshole. “That's why you came to our rescue today. Because of my amazing cock, and not because you love me and Dëshoma and Maria and Kulri.”

“I don't love anyone but myself. That's the only way to live.”

“No trust, huh?” I asked, my dick rubbing against her asshole.

“None.”

“Okay,” I said and thrust.

She hissed into GeeGee's pussy. The elf had gone still then shuddered as Twist resumed licking. I groaned as Twist's anal ring parted for my pussy-lubed dick. The elf cream slicked the way. I sank into Twist's bowels. Her velvety sheath engulfed me. She felt amazing wrapped about me.

Just a treat.

I groaned as I sank deeper and deeper into her ass. My dick reached into Twist's bowels. She shuddered, her asshole clinging to me as I bottomed out in her. My balls rested against her taint. Then I drew back, my cock ring sliding against her walls.

She hissed her delight while I groaned my pleasure. It felt incredible to ass-fuck her. I thrust away at Twist. I buried into her bowels. It was incredible to enjoy. To feel her asshole squeezing about me. I smiled, loving every moment of it. Her flesh clenched about me.

“Fuck, yes!” I growled, slamming into her.

“Mmm, that dick,” she purred, swirling her hips in circles. “That's the dick that I risk my life for. Fuck me, Marcussss! Fuck the fuck out of me!”

I smiled. She still didn't quite understand all the nuances of when to use fuck. It was the most complicated word in the English language.

I stroked her scaly thighs as I slammed into her. She feasted on GeeGee. The elf shuddered, her moans echoing through the space. She humped her pussy against Twist's mouth. The dragonborn feasted on her. Devoured her. It was such a hot thing to hear. I loved GeeGee's gasps and moans.

“Oh, Twist!” she whimpered. “Oh, yes, yes! Lick that yummy cum out of my pussy! Ooh, that stud!”

I thrust away as fast as I could. I fucked into Twist's bowels with hard and fast strokes. Powerful thrusts that rammed my dick to the hilt in her bowels. I buried into her again and again. I fucked Twist with all the passion I had in me. It was incredible to bury into her. I groaned, her asshole clenching down around my dick.

I thrust into her hard and fast. I pumped to the hilt into her bowels. It was fantastic to enjoy. I loved every second of it. I groaned, burying hard and fast. I loved it. I savored it. My dick throbbed and ached.

“Fuck, yes!” I groaned. “Twist, you're going to make me explode.”

“Good!” she hissed, squeezing her bowels around me. “Fire that cum into my bowels.”

“I will!”

“Yes!” GeeGee moaned. “Shadowed boughs, yes!”

She bucked. Her small breasts jiggled. Her ears twitched. She arched her flexible back as her pussy gushed juices that bathed Twist's mouth. I grinned, loving the sight. It sounded incredible. I savored it with every thrust. Every hard plunge into the Spy's bowels. I loved it. The pressure swelled in my nuts. That explosive release building and building.

“Goddamn, yes,” I growled. “Lick up her cream.”

“I am!” Twist hissed.

Her bowels clenched about me. She held me tight. I loved every second of it. I groaned, my dick throbbing. The pleasure swelled in my balls as they slammed into her taint. The cock ring shifted as I drew back for the next plunge.

Twist's head shot up. “Fuck me in the fucking ass! Yessssss!”

Her asshole went wild about my dick. Her flesh convulsed and spasmed about me. It was incredible to feel. A delight. I loved every second of her flesh spasming around me. I buried into her, my piercing shifting. Giving me that last bit of stimulation.

I joined her.

I pumped my cum into Twist's bowels. I growled out my pleasure. The rapture slammed through my mind. I groaned, sparks bursting across my vision. Her asshole milked my dick, drawing out every spurt of jizz in my nuts.

I basted her. Unloaded in her. I gripped her scaled sides as I hurtled through all that wonderful pleasure. I hit the wild peak. I quivered there, groaning and loving every moment of this. Stars danced before my eyes.

“Nice,” Twist said.

“Yeah,” I panted as I came down from my high. I would show Twist she could trust me. That she did trust me. I would win her heart. I wouldn't let her be alone.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

That night, Twist found herself sitting in the dark alone.

It felt right. She didn't need the others leaping around the fire, right? She glanced at them. Family... She had thought she had that once, but it had been a lie. Grunt had never loved her. He'd raised her to be his whore.

He'd taken her virginity and paid her for it. Then revealed what she was. He had shattered her world. And she had put herself back together. Twist. Not Yha'arzo. No, no, that was a whore's name. She was beyond that.

So why did I come back for a cock? Why am I here? It can't be love. I'm not an idiot.

She glanced up at the stars and sighed. No, she wasn't an idiot. It had to be the danger. The risk. The loot. That's what had brought her back. Nothing more. She nodded to herself, feeling relaxed. Feeling able to sleep.

She had found the lie to believe.


Chapter Twenty-Three: New Start

“I brewed these for you, Marcus,” GeeGee said. The elf alchemist looked fetching in the morning sunlight, her breasts bleeding through the sheer fabric of her negligee-like top. “More healing potions for you and your companions.”

“Thanks,” I said.

It was the next morning, and we were donning our gear, including our new magic items for the dungeon that was to come. She handed over a potion to each of us. Her ears twitched. She had a look of apprehension on her face.

“I know,” Shelly said, the cook passing out breakfast to us. She had made some sort of omelet that made me feel energized. “I feel it every time they leave, but they are skilled. They will come back.”

“Yes, we will,” I said. I was ready to take on the Temple of Dihhomamer. This time, we wouldn't get sent to a fucking dungeon.

I had on my new Feymetal Heavy Cuisses and Greaves. The thigh and shin armor had a silver-green hue to them and had vines that decorated the material. Despite how delicate the pieces of metal looked, they were actually quite defensive. That should be a help.

“Yes, Lady Uihzegiigjya, we shall prevail as we hath always prevailed under the leadership of Lord Marcus, so though I know thou must worry for thou are a creature of gentle love and affection, we shall return to thee,” Dëshoma said. She threaded on her new belly charm, piercing herself. She winced and then her halo shone so much brighter. That glow around her head was like sunlight.

And yet it didn't diminish the sight of her beautiful face.

Maria straightened from lacing up her new Iceblight Heeled Boots. She drew her rapier and a chilly mist now bled off of it, a faint coating of frost over the metal. The white leather of the boots made an interesting look compared to the black leather of her thong and bra. Then she sheathed her weapon.

I clipped on my cape, as did Thūwhi. Her new Cloak of the Defender's Faith fell down her back, giving her a more majestic look. The dark-blue cloth, with Pushijer's diamond shield in silver, rippled as she moved. It made a lovely contrast with her ruddy-red skin.

“Marcus Aurelius, would you care for the honor?” my other elf asked. Kulri stepped up to me, her large breasts jiggling, her nipples thrusting out through the holes in her robe. She held her nipple clamps in her hand. A pair of alligator teeth clamps, all silver, connected by a chain. Something only a masochist would love.

“Gladly,” I told her and took them from her. I could feel their magic.

I opened the first toothed clamp and thrust it at her right breast. I engulfed the fat nipple. All the women were watching. Several of them, Maria and GeeGee included, cupping hands over their own nipples to ward them. I released the clamp. The teeth bit into her nipple.

Kulri's ears twitched. An orgasmic moan burst from her lips. She quivered there, her hips wiggling back and forth, the skirt of her robe swaying. Silk whisked as she rubbed her legs, clad in thigh-high stockings, together.

“Marcus Aurelius!” she moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, that is perfect.”

I smiled and opened the jaws of the other. My dick throbbed. I moved it to her left nipple and released it. The teeth bit down. She gasped, her ears really quivering now. She groaned and whimpered, her hips wiggling back and forth. Her breasts jiggled as she moved, the chain swaying before her.

I thrust my hand between her thighs and my fingers through the slit in her crotchless panties. I felt her pussy lips. They dripped with her cream. She was on fire. I thrust a finger into her cunt and then grabbed the chain with my left hand.

Tugged.

“Marcus Aurelius!” she moaned, her pussy clamping down on my fingers. “Yes!”

I pulled out my digit and held it up. She had soaked me. “You do like your new magic item, don't you?”

“Very much so, Marcus Aurelius,” she moaned and then sucked my finger into her mouth and cleaned off her own juices.

“Masochist,” hissed Twist as she adjusted the Gray Wyvernscale Straps over her pink-scaled breasts. The strips of leather barely covered her nipples. They bristled with her shurikens. She stretched her back. “Well, Marcus, shall we go have fun?”

“Fun, right,” I said, shaking my head. “Come on.”

Twist nodded and headed to the Shardpool with us. The others were moving in to say goodbye. My camp followers were a growing group. They were such a fetching and lovely collection of women. I smiled at the sight of them as we all stepped into the pool. The water swirled around my boots. I realized I never got wet stepping into a Shardpool. It looked like water, but it really wasn't. It was something else.

I closed my eyes and accessed the “menu” that let me decide where to go. I could feel it like choosing off a list in a video game, no different from using a teleport spell in an RPG and seeing a list of the towns I had been to.

I found Liberus on the list.

Blue light engulfed us. Embraced us. Carried us across this shattered world. Then it faded onto the bustling square of Liberus. People glanced over at us, the way people would when something caught their attention.

Instead of the usual glance away after seeing it was just someone using the Shardpool, the people that saw us froze. Gasped. More than a few started heading away from us. A mother gathered up children. A man hurried away his wife. The square around us was rapidly emptying. My stomach sank. The priests of Dihhomamer had been busy.

“Come on,” I growled, stepping out. “We have to move quickly. Twist, you and Maria have the rear to protect Kulri and Dëshoma from being ganked. Thūwhi, you're upfront with me.”

“Sure,” Twist said, obeying without complaint.

I broke into a jog, Thūwhi at my side. Her blue cape fluttered as she jogged with me, her large breasts jiggling nicely in her bikini breastplate. She had a serious look, her morning star flickering with light as we jogged towards the street lined with all the temples. The crowd melted out of our way. Fear crossed their faces. They muttered.

“...rouge Shardhunters...”

“...heretics...”

“...get back...”

Of course, that asshole doppelganger turned the people against us. That's just the sort of thing jackasses would do. Cocksuckers would fucking do. I ground my teeth together as I ran. Well, nothing worth doing was easy. And saving this amazing world was worth it. Let the people fear me. They would see the truth one day.

We reached the street and turned onto it. A group of paladins marched up towards us in their shiny armor. A warrior led them; her blue-plumed helmet had been upgraded to a higher grade material, possessing the red tinge of dwarven iron. So had all her gear. An ivory cloak fluttered behind her. She marched with martial strength, holding her blessed longsword before her.

I could feel the strength of the orc woman. Shorhe.

I groaned as I slowed to a stop. She marched with her girlfriend, a feyborn cleric of some sort. I didn't know what class she was, but she wore the same sort of silks as Dëshoma and Kulri. Deillae, swathed in gray, had hard eyes that stared at me, her hands clutching her iron-bound bible. She was a follower of Pushijer, like Shorhe.

“Shorhe,” I said in shock. “I thought we figured this out.”

The orc warrior slapped up her helm's visor, revealing the rich-green of her beautiful face. She had a supermodel's perfection and an Amazon's build. Busty and curvaceous but also strong. Fighting her, seducing her, and fucking her had been a satisfying day.

“Your lies twisted my mind, Deceiver,” she growled, her face hard, “but I have been shown the truth now. I understand how pernicious your falsehoods are. You reek of Zadeg's Lust and Aphounga's Wrath.”

“I snuffed out his wrath,” I growled back. “After being sent there by a little trap triggered in Dihhomamer's temple.”

“There are those lies again,” snarled Shorhe. “You think you can twist my mind around? That I will succumb to your charms again?”

“Oh, I think you're aching for my charms,” I said. “But you want to show them to your girlfriend. Just help me slide right into Deillae's cunt and let her experience what you already got to enjoy.”

“Zadeg's perversion drips from you,” Shorhe snarled.

Deillae swelled up. “I need no man's cock! Especially not your foul one!”

“So foul,” Twist said, mockingly.

“Dost thou know about the angel being tortured in the Holy Catacombs of the Temple?” Dëshoma asked.

“More lies,” growled Shorhe. “You are so pathetic, Marcus, to speak such drivel. We know you seek to desecrate the holy dead. We shall not allow it.”

“It's true, Shorhe!” Thūwhi said. “I saw the angel being tortured by the true deceiver. The Dark Doppelganger took delight in violating Dihhomamer's Holy Catacombs. He stains it with torment. Even now, barbarism is being committed in there. When I found out, I was sent to Zadeg's foul worshipers and turned into a whore! Marcus rescued me. He saved my soul. That is why I am with him. Why I love him!”

I blinked at that and then felt something shift. A new addition to the harem. Thūwhi had officially joined. She stood even taller at my side. She gripped her morning star as she faced Shorhe. Disgust rippled across the orc's face.

“You love this evil creature.”

“Who could have killed you and yet spared your life.” I reminded her. “Don't you remember that?”

“You attempted to corrupt me and turn me against the church. The true Savior showed me this error.”

Deillae nodded. “He didn't turn her into his whore.”

“Jealous?” I asked, grinning at her.

“Marcus!” Maria gasped. “That's not helping.”

It wasn't, but I couldn't help myself.

“You know me, Shorhe,” Thūwhi said. “We have been friends. We have fought for the Gods of Light and Order.”

“He can deceive anyone,” said Shorhe, pointing at me. “Twist anyone. You are his pawn now. You cannot be trusted.”

“Shorhe,” Thūwhi said. “Look me in the eye and see the conviction. I know evil is in Dihhomamer's temple. I shall cleanse my faith and free it from the foul acts. Stand you and your knights down. I do not wish to fight you.”

“No mercy to traitors,” one of the Illuminated Knights snarled.

“No mercy for traitors,” Shorhe said, clapping down her visor.

“Too scared of the truth to look me in the eye?” demanded Thūwhi.

“Kill them!” Shorhe shouted, leveling her longsword at us. “Slay the heretics and the traitors!”

I activated Iron Defense. I would need it against Shorhe.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

She had been waiting for that command, ready to unleash her plan. Ten Illuminated Knights, holy warriors all, would stress the party's resources. Plus Shorhe and her Nun changeling would only make this harder. A Nun (the males were called Friars) specialized in buffing her allies, an upgrade of the Priest class, pure Faith. Shorhe looked to be a Soldier now, a pure martial warrior. If Marcus had not chosen to embrace Faith as proof of his commitment to save the world, that would be the class he would possess.

Dangerous.

Kulrigiizhai activated her Swift Elven Silk Crotchless Panties. It allowed her to double-cast her spell. She spoke the arcane words with two voices, slightly out of sync of each other.

“Let the geometries of space solidify and become a barrier!”

“...become a barrier!”

Two walls of purple, arcane energy drew across the battle. She caught three of the knights in one and two in the other. They slammed into the arcane barrier and then pounded on the plane of energy. They snarled in frustration.

Deillae grabbed her bible and chanted, “Let all who hear my sermon be filled with righteous fervor!”

Her magic fell on her allies as they surged in. Kulrigiizhai switched to Elemental Eruption, the words tumbling from her mouth, her nipple clamps throbbing around her nubs. The pain focused her. Gave her clarity and more Magic Points to use. More resources to serve Marcus.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

“I have Shorhe,” roared Marcus as the walls trapped them and the enemy Nun cast her spells. “She's tough. Maria and Thūwhi, you go to keep them off of me. Twist, help whichever one of them has the most knights on them.”

Twist hissed her agreement

“Right!” Maria shouted and rushed up at a pair of knights on the flank. She couldn't use Duel, but that didn't mean she was out of abilities to use. The first knight raised his sword.

She used a Fighter ability she hadn't used in twenty levels. She Disarmed the first knight. His sword clattered to the ground. Then she pivoted and unleashed Needle Strike on the second, slamming through a vulnerability in his armor to prick him. The damage she dealt turned his attention to her. He growled and swung at her.

She dodged out of the way while the first knight picked up his sword and cursed at her. On the left flank, Thūwhi roared out and the air rippled around her from the Burning Zeal that rushed from her soul. The three knights on that side turned and charged at her. She raised her shield, ready to fight the enemy.

Maria slid out of the way of the rearmed knight's attack. She flowed, her feet dancing. Frost bled from her rapier as she lunged in and stabbed at his chest. At the same moment, the second knight swung in at her. Maria's rapier struck the breastplate and deflected up, unable to penetrate. Her parrying dagger flashed out.

She Riposted the second knight, her dagger knocking aside his attack and allowing her rapier to slam into a joint in the shoulder exposed by the attack. She buried in deep. He grunted at the pain while she danced back.

She faced her two enemies and grinned.

*  \ * /  *

Yelling, I rushed Shorhe, my ax gripped in my hand. She counter-charged. We rushed forward and slammed our weapons at each other, crashing into the other's shield. Sparks flared from the attack. My cloak fluttered behind me.

Shorhe had a tough look on her face. She had leveled up, fighting in a new stance that was more martial and damaging. I grimaced and dropped my Consecrated Ground. The divine energy rippled around us.

She grimaced. “Really?”

“You're not giving me much choice, are you?” I growled. “I'll have to batter sense into you.”

Deillae chanted, her words spilling over me as Shorhe lunged in. Her sword slipped past my guard somehow and plunged into my breastplate. Metal crunched. I grunted as the chiseled point of her sword buried past my armor and plunged into me. She cut me. Even with Iron Defense going, it hurt.

I slammed a Divine Blow down that struck her helmet, caving in the side. Divine power flashed. She stumbled back, shaking her head and resisting the stun. Her sword swept in, striking my shield. Two. Three blows hammered in hard, clashing with my defense.

Deillae finished her spell and my Consecrated Ground vanished. Dispelled.

I swung low, slamming another Divine Blow at Shorhe.

The world burst with earth. It exploded around us, breaking up into pelting dirt that slammed into the enemy. Shorhe staggered beneath the deluge. She cursed, shaking her head. The status effect from Elemental Eruption didn't affect her. Deillae rubbed dirt out of her eyes, not blinded either. The enemy knights fighting didn't seem affected.

Status effects worked best on Dexterity and Intelligence based classes. Strength and Faith added to the Resistance secondary stat. But the damage still affected them all. They were battered by the dirt.

Deillae's next prayer sounded like a healing one. She held her metal-bound bible before her as I swept my attack in and struck Shorhe in the arm. She pivoted and then her attacks hammered into me. She slipped past my guard again, striking into vital spots.

My Hit Points dropped as Dëshoma prayed herself. Her healing magic spilled over the entire party. So did Deillae. Both sides could heal. I grimaced and realized this was a resource race. Whoever's healer went OOM (Out of Mana) first would decide the victor.

There was another way. I just needed the opening.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The Spy appeared behind Thūwhi's enemies and slammed a Mug hard into the knight's back. He grunted from the pain. He stumbled in place and then whirled around and slashed at the dragonborn. She pocketed the gold she stole and ducked the blow, her dagger slicing up.

She scraped over his arm and cursed. His long sword swept at her. He swung hard blows that she danced around. Her dagger struck again and again. She drew more blood. Marcus had ordered her to help Thūwhi.

This went against her instincts. She wanted to go for the healer, but she was following Marcus's plan. She pulled pressure off of Thūwhi and dodged attacks. Her new straps were great for that. She felt the wind guiding her.

She thrust her dagger and struck him in the meat of the neck. Arterial blood sprayed from him. She smiled, her knife combo building. She Shadow Cloaked, wrapping herself up in the shadows. She hissed in delight as he sliced in confusion.

Marcus and Shorhe battered each other. The orc Soldier's blows hit with precision. They were tearing Marcus up. His ax hit hard, too. Dëshoma and Deillae were keeping their respective warrior up. It was such a futile gesture.

I could just gank her, thought Twist, liking that word. She'd learned it from Marcus.

Instead, she ganked her knight. She Mugged him again when she burst out of her stealth. She stabbed hard into the man's back, her dagger punching through his backplate. As he writhed, her left hand filched more coins from him.

He whirled and swung. She ducked low and stabbed him in the groin. Her attack dealt damage even without an ability, her combo built up. She hissed in delight. Fire exploded around them. It roared. The knight snarled in pain.

The flames faded and the knight continued to burn. Twist laughed as he sizzled. He thrust a blade at her. She pivoted to the right. But not fast enough. He cut into her arm. She gasped at the pain and felt her combo slipping away.

Rage burned through her as she Shadow Cloaked again. I should have gone for the healer. What am I doing? Following orders? Fuck that.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Marcus fought hard. He was getting hit by Shorhe. Her sword struck him in just the right spots. She tore at his armor, digging into his vitals. She kept getting past his guard. Her stance gave her such precision in her attacks.

But Marcus swung back just as hard. They were pounding on each other, kept alive by their healers. Dëshoma switched from the slower group heal to the faster single-target heal. The prayer for Arcane Healing tumbled from her lips as she burned through more and more of her Magic Points.

Deillae did the same, using the Priest's superior healing over Dëshoma's. Or, it would be superior, but Dëshoma had a forty percent buff to her healing from Fortune's Fate. She kept Marcus alive while Deillae did the same for Shorhe.

The brutal fight continued. Flames exploded, burning across the battlefield. All the enemies, the ones not behind the walls, caught fire. Shorhe roared while Deillae grimaced. She ignored her pain to keep her lover alive.

Dëshoma respected that.

Marcus pivoted, circling. He turned so Shorhe's back faced Dëshoma. The Soothsayer frowned at that, confused by what her love was doing. But she trusted Marcus, so she launched into her next Arcane Healing, hoping her MP would hold out.

*  \ * /  *

This was it. I had a clear shot at Deillae. I hated doing this, but I had to turn the tables.

I activated my Feymetal Heavy Cuisses and Greaves. I would be immune to the next three attacks. Which was important because I was about to leave myself open. The moment I used the armor's ability, the vines decorating the plates burst into green light.

I whirled around and charged at Deillae.

“Ehglizi's fat ass!” Shorhe snarled. Her sword struck my armor but didn't penetrate. I was strengthened. My legs stretched out into a full run. Shorhe was right on my back. Deillae gasped. She raised her bible and divine light surrounded her.

Some sort of armor.

Shorhe struck me again. I raised my ax and slammed it down at Deillae. She raised her bible to ward me. But not fast enough. My ax struck her in the head. Blood spurted from the wound. Divine Blow hit her. She had a great deal of Faith, which added to Resistance, but not as much Strength so there was a chance this would work.

I needed a miracle.

Deillae slumped to the ground, stunned.

“BASTARD!” roared Shorhe.

I whirled around to see her swing her longsword hard and fast. An avalanche of attacks. The first one struck across my breastplate, using up the last of my activated defense. The next one crunched through my breastplate and buried into my chest.

A critical hit.

My HP plummeted as I staggered from the force. She screamed her rage, her voice booming from beneath her helmet. She slammed down her next blow. It struck my right pauldron, crumpling the metal and striking me in the shoulder.

The pain burst. My knees buckled. I resisted the knockdown, but my HP plummeted towards the red. She screamed her fury at me and raised her blade again.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

The fight had started out well for Maria, but the knights were good. Sunlight kept glinting off their armor and splashing across her eyes, momentarily blinding her enough for them to land blows on her body. She grimaced, her Hit Points falling while Marcus had Dëshoma's full attention.

He had knocked out the enemy healer, but Shorhe now howled for his blood.

Maria was on her own.

She gasped as the light slammed into her eyes. She flinched from the brilliance gleaming off the first knight's armor. His sword slashed at her, barely seen through the glare. She twisted, but not in time. His blade cut into her stomach. She grimaced at the pain, blood sheeting down to her panties.

She hadn't wanted to use any magic items before they were even in the temple, but things were getting dire. The Shield Ring she wore flared bright with Pushijer's bent diamond. She gained resistance to damage for 30 seconds. She held back using her Shadowy Alchemical Bra's superior effect.

For now.

She Riposted the next attack from knight two, parrying with her dagger before slamming her rapier into his throat. He groaned and staggered back. Knight one hacked in hard. She pivoted out of the way, dodging with smooth steps and then she twisted her sword in just the right way.

Blade Gleam dazzled knight two with reflected sunlight. Her next attack would hit now. She lanced in again with a Needle Strike. Her blade sunk in knight two's eye, still partially blinded by her attack. He stiffened and then collapsed, dead.

The Fencer danced back only to take a hard sword plunged into her belly.

The shield ring flared, blunting the damage. She took twenty-five percent less, keeping her standing. She danced back, her guts aching. But she was a Fencer. Marcus trusted her to keep the fight. And now it was one and one.

She smiled at the knight and said, “Just you and me now!”

She Dueled him.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Marcus took damage, but Twist still obeyed his command. She hated losing her knife combo. She ducked under the enemy's blade and then she thrust upward, slamming into the gap in the armpit. Her blade landed in there.

She activated her Blighted Dagger's once-per-day. He groaned as the poison coursed through his body. It would sap his HP. He'd die slowly. He snarled and swung a hard blow. She danced right and Shadow Cloaked.

The moment she vanished, she reversed direction. He swung at where she had been while she rammed an Arterial Spray into his neck, her blade slicing through his throat. Blood spurted hot, splashing over her body. He staggered, taking two effects.

“Dihhomamer curse you, bitch!” he snarled.

She winked at him and Shadow Cloaked again. She darted towards one of the knights fighting Thūwhi, leaving the other to bleed and die of poison. He staggered around, snarling and cursing before he gurgled and collapsed on the ground.

She rammed a Mug in the back of a knight as more fire erupted. New flames burst on the men, Kulri's magic wrecking havoc. They both screamed. Thūwhi slammed her morning star into the head of the knight Twist had just attacked.

He collapsed, spasming.

“I'm sorry,” Thūwhi muttered, staring at the knight in horror. The other slammed his sword into her open chest. She staggered back, gasping in pain.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

All her healing went on Marcus. Shorhe battered him. She threw her shield away and half-sworded her longsword, her left hand gripping the bottom of the blade where it wasn't sharp and swinging it with even more force.

Her damage tore through Marcus's hit points. She crashed into his shield, stripping it from him. He retreated while Dëshoma dumped her healing magic on him. The extra healing from Fortune's Fate was all that kept Marcus on his feet.

Fear beat in Dëshoma's heart. Shorhe had been on their side the last time they had parted. Now she had been turned against them. It made her fear for Éjyona who had vanished to investigate the church. What had happened to her? Was she safe?

Was her father still alive?

Dëshoma pushed those fears out of her mind. She had to keep Marcus from dying. Shorhe slammed into his armor. Marcus swung, striking her armor. He hurt her, but she wasn't taking as much damage as she should.

A magic item was blunting the effect.

“DEMON!” roared Shorhe. “MONSTER! YOU DARE HURT HER!”

Marcus weathered it, hitting her with his attacks, wearing down her Hit Points. She wasn't healing; he was. He trusted Dëshoma to keep him alive. She would. The others were fighting. Maria was badly hurt but down to one opponent. Thūwhi and Twist fought the other. The battle was changing fast.

Arcane Healing fell on Marcus, restoring back over half his HP. Already, Dëshoma launched into her next one.

“Let mine understanding of the positive energy..!”

Shorhe whirled around and then she burst across the battlefield at Dëshoma at incredible speed, raising her longsword in both hands. Dëshoma quivered, the words tumbling from her lips. The force of that blow would kill her.


Chapter Twenty-Four: Old Allies, New Enemies

Shorhe ran at my Dëshoma.

“Fuck!” I snarled. I had just enough MP left for this. I threw a Shield of Faith around Dëshoma.

The bubble of divine protection sprang about Dëshoma as the sword slammed down. It struck her shield. The energy rippled. Shorhe hacked again and again. Then she whirled around in rage. Fury burned across her face.

“Sorry,” I said, my body throbbing. I had Iron Defense going, and she was ripping through my life. That Soldier's stance of hers was incredible. I couldn't believe how much damage she could do, and two-handing her weapon had only increased it. “You've got to fight me.”

“Marcus, watch out!” Twist shouted.

The arcane walls dropped. The five knights that had been trapped surged in. Kulri's spell completed. New Arcane Walls were drawn, but the knights were ready. They scattered when they were freed. She boxed in one with each wall, but they were charging right for me.

“Goddamn fuck!” I growled.

A shuriken flashed across the battlefield and struck one knight in the throat. He growled, blood spurting. He turned to fight Twist. She stood ready. Maria ran through her knight, still burning from the last Elemental Eruption. Her enemy collapsed.

She stood battered and bloodied, shouting, “You dare besmirch my honor. I demanded satisfaction!”

The Duel yanked the second knight off of me, but I still had the third rushing at me with Shorhe charging in from the other side. I barely survived getting wailed on by Shorhe without my shield. I grimaced and swung my ax at her.

As her sword slammed down and cleaved through my armor, wiping out half my HP, my ax slammed into her side, crunching through her flesh. My body rattled from the blow. I groaned, gaining back some life from my hit.

She staggered. She was badly wounded. I had hacked into her five or six times. I was a tanking class, so I didn't do as much damage as some of the others, but I had to have struck a critical hit. Thūwhi unleashed Burning Zeal and drew off the last knight. It was just me and Shorhe.

I would kill her if this didn't stop.

Arcane Healing fell on me. Kulrigiizhai chanted another Elemental Eruption. If I didn't kill Shorhe, she would. Deillae was badly wounded, her body burning as she lay stunned on the ground. I swallowed.

“She's going to die,” I growled.

“You bastard!” snarled Shorhe and slammed into me. “I won't let you kill her!”

“I don't want to kill her! Or you!” Fuck, I had to get through to her. I tossed my ax to the ground. “You've been deceived, Shorhe. You're a good person who's been tricked!”

“You hurt her!” roared the orc Soldier. She raised her longsword to slam it down on me.

“Kulri, stop casting!” I shouted.

My Evoker's words trailed off, a look of stunned shock on her face. The sword fell a moment later and struck me hard. I staggered, my Hit Points falling into the critical. Pain burst across my collarbone. My body staggered beneath the pain. My breastplate and pauldrons barely hung on.

“I stunned her, Shorhe!” I shouted at her. “I stunned her to end this battle. She'll be fine if we stop this madness! Look around! Your knights are dying. Good men being killed by their allies. This has to stop! You have to stop this!”

“You won't trick me!”

“Please!” Thūwhi shouted, her ruddy flesh smeared in blood, too. “I don't want to kill another Illuminated Knight. I know them all. We're not your enemies!”

“You won't brainwash me again!” Shorhe snarled. Blood dripped from rents in her armor. She stood strong but there was a fragility to it. She was moments from collapse.

“Did I brainwash you?” I asked. “Or did I give you doubts? Did I make you question what is going on in the churches? Was it too hard having to think for yourself instead of having blind faith in your leadership?”

She stared at me through the visor of her helmet. Around us, my harem and Twist fought the other Illuminated Knights. Weapons struck armor. My women were hurt. Dëshoma healed Maria, leaving me untouched.

“I'm here to save the world, Shorhe,” I growled. “I convinced you once. I spared you once. And I'm going to spare you again because you're one of the good ones. I know it, Shorhe. You hate the corruption. You don't want the churches of the Gods of Light and Order to be working to keep the world shattered. You know something is wrong in your organization. But you're scared of what that means. You're scared of the implications. I get that. I do. It's hard to try something new. To be a different person. I never thought I would be out to save the world. I just wanted to have fun. To explore dungeons, rescue hot maidens, and fuck the shit out of them. Yet here I am, risking my life against the very authority of this world because it matters. Tell me, honestly, if you think that there's not something wrong. Tell me that. Look me in the eye and say it.

“You're a warrior, Shorhe. Just like me. Lies are for others. We have the honesty of our naked blades. We face our enemies head-on. Tell me that I'm wrong and then cut me down. If you can't, then get the fuck out of my way!”

She lowered her blade. “I... I don't know if you're telling the truth.”

“Shouldn't you?” I asked. “Your men are dying. I don't want to kill them.

“So take your lover and your men and go. We're here to save Dezösh.”

“The angel?” gasped Shorhe.

“Her father,” I said, nodding to Dëshoma. “He's being tortured beneath Dihhomamer's temple. We might be too late to save him as it is, but we have to try.”

“Please, let us save my father,” Dëshoma said, clutching her bible to her exposed breasts.

Shorhe turned to stare at her. “You're truly Dezösh's daughter?”

Dëshoma nodded, her halo shining so bright around her.

Shorhe's sword fell from her grasp. She staggered then looked to me. “Go,” she croaked, emotion choking her voice. “I will pull back my knights.” Two still stood plus two trapped in the walls. They were being surrounded by my women. “Stand down! We surrender!”

“Lady Shorhe?” one knight asked.

Shorhe bent down and picked up Deillae. “We lost. They've given us quarter to withdraw and tend to our injured.”

The knights looked around then one tossed down his sword. The other snarled a curse and did the same. The battle ended. Experience surged into me. A crash of energy that rushed me through Level 35 and into Level 36.

Wounds healed. Armor repaired itself. I could upgrade an ability. After that last one, the damage I took, I needed more protection. The enemies just hit harder and harder. I had to think about defense. I was the tank, not the DPS.

I upgraded Iron Defense. My skin would be harder. I would make Dëshoma's job healing me that much easier. I ached to upgrade Divine Blow or Holy Sweep, but I had embarked on the path of defending not just my women but this shattered world.

I had to keep walking that path. I couldn't turn my back on it now.

“Come on,” I told my women and sheathed my ax. “Dëshoma's father awaits us.”

“Lord Marcus,” she said, her eyes bright and dewy.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The Spy studied Marcus as they marched down the street, passing temple after temple. He stood tall and proud in his armor, his cloak billowing behind him. She had obeyed him. What was it about him that made Twist want to do what he commanded of her?

Was it his strength? His confidence?

Grunt had that. He had that in spades. Twist had never wanted to obey him. Not after he revealed his true nature to her. After he took her cherry and made her into a whore, she'd learned. That was what following him had gotten Twist.

Marcus was leading her to more pain. She could be sent into another hellish jail. She could be gutted by a holy knight. None of this was making her rich. She should be founding her own criminal enterprise. She should be looting dungeons with normal monsters, not cultists of dark gods or demonic entities. She should be fighting bugbears and goblins and even some undead skeletons.

Yet here she was following him. Why? she demanded of herself. She was running out of excuses. It wasn't the money. The thrill. The excitement. Do I... believe in him? Do I truly want to save the world? What has the world ever given me? The world abandoned me!

Her mother had laid an egg and ran off, leaving Twist for that bastard Grunt to find.

How would Marcus betray her? He would, right? she asked herself.

No. No, he wouldn't. I... I trust Marcus. Twist blinked. She realized she didn't just trust him to lead her to treasure, but to protect her. She almost tripped on the stairs that lead up to the Temple of Dihhomamer.

I trust Marcus Aurelius with my life.

Why? echoed through Twist's mind. What is this strange snarl of emotions that he conjures in me? I can't love him, right? I can't be like Dëshoma, Maria, Kulri, Shelly, Éjyona, or even Thūwhi. They're all idiots around him. All so willing to coo and gush and love him. Love is weakness. It's slavery. It's...

“Fuck me,” the Spy muttered as she felt those bonds dragging her behind Marcus. “Fuck me up the ass with a fat dildo.”

“Didst thou sayeth something, Twist?” Dëshoma asked, turning around to glance at me. “I thought I didst hear thee muttering under thine breath.”

“She wants to be fucked up the ass by a fat dildo,” Kulri said.

“Of course I do,” Twist said. “Just thinkin' 'bout how we're gonna relax tonight. You could strap one on, Dëshoma, and just go to town on my ass.”

“Mayhaps I shall,” Dëshoma said, “but we art entering the temple and must be alert for the dangers that are about to beset us, dost thou not agree?”

“Right, right,” Twist said, her stomach squirming.

Love. I fucking fell in love with Marcus. When the hell did that happen? Zadeg's rotten dick bugger me up the ass until I'm bloody.


Chapter Twenty-Five: Soul of Light

Kulrigiizhai

They swept through the temple, underpriests scurrying for cover. No one dared stand up to the elf's owner. Marcus Aurelius strode with power through Dihhomamer's temple towards the stairs to the catacombs. They had been detoured. A frustrating exercise that only proved how corrupt the officials are.

“Where is he,” muttered Thūwhi. “Where is that coward?” Then she shouted, “Father Darius! You sent us to the Bloody Pit. You sent us to be fed to the Bronze Furnace and feed Aphounga's Wrath. You spit on Dihhomamer's sacred name! Show yourself!”

“He won't,” Twist said. “He's pisssssssin' in his britchessssss right now.” She laughed but there was something off to her tone.

She didn't feel like her normal self though Kulrigiizhai had no idea what was wrong with the dragonborn Spy.

“Twist,” growled Marcus, “make sure this is safe. I'm not triggering another shield this time.”

“And the portal?” asked Twist.

“I can dispel the magic now,” said Kulrigiizhai with confidence. “I have grown in my strength.”

“Yeah, gaining five or six levels does that.” Marcus glanced at his elf. “Counting on you.”

Joy suffused the elven Evoker. She grabbed the chains connecting her nipple clamps and tugged on them. The sharp pain on her nubs had her entire body quivering now. She was focused. Ready to unleash devastation with her magic. To remove any traps.

Twist descended the stairs, eyes scanning. Then she bent down and fiddled at the stairs. She scratched at the steps with her knife. A surge of power snapped through the air. She shook her head and kept going down into the same room where they'd been trapped. The Spy advanced on the door. She examined it, tapping the side of her dagger on her thigh. Her eyes fixed on it with such diligence. She rolled her shoulders.

“This one's trickier,” she said.

“I have it,” said Kulrigiizhai. “Let the arcane geometries disrupt the magic and disenchant the spell.”

The arcane energy, channeled through her staff, struck the enchantments and dispelled them. They sizzled out. A rippled of distorted air washed over the door. Her ears twitched in satisfaction. Marcus winked at her and yanked the door open.

More stairs descended. The walls were carved into the stone, uneven but smooth. A chill rose from the depths like the last exhale of a dying man. Kulrigiizhai could feel the interred dead down there. A reverence fell on her.

“To think that vile criminal doth profane the Holy Catacombs with his foul deeds,” Dëshoma muttered, anger thick in her voice.

“He shall pay,” Thūwhi hissed. “Dihhomamer shall guide my morning star and brain him. He will lie dead at my feet.”

Marcus nodded and stepped down into the bowels of the earth. The party followed.

*  \ * /  *

The chill deepened as I descended. Not a true cold, but an unearthly one. There was something unique about this place. We should not be treading here save we had great need. At the bottom of the stairs, a tunnel led before us, hacked into the stone. Lining the walls were alcoves in which skeletons rested, arms folded in repose, cloth all but rotted away. Dust and cobwebs covered many.

I almost made a joke about asbestos and long cancer but I swallowed it and walked forward. I had been in graveyards that felt less solemn than this place. I had gone maybe a dozen steps before I realized the light wasn't coming from Iris's pink glow or Dëshoma's increased halo.

Light just suffused this space.

Dihhomamer's work, I supposed.

What did he think about it? Did it anger him that his followers had so abused his trust? Or maybe he didn't care a whit about what was going on down here. What if he supported it? Was that why so many followers of the Gods of Light and Order were against us? Had they fallen to chaos?

But wasn't that against their very nature?

Fuck, this was making my head ache.

After about a hundred yards, it opened up into a room with a sarcophagus in the center. The image of a man was carved into it, arms folded before him. He had a beard, his eyes open in a creepy way. The stone didn't quite capture the essence of the man, making it verge into the Uncanny Valley.

“The first Hierophant,” whispered Thūwhi.

Dëshoma bowed her head. Twist snorted.

Three tunnels branched off from here, each running in a different cardinal direction. Thūwhi kissed the brow of the Hierophant and then looked around. She pointed to the right passage. I headed down it, my shield ready before me, my ax in hand. My eyes scanned the walls.

More dead here, the clothing a little more preserved. It was hard to say if they were men or women. Some had jewelry, the silver tarnished black but the gold remaining pure, if covered by dust. Jewels glimmered in the light that suffused this place.

Twist didn't even try to steal any of it. She could feel it. This wasn't a place to disturb the dead.

We came to another open room with a sarcophagus. Thūwhi lead us past it and kept straight. Then we hit the stairs and descended a level. It unnerved me that we had gone so far without running into any enemies.

“Where is everyone?” muttered Thūwhi.

“People do not normally come down here save on holy days or when there is a funeral.”

“They still inter the dead down here?” I asked.

“There are several wings and levels that await the faithful. Followers of all the Gods of Light and Order may be interred here if their faith is sufficient.”

Would Dëshoma be buried down here? There were no markings on the alcoves. All the dead were anonymous. Only the two Hierophants we passed had any indication of who they were. I didn't like it. People should know the name of the dead.

Thūwhi led us through the second level and down to a third. The alcoves here stopped being full after the second turn. They were empty receptacles awaiting tragedy to be filled. In the meantime, they collected dust.

The air had grown still down here. Not a breath of it whispered. It was cool and stifling all at the same time. The narrow corridors were unnerving. The tension wore on me. I was ready for the attack, but nothing manifested.

It had me grinding my teeth.

“I'd like them to gank us,” Twist muttered from the back where she walked with Maria.”

“Yes,” Kulri said. “I do not like this waiting.”

“I do hope that no knave doth wait to assault us in this sacred place and disturb the rest of the hallowed dead who hath earned their peaceful slumber,” Dëshoma said.

“I'm with Twist,” I growled. “I'd like them to get it over with.”

Thūwhi nodded and then turned us down a tunnel. It led to a dead end. She slowed to a stop and stared at the wall before her. Confusion flickered across the cambion's ruddy face. Her eyebrows furrowed and then her head shook.

“We lost?” I asked.

“I didn't think we were,” she said. “The passage to the Holy Deeps should be right here.” She wrapped on the wall. It thunked. Nice and solid.

“Secret door?”

She shook her head. “Perhaps we took a wrong turn.”

I sighed and we backtracked to the entrance to the level, but then Thūwhi led us down all the right turns and led us to this passage again. She hissed in frustration. So we moved down and checked the surrounding passages. They all led to similar dead ends.

“We're in the southwest corner, right?” she demanded.

“Yes,” Twist said.

“It should be here,” Thūwhi said in frustration.

“Twist, do you see anything?” I demanded.

Twist moved up and ran her hand over the wall. She shook her head. “It's real. It fits here. I don't feel any secret seams.” She knocked on it, her ear pressed to the stone. “There's no hollow void behind there, either.”

“Fuck,” I muttered.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The angelborn Soothsayer fell to her knees and prayed.

“Oh, Holy Ëshuxeri, I beseech thee to send us a sign in these troubled times. Thy loyal servant, mine father, the angel Dezösh lies in peril and the way to the Holy Deeps has been concealed in some twisted manner. Perversion and corruption hath crept into this hallowed grounds and we must find our way deeper to cleanse it and restore the proper course of events. So, with all the faith and love which doth brim in mine heart, show us the way.

“Reveal that which has been hidden from our mortal and limited sight!”

She looked up to the stone wall. Everyone else did, too. Twist wrapped her knuckle against it then snorted. Marcus let out a heavy sigh. Embarrassment flushed across Dëshoma's face. She had failed her Lord Marcus. She rose on unsteady legs, her apology forming upon her tongue.

The ceiling above glowed brightly.

Marcus hefted his shield and ax. Maria's rapier rasped against leather as she drew it from her sheath. Kulrigiizhai retreated while Thūwhi tightened her grip on her morning star. Excitement hissed from Twist. She pushed off from the wall, her dagger appearing in her scaled hand.

But Dëshoma only smiled. “Be welcomed, hallowed shade, and do no fear mine companions distrust for they have experienced only treachery in Dihhomamer's temple from those who should be their allies.”

A spirit drifted down, a priest of the God of Light. He wore an ethereal vestment that clad his body, the glowing hammer of Dihhomamer around his neck. He descended to the floor until his feet hovered a handsbreadth above it.

“I take no offense at thy companions mistrust for surely these are dark days, Lady Dëshoma. Evil pervades this institute and those who should have been trusted to guard against it with stalwart faith have surrendered to the base instinct which doth beat in their shriveled hearts.”

“Great, two of them who talk too much,” muttered Twist.

Dëshoma shot the thief an annoyed look before smoothing her features. “Our companion, Lady Thūwhi, is greatly flummoxed and cannot locate the stairs which doth lead deeper into the holy earth. Either her memory is at fault or some rude and devious means hath been concocted to hide it from us.”

“A conjuration has been enacted to conceal it from thee and thy stalwart leader,” the spirit said, flowing to the place where Thūwhi thought there should be a wall. “An illusion woven of such skill and out of the very substance of dark hath obscured the passage. Wrought with such cunning, it is indistinguishable to those who inhabit fully the mortal world.”

“You can open it?” asked Marcus.

The shade nodded. “But be warned, the guardians which hath promised to protect the Holy Deeps hath been subverted and corrupted by thy dark twin.”

“Of course,” groaned Marcus.

The shade touched the stone and light glowed from his hand. As it spread over the wall, he glanced at Dëshoma and said, “I shall banish it for thee. Cleanse this place, Lady Dëshoma.”

She gasped as she watched his very essence fade, understanding crashing through her. He grew more and more intangible as he worked on the stone. His light flowed into it. Along the edges, the stone frayed like dark threads unweaving. The illusion fell apart with more and more speed until his light had wholly merged with it.

Then, for one heartbeat more, the image of a stone wall remained before it fell apart into a few motes of shadow. The soul of the priest annihilated to clear the way. Such pain swept through Dëshoma at the sacrifice.

“We shall not forget thee,” Dëshoma whispered, tears stinging her eyes.

Marcus swept her up in a hug with his shield arm, pulling her into his breastplate. She allowed the pain in her heart to overwhelm her, a few choked sobs to burst out of her before she regained her composure.

“You okay?” Marcus whispered.

“I am, Lord Marcus.” She sniffled. “Mine apologies for—”

“Don't,” he said, smiling at her. “Nothing to apologize for.”

Twist stared at Dëshoma as she broke from Marcus's embrace. The Spy shifted and then cleared her throat. She put an awkward, if comforting, hand on Dëshoma's shoulder. The Soothsayer smiled at the gesture, her halo pulsing even brighter.

“Well, uh, we should press on, right?” Twist asked.

“Yep,” Marcus said and stepped into the open passage.


Chapter Twenty-Six: Twist's Greatest Weakness

The stairs led down into a true cave system. We left behind what man had carved and entered the natural world. The glow of Dihhomamer's light surrounded us. I gazed out at the well-lit cave. This was such a surreal feeling.

“The guardians have been subverted,” Thūwhi muttered beside me.

“So, what are these guardians?” I asked her.

“I honestly do not know, Marcus.” She swallowed. “There are stories of them being many things. Elementals, some say. Angels are said to haunt the immaterial to smote interlopers. Ghosts like the priest who opened the way. Other things that may not be spoken of. I saw none of them when I descended. So I cannot say what we shall find.”

“Perfect,” I said. “Right Twist?”

“Who likes certainty,” the Spy said.

“You can always go back,” I told her. “Follow further, and I expect obedience.”

“I have no plans of turning back.”

I smiled. “Good.”

I marched out into the cave, my senses prickling. I gripped my ax and held my shield ready. Thūwhi marched at my side, her cloak billowing behind her. She looked around, the light gleaming off her demonic horns peeking out of her black hair. There was a path worn into the stone through the middle of the grotto. Polished by thousands of people moving through here over the eons, wearing down the rock with the leather of their soles.

Water dripped louder and louder, running down a gleaming stalactite to land on a stalagmite. Both looked half-melted by the white limestone that covered their exterior. My gaze swept to the left. The cave was large. The sort of place that an enemy would fight us.

“Gems,” hissed Twist.

My gaze flashed to where she pointed. Set in the wall was a large diamond about the size of my head. It refracted the ambient light that glowed through the room. The brilliance spilled like fire over ther stones around them.

“Another one over here,” Maria said, pointing ahead.

“And we missed one behind us,” Kulri said. “It was hidden behind a column.”

My back stiffened.

“Ädfomer's True Stars,” said Thūwhi.

“They art said to be the inspiration behind the upgrade gems that we hath utilized, Lord Marcus,” said Dëshoma. “Stars that the God of Creation hath left in the earth to twinkle for those who find themselves trapped in darkness.”

“Yeah, and spread out so that they surround anyone who walks in,” I said, my heart beating faster. “Get ready.”

“You fear an attack?” Kulri asked.

“Of course I do. This is where I would put an ambush if I was the dungeon master or game designer.”

“Game... designer?”

“You say the most fucked up things,” Twist said, not quite using fucked up the way I would. She made it sound like 'fascinating' or 'interesting'.

“Yeah, so—”

Light flared from the three gems. The brilliance spilled over the room, flashing over us. I gasped, my eyes blinking back the brightness. I resisted the blinding glare. Kulri and Twist both hissed, grabbing their eyes.

The gems pulled from the walls. Stone cracked behind them as those diamonds the size of a large melon revealed themselves to be the heads of the elemental hulks. Crystalline arms swinging from shoulders burst out of the stone. Angular bodies of made of adamant appeared and then legs as thick as my torso. The jewel elementals stood twice our height, each of them pulsing with their own inner star fire.

I Yelled and unleashed my Zeal.

The crystal elementals rushed in at me. Dëshoma pulled Kulri back, Twist Vanished, and Thūwhi unleashed Resist the Heretics. Her skin sparkled as she gave herself damage resistance. She set her shield, ready for the attack.

“I can Duel one, Marcus!” Maria shouted.

“No,” I growled. “I'll take two. Thūwhi, third one is yours!”

She nodded and darted for the one advancing from the rear. The other two rumbled closer. I activated Iron Defense. My skin hardened. I would need the extra armor against these big fuckers. I set my shield and raised my ax.

The first one reached me, raising its crystalline arm to slam down at me. I darted in close, dropping Consecrated Ground. Golden light burst around my feet. I had my battle buffs going, and now it was time to attack. I slammed my ax into the surface.

A tink echoed. I chipped it. The impact jarred up my arm. I felt it in my bones. I grit my teeth and shook my head. Then I swung my ax hard and slammed in again as its fist struck the ground behind me.

“Damage fucking reduction!” I growled as I hammered again.

The second one stepped into my Consecrated Ground. The divine energy sizzled around its feet. Crystalline cracks rippled up its feet. Energy damage got through, but not physical. I growled. I had very little of that.

“Fuck.”

The second one struck its own chest. The elemental rang like a bell. The pitch rose and then I gasped as my bones rattled. Buzzed. My teeth ached. I screamed as pain ripped through my insides, my Hit Points dropping.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

“With thy blessing and care, I do banish the ill and deliver salvation!!”

The restorative magic flowed out of Dëshoma and restored Kulrigiizhai's sight. The elf blinked then flashed a grateful smile. A bell rang. Marcus's Hit Points plummeted along with Maria's who had been moving in to attack from the back. Thūwhi blocked a blow with her shield and slammed her glowing morning star three times hard into the enemy.

Hardly doing anything.

“I fear that thou shalt carry the battle today, Kulrigiizhai,” Dëshoma said.

“I vow with all my heart to protect you!” Marcus roared, unleashing his Vow of Defense. Though the enemy would be damaged by Kulrigiizhai, they would feel like Marcus was still the threat. Knights were implacable like that.

Dëshoma focused on Marcus, unleashing Fortune Fate to gain a 20% bonus to healing. Upgraded twice now, that was the lowest. It would have to do. Her Knight attacked. Maria did the same. Twist had disappeared and Dëshoma saw little need in restoring her sight. The Soothsayer had to give priority to the only party member who could truly unleash damage on these foes.

“Ice, Lady Kulrigiizhai,” said Dëshoma before she launched into her healing spell. Her butt plug vibrated. She activated her Maiden's Veil as she chanted the words.

“Allow the positive energy to spread out and suffuse all mine allies with healthy endurance!”

As she chanted the words, her pure-white Maiden's Veil fluttered around her shoulders. The modest cloth maintained her virginity. She quivered as the healing spell rippled around the entire party, restoring their wounds.

At the same time, divine energy smote the crystal elemental that Marcus and Maria had damaged, if only slightly.

Ice exploded around the party.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The power of the elements obeyed the Evoker's words.

The elf's magic unleashed.

Ice burst across the battlefield. The three elementals were just close enough together for them all to be struck by the ice attack. The cold struck their crystalline bodies, spread the cracks that Marcus, Maria, and Thūwhi had left. The damage was impressive.

A smile spread on her lips as she chanted her next Elemental Eruption. She didn't mind the status effect failing. A mage didn't blind or burn or stun elementals. They were animated by powers but weren't alive. Their senses beyond anything mortal.

“Let the six elements gather to my will and erupt!”

There was purity in unleashing such forces. Unadulterated power. Maria's rapier dealt incidental cold damage, but Kulrigiizhai wielded that energy with her words and knowledge. She channeled it using arcane theorems, her staff humming in her hands.

The crystalline shattered into thousands of shards of ice. They flew through the air, mixing with the ringing of the elementals as they struck the melee party members. Marcus, Maria, and Thūwhi took damage.

Dëshoma cured them.

She had her own knowledge on how to work ethereal powers. Kulrigiizhai respected that, but Dëshoma had mixed too much faith into it. Soothsayers had too much randomness to their abilities. The elf knew how much magic damage hers did.

The third Elemental Eruption exploded, tearing into the elementals. They swung their arms, battering into Marcus and Thūwhi. They vibrated to shred the elf's lovers from the inside. None of that disturbed her focus.

“Kulri!” Thūwhi shouted.

Her elemental broke from her and charged at the elf, barreling right for her.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Her vision came back. She blinked and shook her head. She had been navigating by sound, hearing the spells being cast, the shouts of Thūwhi's pain. She had gravitated towards the Deacon. Thūwhi fought alone. She would need backup.

Twist could do some damage.

It was a wholly un-Twist-like impulse, but it had seized her. She had edged closer, staying out of the range of the vibrations until she was ready to strike. She gripped her dagger. Her vision cleared just as ice burst around her.

The shards whizzed past her, somehow missing her despite the cloud of deadly missiles they created. They clinked off the elementals, the chill widening the cracks already forming from the damage the others were dealing.

Twist smiled. It was time—

“Kulri!” Thūwhi shouted as her elemental charged right at Twist.

The Spy glanced down to make sure her body was hazy and insubstantial. She had drawn into the shadows, hiding like any good Rogue could. It was the first thing she'd learned at Level 1.

Can he see me? thought Twist. Then she realized who was behind her. The Evoker. Just step out of the way and let it run past. Nothing you can do to stop it. You can't deal full damage. Can't stun it with Sap. So just step aside.

Only Twist didn't. Marcus had infected her with all his nobility. She planted her feet and prepared to unleash a Mug. The hulk rushed straight at her. Oblivious. Know Weakness identified the perfect crack to stab.

She attacked.

Her dagger struck that spot, digging into the crystalline cracks. Bursts of jewel fragments flew out and into Twist's off-hand, loot to sell. The fissure spread with a tinkling chime, radiating across the monster's chest.

She had one moment of elation and then the elemental slammed into her, unable to stop. Pain burst across her body from the trampling impact. She hit the ground only for a heavy foot to stomp on her leg. She screamed at the agony, critical damage plummeting her Hit Points into the red.

The elemental lumbered past her, leaving her hissing from the damage. It was the stupidest thing she had ever done in her life. She stared up at the ceiling, cursing herself. Why had she become a fool? Why was she doing this?

Why was love making her into an idiot?

Was there a way out of this?

She rolled her head and stared at Marcus. He had done this to her. Her hand tightened on her dagger. She had escaped Grunt by buying him off. Marcus could never be bought off. On, no. She had chosen a path. Spy. But next came Assassin.

She finally understood why she had chosen this path. It was all so clear to her. Love was her greatest weakness. She had to slay it.


Chapter Twenty-Seven: She's No Hero

My first instinct was to throw Shield of Faith on Kulri.

But that would keep her from casting spells while it was active. While it would bubble her from taking any damage, it would also keep her from dealing any. She could only use abilities that helped her allies. Dëshoma could heal while bubbled, but Kulri would be rendered useless.

“I vow to take on your pain, Kulri!” I cried out, using Vow of Chivalry, my newest ability, for the first time.

I would take half the damage she received. I had more HP. I could tank it with Dëshoma's help until Thūwhi had regained aggro. She was chasing after the crystal elemental, sheathing her morning star as she went. She thrust her free hand down at Twist.

Hit Points flooded the badly wounded Spy. Not as much as one of Dëshoma's spells, but enough to lift Twist out of the red. Then the Deacon drew her weapon and roared. Kulrigiizhai kept chanting as the elemental reached her.

Ice exploded through the room, Elemental Eruption slamming into the enemy. I tensed and slammed my ax into the foe Maria and I fought, the other swinging a fist down that crashed into my shield.

The shards damaged the crystal elementals more, their bodies riven by fractures. But they still attacked. I felt Kulri take the enemy's blow. Pain burst across my chest. Both our Hit Points dropped the same amount. She staggered back, losing a quarter of hers. The elemental swung again, striking her in the shoulder and throwing her to her ass.

I felt the blow, gritting my teeth.

“You're strong, Kulri!” I roared. “Destroy them!” My ax crashed into the enemy as Dëshoma's focused Arcane Healing engulfed me in her passion.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The pain throbbed through her shoulder. She had lost half her Hit Points and no healing came her way. The crystal elemental drew back for another attack.

Then inspiring faith rippled over Kulrigiizhai. The elven Evoker felt the aura flowing from Thūwhi moments before the cambion slammed her morning star into the back of the monster. The blow hit it while the demonborn Deacon roared out her Burning Zeal.

Divine damage slammed into the crystal elemental.

It turned around and swung at her.

Kulrigiizhai used the reprieve to stagger to her feet. Marcus and Thūwhi endured these blows over and over again. Their bodies were battered and bones broken only to be mended by Dëshoma's miracles. The angelborn Soothsayer's attention focused on Marcus with intensity as she prayed.

The Evoker matched it as she spilled out the words to Elemental Eruption, her Magic Points almost all expended. She gripped her staff, ears twitching from the force of her mastery of the arcane. Ice exploded.

One of the elementals Marcus fought crumbled into chunks of crystal, crashing with a ringing clatter between him and Maria. The human Fencer shifted her attack to the other one, stabbing with her frosty rapier. Marcus slammed his ax into its chest.

Kulrigiizhai smiled. She could feel the tide turn as she launched into her next spell, her vision encompassing the battlefield. Twist stood up, her hand gripping her dagger. She stared at Marcus as he fought then darted towards him, rippling away into invisibility with Shadow Cloak.

We'll take them down fast, thought Kulrigiizhai.

*  \ * /  *

Maria

Twist appeared beside Marcus and thrust her dagger into the monster's back. The Spy hissed with intensity. Maria nodded to her and used the last of her TP on another Needle Strike, ramming her frosted rapier into a crack.

Ice burst through the room and tore at the elemental. Twist's dagger blurred, stroking cracks with steely rings. There was an intensity to the Spy's actions that was inspiring to Maria. The Fencer attacked as fast, her feet dancing.

Marcus's ax crashed into the creature and set off a quivering fracture that raced across its chest. It raised its arm only for its body to crumble into pieces, defeated like the last one. Maria, Twist, and Marcus all turned and rushed to Thūwhi, her shield raised to ward off the enemy. The blows hammered her.

But they were rushing to her defense and mobbed the last of Ädfomer's True Stars. A series of ringing blows cracked the elemental and shattered its body across the battlefield. The experience surged into the party.

They didn't quite cross Level 37.

Twist spat on the creatures and sheathed her dagger.

“You did good,” Marcus said to Twist. “Protecting Kulri like that.”

“Yes, thank you,” the elf said, her ears twitching.

Twist scowled and spat. Then she bent down and began picking up some choice pieces of the crystal elemental. Maria flashed Marcus a smile that said, “Twist never changes.”

He nodded, smiling back at her.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

It wasn't time, the Spy told herself as she picked through the crystals for the pieces that could be sold. We're in the middle of battle. If he went down, I could have died. That's all.

She had intended to ram her dagger into his back, to kill her weakness. That was what being a Spy was all about. She hadn't used Know Weakness on herself, but it was clear to her that it was Marcus. She just had to stab him and... and...

She had attacked the crystal elemental instead. It was so frustrating to feel her path so clearly and yet still fail at her mission. She would have to bide her time. There would be a better opportunity to do it. The perfect moment when her well-placed attack would finish him off.

Then she would be free of all this life-risking nonsense. Save the world? She was no hero. It was gold she cared about. Wealth. Comfort. Let the bleating priests and their simpering followers kill each other over faith. It was useless to her.

*  \ * /  *

Twist looked stiffer than usual as she picked through the crystals. I asked her, “You okay?”

She looked up and smiled. “Of course. Let'sssss get going. Got more badiessss to slay, right? Got that doppelganger of yours to gank.”

I grinned at her. “You're changing, Twist.”

“I know.” She spat. “Shall we?”

I turned and marched down the path that led through the cave, the glow suffusing us. Iris dropped down and fluttered over my head, her wings buzzing away. Then she streaked before us, leaving a trail of dust before sweeping around a column of pale limestone. Then she zoomed back overhead.

“Energetic?” I asked her as she came back.

“I always am when you're so close to leveling,” she said. “Ooh, just aquiver. You get a new ability at Level 37, and I know what it is. You're going to like it. Perfect for your style.”

“Oh?” I said, humoring her.

“Yep!” She landed on my head, her knees a slight dimple in my hair. “Now onward! Let's fight more battles. XP! Gain more XP!”

“You heard the bossy fairy,” I said, shaking my head in amusement. “I have the perfect skill to learn.”

Maria chuckled and Thūwhi flashed me a big smile. Giggles came from Dëshoma. I smiled and marched on, ready for more. I would find that dark doppelganger of mine and fuck him up. He had to pay for perverting this place.

The cave narrowed again while the radiance still bathed us. It was such an even light, we didn't even cast shadows. When I realized that, a shiver ran down my spine. It was the creepiest thing in the world. It was so unnatural. That meant the light came from every direction at once.

A god's miracle, I guessed.

Shame Dihhomamer couldn't do something useful like police his priesthood and smite all the cocksuckers that were working with the enemy. Each and every one of them had to pay for supporting such vile treachery.

It offended me that this place was being suborned by the assholes. That it was being polluted, because there was something... soothing about the Holy Grotto. Despite the unnatural light denying any shadows, there was something peaceful about walking down this path.

Contemplative.

If I wasn't tense and wondering where the next attack would come from, I would probably be walking along with my hands folded before me, maybe in a monk's robe or something. That was just the sort of place it was.

But I had to be on my guard because of all the corruption in this world. This universe was so wonderful, so it was a fucking shame that such slime existed in it. This place should be better than my world. Should be grander.

But at times, it felt more sordid.

The cave wound and bent, crystals gleaming in the walls. Not those big ones, but veins of quartz that sparkled in the divine glow. My eyes slid around, waiting for the attack to begin. Where would it come from? The passageway descended as it followed a snaking curve and then straightened out.

Mostly.

It was still natural, so it was full of irregularities, widening out to maybe ten feet at its broadest, but not getting too narrow that we couldn't walk down it single file with comfort. We stepped on the well-worn path.

The specters made not a whit of sound as they materialized before us.

I stopped short at the sight of the three of them. They were ghostly knights glowing with a pearly iridescence. They wore armor not too dissimilar from mine, cloaks that hung off their shoulders and faded to fraying mists. They each hovered a few inches off the ground, their feet clad in sabatons that led up to the greaves and then the cuisses. They had full armor on, the banded skirt, called the fauld, riveted to the bottom of their breastplate. Gorgets warded their necks, helmets covering their heads.

Blue lights glowed through their eye sockets.

“Knaves, thou shalt pass no farther!” the leader said. “Thy presence doth despoil the holy grotto of the Gods of Light and Order. Retreat to whatever unwholesome pit of slime hath spawned thee or face our deathly touch.”

“So, you idiots brainwashed, too?” I asked.

“Thy churlish insults do not but strengthen our resolve to smite thee,” boomed the specter. “Retreat, or let thy life bleed away from thy body.”

“Well, let's get this fucking over with,” I said and Yelled.


Chapter Twenty-Eight: Holy Specters

Maria du Marne

She Yelled a moment after Marcus and prepared to lunge forward to aid him. Divine light burst around his feet while his Zeal surged out through the air, attracting the notice of the enemy. Maria took a step forward when the hairs at the back of her neck prickled.

She whirled around to see two more holy specters behind her. One reached out to touch her, catching her by surprise. His hand phased right through her leather bra, bypassing her armor, and touching her directly.

The chill of it sapped the life from her. She gasped as her Hit Points melted away from her. She jumped back, nearly crashing into Dëshoma. Maria grit her teeth against the loss of HP. She was no rookie Shardhunter.

She was a Fencer.

She lunged forward and used Needle Strike, her frosty blade plunging into the specter's chest. It recoiled back and then swiped ethereal fingers at her. She danced to the side and then stabbed again, anger building in her.

“Grope me, pervert!” Maria activated her Iceblight Heeled Boots. The specter froze in place, the air growing even colder around him. The ice elemental damage attacked the spirit.

She grinned in satisfaction and lunged at the other specter reaching for Dëshoma while Kulri's arcane chanting hit a feverish pitch.

*  \ * /  *

The Consecrated Ground sizzled the two specters rushing at me. They reached for me. I swung a Holy Sweep before me, my ax slamming through them both. I felt their spiritual bodies being hit, their essence rippling for a moment.

“They can be hurt!” I shouted. Maria's HP dwindled right before two of the specters touched me.

One's hand went right through my shield to grab my wrist. I gasped at the cold numbing my left arm. The second's splayed fingers reached through my breastplate to plant right on my breastbone. I groaned as they devoured my Hit Points.

“Goddamn,” I growled and swung another Holy Sweep before me, the chill racing through my body.

“They are stilling thy life, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma shouted.

“Of course they are!” I growled.

Thūwhi groaned beside me, getting touched, too. She swung her morning star three times through the spirit, battering through it as it stole her Hit Points. There was no backing up—Kulri and Dëshoma were right behind us. They were leaching our lives.

“Cocksuckers!” I growled.

Thūwhi's shield burst with power. The hand touching her suddenly was thrown back, blocked by the magic of her shield. It could negate three attacks. Then she activated her own HoT, her Hit Points ticking back up.

Fire exploded around us.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Elemental Eruption filled the hallway with fire.

Kulrigiizhai groaned as she felt the specters resist her magic. It faltered around them, doing hardly anything to the enemy. Her ears drooped. If her spells couldn't hurt them, then what could she do? One was stunned, Maria fought another. Twist appeared, stabbing at the one reaching for the Fencer.

Kulrigiizhai switched to Arcane Wall.

Healing magic spilled over the party, Arcane Therapy revitalizing everyone. Dëshoma held her bible tight, her prayers spilling from her lips as the words to Arcane Wall flowed from the elf's. Her staff brimmed with power.

She drew one wall around the frozen specter and the one fighting Maria, the other around the two fighting Marcus. Corner them, finish them off one by one. That was what she thought to do. The walls flashed into existence.

Purple barriers of arcane energy that went from floor to ceiling. She smiled. The melee fighters could deal with the one she hadn't—

The specters flowed through her walls and touched Marcus again. He swung his ax into them. Kulrigiizhai's ears drooped. She didn't like this one bit. Now what was she to do?

*  \ * /  *

Twist

She sliced her knife fast into the back of the specter focused on Maria, building up and building up her knife combo. Twist hissed as she tore into it. Maria danced and dodged and weaved, avoiding the specter's touch.

Healing energy surged into Marcus now, Dëshoma focused on him. Always on him. He got all the attention. Demanded that they all love him. Had claimed Twist's heart and dragged her by chains of affection into this mess.

She buried her dagger hard into the enemy's back.

The specter turned and swept spectral fingers for her.

“Rūzem's greasy touch!” she snarled and ducked.

Twist Shadow Cloaked and darted to the right. The spirit turned and tracked her. It rushed at her, able to see her. She cursed even louder. Of course they can see me when I'm invisible. Fucking fuckers are fucking annoying!

She ducked beneath the thrusting hand, her dexterous body flowing forward. She slashed her knife into the spirit, Mugging the ghost and stealing some of the ectoplasmic goo that made up its body. That felt satisfying to the Spy.

The spirit turned and brushed fingertips across her cheek. Hit Points whisked out of her into it. The pain disrupted her stance, throwing off the combo she had built, reducing her damage. More frustration whisked out of her.

She jammed her knife forward into its chest. The blade went through the spectral armor and into the core of the spirit. She cut it out. To her delight, the spirit unraveled and faded away. She hissed her delight then glanced at Marcus fighting the others who'd come through the wall.

She drew a shuriken from her straps and unleashed Deadly Throw, putting all her frustration into her attack.

*  \ * /  *

The shuriken whizzed past my head and struck the specter in the face. It kept going through its form, but the specter still flinched back. I saw my opening and went for it. I slammed my ax hard into the spirit, stealing back some of the HP the assholes drained from me.

Then I unleashed Holy Sweep and hit them both. I cleaved into them as the battle shifted. I could feel it turning. Dëshoma kept me alive while the other melee fighters unleashed their DPS. Maria and Twist hacked through the spirits.

They dwindled fast now. Though we had lost Kulri's group damage, we mopped up the spirits. The last one diffused away before much longer. They sucked out more of my Hit Points, leaving me feeling like an anemic who'd given blood.

Then the level up hit. The energy spilled over us, shooting us up to Level 37. I smiled at the triumph, my shoulders rolling and fingers flexing. I gained a new skill, Challenge. I could immediately draw any one enemy's threat on myself and nothing could pull it away for 30 seconds.

It had range. It would be very useful, an outlet use for my TP. Divine Blow and Consecrated Ground both were MP abilities.

“See, see, see,” Iris said, zipping down to float before me. “I told you. Super useful and cool. Just what you need.”

“Just what I need,” I told her, nodding in agreement.

She beamed at me and then fluttered around. “I feel sooooo much better now that you leveled up.”

“I always do, too,” said Maria. “Ooh, Perfect Form. I'm going to use this. And it's cheap. Only 5 TP.”

“Nice,” I said, smiling at her.

“Lord Marcus, I must advise thee that I hath gained an out of combat ability called Insight which shall let me divine if an action shall be harmful or beneficial to mine aims. Please, do not hesitate to call upon me to use it.”

“Would have been nice to have more than a few times,” I said to her.

“I have gained a greater area of effect damage spell,” Kulri said, her ears twitching. “Elemental Storm.”

I whistled. That sounded useful as fuck. “You, Twist?”

“I found a chest,” she said, pulling out a chest that she had found in a hidden section of the cave wall. She opened it up. “Loot.”

“Always have your priorities,” I said with a smile.

Twist shot me a hard glance.

“Sorry,” I said, raising placating hands. “Don't know what has you in such a bad mood.”

“This place.” She picked the lock in a few seconds and opened the chest. She smiled at the sparkle of gold.

Iris buzzed over to examine what was inside of it. Twist pulled out a strapless bra made of white-scaled leather. “Ooh, an Angelic Wyvernscale Bra. It increases your dodge and, once per day, an angelic light can burst from it and dazzle enemies. Gives them a debuff to hit and dodge.”

Twist tossed that to Maria. “All yours.”

“Increase to dodge...” The Fencer unhooked her strapless, black bra, brazenly exposing her round breasts. Her right nipple was pierced by a shadowy ring with a black diamond topping it. She then pulled on the white bra, the scales giving it an interesting texture. “Nice. Fits well.”

“Now this is interesting,” said Twist. She pulled out an ax, only it wasn't made of metal. It appeared to be forged of light itself, golden and glowing. She glanced at me. She twirled it in her hands like it was her toy.

“A new ax, huh?” I glanced at my old one. It had been upgraded a few times, but it was lagging in damage again.

“That's an Ax of Liquid Light,” gasped Iris. “Each time you hit, you have a chance to blind an enemy. And its special ability is to unleash a blinding burst of radiance. It's a holy weapon of Dihhomamer.”

My ax converted a bit of the damage I dealt as healing and, once a day, let me fully restore my HP, but Dëshoma's healing was powerful. I had ways to negate taking damage. Would having this weapon be more useful? Blinding an enemy was a powerful thing to do.

“Fuck,” I muttered, staring at the Blessed Ax of Fertile Hew. I could always upgrade it again with another Ädfomer's Star. Reluctantly, I shoved it into my pouch and held out my hand to Twist.

She glanced at me, hesitated, then slapped it into my grip. I groaned, staring at her. Something was off about her. Really, really off. What had changed in her since we had reached the catacombs? A worried pit gnawed at me.


Chapter Twenty-Nine: Torment

Dëshoma

She could feel they were closer now. She had never been in the Holy Deeps, but she knew the shrine that lay at the end of it was fast approaching. The terrible place where her father had been tortured. She drew in a deep breath, her body trembling with the excitement of it.

And the dread.

What would they find of her noble father after so many days? She had felt the pressing weight of her fear but knew they must go slowly. Her father had a will of adamant. He was an angel. A champion of the Love and the Gods of Light and Order. Dezösh would not break easily.

The Soothsayer told herself that over and over as they moved through the glowing caverns. This holy place had been profaned. That angered her greatly. This place should be sacrosanct. Instead, it was defiled by the doppelganger and his foul deeds.

What did the foul villain hope to accomplish by torturing her father?

What purpose could there be in inflicting pain on one dedicated to good? Sheer cruelty? Delight in the sadistic harm of others. The opposite of Kulrigiizhai who savored the pain being inflicted on her body.

Dëshoma clutched at her bible.

Ahead, the caves opened up to the shrine. She drew in a deep breath. “Lord Marcus, I fear that the angels which doth guard the entrance have somehow been perverted against our cause if that shade is correct.”

“Angels?” he asked, peering ahead at the widening cavern. At the far end lay the Crystalline Doors, forged by Ädfomer himself. Two angels of Pushijer guarded it, warding what lay beyond against all evil. The glow from the Door made it hard to see them.

“They should stand on either side of the door,” Dëshoma said, “flanking it and guarding it with unwavering zeal. If they hath been corrupted or deceived, then we shall be sorely tried in our conviction.”

“Then let's get ready,” Marcus growled, his cloak swirling behind him. He marched out into the room towards the bright glare, Thūwhi at his side. She had her morning star in hand, her blue cape rippling in her wake.

Dëshoma and Kulrigiizhai walked side by side, the elf's staff tapping on the ground. Twist and Maria moved out on the flanks, their weapons held low, both moving swiftly and silently. Marcus gripped his new glowing ax, the light spilling over his armor as he walked.

Through the glare, two figures appeared standing tall and proud. The guardians were here. Dëshoma's stomach sank. She did not wish to fight any angelic foe. It would be such a crime to slay two angels to save her father.

But evil had to be confronted. Perhaps they could reason with the angels.

“The Hero from beyond the Digital Barrier,” the two angels said as they approached closer. “Heed our warning.”

“Which is?” Marcus asked, coming closer.

As Dëshoma did, she gasped as she could see the angels' strong bodies, their flash bronzed and muscled. They were men, naked, their perfect bodies bound by thorny, black vines. Cruel thorns dug deep into their flesh. Their faces contorted in a rictus of pain. Swords flashed burning in their hands, the heat rippling before them. Blood wept from their eyes, spilling down their anguished cheeks.

“No!” Dëshoma gasped, horror twisting at her guts at the mockery that had been done to them. The cruelty.

Together, they chanted in voices that sounded rebellions, defiant even:

The lie is great

full of dark hate

deceived are we

despite our plea

no restoration

no cure

no world made whole

no mending

no healing

no world made whole

betrayed the gods

by priestly frauds

no hope is found

on hallowed ground.

The angels' tattered wings, missing many feathers and streaked in blood, flared wide. Then they launched themselves forward, thrusting their swords before them. Not glowing blades with pure flames, but black blades and scarlet tongues not unlike Aphounga's Wrath.

Their swords hurtled right at Marcus.

Dëshoma closed her eyes at the corruption to the two and activated Fortune's Fate and received the minimum for the second time that day. Twenty percent. She groaned and then launched into Luck's Favor to help the party. The words tumbled from her mouth as Marcus raised his shield. The swords stabbed into his defense with great screeches that resounded through the caverns and hurt Dëshoma's ears.

Luck's Favor fell on the party and everyone had their Intelligence increased, helping only Kulrigiizhai and Dëshoma.

Ëshuxeri, art Thou as horrified by this event and seek not to unleash thy full power upon the angels?

Dëshoma had faith in her goddess. She would not doubt the loving deity. She had utterly put her faith in Ëshuxeri's hand by becoming a Soothsayer.

*  \ * /  *

The angels drew back their swords and swung at me a second time, crimson flames dropping. I dropped Consecrated Ground, my Yell and Zeal activated. I blocked the first sword stroke, but the second hurtled at me.

Then Thūwhi charged towards me. She covered the ground in a blur of speed, her shield raising and catching the foe. She pulled the threat off of me with her new Defend the Helpless ability she'd gained at Level 37.

Not that I was helpless, but we should split up the tanking.

“Maria, with me!” I growled, “Twist, help Thūwhi. Dëshoma, keep us alive, and Kulrigiizhai, I want to see that Elemental Storm.”

I got my wish a moment later as Kulri finished her chanting.

The air rumbled. Winds howled and swirled. Lightning flashed. Ice burst from the ground. The stone exploded around the cavern. Fire howled. Water crashed in mighty waves. All six elements danced around us, a storm of them attacking our foes.

The angels were struck, being hit by fire or wind, water or stone. It was random. Mine took a blast of lightning. Thūwhi's was struck by ice that ripped a wound across bronzed pectorals. The angels recoiled while I activated Iron Defense then slammed a Divine Blow on my opponent.

I hit hard, divine energy bursting around the angel. But he resisted the damage. Maria rushed in from my right, parrying dagger in her left hand, rapier in the right. Her tits jiggled in her new leather bra. The angel roared and swung his sword, missing me.

A wave of blood slashed out in the blade's wake. The scalding liquid struck me, spilling through gaps in my armor. A moment later, Maria was hit, both of us screaming out in pain as it sizzled on our skin and devoured our Hit Points.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

The blood burning on her skin, she fell into Perfect Form and thrust a Needle Strike at the enemy. The angel twisted, slapping aside her attack with a hard parry. Wings flapped, turning the angel to swipe a sword at Marcus.

It struck him, but his armor and Iron Defense blunted the damage.

He still grunted at the pain, but the HP loss wasn't as extreme as what the blood normally caused. Maria danced behind the angel, stabbing again, lancing into the tortured creature's back. The angel snarled and swung his blade in a wide arc, slamming into Marcus and then flying at her.

In Perfect Form, she flashed her parrying dagger up and deflected the hard attack to swipe over her head before she nimbly darted in and ran her weapon through the angel again. More blood spilled down the poor creature's cheeks.

I'm so sorry, thought Maria, horrified at killing something so innocent.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Frustration built and built and built in Twist as she Mugged the angel fighting Thūwhi. She was listening to Marcus again. Why did she have to be so weak? Why couldn't she just sever the chain binding them?

Why couldn't she break the emotions entangling them? She was supposed to be free. Free!

Her dagger ripped into the angel's back before sliding up and cutting through some of his feathers. She snatched a few of them up, shoving the valuable loot into her pouch out of habit. She glared at the angel.

Activated her Wild Alchemical Thong's ability. Her body lurched into blurring speed, her attack speed doubled. She slashed into his back, cutting into him with a fury. She hissed out her anger at Marcus and herself as she slashed the angel's back to ribbons.

Each strike built her knife combo. She dealt more and more damage. A blurring blade slashed at her. She ducked low and cut the angel's hit. The ten seconds blurred by as she attacked, snarling, building up for a powerful attack.

“Twist!” Thūwhi gasped and then raced to the Spy's side. The Deacon caught the angel's next attack on her shield, turning the tortured being's attention back on her. “You're hitting him too hard. I can't keep him on me.”

“And?” Twist snarled and then used her frustration. As Marcus took a hard hit from his angel, Twist stabbed.

Ranged Combo let her throw a shuriken at one enemy while stabbing another. She buried her dagger into the angel she and Thūwhi fought while plucking one of her throwing stars from her straps. She threw it at...

Marcus's angel.

At the last moment, her target switched. Her body betrayed her. The star buried in the meat of the angel's arm, dealing it pain. Her damage combo had built up to terrifying heights, more than she'd ever gotten. Both angels recoiled from the pain and turned their attention to her.

*  \ * /  *

“Dammit!” I growled as my angel turned and lunged for Twist. How had she generated that much threat so fast?

It was always rogues that caused these problems in MMOs. Rogues and Mages.

“Fuck!” I snarled and Challenged the angel I was fighting, burning 5 TP. “Fight me, bastard!”

The angel spun around and turned to face me. I had thirty seconds to build up more threats or the enemy would continue to attack Twist. The crimson sword slammed in at me, striking my shield and ripping through the metal before hitting my armor and biting through. I growled at the pain, flames burning my flesh.

And swung my ax in hard. Divine Blow burst with white energy. The angel snarled in pain and threw his wings wide. Crimson tears spilled from his eyes and splattered my face. They burned into my skin, the pain debilitating.

I shuddered, my body shaking. It debuffed my ability to hit, to damage, and to block. I snarled, limbs shaking as he swung his sword in at me. I couldn't lift my shield properly. His blade buried deep in my side, Hit Points falling fast.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Marcus fell back. The other angel swung hard at Twist, forcing her to dodge. Thūwhi hammered at the angel, struggling to get back control. Twist tumbled to her right, but the angel was ready. The blade slammed through her body.

She hissed in pain.

I have to be useful, Kulrigiizhai thought. But her newest spell, her most damaging, had done a quarter of its expected damage. She could cast more spells, but what was the point? She would just waste MP.

But it galled her. She wanted to act. To fight. To help Marcus Aurelius prevail. She had one option left to her. One way to deal more damage with her magic. She knew it was a waste. The old her, the one beaten and damaged by him would never do this.

Emotions surged through Kulrigiizhai. Fear for her master. For the others. Frustration at her own impotence. Being helpless reminded her of being in his presence. Never knowing how he would hurt her. The dread that she had to smother and beat down to protect herself from more agony.

Kulrigiizhai activated her Masochist's Clit Ring.

Pain exploded in her clit, and that agony focused her magic. She gripped her staff and the words spilled from her lips.

“Let the six elementals erupt in a chaotic storm!”

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The chaotic storm of elements erupted around the battlefield. The angel Maria and Marcus fought barely noticed it. The shards of rock and bursts of flames hardly phased the angel. Twist rolled and vanished, fleeing the angel she and Thūwhi fought. Healing magic fell on the party as Dëshoma finished her next prayer.

Marcus staggered. The debuff caused his next two attacks to miss the angel. Then his third connected, but the angel shrugged off the blow and slammed his sword into Marcus's shoulder. Dëshoma winced, but Marcus's defenses mitigated it.

“With thy blessing and care, I do banish the ill and deliver salvation!” chanted Dëshoma.

Her magic fell on Marcus, cleansing away the debilitating pain. He straightened and raised his shield, blocking the attack. She smiled, nodding in satisfaction. He was down Hit Points, so she launched into another Arcane Therapy to heal everyone.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Marcus fought with strength.

The angel howled as Maria thrust her rapier, her Needle Strike dealing another burst of damage to hurt her enemy. She smiled at that. The angel straightened and pulled his sword in. Then the blade vanished from his hand.

“What?” Maria gasped, confused.

Marcus frowned. Another Elemental Storm exploded around them, the chaos erupting harmlessly for the party members. She thrust at the angel just standing there still and open. Her stomach tensed, expecting some sort of counterattack, her feet ready to dance her to safety.

Her blade slid smoothly into the tortured angel's back. Nothing happened.

She ripped her blade out. “Marcus, what—”

Ethereal blades slashed at Marcus, cutting off Maria's words. It was the angel's blade flashing into existence and swiping over and over, a dizzying array of cuts. They phased through Marcus's armor, cutting into his flesh. Maria gasped in horror as she felt his pool of Hit Points plunging towards critical

Then towards zero. He was moments from death.

Maria activated her Thorny Riposte Dagger as she ran around the angel to Marcus. It allowed her to deflect an enemy's attack back into him. She caught one of the ethereal blades with a flash of magical energy. It spun and struck the angel in the face.

The heavenly being cried out and reeled. Another sword appeared to attack Marcus as he staggered at 3 HP. It would kill him.

Dëshoma's healing spell was completed. The energy bathed the party. Marcus groaned as his wounds mended only for the final ethereal blade to slam into his side. He grunted, stumbling, but he stayed standing.

I saved his life, Maria thought, exultation rushing through her.

Twist snarled in shock.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The angel's ethereal blades flashed out at her and Thūwhi. The thief rolled and dodged as Thūwhi's HP melted away. The Deacon staggered beneath the flurry, being driven down to death as Marcus had been.

Thūwhi's Faithful Bustier breastplate burst with light, her Hit Points surging upward towards full, keeping her from dying from those ethereal blades that knifed through her armor and cut into her ruddy flesh.

Twist dodged and whirled. They flew at her from too many directions, though. They slashed into her flesh. They cut through scales. A leather strap fell. The pain burned through her while her HP evaporated before her eyes. She groaned at the intensity of it. She shuddered at the pain bursting through her body.

Shadow Cloak swept over her form. The attacks still found her.

“Cock-sucking bastardssssss!”

She thrust her hand into her pouch and pulled out a Potion of Strengthened Angel Passion and downed it as she flung herself to the ground and rolled. A blade slashed down where she lay then another cut through her body. She bucked, nearing death.

Shield of Faith swept over her. Marcus saved her life. She lay there, panting, protected. Marcus still fought his angel, battered, bloody, and he had taken the time to save her. Protect her. To bind one more chain to her heart.

She snarled her frustration and ripped a shuriken off her arm and hurtled it at him.

Only it wouldn't leave her hand. The attack wouldn't complete. The bubble of divine protection around her stopped it from escaping her grasp.

“Marcussssss!” she hissed, glaring at him. “Marcusssss! You bastard!”

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

As Dëshoma downed her Potion of Strengthened Angel Milk to restore her MP, Twist shouted and roared. She stared at Marcus, a shuriken in hand. Dëshoma blinked, momentarily distracted from launching into her own spell.

For what cause doth have Twist possess to stare with such a baleful gaze at Lord Marcus? the angelborn Soothsayer wondered.

She could think of no reason to engender such a reaction from the Spy.

Marcus growled in pain as another ethereal storm of blades attacked him and Maria. A bubble of protection appeared around the Fencer, warding her from the attack and thrusting all that pain and damage onto Marcus.

He weathered it with his stoic resolve, making Dëshoma feel guilty for being distracted. She launched into Arcane Healing to drop a focused prayer on Marcus, thankful for that extra bit of Intelligence to let her heal just that much more damage.

He would need it.

*  \ * /  *

“Fuck,” I growled as my HP dwindled.

Bubbling first Twist and then Maria had burned through my MP. I was almost out, and I had this attack falling on me. I could Shield of Faith myself, but that would leave Dëshoma and Kulri vulnerable because I would lose threat.

So I tanked the damage. Endured the pain.

Drew my own Strengthened Potion of Angel Milk. I downed it as the blades slammed into my side. My arms. My legs. Bleeding cuts spilled my crimson life over my body. I groaned, my HP plunging perilously close to death.

Where was my healing? These attacks bypassed my shield and armor.

I shoved my hand into my pouch to grab a healing potion. I was down to twenty-three HP. An attack hit me as I grabbed the potion. Five HP. Another flashed down at me. I would never draw the potion in time.

It slammed into me and darkness crashed down on me.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Marcus dropped.

He hit the ground with a clatter, a healing potion spilling from his hand. I stood trembling in the bubble. The angel turned towards Dëshoma and flew at her. Why hadn't she healed Marcus in time? She was always so skilled at keeping him alive!

That made no sense to me.

Her healing spell flashed onto Marcus. He was at Death's Door, unconscious but alive. Her restorative power surged into him. He gasped awake, his hand gripping his ax of liquid light. The angel raised his blade to cut down Dëshoma. She darted to the right, but she was a Faith character. Dexterity was her worst stat.

She couldn't dodge anything.

“Nooooo!” Twist hissed, fear squeezing her heart.

“You think to flee from me, coward!” roared Marcus as he stood up.

His Challenge struck the angel so hard, his sword stroke jerked to the right. The angel spun, facing Marcus. Tortured wings flapped. The angel hurtled back at Marcus. He picked up his shield, still badly wounded from going so low.

He hefted it and then his shield burst with energy.

The tip of the angel's blade arched right for it and struck the shield dead center.

But the bubble protecting Twist burst.

*  \ * /  *

I raised my Magnetic Titanium Shield, the powerful pull from the activated item drew down the next four physical attacks to strike it and only it. They fell fast and hard, the angel slamming his blade into my shield as I slammed a Divine Blow into his side.

Twist buried her dagger into the angel fighting Thūwhi while simultaneously throwing a shuriken across the battlefield. It struck the angel in the head. The heavenly creature's head jerked to the side. He staggered and then collapsed before my feet.

A smile spread on the angel's face. Gratitude shone in his eyes. He let out a last sigh and then his body went still. A moment later, lights sparkled over his body. They danced over his flesh before he became a column of light flashing up to the roof of the cave and vanished, leaving behind black vines that crumbled into dust.

“No!” Dëshoma cried, looking horrified.

I swallowed my pain for her and whirled to see Twist and Thūwhi strike their angel. Elemental damage peppered it, hitting it with lighting and then water. The angel shuddered and fell to his knees, staring up at Thūwhi.

“Thank... you...” he groaned before another column of light leaped up to the ceiling. It vanished, leaving a faint afterglow behind.

Even as the experience thrust us up to Level 38, Thūwhi's body shook. Then she collapsed and sobbed. Tears streamed down her cheeks. Her weapon slipped from her hand. She hugged herself. I rushed to her and fell to my knees, Twist standing behind me, angel blood dripping from her knife.

I cupped Thūwhi's face and lifted her gaze to meet mine. Her eyes trembled. Such pain wreathed them. She was horrified by what had just happened. She shook her head, her lower lip trembling with the shock of it.

“I know,” I whispered, brushing away the tear gleaming on her face. “I know. We set them free, Thūwhi. We set them free.”

“Their souls were mangled and twisted,” Dëshoma croaked. “Such evil hath perverted and twisted them. We must find thy dark doppelganger and smote our righteous wrath upon him. This crime must be answered, Lord Marcus.”

I glanced at my angelborn Soothsayer, my hands still clutching my cambion Deacon's face. “It fucking will be.”


Chapter Thirty: Bound with Flimsy Threads

Twist

As Thūwhi opened the doors to the catacombs, Twist found herself beside Dëshoma. A question blazed inside of her. Marcus had nearly died in the fight. Dëshoma had failed to keep him standing. That angel had then charged the Soothsayer and could have killed her if Marcus had been damaged worse than he was.

“What happened?” Twist asked.

“Beg your pardon?” Dëshoma replied, her halo pulsing with her confusion. Her green eyes slid to the dragonborn Spy's reptilian, blue eyes.

“Keeping Marcus alive,” Twist said. “You've always focused, healed him through any danger.”

“I fear I allowed myself to be distracted for but a moment as I was drinking a restorative draught to replenish mine pool of Magic Points.”

Always too many words, thought Twist before she asked. “What distracted you?”

“It is of no matter,” Dëshoma said, her gaze sliding away in a manner that was... guilty.

“It doesn't seem like that to me,” pressed Twist. “The way you are looking right now.”

“It was thou who didst distract me from mine task of keeping Lord Marcus, and the rest of our party, in good health and vitality.”

“Me?” Twist's brow furrowed. “How?”

“For a moment, it seemed that thou didst fix Marcus with such a look of baleful hatred that it did make me question what Marcus could have done to draw such ire from thee. I know that thou doth love—”

“I don't,” Twist hissed.

“Then why art thou so concerned about mine failure and why didst it cause thee such anguish? I can see it in thine eyes.”

“You're mistaken,” Twist said, whirling away. “I just don't want to die. If you are having issuesssss with healing, that concerns me.”

“For how long willst thou run from thy gentle affection for Lord Marcus? Thine regard for him doth shine through every one of thy actions. I cannot speak for the others, but it is so clear to me that thou dost love him deeply.”

Twist shook her head. She couldn't love him deeply. “I am not a slave like you.”

“Love is not slavery,” whispered Dëshoma. “Thou hast made a grave error if thou thinkest so. It is, in fact, freedom.”

“You're chained to him.”

She shook her head. “Bound with the most flimsiest of threads which must be maintained and treated with care lest they snap. Love is a fragile thing. It does not just exist forever. It must be cared for with gentle affection by both parties. If thou dost fear loving Lord Marcus, it would be easy for thou to break those fragile bonds. To turn his love for thee into anger and hatred.

“But thou hast not.”

Twist frowned. She feared what all this meant, but she couldn't bring herself to do anything to stop it. She tried and tried and tried. She glanced over at Marcus as he stepped into the doorway of the Holy Catacombs. He looked around, his eyes narrowing, his liquid ax held in his hand. Twist drew in a deep breath.

“Why are you so happy being bound, even if it is such a weak connection?” Twist hissed. “Wouldn't you rather be free?”

“Thou means alone.” Dëshoma marched forward. “And what joy is there in solitude?”

Twist's brow furrowed. Joy? What do I need joy for when I have coin? All the coin in the world? Then I could...

Do what with it?

She hissed and followed Dëshoma through the door to join the others. A grand cathedral lay before them, the pews sculpted out of crystal, the altar glowing with bright light. Seven stained glass windows, three marching up each side and the seventh above the altar, depicted the Gods of Light and Order in all their majesty.

Marcus stood strong and proud. He looked back at his women. Nodding at them. At Twist.

Her heart fluttered with an emotion that had her shivering. She should not accept this. She should flee here. Reject what he was doing to her, but instead, she marched on through the room. When the glass panes shattered and more corrupted angels burst into the room, she didn't run.

She Vanished and flowed in to fight.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Horror ripped at Dëshoma.

The corrupted angels that burst through the glass did not have the power of the ones guarding the doors. They fell swiftly to the weapons of Marcus, Thūwhi, Maria, and Twist. They slew these poor, tortured, and maimed beings. The agony inflicted on her heavenly brethren had tears spilling down her cheeks and soaking into the white wimple wrapped about her face.

The fact that it was mercy did not assuage her soul as they fell one after the other.

She tried to restore them to their former glory with Litany of Redemption, but it was no curse that had afflicted them. Or, if it were, it was one beyond her skill in understanding and working miracles to break. In moments, they all had been slain, leaving only dying afterimages of blue on the ceilings.

Shrinking puddles.

Beneath the stained glass window of Dihhomamer which lay behind the altar, Thūwhi opened the door that led down to where Thūwhi had witnessed Dëshoma's father. More angels flooded out of the holes.

More angels died on her lovers' weapons.

*  \ * /  *

Pain tore at me as Dëshoma wept over the last angel I'd killed. His body became light that spilled over her face, merging with her halo for a moment. Her knees buckled. I wanted to hug her, but more pitiful shouts echoed up the stairs.

More of the angels spilled out.

“Fuck!” I snarled and unleashed Holy Sweep cleaving through two.

They stumbled back. Twist's knife stabbed another, killing the angel while Maria's rapier plunged through a third's heart. Dëshoma sobbed harder as I plunged down the stairs and slammed my liquid ax into the next angel. I kicked her back. She fell down the stairs and crashed into two more below.

I charged after and landed in their midst, my ax swinging in the wide arc of Holy Sweep. I killed the female angel. Thūwhi slammed her morning star hard into a male and Twist's shuriken flashed past my head and buried in the throat of a third.

They died.

“What have they done here?” whispered Thūwhi.

I gazed out at a room filled with cages. Angels were inside of them, the vines wrapped about their bodies twisting them into terrible poses. The bars looked so familiar. The same rusting metal from the Blood Pit. My anger swelled inside of me.

The God of War had done this to them. Had twisted them into these feral creatures. They thrashed in their cages. They were tormented beyond those we had already fought. These ones had flaming crawls thrusting from their fingertips, their wings scorched, some with only a few feathers remaining.

“Demons,” croaked Dëshoma. “They are being turned into demons. Corrupted by Aphounga's vile hatred.”

They howled at our presence. They shook their cages so hard, the bars burst open. A dozen feral, twisted, fallen angels sprang at us like they were lions. They charged at us on all fours, burnt feathers dissolving into ash as they fell from their wings. Eyes blazed with hellfire.

I dropped Consecrated Ground as they leaped at us and unleashed my Zeal.

“Mother-fuckers!” I Yelled and unleashed a Holy Sweep before me.

I cleaved into three of them, tar-like blood spurting from their body that sizzled on my glowing ax. Smoke rose from the light. They snarled and slashed at me with their claws. I raised my shield in warding. Metal screeched as their burning talons raked down them. Others struck my breastplate.

One pierced a gap in my armor, burying into my hip.

Pain blazed in the wound, my blood boiling from the fire damage.

SUBMIT

The word slammed into my mind. A powerful, growling voice of rage and anger that sent me reeling for a moment. Left me open. The feral fallen angels leaped at me. They slammed into me and crashed me onto my back. They were on me.

Claws raked over my face, my skin burning.

SUBMIT

“Fuck that!” I howled against the voice and slammed my ax into a fallen angel's face, light bursting from the impact.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Marcus was in trouble.

Invisible, Twist rushed forward and activated her Cracked Red Sardonite Ring to deal extra damage on surprise. At her level, it wasn't much—the ring was one of her first magic items—but every bit of damage would help. She slammed her blade into one of the fallen angel's backs that were on Marcus, Mugging the enemy.

The angel lunged at Twist, claws raking through her stomach. Pain burned in her flesh.

SUBMIT

Twist's head snapped back. The assault on her senses pummeled her mind. The dagger slipped from her grip as she shook her head. The voice echoed through her thoughts. She hissed at the agony of the reverberation. She grabbed her head.

Another claw plunged into her guts.

SUBMIT

“Nooooo!” she snarled.

She stumbled, the battle flowing around her. It was beyond her care as she struggled to rebuff that voice. It was so strong. So powerful. She stood alone against it. As it reverberated through her mind, it wrapped about her with chains of rusted steel. Light burst nearby, but Twist didn't notice it.

SUBMIT

She screamed as true bondage fell on her.

*  \ * /  *

Maria

Thūwhi's morning star burst with a blinding light. It dazzled around the battlefield. It was powerful. The angels recoiled from the light. Some of them shook their heads, their eyes growing unfocused, blinded by it.

Maria stabbed one of the blind fallen angels with her sword, pulling its attention to her. She stood in Perfect Form ready to parry and dodge. The angel attacked her, burning claws flashing in fast. Maria danced back, refusing to get hit.

Twist staggered from the assault, not defending herself from the angel stabbing at her. Marcus was still down, but he roared and swung his weapon. He rose to his feet while Maria parried with her dagger, her feet dancing. The burning claws flashed by her, coming close to finding her flesh.

One scratched her arm.

SUBMIT

She staggered from the rage. She had felt that before. Where. Her hand shook. A thirst filled her as she shook her head. She grit her teeth and snarled out in anger, furious at the angel for inflicting such torment on her.

She tilted her rapier using Blade Gleam to momentarily distract the angel so her Needle Strike could slam through its heart with force. She snarled her pleasure at causing the angel pain, furious at that voice assaulting her.

“Bastard!” growled Maria. She ripped her blade free.

Claws flashed at her.

Maria Riposted the angel's claws and slammed her rapier into its neck. The feral fallen angel gurgled and died. Maria felt this wonderful exultation at seeing her enemy dead. She gripped her blade, watching the blackish blood spilling, wanting to drink from the spurting—

Drink? Maria shook her head, the anger evaporating from her. That was Aphounga's voice I heard in my head, wasn't it?

She had to be careful. She needed to keep her head in this fight.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Another fight with angels. Another fight where she could do little damage. But the elf saw the burning claws. As Marcus rose, she finished casting one of her Evoker spells.

Elemental Resistance gave one target resistance to one element. She chose fire as she targeted Marcus.

He glanced at her and nodded. “Twist! My Challenge failed for some reason.”

“They're immune to threat management!” shouted Thūwhi.

“Fuck,” Marcus muttered.

The poor Spy was stumbling wildly, pursued by the angel. Kulrigiizhai let the words spill from her tongue. “Let the force of nature ward my ally from fire.”

*  \ * /  *

I fought the angels around me. I had seven of them on me. One was dead, three more were fighting Thūwhi, and the last was chasing Twist, ripping into her. Dëshoma was healing the Spy but that was doing little to help Twist.

The voice resonated strongly in Twist's mind for some reason.

SUBMIT

“Go fuck yourself!” I roared and unleashed another Holy Sweep.

“It's Aphounga!” Maria shouted, racing up. She ran her rapier through another angel. The feral being whirled around, slashing fiery claws at Maria, but her stance was perfect. She flowed out of the way. “That's the voice.”

“Figures!” I growled. “I really, really am starting to hate that fucker.”

“Yes!” Dëshoma snarled. “I beseech thee for thine lucky favor to prevail!”

The party buff fell on us. My Strength increased. It looked like Ëshuxeri was fully behind what we were doing. I hacked hard with my ax, another Holy Sweep crashing into the enemies. I blazed through my TP fast.

One of the angels died and flashed to the ceiling in a column of light.

Ten more to kill.

Maria Dueled hers, parrying, stabbing, inflicting damage. Kulri spread along the resistance to the fire damage to Thūwhi and then Maria before she started casting Elemental Storm. The cacophony of damage burst around the room, slamming into the fallen angels. It hurt them enough to weaken them more and more.

SUBMIT

I shook off Aphounga's will, my right arm aching. I took no fire damage, though. I slammed my glowing ax into the angel's head. He dropped. Maria ran hers through, felling another. She leaped into the attack. Thūwhi's morning star slammed three times into a third, battering down the angel.

Another she fought slashed hard, catching Thūwhi in the face. Blood spilled down her ruddy cheek. “I won't!” she screamed and swung her morning star. “I will not submit!”

Poor Twist howled in agony and fell to the ground, the angel pounding on her. As Maria pulled one off of me, I had to act. I couldn't let Twist suffer any longer. I burst from the three fighting me, a burning claw raking down my cheek.

SUBMIT

I braced against that terrible voice and rushed at the angel tearing at my Spy's flesh. I swung my ax and slammed a Divine Blow into her back. I hit hard, a critical hit. She snarled in pain, her back arching when divine energy erupted.

She collapsed. Stunned.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

SUBMIT

SUBMIT

SUBMIT

The voice hammered her over and over and over again. It wormed into her thoughts. It burrowed past all her defenses. She shuddered, her body blazing from the pain of her scratches. Soothing energy spilled over her.

Her mind relaxed for one moment.

SUBMIT

“YESSSSSsssssss!”

KILL

The thing leaped to her feet and stared at the bastard who chained her. He stood tall over her, clad in gleaming armor, his ax shining as he slammed it into the face of a feral beast. A head parted from shoulders and fell on the ground.

The thing threw herself at him... She crashed into his face. Her claws scratched at his horrid features. He roared and staggered back. He slammed his shield into the side of her. The blow knocked her off of him.

She hit the ground in a crouch and hissed.

The thing leaped, teeth snapping. She went for his throat, hungering to rip out his windpipe and bathe in his spurting blood. The voice bound her tight. It held her in shackles of rage. Her teeth buried into the meat of his neck. She tore.

“Fuck!” he growled. “Fight it, Twist!”

She wasn't Twist. She was a thing. A killer.

She bit again.

His head slammed down into hers. She reeled from impact and fell hard on the ground. He growled and then swung his ax, burying into the chests of two angels. The world burst in a cacophony of elemental blasts. Lightning zapped, earth burst, and fire roared. Water swept past the thing and air howled. Ice shivered through the air.

When it cleared, the man stood alone. He threw his ax down and stared at her with such intensity. He glared down at her. Anger brimmed in his eyes. His shield hit the ground next. He threw open his arms to her.

“You think you can have her?” roared the man. “You think you can collar a thief, Aphounga?”

KILL

The thing leaped for him, rage brimming through her very veins. She grabbed him and slammed her teeth in to bite. He caught her shoulders and held her tight, arresting her teeth before they could tear into his shoulders.

“Twist!” he shouted, staring into her eyes. “I know you're in there. You're the most independent woman I've ever met. You're strong. You're fierce. Why are you letting this asshole tell you what the fuck to do?”

KILL

why...

KILL

why should I...

“Pick those fucking locks he shackled about you,” he shouted. “You can do it. I believe in you. You're amazing, Twist. You know that. Cool. Daring. Playful. You don't take shit seriously. I love that about you.

love...

“Yeah, I can see you in there. You're trying to slip those chains.” He chuckled as the thing thrashed in his grip. “You're going to make him pay for it. Damn, Twist. Get free.”

free...

yes...

SUBMIT

“Fuck... you...” burst from the thing's lips.

“You tell him,” said Marcus, a broad grin on his face. “Tell him to fuck his rancid-ass mother in the ass.”

The thing thrashed. She had to kill him. She had to obey. She had to... to...

Why the fuck am I obeying you? Twist snarled at that voice chaining her thoughts. I don't listen to anyone.

you listen to Marcus...

Twist shook her head, the thing trying to animate her body. She did listen to Marcus. He always led her right. Always fought for her and the others. He threw down his weapons to encourage her to break free. The strength to escape the bonds.

The bonds only she had fallen into.

The others hadn't succumbed. Not Marcus or Maria. Not Thūwhi. They were watching her, bodies bloody with scratches from the fallen angels. They hadn't succumbed, but Twist had surrendered so easily.

Why?

I rejected Marcus. I tried to do it all on my own. But that's not how he does it. He relies on others. On his women. Even on me. He loves us. Trusts us. He is ready to spit in the face of any evil that comes around and then kick their ass, confident we'll back him up.

But for me... I want to leave. To escape. I want to break free of his love. Be all alone. Weak. Unable to stand against an enemy stronger than I. Stronger than any one of us, even Marcus.

But together...

SUBMIT

“Go fuck your rancid-ass mother you cock-sucking asshole!” Twist snarled, her soul breaking free of the chains. She whipped that thing away from her.

Then she threw her arms around Marcus's neck. She planted her lips on his. She kissed him and surrendered to what she truly craved. To the man who wouldn't control her, but would protect her. Who wouldn't exploit her, but trust her.

She opened herself up to Marcus's invitation and joined his harem.

“Twist!” Dëshoma cried in joy as Twist's pierced, forked tongue thrust into Marcus's mouth. She swirled it around in him as he held her tight. She swooned in delight, her heart pounding so fast in her chest.

She had made her choice. Love wasn't so bad after all.

As she did, they hit Level 39. Her party, her family, grew that much stronger together.


Chapter Thirty-One: Joy and Wonder

Twist

Joy beat in her heart. Wonder.

Twist could feel the affection of all the members of the harem that were close by. Distantly, she could feel Éjyona and Sherry, Okzira and Aebussi. Nîya, GeeGee, and Haîcze were all nestled in her soul, her love spreading to them.

Love.

She had no idea it could be such a rush. Almost as good as an orgasm.

She hummed as she looked around the cages the fallen angels had broken out of. She felt energized. Her pierced tongue flicked out with her joy as her reptilian eyes scanned the room. Then she spotted it.

The hidden compartment.

“I knew it,” she hissed as she darted to it. She fell to her knees. She decided, in that moment, to upgrade Ranged Combo for her Level 39 perk. It was fun stabbing and throwing. It wasn't like she needed Mug to be her primary attack. She didn't need the gold.

She had paid off Grunt. She was free of that life. She had chosen to be a Spy to help Marcus. She always knew that even if she had tried to run away from that truth. She had thought she could flee it. Pretend her love didn't exist.

She was a fool.

“Ooh, ooh, what did you find?” asked Iris. The pixie darted down and hovered overhead, adding a pink gleam to the alabaster tiles.

“A treasure cache,” Twist said and carefully deactivated the trap that protected it. Then she pried open the tile to reveal the contents. A ring lay atop a deep, red robe woven of imp weave, a rare cloth from the infernal realms.

“Ooh, ooh,” said Iris as Twist picked up a ring that looked suspiciously like the one on her finger, only the red sardonite stone wasn't cracked and looked bigger, almost like two gemstones had been combined. “That's a Fused Red Sardonite Ring. It's like the one you have, but will deal extra damage when coming out of surprise. But even normally, when you attack from invisibility, it has a chance to stun the enemy.

“Nice!” Twist took off the old ring and slipped it in her pouch then replaced it with the new one. Then she pulled out the cloth. It was a robe like Kulri wore with what looked to be a built-in bustier. Beneath it lay a morning star. “Elf.”

Twist tossed it to Kulri. She held it and blinked, her ears twitching.

“An Evoker Imp Weave Bustier Robe,” explained Iris, “It'll add extra spell damage.”

“That'll be useful,” Marcus noted.

“And, once per day, you can deal an additional type of elemental damage on any elemental spell you cast for a minute. That's additional damage, Kulrigiizhai.” Iris bobbed up and down in the air, wings fluttering. “Additional!”

“I fear we'll lose on my buff,” said Kulri. “Marcus Aurelius?”

“The damage, though,” he said. “We might need it especially if you have to deal with more angels.”

“True.”

Thūwhi reached in to pull out a morning star that was made of the same green-tinged metal as Marcus's greaves and cuisses. A halo of light sprang around the head, glowing like Dëshoma's. The demonborn held it up for Iris's inspection.

“A Feymetal Holy Morning Star that will deal extra holy damage on a hit,” the pixie explained. “And, once per day, it will shed an aura of holy radiance that will harm beings of evil.”

Thūwhi nodded and hefted it.

“You look dangerous with it,” Twist said, scooping out the platinum coins and jewels that lined the bottom. Those vanished into her pouch. Then she stood and darted in, kissing Thūwhi on the mouth.

Their lips met in a hot and feisty embrace.  Their tongues danced together. Twist felt that love for Thūwhi in her. The Spy had a family. What she had been denied when her egg had been abandoned. Twist had never realized just how much she wanted it.

No, I always wanted it. That's why what Grunt did to me hurt so much.

But she was free of that bastard.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

With a heavy sigh, Kulrigiizhai doffed her robe after removing her nipple clamps. The silver chain connecting them kept her from taking off the robe with them on. The pink cloth had holes cut into the bodice for her nipples to thrust through.

She stored the robe in her pouch hoping Marcus Aurelius would let her upgrade with an Ädfomer's Star. She enjoyed nursing with her family members. She then donned her new robe. The red cloth stood out against the pink of her thigh-high stockings and panties. It was hard to coordinate equipment in a dungeon.

It was a naughty robe. The skirt was open in the front to show off her legs and crotchless panties but also was very low-cut. The built-in corset lifted her breasts into two jiggling bounces, her nipples left utterly bare.

“Here,” Marcus said and took the clamps from her.

“Of course, Marcus Aurelius,” she said, arching her back to thrust her large breasts and fat nubs at him.

He grinned as her tits quivered. Then he opened the first of the clamps, the sharp, interlocking teeth coming apart. Then he released the snapping jaw on her left nipple. The pain shot down to her pussy. She groaned in delight, her long ears wiggling. She closed her soft-violet eyes and moaned her pain-filled delight.

The second clamp bit into her right nipple. She gasped, her pussy clenching even harder. Her knees grew faint as she whimpered through the agony. Pussy cream soaked her crotchless panties. She almost came.

“There,” Marcus said and then kissed her on the lips.

She savored his kiss. Especially when he grabbed her chain connecting her two clamps and tugged. They bit even harder into her nipples. She quivered there, whimpering, moaning. She was so close to her orgasm.

Marcus released the chain and broke the kiss. “Let's go!”

“Y-yes, Marcus Aurelius,” the elf moaned, her orgasm denied. That was its own torture. She drew in deep breaths as Thūwhi fell in beside Marcus and they pressed through the shrine.

*  \ * /  *

We came across more cages in the next room. The angels in here were thrashing, moaning, trembling. They were being tortured by Aphounga, but they did not appear nearly as far along. Their cages shivered as they thrashed.

“Please, mercy,” moaned one of the angels. “Hath thou not inflicted enough pain on them, Savior?”

At the end of the room was an angel. She had the chains bound about her busty form. Gold hair framed her doll-like face twisted in agony. Ruby eyes gleamed. She blinked them, her wings fluttering against the chains. Her halo pulsed and flickered as if it were being battered over and over again.

“I'm not the one who did this to you,” Marcus said, moving to her. “He's an impostor. A trickster. He's the one working with the dark gods. Who is doing this.”

“Sister, he speaks true,” Dëshoma said. She raced up to the cage and knelt before her cage. “This is the true Savior who hath crossed the Digital Barrier to set right to this poor and wrecked world. That foul and loathsome doppelganger hath perverted and deceived the followers of the Gods of Light and Order. But never fear, for we are here to slay the villain and put an end to his blighted presence in these hallowed halls.”

“Thou art Dezösh's daughter,” the angel said, staring at Dëshoma. “The knave has him captured below.”

“Mine father doth still draw breath?” whimpered Dëshoma. Pain thickened my throat for her.

“Three morns ago, he still drew breath and spat defiance, but his foul torment hath greatly weakened him. He may have fallen. I cannot say.”

“We shall free thee,” Dëshoma said. She glanced up at me, green eyes beseeching me.

“Stand aside, Lady Dëshoma,” I said. I didn't call her that too much any longer, but sometimes it felt right.

“Lord Marcus,” she breathed and then stood up.

I swung my ax and struck the lock. It burst and the angel thrust open her cage. She groaned in pain, her body bound in torment by the foul vines. They bit into her flesh, her golden blood leaking out in spots. Dëshoma grabbed at them and pried at them.

I joined her, ripping at the bonds. The angel stared at me as the pain in her face relaxed. The terrible bonds dissolved into ash from our jerks. In moments, her busty form was free. Her wings spread wide.

“My thanks,” she said. “I am Ädfomashi, but mortals like thee prefer to call me Ashi. I am an Architect of Ädfomer.”

“How did you end up in there?” I asked her.

“It is my duty to inspect holy structures from time to time, and I am here and found the horrors of this place. Thy dark twin did bind me and imprison me in the cage.” She glanced at the others. “They are all fallen now. Corrupted beyond hope. There is only merciful death left for them. Wilt though deliver it to them, Savior?”

I swallowed while Dëshoma whimpered.

“Holy Ädfomashi, surely there is another way to redeem our brethren from Aphounga's foul touch,” Dëshoma asked.

The angel shook her head. “They have surrendered to the Dark God. Even now, his foul and unbridled wrath doth permeate their very being. They are feral and beyond us. Only death shall provide them with any surcease from their torment.”

I sighed. “Dëshoma, perhaps you and Ashi would like to wait in the other room. You do not have to witness this.”

Dëshoma's green eyes met mine. “Thank you, Lord Marcus.”

“My lady,” I said to her while the others stood.

“Uh...” Maria shuddered.

“Go and guard them, Maria,” I said. “Make sure no harm comes to the pair.”

Maria shot me a look of gratitude, then her red hair swept behind her as she followed the angel and the Soothsayer out of the room. I glanced at Kulri, Thūwhi, and Twist. They all stood resolved though Kulri could not do much to harm them.

“It is a mercy,” Thūwhi said. “Evil has destroyed them. At least we can set them free.”

I nodded my agreement.

It was one of the worst things I had ever done. They were yet unable to fight, not that we gave them much of a chance. One by one, we opened their cages and attacked. Ax, dagger, and morning star struck until they burst into light and flared up to the ceiling, their immortal souls freed from the torment.

We didn't earn any experience for it. I was glad.

When we finished, I felt sick. I wanted to throw up, but I stood strong. I had accepted this burden. I could shoulder it. The pain twisted my insides. The look in the angels' empty eyes haunting me. I feared they would linger in my nightmares to the end of my days.

“Thank you,” Ashi said when she returned. Then she fell to her knees before me. “Thou art the Savior in truth. Thy women hath spoken of thine virtues.”

I shrugged. “Just want to make this world better. It's a great place. It doesn't deserve all the shit that's happening to it.”

“Modesty is becoming,” she said. Then she took my hand and kissed my knuckles near my Dreaming Chthonic Ring that let me summon my tentacles. “I pledge to thee my services as thy builder. I am thine, Lord Marcus.”

I shuddered as I felt her joining my harem. Her wings fluttered. She looked up at me, her eyes shining bright. Then she vanished in a column of light that shot upward. Not dying, but soaring. I had a feeling she would be waiting back at camp.

“Well,” I said. “Let us go save your father, Lady Dëshoma.”


Chapter Thirty-Two: Insight

Dëshoma

“We should have asked her for directions,” Twist said. “Thūwhi?”

“I was dragged through here,” Thūwhi said. “I was captured outside. I do not know the way I was taken.”

Two doors led out of the room where they had freed Holy Ädfomashi. Dëshoma tried to keep her gaze from lingering on the cages and the unhappy occupants that had been trapped in them. She feared for her father more and more.

Has he succumbed? She shook her head. Her father was a powerful angel. A being of love. He would not surrender to anger.

“Both doors lead down,” said Twist. “But they feel like to different areas.”

“Well, if we're wrong, we probably won't lose that much time,” Marcus said.

Fear squeezed about Dëshoma's heart. The longer they waited the more likely her father would be corrupted. Already, they had been delayed two days by caution. If they had not fallen into the trap of the Bloody Pit they would have already liberated him. They could spare no more time.

“I possess a miracle that can tell us which choice is harmful and which is beneficial,” Dëshoma said. “Insight shall let us know which path shall lead us to mine father.”

“Cast it,” Marcus said without hesitation.

She smiled and clasped her hands about her bible. She hugged it to her exposed breasts, her golden nipples tingling. She closed her eyes and the words for the prayer spilled from her lips.

“I beseech thee to judge mine actions and let me know if reward or peril doth await!”

The spell rippled out from her and she shuddered as a feeling of deep-seated need pulled her to the rightmost door while dread had her recoiling from the leftmost. Her Insight into the world had given her answer.

“The right, Lord Marcus. We shalt find my father down that path.”

Marcus didn't hesitate to march into it. He led the way down the stairs, his white cape with Ethileri's tear on the back fluttering. His glowing ax shed light. Iris buzzed over his head, a trail of dust following. Then Thūwhi descended, her blue cape swaying. Two majestic warriors whom Dëshoma loved. Kulrigiizhai went next, the elf graceful as always, her new red robes falling over her rump.

Twist squeezed Dëshoma's ass left bare by her skank skirt. “We're going to ssssave him.”

“Thank you for thy words of encouragement, Lady Twist.”

“Twist,” she said. “Don't start adding to my name now.” Then Twist darted in and kissed Dëshoma on the mouth.

Joy suffused through the angelborn Soothsayer for a moment as they kissed, Twist's digits, left bare by the fingerless gloves she wore, digging deeper into Dëshoma's rump. The Spy's tongue stud rubbed on the roof of the angelborn's mouth.

Twist broke the kiss. “I love you, Dëssssshoma.”

“I love thee, too,” said Dëshoma. Hearing those words from Twist was almost as sweet as hearing them spoken by Lord Marcus.

“Now get that pretty ass moving, they're leaving us behind,” Twist said.

Dëshoma gasped and darted forward, the Spy and the giggling Fencer bringing up the rear of the party. The Soothsayer floated down the stairs for the first dozen steps. The walls here were narrow and hacked into the stone. They looked different from the rest of the construction.

As if they were new.

Ahead, Marcus cursed and readied his shield. That cut through the last of Dëshoma's joy. She gripped her bible in her hand knowing that they would face some new horror below. She marched on with her back straight.

“That's screaming,” Maria said.

“Yeah,” Twist added.

Dëshoma paused, struggling to hear over the clatter of Thūwhi's and Marcus's armor. Above the metallic ring came a man bellowing in pain. Her father's agony. Her halo pulsed with her fear. He still lived but he suffered.

They descended further, the sound of his torment echoing all around them. She swallowed, her fingers gripping her bible. Her asshole clamped down on her butt plug. Her breathing quickened. The anxiety swelled in her.

The screams grew louder and louder and louder.

He howled wordless torment.

It pressed on her ears like physical pain.

We are almost there, Father, she thought. Ëshuxeri, defend thy loving servant for a little longer.

“NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO—”

The long scream choked off. A strange silence descended. Her breathing grew ragged. Fear crushed her heart. A dizzying faintness fell over her. Somehow, hearing the surcease of his pain only terrified her more.

“Buff,” whispered Marcus. “Dëshoma, buffs.”

She blinked, then, trembling, cast Litany of the Sky to increase the party's to hit followed by Luck's Fate. A buff to everyone's Dexterity landed on the party. Maria and Twist both felt pleased behind Dëshoma.

“Be ready,” Marcus growled as they headed down again.

Laughter began to wheeze. Fierce. Maniacal. Insane. It echoed up the stairs. Dëshoma bit her lower lip as they descended the last section. A ruddy light glowed, a similar hue to the hellfire of Aphounga's Forge. The cackling swelled in volume.

“Yes, you are ready,” Lord Marcus said, only it wasn't her Lord Marcus who spoke those words. They echoed from below.

The dark doppelganger was present.

Marcus reached the bottom of the stairs and stepped into the ruddy light, Thūwhi at his side. Kulrigiizhai swept down and Dëshoma rushed out after, her stomach twisting as they looked onto a large room lined with cells, the bars made of rusted metal. Red flames, the same scarlet hue they'd seen in Aphounga's Prison, burned.

To Dëshoma, it was like they had re-entered that hellish prison again. She shuddered at the memory, her eyes sweeping for her father. A figure stood in the center of the room. It was Marcus in a different suit of plate armor. It fit differently. Heavier. He had a sword at his side and a cocky grin on his face so similar to Marcus's and yet...

So sinister.

He wasn't a Knight but looked to be a Soldier like Shorhe. Purely Strength focus, no Faith at all.

At his feet was an angel bound in torment by the black wires. They dug into his bronze flesh. His turquoise hair had been cut ragged and his white-feathered wings crisped with charred edges. He lay face down, panting, his muscles bulging.

“Father!” Dëshoma cried out.

It was her father. He had the same turquoise hair as she did. She hadn't seen him in several years. He had left her and Mother to investigate the problems of the world. This was why she had taken the path of the Shardhunter and ventured into Shuwëmeri's ruins weeks ago.

Now she had found him. He looked so broken and pitiable. Not the strong angel she remembered, but a fractured remnant that had been tortured and butchered. He breathed heavily, not looking up at her outburst.

“Father, it is I, thy daughter!” she called out again.

“Give him a minute, my lady,” the doppelganger said with this mocking tone. “It takes a lot out of an angel. And he fought long and hard. Be proud of him, my lady. He fought longer than most. Held out for so long, but now he understands what his true purpose is. The Gods of Light and Order are too pious for their own good. Their servants and their Anointed Savior must protect themselves.”

“Anointed Savior?” roared Marcus. “You?”

“Ah, the copy,” the doppelganger said. “The flawed one.” The doppelganger shook his head. “You're as artificial as those women around you. The loot box, the ultimate prize, was for one person to buy. The Savior of this world. The Hierophant called out across the Digital Barrier and summoned me. You were... created by accident.”

“You're not going to gaslight me, asshole,” Marcus growled. “I know what you're about. You're trying to destroy the world.”

He shook his head. “The world was already destroyed. I am trying to recreate it. The Hierophant explained it all to me.”

“The Hierophant!” gasped Dëshoma. She stared at the doppelganger, her father momentarily forgotten. “The holiest man in all of Inferius has spoken to thee?”

“Of course. I appeared before him. He showed me the truth. I know what I must do. This world is evil, my lady, it must be destroyed for something new to be brought about.”

“And torturing angels and twisting them into murderous beasts is good?” snarled Marcus. “The very Hierophant who pleaded to the Gods of Light and Order to Shatter the world now wants to utterly destroy it?”

“Dihhomamer and his brethren did not go far enough. They left the world in pieces, yes, but they didn't utterly unmake it. They allowed the evil to fester.”

“No, no, we were Shattered so that our sins could be expunged,” said Dëshoma. “To unite together once more and bring about order and light. Thou canst not mean the Hierophant craved our world's utter destruction. That is what the Gods of Darkness and Chaos desire with every beat of their heart.” Anger swelled in Dëshoma. A righteous fury at the man who had tortured her father. “The same foul gods that thou hast allied with. Aphounga's stain is all over his Holy Sanctum. You have corrupted the clergy with lies and greed.”

“The Gods of Darkness and Chaos are useful idiots. This world shall burn. The evil will be cleansed. The next world shall be perfect. No evil. No darkness shall lurk in its corners. No fester or rot. It will be sublime. Sadly, everyone must die, but know that your successors will have paradise. A utopia that will rival any stories of heaven.”

Dëshoma quivered.

“You're monstrous,” Thūwhi snarled. “The Gods of Light and Order do not want this.”

“They put this world's fate into the Hierophant,” the doppelganger said. He shifted and put his boot on Dezösh's back. “He knows what this world needed. That is why they Shattered it for him. And now with my arrival, they shall break it utterly. I shall save this world from itself! I shall save it from your evil attempts to preserve it!”

“Never!” Dëshoma roared. “We shall not allow thee and the feckless Hierophant to undo this grand creation of the Gods.”

“Fucking right we won't,” I growled. “You're the fucking idiot copy. I never would have agreed to genocide a fucking world.”

“Wouldn't you?” the doppelganger asked. “After what that cunt Samantha did to us?”

Marcus flinched at those words.

“Yes, you know what she did. How she fucked us over. Took everything we thought we had. Why do you think we bought that loot box? Threw away all our money? Despair. We had given up on that world. It is just as evil as this one. Do not even pretend that if you could have annihilated Samantha and the foul society that led her to get away with her crimes, you wouldn't have. Instead, we fled here. Here, we have a chance to create Paradise.

“You are me, Mark Taylor. We have the same desires. We are the same man. Help me raze this world and create a true paradise.”

Marcus threw back his head in laughter. “Raze this world? I love this world. How could I not? It is paradise. Look around, asshat. What do you see around me? You say you're me, Mark, then it should be clear that I'm not about to join up to annihilate the best thing that's ever happened to me.”

Mark lowered his hand. “And you think these women won't do the same thing to you?”

“No.” Marcus said those words with such confidence. “I know these women. They are faithful. They won't betray me like that cunt did. So it's time to get your ass kicked. I'm not going to let you ruin this world. You can run right along back to the real world and fuck it up, but this world is mine!”

Mark snorted. “Pathetic. Get your dick wet a few times... You're a slave to pussy once again, Marcus. You never learn. I have.” He glanced down at Dezösh. “You ready? There are some people here for you to kill.”

“KILL?” growled Dezösh.

His head snapped up and Dëshoma gasped. Her father's eyes were no longer green. They were solid rubies. His wings blackened and crisped. He stood up, blood spilling black from the barbs dug into his flesh. He looked to be in agony but only showed rage.

“KIIIIILLLLL!”

“Well, Marcus, I have business to be about,” Mark said as Dëshoma stared in horror at her twisted, fallen father. “If you survive, I'm sure we can continue this debate again. Such a shame to see you so pussy-whipped.”

He whirled around and, as he marched away, the jail cells burst open and five more angels stepped out. These ones had crimson halos, their bodies twisted and deformed. The bloody light around their heads condensed into solid disks that dripped scarlet onto their brows. They stared at the party with murderous rage.

“Father?” Dëshoma croaked as his baleful eyes fixed on her.

“Daughter,” he growled. “I shall rip off your head and present it to your mother as a gift. Right before I break her scrawny throat.”


Chapter Thirty-Three: Challenge Failed

Fear nibbled at the back of my mind. Seeing Mark had me feeling off-balance. He was me and yet he wasn't. He was that part of me that was so bitter after Samantha had dropped divorce papers on me after twenty years of marriage. When I had learned that my children weren't mine at all, that my wife had been cuckolding me even before we were wedded.

I had worked a shitty job, climbed the corporate ladder, all to provide for her and our “family” only to realize how utterly meaningless and pointless it all was. She had torn out my heart and driven me into the refugee of video games once more.

Into a porn MMORPG that promised a harem of girls and flawless VR. And it had the most expensive loot box in the history of video games. A way for me to waste as much of my money as I could before Samantha could get her hands on it.

I had left behind all that anger and hatred when coming to this world. But Mark had embraced it. Fed off of it. I wouldn't let Mark destroy this world. He was wrong. It was paradise. I had a harem of women who loved me. Who wouldn't betray me.

Right?

I battered down the doubt as he vanished out of sight, the angels forming up to attack. I had to concentrate. I had to...

Kill Dëshoma's father.

“Fuck,” I growled as Dezösh advanced, his eyes fixed on his daughter. He hated her more than the others, twisted by Aphounga. “Thūwhi, Maria, Twist, fucking handle the other five angels. I got Dezösh.”

“Marcus,” croaked Dëshoma.

“I know,” I said, the pain bursting in my heart. “I am so sorry. I wanted to be in time to save him.”

“Free his soul from the torment of his flesh,” she whimpered, the pain in her words tearing at my heart.

I nodded and rolled my shoulders.

I Yelled as the angels rushed in. Maria and Thūwhi charged at them. Twist Vanished. Kulri chanted her spells. They wouldn't be fully effective against the angels, but it was something. I dropped Iron Defense as Dezösh charged right at me and then leaped over me, going for...

Dëshoma.

“Fuck!” I snarled, whirling. “I challenge you, Dezösh!”

My Challenge spilled off of Dezösh like water off a duck's feathers. I cursed. Fucking angel. Then I activated Vow of Chivalry targeting Dëshoma moments before he slammed his fist into his daughter's face.

Pain burst across my cheek as I took half her damage. I roared and raised my ax of light. I slammed a Divine Blow down on the tormented angel's back as Dëshoma reeled. She staggered, clutching her bible, her white veil rustling about her face.

“Get behind me!” I shouted and swung my ax again.

“Do not run from me!” roared Dezösh as his daughter scurried behind me. “You little bitch! Always a whiny, little brat suckling at your mother's teat.”

“Father!” she gasped, pain in her voice.

“That's not him, Dëshoma!” I growled, sliding to the left to block the raining blows from the angel on my shield. I slammed my ax into his face.

“Little tramp!” he snarled. “Look at how you're dressed. Tits out! Pussy and ass on display. A whore! My daughter is a whore!”

His fist struck me hard in the face. Pain burst. My Hit Points plummeted even with Iron Defense activated. I snarled as I caught my balance. He darted around me, struggling to get to her. To harm her. I side-stepped into his path and slammed my ax at him.

He blocked with his wrist, the blade striking bone. His punch crushed in my breastplate. Pain throbbed across my chest while Dëshoma sobbed behind me. My Hit Points plummeted.

And they weren't the only ones taking damage.

Elemental Storm exploded around us. Dezösh ignored the rocks striking his chest and the fire burning at his wings. He glared at me, his red eyes brimming with madness. He raised both his fists up in the air, balling them up. An ugly, scarlet light glowed around them.

“YOU!” he boomed. “YOU TURNED MY DAUGHTER INTO A WHORE!”

I raised my shield. The blow slammed hard. I buckled beneath the force. My arm throbbed. I took more damage as he raised them back up again. I glared up at him, already below half my Hit Points. Dëshoma sobbed.

She wasn't praying.

“That's fucking right!” I growled. “I made your daughter into my whore! There's not a filthy act she won't perform for me. Like healing my ass right now! Dëshoma! My lady! I need you!”

The fist slammed down into me. Pain exploded. I took critical damage.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

I stabbed one angel and then danced towards the other, running my rapier through him. They turned to face me, blood splattering down their faces from their corrupted halos. They stared at me with fury in their eyes.

“You stink of LOVE!” snarled one. “LOVE!”

“Tear her heart out!” the other gibbered. “Then squeeze it over our head. Let's shower in her heart's blood!”

Maria sensed she would need every advantage as the pair ripped their halos off from above their heads. The Fencer could feel the spiritual connection between the angels and their halos tearing. The air screamed with the pain.

Maria activated her Shadowed Nipple Ring. Her pierced nipple throbbed as her flesh became insubstantial, almost made of shadows, which would cut her damage in half. Then her Angelic Wyvernscale Bra burst in holy light. The two fallen angels flinched from the dazzling light as a debuff on their ability to hit and dodge fell on them.

They blinked as Maria fell into Perfect Form and attacked.

Her rapier ran through the one on the right, her Needle Strike piercing through his heart with deft skill. They both swung their halos at her, the razor-sharp discs slashed at her, but their attacks were clumsy, both still blinking their eyes.

She dodged them with ease and thrust her rapier through the first's chest.

“Rotten quim!” snarled the angel, blood spilling down his muscular chest. His scorched wings burst wide and a wave of shadows rushed over her.

She gasped, struck by the tide of foul and rotten darkness. It sizzled across her flesh, but it couldn't wipe her away. Not with her ring activated. It clung to her, slowing down her movement, negating the extra parry that Perfect Form gave her.

She cursed and attacked again, her parrying dagger flashing up to block the second's halo. She missed and it cut into her insubstantial flesh. She ignored the pain and dodged. She danced around the angels and unleashed another Needle Strike on her enemy.

Suddenly, Thūwhi's new Feymetal Morning Star burst with holy light. The fallen angels all screamed in pain, flinching from it. Maria smiled. She felt her Faith swell, inspired by the light it shone as Thūwhi battled the other three of the fallen angels.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The elf knew she would be doing less damage. She activated her new Evoker Imp Weave Bustier Robe. The crimson cloth flared, allowing her to deal additional elemental damage on all her spells. It, effectively, would let her deal normal damage to the angels.

She unleashed Elemental Storm.

Twice the chaos exploded around the battlefield. Marcus stood before Dezösh, protecting Dëshoma from her father's wrath. It exploded around Thūwhi as she battled her three angels and Maria as she danced around her two.

Kulrigiizhai gripped her staff. She had to unleash all the forces of creation. This battle had to be won before Mark Taylor, the doppelganger, could flee. She launched into her next Elemental Storm, her body shuddering with the arcane prowess.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

She activated her Fused Red Sardonite Ring as the Elemental Storm faded from the world. The thief needed that extra damage on her surprise attack. She moved behind her angel, needing to take the pressure off of Thūwhi.

The Deacon had activated her HoT and her damage reduction ability. Which was good because Dëshoma was distracted by her father trying to kill her. Twist's stomach twisted for her angelborn lover. The Spy knew the pain of a father's heel turn.

At least Dezösh had been tortured and driven mad. He had truly loved Dëshoma.

The angels swung their bloody halos, using them as chakrams. Twist eyed the one that Thūwhi had hit the least with her glowing morning star and used Know Weakness to find the best spot for her to strike from her invisibility.

She smiled and Mugged the angel.

It was an attack that dealt the most damage when hitting a surprised enemy. She buried her dagger deep into his back. Blood spurted and a few scorched feathers fluttered down that she snatched, her loot from the Mug. Those vanished into her pouch as the angel whirled to attack her.

She jumped back, dodging the swing of its bloody chakram.

“Scaly whore!” he snarled. “I can smell the lust reeking from that rotten cunt!”

“Reeking?” Twist hissed in rage. “Rotten? My cunt smells as sweet as potpourri.”

She thrust her knife into his chest while simultaneously throwing a shuriken at the angel Maria fought. Ranged Combo was such a delightful ability. The throwing star buried deep into the angel's back moments before Maria plunged her rapier into his side.

The angel Twist fought hissed and swung a shuriken. She dodged to the right and slashed him with her knife, building up her damage combo. She hissed her delight, her tongue stud clattering against the back of her teeth.

She rammed her knife in again and threw another shuriken at Maria's enemy, laughing at the damage she dealt. The angel snarled and threw his wings wide. Twist, having seen what the attack did to Maria, dodged to the right.

Elemental Storm exploded with twice the chaos as usual. Twist rolled on the ground, missed by the shards of rock, daggers of ice, and jagged lightning zapping around her. The blast of shadow energy surged out while the angel was struck by the elemental damage.

Blood spurted from a cut from a rock. A patch of fire burned his shoulder.

Twist winked at him and Shadow Cloaked.

Invisible, she moved in for another Mug. With her combo built up, the attack would deal a devastating amount of damage. She padded on her boots made of flame crocodile hide. Her scaled tits heaved in her straps.

She rushed in to hit the vital and—

The angel stared right at her and threw its halo at the last moment.

The chakram blurred at her. Before she could dodge, it buried into her chest and broke her out of her invisibility. She growled her annoyance, “Fucking angels!” as her Hit Points plummeted from the hard hit. “Mother fuckers!”

“You dare accuse me of such filth!” the rage-filled angel snarled and held up his hand. The halo reformed, melting out of her chest.

She dove beneath the attack, activating her fingerless Thief Gloves as she did. The chakram hissed over her head. She rose and slashed with her dagger, Mugging the angel. The attack acted like she had just attacked from steal, allowing her to hit hard.

But not as hard if her Knife Combo hadn't been reset.

*  \ * /  *

“Dëshoma!” roared Marcus. “That's not your father any longer. That's not what he felt. He loved you!”

“How could I ever love a slut who would fuck a man who wasn't her husband!” maddened Dezösh roared.

I activated my Knight's Vow Tungsten Breastplate and Pauldrons. My glowing ax now blazed with holy light. I swung it at him, unleashing Divine Blow with my Gauntlets of Might triggered so my next attack would deal double damage.

I slammed my blade into Dezösh's chest. I hit him with everything I had, my hardest attack. Divine and holy energy burst from the wound. The angel slammed his fist down, hitting me in the side of the head. My Hit Points dropped into the red.

“Dëshoma! He's about to kill me!” I growled. “Your father loved you. He loved your mother. This thing isn't him. It's a husk. Help me kill it and set your father's soul free. That's all we can do now.”

“I know,” croaked Dëshoma.

Dezösh slammed his fists down into my shield. The metal reverberated over and over again as he snarled. “You! Are! Such! A! Whore! Just! Like! Your! Mother!”

My shield shivered with each impact. Damage bled through. A few points, but it drove me towards zero. I was about to die. I had to heal myself. I sheathed my weapon, keeping my shield raised to block the powerful blows.

“Mother was no whore, Father!” Dëshoma shouted. “She loved thee!”

“She spread her thighs for every angel while I was gone!” Dezösh roared. “He showed me.”

“Lies!” sobbed Dëshoma.

I drew a Strengthen Potion of Angle Passion as my Hit Points dropped to 1. I downed the refined pussy juices, surging up my Hit Points to a quarter of their total. A good blow from Dezösh would finish me off.

“They are lies,” I pleaded, my shield growing more and more battered from the attacks. My arm throbbed from the impact. “Dëshoma, don't listen to them. We need your healing! Please!”

“WHORES!” Dezösh snarled. “Corrupted by salacious men like you. Men who soil every woman by indiscriminately spreading their seed.”

His hands grabbed my shield and wrenched it from me. He threw it to the side as another Elemental Storm exploded around us. He slammed his fist into my temple. I staggered, pain flaring. Blood spurted from my cut brow.

I had to drink another potion. I would die. His next blow fell as I shoved my hand into my pouch.

I wouldn't be in time.

“DËSHOMA!” I roared.


Chapter Thirty-Four: Too Late

I was dead.

Dezösh's fist slammed into my head as a hand planted into my back.

Healing energy flooded through my body moments before I took damage. Pain burst from my cheek while Dëshoma's healing magic soothed me. Healing Touch. Her first ever miracle. Low level. But it was enough. Her Faith blazed in her.

“You are not mine father!” she roared and more healing flooded into me. Another Healing Touch. No cast time. Instantaneous curing but she had to be in the thick of the battle. We hadn't fought like this since Shuwëmeri's temple. Her right behind me, ready to heal me while risking herself.

I smiled. I had my Soothsayer back in the fight. I drew my ax and roared, “I took your daughter's cherry and made her mine! I corrupted her with my seed.”

Rage blazed in Dezösh's eyes.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

She had let herself get lost from her purpose. The grief of this thing wearing her down; her father form and hissaying such terrible things had sent Dëshoma spiraling into tears and grief. She had been too late to save her father.

She wanted to second-guess every decision her family had made. Every delay. If they had only been faster. If they hadn't been cautious. It was a trap. She had to focus now. She could drown in her guilt later.

Right now, Lord Marcus and her family were in danger. Everyone was hurt. Everyone needed her healing. She had to unleash so much passion now. She could hold nothing back from curing those she loved.

She activated magic items. Rewoven Exhibitionist's Elven Silk Skirt to cut in half the cast time on her divine spells for the next minute. Bible of Excellence to unleash a ten percent buff to her party's maximum Hit Points. Crystal Orb Earrings to let her choose what random effect of a luck miracle she got.

Then she activated Fortune's Fate and selected the maximum buff to her healing. Upgraded at every chance, she gained an eighty percent boost to her curing spells, nearly double what they would normally restore.

As she launched into her expedited Arcane Therapy to heal the entire party, she activated one last magic item: her Slutty Elven Silk Habit. For the next thirty seconds, every enemy would have a debuff on their ability to hit.

In moments, her healing energy fell on the party. Most were brought up to full Hit Points save Marcus as he fought without his shield to block the thing controlling her father's body. Dëshoma steeled her heart against the pain and then cast Theological Litany to put a healing over time on Marcus, her mind focused on the battle.

Dezösh roared his fury. His wings flared wide. Blood burst from his eyes and ran down his face. He smeared his fingers through the streaks and then whipped his arm out to the side. A bloody sword burst into his hand.

He rammed it into Marcus's chest. He threw back his head and screamed in pain as Dëshoma finished casting her spell. Horror slammed into Dëshoma as his Hit Points vanished. At the same time, Dezösh's wounds healed.

He held a vampiric sword.

“Corrupt my daughter!” roared the angel.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Dëshoma was back healing, and Maria wanted to turn the tide of battle. She dodged and danced, her rapier flashing. The bloody chakram blocked her attack and knocked her to the side. She wanted to unleash damage as she flowed to the right, narrowly avoiding another blow.

She wanted to unleash damage.

She activated her Graceful Dueling Rapier to ensure all her attacks hit for the next thirty seconds. Then she attacked. She burned her TP. Her rapier blurred with Needle Strikes, making sure every one of them landed.

She concentrated on the one hit twice by Twist's shurikens. Her feet dodged and danced as she rammed in the attacks. She flowed with grace, all her attacks landing. One even threaded through the hole in the bloody chakram.

“Quim!” snarled the angel as she left his chest a mass of bleeding wounds.

She took slashes in the back and sides. The other angel attacked her. It was hard to dodge and go on the offensive. Though the pain seared through her, Maria counted on Dëshoma to keep her alive, putting her faith in the Soothsayer.

Maria's last Needle Strike landed, her TP almost gone as her blade's magical effect faded. She panted, sweat gleaming on her brow. She parried an attack from the second angel while the bloody one staggered. Each wound she had inflicted bled, sapping his life faster.

“BITCH!” it roared in rage, wings going wide.

She dodged to the right as the wave of shadows burst out and slammed into the ground where she had stood. She adjusted her stance, her lip curling back. She wasn't about to get bowled over by such an attack again. She faced the angel.

Blood dripped from his mouth. He roared at her and slashed wildly with his chakram. The attacks forced her to retreat through the jail. Her boots thudded on the pavers while Perfect Form let her dodge the attacks, her rapier parrying, flashing.

Then she saw her opening. She burned her final 9 TP on the attack and thrust forward with her last Needle Strike. One more bleed to sap away his life. She smiled as she plunged her weapon deep into his chest.

He grabbed her wrist and held her in place. Marcus screamed in pain in the background.

She gasped as she tried to jerk her arm back. She had Strength, but it wasn't enough to rip from the angel's powerful grip. He raised his chakram and slammed it down at her neck. The weapon screamed as it came down, bursting with angry flames.

She thrust her dagger up to parry, but the grip had thrown her off, debuffing her dodge, parry, and block, leaving her all but open for the attack. She was helpless. The angel screamed in rage as his attack slammed into her neck.

It bit deep, cutting through her artery and striking her vertebrae. Her Hit Points evaporated. Her body fell limp as she slammed past 0 and into death's door. Her eyes closed as she and the angel both fell to the ground.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Maria's HP evaporated.

“No!” Thūwhi shouted as the Spy dodged the attacks of the angel she fought. Thūwhi stared in horror at Maria. The angel she had felled had unleashed a dying move. A desperation attack that unleashed so much damage.

The second angel the Fencer battled now raised its chakram to deliver the coup de grace. The deathblow would kill Maria. No one was near her. Not Marcus who screamed in pain, Dezösh's sword—when did he get a sword, Twist demanded—rammed through his chest. Not even Twist herself could do much to stop Maria's death. She snarled and buried her dagger into the side of her angel while throwing a shuriken. The throwing star flashed through the air, propelled by Ranged Combo.

Thūwhi ran faster than it.

The Deacon abandoned the two angels she fought to Defend the Helpless. She reached Maria in a blur and raised her shield to block the chakram's attack. It slammed into her defense with a screech of metal a heartbeat before Twist's shuriken buried into the angel.

“You shall not have her!” Thūwhi roared and sheathed her morning star. She bent down, her shield raised to block another blow, and touched Maria's belly.

Hit Points rushed into Maria. Not much. Not nearly what Dëshoma would have healed, but enough to keep her alive. Relief surged through Twist, followed by dread. Her opponent was nearly dead. She was ripping him to pieces.

How long before he unleashed the same desperation move on her?

*  \ * /  *

The sword stole my life. Dëshoma slammed her hand into my back, healing me as fast as the bastard stole my life from me.

“Fuck!” I snarled and thrust my hand into my pouch. I grabbed Shuwëmeri's ax. I held the familiar weapon and slammed it into his chest. I buried it deep as my wounds healed. “Mother goddamn fucker!”

I slammed my ax in again, holding it with two hands. Mighty, brutal heaves, stealing back some of the life he'd stolen from me. Dëshoma burned through her MP to keep me up. It had to end. I swung the crescent-bladed ax like a hammer, beating into Dezösh's chest, knocking him back. The sword slid out of my chest.

I kicked him in the stomach and thrust back. I screamed as the blade popped free. Dezösh fell on his back and rolled over. He gained his feet, his scorched wings spreading wide. He stood whole and hale. Stronger. He had stolen so much life from me. I was almost dead.

I activated my Reforged Titanium Ax of Fertile Hew. I healed myself up to full HP. Then I shoved my ax back into my pouch and drew my stronger one. It hummed almost like a fluorescent light, the glow spilling over me.

“Let's fight, fucker!” I snarled and charged at Dezösh and his vampiric blade.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

So much was happening. As the angelborn Soothsayer kept Marcus alive, Maria had dropped. But Thūwhi had charged in to the rescue. Now she battled three angels as Maria stood up, her chest and neck coated in blood. She was badly wounded.

They have one final act of vengeance, thought Dëshoma. She had felt how fast Maria had lost her Hit Points. It was an attack, Dëshoma feared, would reduce any of her lovers hit by it to death's door. Then one more blow from a compatriot would fell them.

Elemental Storm exploded through the battlefield as Dëshoma activated her belly charm, the diamond teardrop dangling from a gold chain from her bellybutton. It flared so bright it bathed all her allies, slowly healing them over time.

If they dropped into death's door, this would get them back up before, hopefully, they could be finished off.

Then she launched into Arcane Therapy and dropped a powerful party heal on everyone. She smiled, feeling her allies' HP surging up towards full, especially Maria's. Her bad neck wound healed as she threw herself into the fight.

“Kill her!” roared Dezösh as he traded blows with Marcus. Glowing ax against bloody sword. “Kill my slut of a daughter! She dies, they all die!”

The four fallen angels all turned eyes on Dëshoma. Then four bloody chakrams hurtled at her. She gasped as they slammed into her body. She staggered, lacerating pain ripping through her flesh. The weapons tore through the scant protection that her cloth armor provided. She staggered to the right, whimpering at the pain assaulting her. She dropped below half her Hit Points.

And she only took half the damage.

Marcus growled, a cut appearing on his right arm in the same place that she had been hit by one, the other wounds hidden by his breastplate. The chakrams hurtled back at their angels who surged in at her. Dezösh dashed past Marcus, his eyes fixed on her. She gasped and touched herself, restoring some of her wounds.

Death hurtled at her.


Chapter Thirty-Five: Summoned Adds

“Fuck!” I snarled as Dezösh dashed around me.

My ax struck him in the side, leaving behind a bleeding wound. He raised his sword to cut down his daughter. The other four angels rushed in. Thūwhi blurred in and caught Dezösh's falling sword stroke on her shield, but Dëshoma was vulnerable to the others.

They would kill her.

Thūwhi hurtled a hard shuriken that caught one in the back. He snarled and kept going. I didn't know if this would work as I rushed toward Dëshoma. All abilities that generated extra threat didn't work on the angels, but maybe my belt would.

It didn't generate threat. It forced enemies to fight me. Would that difference be enough?

It had to be.

I activated Challenger's Belt.

A resounding trumpet blared from me. Dezösh and the four angels all stared at me. They all surged in at me with their attacks. I was at half Hit Points. There was no way I would survive this until Dëshoma got clear and started casting.

I used Shield of Faith on myself.

An unbreakable bubble of divine energy surged around me. Dezösh's sword struck it. Then came the bloody chakrams. They bounced off the outside, unable to get to me. I stood safe, unable to attack. I had bought a twenty-second respite for my allies.

A twenty-second window where the enemies all had to attack me.

Dëshoma danced back as Elemental Storm tore into the enemy. It was hurting them. One of the angels, the one Twist had thrown a desperate shuriken at, snarled in rage. It raised its chakram up and then slammed it down at me to deliver that killing blow.

Bounce harmlessly off my bubble. The angel collapsed on the ground.

Dezösh's bloody sword slammed into my bubble. He roared his frustration as he hammered at my shield. She started casting healing spells. Arcane Therapy fell on the party, surging me up to full. Then she cast Faith Manifested, armoring herself and giving her some protection.

Twist and Maria reached the fray. Thūwhi slammed her morning star into Dezösh's side. The Spy and Fencer buried their weapons into another angel's back. They attacked hard and fast. Twist built and built her combo up, ripping through the enemy.

Another Elemental Storm exploded around me. Flames and ice clashed. Shards of rocks shot through howling gales. The elemental onslaught buffeted the angels. They staggered beneath the blows, reeling from the impacts.

Twist slammed her dagger hard into one of the angels' back. He roared and threw his wings wide. Black darkness swept out around me. My shield absorbed it. I tensed, the moment arriving when it would fade and vanish.

Maria ran the angel through. He howled and slammed his chakram down before dropping dead. Two left and Dezösh. I grinned. We had evened the odds. Then I could chase after that fucking doppelganger. Mark Taylor... The man I had left behind had come to this world and wanted to make a mess of it like he had his own life.

Like I had in my life. Married the wrong woman. Devoted myself to the wrong career.

I wouldn't let my nihilism destroy this world. I would kill my other half. Mark Taylor should have died when I entered this world. I was Marcus Aurelius now. There wasn't room enough for that asshole here.

Elemental Storm raged again as the twenty seconds ended. The enemy was free to attack whom they wanted. They all turned on eyes on Dëshoma.

I dropped my bubble as he launched his attack at her, thrusting his vampiric sword at her. Thūwhi stepped up, but she was out of TP and couldn't Defend the Helpless and block the blow. All the angel did was knock her to the side.

“Fuck!” I snarled and charged after.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The thing controlling Dezösh's tortured body slammed its sword into Dëshoma's belly.

Pain exploded through her. The weapon tore through the meager defenses Faith Manifested provided. It was a low-level Acolyte spell that she had never upgraded. Rarely used. She shuddered and Marcus snarled, taking half of her damage.

The life flowed out of her. Dëshoma stared into the thing's eyes. Did any of her father remain in him? Did any of Dezösh's gentle love remain amid that mass of pain and rage that filled the creature's soul?

“I love thee, Father!” Dëshoma cried out as her life bled away from her.

“You have been naught but a mewling millstone about my neck. A burden that has dragged me into despair.” He glanced down at her naked tits and exposed pussy. “You have become a harlot. A disgusting, filthy slut.”

“Is there naught of you left, Father?” she moaned. Marcus reached her, slamming his ax into Dezösh's back.

Her father did not flinch.

“Did Aphounga's wrath truly squeeze out all of thine affection? Thine passion?” She stared into his eyes as her Hit Points and Marcus's flowed into Dezösh through the vampiric blade. Pain blazed through her, but she ignored it. “Doth not an ounce of love remain in thee, Father?”

“No!”

“Thou art killing me,” she gasped, her knees buckling. She could heal herself, but she had to reach through to him. There had to be something left. Some way to save her father. She would risk her life to accomplish it.

“DËSHOMA!” roared Lord Marcus, his ax falling hard. The others were surging in. “I won't let you hurt her.”

“Father, thou art killing thine daughter,” she moaned. Her legs collapsed. She fell to her knees, the blade twisting in her guts. Tears spilled down her cheeks and ran to the wimple wrapped about her face.

“Good!” he growled, staring down at her, the wounds the others were inflicting healing as he stole her and Marcus's life. “You are a disgusting worm.”

“Mother would not be happy if you kill me.”

He laughed. “That frigid cunt? Why do you think I left?”

“To save the world!”

He laughed at that, but something in his eyes flickered. A spark of her real father. She just had to risk everything. Risk her life. Marcus, however, surged out the tentacles he could grow. They wrapped about her father and wrenched the angel up into the air. Marcus threw him to the side, the sword ripping out of her guts.

She screamed in pain, almost dead. She swayed there as Marcus slammed Dezösh to the ground. He hit with a hard impact, wings breaking. Marcus raised his ax and slammed it down hard. He buried it deep in him.

Dëshoma groaned. The other two angels were rushing at her, ready to finish her off. Thūwhi attacked one, Maria and Twist the other. Dëshoma was nearly dead. She could risk her life to save her father, but to fall to these twisted creatures would be folly.

She activated her Priestess's Healing to double the amount of Hit Points her next miracle restored. The cone buzzed away in her asshole. Tingling, she pressed her white bible to her naked breasts and sent Healing Touch into herself. She surged up to full hit points.

The chakrams slammed into her face.

Elemental Storm exploded around Dëshoma, slamming into the angels. She pressed to her feet, unleashing another Healing Touch as Thūwhi, Twist, and Maria converged on the two fallen angels.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Dezösh's healing irked Kulrigiizhai. She was already doing less damage than she could, and now she was running out of MP.

She grabbed her Silvered Nipple Clamps and tugged hard on the chain. They bit into her nipples, pain bursting from nubs and restoring half of her MP. Her ears twitched at that. She gazed out at the battlefield.

Thūwhi slammed her morning star into one of the fallen angels, her battering attack pulling its attention from Dëshoma. Twist and Maria did the same to the other, Twist's dagger inflicting deadly wounds.

They were winning. Dezösh could heal, but soon he would face all the melee combatants.

As if the world around them realized this, the ground groaned. Five great rents cracked the earth. Demonic howls screamed from each. Kulrigiizhai gasped in shock as she realized a Demonologist was summoning infernal backup.

From the rents, bloody arms thrust up. Brass claws, each one glowing cherry-red at the tip, dug into the stone and pulled the demons out of the rent. A shiver ran through Kulrigiizhai as she stared out at the five demons that emerged. Each had a bestial face, their black bodies coated in blood. It dripped from cracks in their flesh.

“Blood Demons!” Iris shouted as she danced above.

“Fuck! “Marcus growled.

Each of the demons opened their maw and a flood of blood gushed out. Thick and clotted, the liquid steaming. It swept across the dungeon, crashing into all of them. Kulrigiizhai staggered beneath the force of the demonic tide.

The scalding blood burned on her skin. She planted her staff down as she screamed out in pain. Her Hit Points plummeted. So did everyone else's. Marcus staggered, taking both his damage and half of what Dëshoma received. The Soothsayer staggered and then launched into Arcane Therapy. Kulrigiizhai saw the blood demons focus on Marcus, their claws simmering.

Mark Taylor had them summoned. He has a Demonologist around. The class was powerful. You had to reach Level 50 to reach it, one of the end-tier classes. In fact, as a Soothsayer, when Dëshoma hit Level 50, she could choose to embrace the Divine and become a Seer, or she could reject the Gods of Light and Order and become a Demonologist.

That didn't matter. Kulrigiizhai had moments to act, and she activated her Slippers of Arcane Delights allowing her to insta-cast her next arcane spell. She didn't have to speak the words to cast Arcane Wall.

She threw up two walls, inscribing them around two of the blood demons. They slammed into the barrier. Their brass claws slammed into the barrier but could not penetrate. She had them trapped. Three more rushed at Marcus and his fight with Dezösh.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

She hissed at the pain boiling over her scales. The scalding blood had passed. She shook her head and slammed her dagger into the back of the angel. The enemy screamed in pain and slashed at her. She ducked beneath the sweeping blow.

Thūwhi groaned nearby. A throaty sound. She shifted her stance. Twist realized she must have activated her Disciple's Butt Plug. It would let Thūwhi use an ability for 0 TP. And since she was out of those, it was the time to use it.

On what? thought Twist.

Three of the blood demons rushed Marcus as he used his tentacles to pin Dezösh to the ground. Would she use it on the incoming threat? Or would she use it to finish her angel off? Twist knew she was close to finishing off the one she fought.

She dreaded the deathblow. Getting knocked down to death's door was not something Twist relished.

But she still fought and slashed and stabbed. She could not give up now. They were too close to triumphing. They all were in this together. She would fight with the others and make sure that the enemy died today.

Then they would chase after Mark Taylor. He might look like Marcus, but he didn't have her lover's passion. His zest for this world. Even now, Marcus fought with every ounce of energy he had. He never gave up.

Mark Taylor had given up on saving the world. He'd rather break it and start over. Fucking whiny hatchling.

Twist slammed her dagger into the back of her angel as Maria ran it through with her rapier. The angel threw wings wide to blast her with shadows. She darted to the side and stabbed again. Twist laughed and slashed her dagger across the angel's exposed back. Once. Twice. Thrice.

The angel roared and whirled around, raising his chakram. His free hand blurred in movement, grabbing her wrist before she could dodge. She grit her teeth. Dëshoma's Theological Litany still ticked away.

This would hurt.

Then Thūwhi was beside Twist and caught the deathblow on her shield.

“You wasted your free ability on Defend the Helpless and not an attack?” Twist snarled as the angel died.

“It wasn't a waste,” Thūwhi said and whirled as the last remaining fallen angel rushed in and swung her bloody chakram at her.

I guess it wasn't a waste, thought Twist. Helping those you care for isn't, huh? It was such a strange, new outlook on everything that Twist was discovering. I better not turn into a pussy.

*  \ * /  *

The first of the blood demons slashed through my right tentacle, ripping through it. I snarled at the pain as it was severed. Then the next demon tore at my left appendage. I stepped back, gritting teeth as Dezösh rose. I had four enemies on me.

Just the way I liked it.

I dropped a Consecrated Ground with my dwindling MP. I had more TP left, though. I grinned and slammed a Holy Sweep into the enemies. I cut Dezösh and two of the blood demons, swinging my glowing ax with both hands.

I unleashed another Holy Sweep as the demons attacked. Their bronze claws slashed burning wounds across my neck or melted through my armor, dealing devastating damage to my breastplate. I growled at the pain as my ax slammed into Dezösh and them.

The demons snarled with bestial rage. Followers of Aphounga. The soothing healing of Dëshoma fell on me, though. So long as she had healing, she would keep me going. I roared and swung my ax hard and fast.

Dëshoma's MP was nearly out.

One of the fallen angels died, a shivering deathblow blocked by Thūwhi. Then her sabatons glowed, the metal boots shining with light. Another HoT fell on me. I had two now, both of them ticking up my Hit Points and keeping me going as I parried Dezösh's vampiric blade.

I slammed my ax into his chest. I loved the way he growled. His fury was so satisfying. So long as he was angry at me, he would keep attacking me.

Twist slammed her dagger into one of the blood demons. Maria's rapier plunged into the other. She still held Perfect Form but didn't have to use Duel. It was a cheap ability, but she didn't have the 4 TP to use it. So she couldn't pull threat off of me.

She could still hurt them.

And so could I.

I thrust my Ax of Liquid Light into the air. It slammed into the demons and Dezösh. A burst of blinding light. The three blood demons snarled and grabbed at their eyes, the holy attack sizzling over their retinas.

Dezösh laughed and swung his light at me.

The demons tore at their own chests. Blood spurted from the wounds. I gasped it sprayed all over myself, Twist, and Maria. It didn't hurt. Instead, it congealed on my skin. On my arms. My limbs became stiff. I swung my ax to hit Dezösh so clumsily and slowly, a child could have dodged it.

“No!” Maria gasped as she couldn't thrust her rapier with blinding speed.

“Cocksuckers!” snarled Twist, similarly bound by it.

They had debuffed our ability to hit pretty severely.

Fuck.

Then they opened their mouths and vomited boiling blood.


Chapter Thirty-Six: A Daughter's Love

Dëshoma

No one could hit. Blinding the demons had triggered them to react with spite. Twist struggled to slash. Maria's rapier thrust so sluggishly the demon could easily dodge out of the way. Marcus swung his ax fiercely before him.

Dëshoma had to do something about it. She was the only one. Litany of Salvation poured from her lips. She hurtled the debuff spell at Twist, first. The words spilled from her lips in a fast tumble. The blessing fell on Twist, devouring the congealed blood clinging to her flesh.

“Yessssss!” she hissed and stabbed into the demon's back. Her dagger blurred as Dëshoma launched into another Litany of Salvation to restore Maria, burning through MP.

Marcus dodged the attacks of Dezösh as best he could while the demons swung their claws uselessly before them. He avoided those with ease, but Dezösh's sword was another matter. The fallen angel hacked and slashed, hurting Marcus and stealing his life.

I must find a way to help to reach mine father, thought Dëshoma as she launched into her final Litany of Salvation.

*  \ * /  *

I growled as the vampiric blade scored hits on my stiff arms. The damn congealed blood clung to me. My Hit Points were getting low. The words from Dëshoma's miracle spilled from her lips. They fell on me, burning off the blood.

“Fuck, yes!” I growled and swung another Holy Sweep.

Dezösh blocked the attack from hitting him, but I struck two of the blind demons. Twist and Maria were attacking with all their skill, rapier lancing and dagger slashing. Kulrigiizhai's Elemental Storm tore into the demons. They howled, blinded by my ax, stumbling around.

Then they all vomited the scalding blood again.

There was no stopping it. Dëshoma was quaffing an MP restoring potion, unable to heal. The three waves of boiling crimson swept over the battlefield. I howled in pain as it burned on me, sending my Hit Points down into the critical.

Maria staggered beside me. She whimpered, hers just as low as mine. Dezösh snarled and looked at her. Then he swung his sword at her to finish her off. I snarled and shot out my hand, activating my Cloak of Ethileri's Tears.

I touched her and sent a flood of healing energy into her. She gasped, her Hit Points surging up right before Dezösh's sword crashed into her and cut her clavicle open. She reeled back in pain, her Hit Points back down in the critical.

My own were low, too. Dëshoma finished drinking her potion, but Dezösh's sword rammed at my gut. I swung my ax in a parry, a desperate move, even as my left hand now slammed into my belt pouch. I had one item I had been holding onto for a while.

I knocked the sword aside while a blind demon swung his claws in at me from my right. The sword stabbed past me. Dezösh roared and pivoted, cutting his blade to slam into my side and finish me off.

I pulled out the Ethileri's Bottled Tears. I downed the Goddess's grief and felt renewing vigor surge through me. I shot up to my full Hit Points moments before Dezösh's sword struck my breastplate and rebounded.

I laughed in his face. “No fucking Hit Points for you.”

Dëshoma chanted again as I faced Dezösh. He just grinned. Every time he hit us, he stole back the damage we dealt to him. There were only so many potions on hand to restore Dëshoma's MP. If we didn't change things up, we would lose to her father.

How could we kill this bastard and his spiteful sword?

The demons shook their heads. They blind status effect melted off their eyes. They pounced at me, claws flashing. Then I pivoted, missing my shield ripped from me. They slammed their claws into my side. Dezösh's sword clipped me in the shoulder.

Elemental Storm tore into them, but they were tough fuckers. My heart hammered in my chest, fear lancing through me. How were we getting through this? I slammed my ax into a demon, ignoring Dezösh.

“Focus fire them down!” I growled and slammed my ax into the demon's face again.

Dëshoma chanted loudly, sending Arcane Healing into my body. She suffused me with restorative energy, but the demons tore me apart as fast she restored my flesh. Anyone else in the party, except Thūwhi, would have fallen.

Thūwhi screamed in pain. Her Hit Points evaporated. She fell to the ground along with the last of the fallen angels. The demonborn Deacon lay prone for a moment before the HoTs on her brought her back into the positive numbers. She groaned and stood up. She downed a healing potion, drinking those angelic pussy juices, and then staggered to join the fight.

The Arcane Walls dropped. The other two demons, unhurt, roared and rushed in to join the fight. Dëshoma's MP vanished fast. The restorative potions didn't give her back enough. I swallowed as the demons surrounded us. Dezösh slashed in at me. Twist and Maria fought to my right, taking claw wounds themselves. Thūwhi hammered her way in. Dëshoma and Kulri stood together, chanting.

One demon died on Twist's dagger. It hardly mattered.

I wished I had any TP left. I could have used Disarm on Dezösh. I should have remembered that skill. I rarely used it. I had grown beyond those low levels. Now I was burned out. Running on fumes. I had nothing left but swinging my ax.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The Soothsayer felt her pool of magic dwindling faster and faster. She didn't see any way they would escape today alive. Her corrupted father was too powerful. His sword too strong. Four demons and Dezösh took all Dëshoma's prayers focused on Marcus to keep him alive.

She spilled out Arcane Healing as fast as she could speak the words. She had three left to cast. Then two. Once she ran dry, that would be it. He would fall, then they would all die. Elemental Storm hammered the demons, killing another, but the fresh ones were tearing into Marcus. He stood battered, bleeding, his armor reduced to shreds that barely clung to his body.

And yet he stood strong and powerful. He fought against her father.

She began casting her final Arcane Healing.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Her dagger slashing, she ripped into the demons. They were tough fuckers who were all focused on Marcus. They wanted to kill him over the rest of the party. Twist couldn't believe he could take that pain. Agony twisted his face as he kept slamming his ax into the next demon. They tore Marcus apart.

Dëshoma's next Arcane Healing fell on Marcus. Her MP fell to nothing. “I am spent.”

“Here!” Kulri said, her MP also gone. She tossed a healing potion to her then charged forward with her staff raised, ready to deal with ineffectual melee what damage she could.

We're going to die here, Twist realized and she found herself strangely calm. Dëshoma drank the bottle, gulping it down, but Marcus's Hit Points were evaporating too fast. She would never heal him in time. He was dead.

Twist jammed her dagger forward.

A voice chanted, clear and bright.

Healing energy fell on Marcus as Dëshoma finished drinking her potion. Twist looked to her right to see Shorhe and Deillae rushing up. The Soldier and the Nun appeared. Shorhe rushed forward, her visor clapped down while Deillae launched into her next spell.

Shorhe slammed her long sword into the demon Twist had just stabbed, cleaving the beast in half. Then she thrust her sword into the next.

Twist hissed in delight.

“Took you long enough,” Marcus said with this cocky grin despite the pain lancing into him.

“Sorry,” Shorhe said. “Had a lot to figure out.” She shook her head as she looked around. “I fear I have done something terrible.”

“What?”

“Later! Let's win.”

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

She had a respite. Deillae had impressive healing powers. She had gone the pure Faith path and now prayed with confidence, keeping Lord Marcus alive. Dëshoma focused on her father. He was the key.

She had failed to restore the other fallen angels, but she loved her father. Knew him. She had to believe that her power would work on him. She had to redeem him. She focused on him and clasped her bible tight to her chest.

“With thy blessing and care, I do beseech thee to redeem this poor soul,” she prayed.

Litany of Redemption fell upon her father with majesty. It struck him. She felt the resistance of it. He screamed and threw back his head. He stumbled back, his wings flapping against pain. He cast his gaze to her.

“YOU!” he roared, pain twisting his features. The sword flickered in his hand, the blood melting away in patches to show a true, pristine sword. “YOU INTERFERING BITCH!”

His wings flared wide. A burst of black soot erupted from him. It engulfed the melee combatants. The inky cloud swallowed them up. Dëshoma gasped. She had enough MP for another Litany of Redemption. She had done something to her father.

To the thing that possessed him and turned him into a monster.

“With thy blessing and care—”

Her father burst out of the smoke as the words spilled out of her mouth. His sword slammed into her bible held out before her and then into her chest. It split her breastbone in half and cleaved out her back in a burst of pain.

Blood flying from her lips, she cried out the last of her spell: “—I do beseech thee to redeem this poor soul!”

The miracle hit him as the damage dropped her down to near death. Marcus roared in pain inside of the soot, as hurt as she was. But he had more HP. He resisted physical damage more than she did. She gasped, her bible pinned to her chest by her father's sword.

Her blood splattered her father's face. She stared at him as her miracle spilled over his flesh. It rippled over him. He roared in pain. Her bible burst with white light, shining with the power of her Faith. Energy rippled up his sword and flowed into her father. It struck him. He growled in rage, trembling from the damage she inflicted on the thing in him.

“Father, I love thee!” she cried out, releasing her bible and throwing her arms around his neck.

Tears spilled down her cheeks as the sword stole not just the last of her Hit Points from her, but the strength of her Faith. His sword had pierced her divine implement before slamming into her chest. Now silver rippled up his blade, the blood fading before it struck her father.

Wounds blossomed across his body. Deep gashes from an ax. Burns from fire and cuts from shards of ice. All the injuries he had sustained during the fight now spilled across his body as the curse upon him was removed.

She had redeemed her father.

The blade was no longer vampiric. It blazed with love. It glowed with his emotions. The fury died in his eyes only to be replaced with grief and pain. His body had sustained grievous damage. Too much for him to survive without Aphounga's fury in him.

“Mine little Dëshoma,” he said, staring down at her, diamond-clear tears spilling down his cheeks. Fiery brilliance glowed in each of them. “Look at thee... Grown up into a woman who shines with such love.”

“Father,” she whimpered as the damage she took was now healed. His sword mended her body as it glowed brighter. “Please, no. Thou canst.”

“Mine flesh is ruined, but my soul is free. Thou and thine loves hath saved me, Dëshoma.”

“No.” She shook her head in denial as the light of his sword now consumed his injured body. The glow burst from his wounds as his flesh transmuted into energy. “Please, don't go, Father. Mother misses thee. She longs for thy return.”

“I know,” he said. “I sorely miss my beloved, but all must die, Dëshoma. It is the truth all parents know. Their love is given gladly to strengthen their children and prepare them for the travails of this world. Thou art strong, my little Dëshoma. Knowest that I shall always be watching thee. Thou art mine beloved daughter.”

His lips kissed her as he became wholly light. She tried to hug him, but there was nothing to grasp. He blazed so bright. His love bathed over her. She trembled as she felt a slight caress on her cheek. A gossamer of sunlight caressed away a tear.

“Watch over mine daughter, Marcus Aurelius,” Dezösh, Angel of Love, shouted, his voice ringing.

Then the light burst in every direction and flowed through the room. The two remaining demons screamed in agony as they were destroyed by the avenging light of Dezösh. Dëshoma closed her eyes as the warmth bathed her. She hugged herself as she shuddered in the final touch of her father's soul. The ghost of fatherly lips kissed her forehead.

Then, in her arms, she felt a new bible appear. She blinked and stared down at a new holy book cradled to her breasts. The white leather glowed for a moment longer, the golden gilding of the pages shimmering for one final heartbeat. She peered down at it and saw a noble angel embossed on the cover. She stroked it and knew what it was.

The Book of Redemption, penned in her father's final moment of life. An implement birthed from the act of her Faith restoring his soul. Her knees buckled as the pain of her father's death ripped at her heart. She tottered forward.

Fell into Marcus's arms.

She hardly noticed the explosive rush of experience that swept them into Level 40. She did not care as Lord Marcus rocked her with gentle care, her tears spilling over his breastplate. She had failed to save her father, and yet she had set him free.


Chapter Thirty-Seven: Angelic Gifts

I held Dëshoma as she sobbed at her father's death and looked around at the gathering women. Shorhe and Deillae stood apart, but Twist, Maria, Kulri, and Thūwhi moved closer, each of them touched by that last burst of light that had erupted from Dezösh.

Each of us had been bestowed a gift, an act of love from Dezösh in his final moments.

I felt blessed. Stronger. It wasn't just the level up. All my stats had been given a buff. And I could feel a new once-per-day ability. I could gain resistance to unholy damage and a pair of wings. For two minutes, I could fly.

Fuck me.

I held Dëshoma as she shuddered through her tears. I stroked her back, the pain twisting at my own chest. I felt Dezösh's deep regret at what he had done to us all. I wanted to chase after my nihilist half, that idiot Mark Taylor, but I knew he had already departed. He had fled like a coward, leaving behind his minions to kill us.

Dezösh to destroy us.

I glanced at Shorhe. Nodded to her. The orc Soldier, her plumed helm removed, nodded back. She looked sorrowful, tears spilling down her cheeks. Deillae pressed against her and Shorhe enveloped her weeping lover.

Maria stared stunned at me while Thūwhi clutched her new shield to her chest and wept at the tragedy of this moment. Kulri leaned on her staff. Even Twist looked somber. She had no flippant remark to say. She didn't hide from her emotions.

Iris landed on my head. I heard her tiny weeping as she wiped her face on my hair. She burrowed into my locks. I had never felt her do that before. This fight had scared us all. Mark Taylor would die for what he did. My pathetic half would not get his wish.

I would not let him harm this world.

“Dëshoma,” I whispered.

She sniffed and lifted her face from my breastplate. “I know, Lord Marcus, that we must needs press on if we have any hope of cornering your villainous doppelganger.”

“Naw, that asshole's gone,” I said. “But we can still figure out what he's up to. Find something of value.”

She nodded and then glanced down at her bible. “My father hath imparted a gift upon me.”

“Upon us all,” I said. “He gave me an angelic blessing.”

“An Honor Blade,” Maria said, holding out her elegant rapier. It had a golden basket hilt and appeared to have a perfect balance. “It deals more damage when I'm using Duel and,  once per day, I can deal triple damage on my next attack while Dueling.”

“An apt weapon for thee,” Dëshoma said, smiling. “It gladdens me that mine father hath imparted to all of thee aid in the coming fight against the darkness.”

Twist flipped a golden shuriken that gleamed with light. “A Blinding Star,” she hissed. “Your father is clever. Always comes back. Now I don't have to have a lot of stars on my straps. No hiding my tits.”

“That is not why he did it,” said Dëshoma.

“No, he did it because he loves you.” Twist threw her star across the room. It glowed brightly. It hit the wall and then appeared back on her leather strap. “Once per day, it bursts with golden light and blinds the enemy. Gonna back stab the fuckers then.”

“Yes, I am sure mine father intended to give thee such an opening, if not to use such colorful language.”

“Now, now, I've heard you moan on Marcus's cock or my tongue,” Twist said and thrust her pierced tongue out and waggled it at Dëshoma.

The Soothsayer quivered, her exposed breasts jiggling.

“I'll use this well,” Kulri promised, touching the golden belly chain wrapped around her waist. It gleamed with rubies, sapphires, diamonds, heliodors, and emeralds. “It allows me to cast my elemental spells faster and, once per day, lets me add a status effect to my next five spells.”

“Use it well, Lady Kulrigiizhai,” Dëshoma said with an incline of her head.

“And I shall use mine,” Thūwhi said, hefting her new shield. It was silver, bright and shining, with Dihhomamer's golden hammer on the front. “Shield of Faith's Defense. It increases my Faith and once per day, I can put a shield of protection around me.”

“Ah, my bubble,” I said,.

The demonborn winked at me. “Well, I can attack through mine.”

I smiled at her. “Lucky you.”

Dëshoma looked down at her bible. “The Book of Redemption,” she whispered, her fingers touching it. “When I employ a luck spell, I get to pick the random choice. Mine father's love is imbued in it. Once per day, I shall be able to double cast mine healing spells for thirty seconds.”

She stroked the front. There was an angel on the front.

“I love thee, Father,” she whispered before kissing the front of it.

I cleared my throat, the emotion starting to choke me out.

“Marcus,” Shorhe said, coming up to me. She swallowed, her face bowed. Shame rippled across her.

“It's okay,” I said. “You made the right decision in the end. You came and fought.”

She shook her head. “Not long after we parted, I met with your dark twin. We were being spied upon by...” She drew in a deep breath. “By Éjyona.”

My stomach lurched. My halfling Gunner had left the party to find out what the followers of Pushijer were up to. We hadn't heard from her since. She was a sneaky one. Gunners were down the Intelligence path of the Rogue class. She had stealth abilities. Was smart and dexterous.

“No,” I whispered.

“I captured her and turned her over to—”

I broke into a run, racing down past the cells lining the room. “Éjyona!” I shouted at the top of my lungs. “Éjyona!”

My eyes darted back and forth, scanning them as I ran past them. My heart hammered in my chest. Fear rippled through my body at the thought of my poor Éjyona trapped in this barbarous place. Her frail Halfling flesh abused.

“ÉJYONA!”

My voice echoed back at me.

Then I spotted a naked form chained to the wall. Her head was bowed. Her silver hair streaked with dirt. More covered her bronze skin. Cuts marred her body. Her ribs showed through skin. She looked emaciated. Haggard. Tortured.

“Éjyona,” I growled and grabbed the bars of the door.

I heaved with all my might. The metal snapped. I growled and threw the door to the side as she looked up at me. For a moment, her metallic-red eyes stared beyond me. Then they focused on me. She trembled, her lower lip quivering.

“M-Marcus?” she whispered.

I fell to my knees before her to look her in the face. I cupped her cheeks with care, fury brimming through my soul. Rage at what my dark half had done to her. I wanted to find him and beat him to death. How dare he hurt my sweet Éjyona. How dare he leave her lying here broken and battered. This was unforgivable.

“I'm here,” I whispered.

“Fuck me,” hissed Twist and then she was at my side, her lock picks working at the manacles about Éjyona's wrists.

Dëshoma appeared on the other side and touched Éjyona. Vitality sprang into Éjyona's body. She bucked and gasped. Whimpers escaped her voice. One Healing Touch had cured her. She was only Level 19. She had lagged behind us being tortured in here.

“Marcus?” she asked. “It's really you?”

“Yes. I didn't know,” I croaked, emotion choking my voice. “I had no idea that this was happening to you. I can't believe it. This is disgusting. Foul. What's been done here.”

She shook her head. “I learned something.”

“What?” I asked as Twist picked her right manacle.

“Your twin is working with the Circle Breakers. With Veazzuaxziag.” Éjyona looked over my shoulder. “I've seen him down here. He's helping to keep the worlds apart.”

“Of course,” Kulri said, her voice as cold as I remember it being when we first met. “He's profiting off making his portals and connecting the world without using Shardpools.”

“Fucker,” I muttered.

Éjyona's right wrist came free. I scooped her up into my arms. She hardly weighed anything. She lifted her head and kissed me hot on the mouth. Her tongue thrust into my mouth with aggression and playfulness.

Part of me wanted to throw her down right here, but this wasn't the time. I broke the kiss with her, panting. She licked her lips, staring up at me with her metallic-red eyes. The emotion shining in them almost overwhelmed me.

Tears spilled down her cheeks. “I knew you'd come for me.”

“I would have been here sooner if I knew,” I said, guilt twisting through me. “We were after—”

“The angel,” said Éjyona. “I know. But that didn't change the fact. You found me. I'm free. I don't....” She broke off into tears and hugged me tight, her face burying into my neck. I enjoyed the feel of her. She felt so wonderful in my arms.

I wouldn't let this happen to her again.

I broke the kiss. “We have to search this place.”

She nodded. “Search away. I'm fine right here.”

I snorted.

“It's the steampunkish thing to do,” she said gravely.

“You have no idea what steampunk is,” I said. When she had on her gear and her gun, especially with those goggles on, she looked like she'd stepped right out of a steampunk tale.

“I'm steampunk, so, by definition, everything I do is steampunkish.”

“True,” I said and looked around. “Let's find where this cocksucker's run off to.”

“Maybe that Demonologist is around,” said Twist.

“Let us hope not,” said Kulrigiizhai. “He or she must be at least level fifty to summon. Probably higher.”

Dëshoma nodded in agreement and shivered. Kulri had mentioned that Demonologist was on the path Dëshoma walked. But I could never see my Soothsayer making that choice. She would become a Seer.

As I walked, I extended a party invite to Shorhe, Deillae, and Éjyona. They accepted it. Éjyona gasped and squirmed in my arms. Her body twitched and she groaned. She grabbed her head. I shuddered, thinking I had hurt her.

Then I realized her Hit Points and Technical Points were shooting up. She was gaining levels. She groaned and her eyes danced beneath her squeezed-shut eyelids. Then she gasped and her eyes opened wide. She blinked.

“Aphounga's shattered sword,” she groaned. “That's a rush. Did I just shoot up to Level 40?”

Shorhe nodded. “You brought Deillae and me up, too. Match the party leaders.”

“Is that why I'm leveling with you?” Twist asked.

I smiled. “You do keep leaving the party and missing out on some of the fun when we come to Liberus.”

“True,” she said. “I have to change that.”

We marched down the end of the hallway that Mark Taylor had run down. It ended in a room with a silver ring embedded in the floor. It was bent in one spot, the metal blackened. The smell of burnt wiring, that electrical scent of ozone, filled my nose.

“Broken portal,” said Kulri, her ears twitching. Her voice was still flat. Cold. “They sabotaged it on the way out. Risky.”

“Any way to know where this went?” I asked.

Kulri shook her head. “I am sorry, Marcus Aurelius, there is no way that I know of save by asking he who made it.”

“Asshat?” I asked.

“Yes,” she hissed, the icy fury spilling through her voice. I shivered, clutching Éjyona tighter in my arms.

“Here's Éjyona's gear,” said Maria. She plucked up a pair of goggles.

“Mmm, time to look stylish again,” said Éjyona. “Though, I suppose, I'll have to be kitted out in all-new gear.”

“I suppose so,” I said as I set her down. “Poor you.”

She sighed as she headed to get her gear and dress. “I know.”

“There are two shards here,” said Maria. She picked them up. “Giijyuashuyarrio and Ghébchal. The elven and halfling cities, Marcus.”

She tossed them to me. I caught them and put them in my pouch. The enemy must have activity in those cities. This was good to know. But it would be better to know where my asshole other half had fled to for certain.

But these were places to start investigating. We also had Kulri's master. He had a headquarters here in Liberus. Full of mages and the sort. It would be tricky. They were a respected organization. We were already at war with the churches.

Well, the more the merrier.

“There's something here,” Twist said. She moved to the far wall and touched it. “Yes, yes, there's something here.”

“What?” I demanded.

“A hidden panel.” She drew her dagger and pried at it. She worked out the section, exposing the seams that I couldn't see. I moved closer to her, the others moving in around us. She pulled down the stone and revealed a smoky diamond.

It was large. Twist hissed in delight and tossed it up and down.

I snagged it. “Kulri, is this what I think it is?”

“Yes!” Kulri reached for it before yanking back her hand. “The Black Heart Diamond. It can house one soul. Imprison them no matter their strength or level. My master will enjoy his new abode. If you will allow it, Marcus Aurelius.”

I stared at it. This was what she had been looking for when I met her. The means to imprison a man with vastly more levels than her. He might be at the level cap. Level 70. I stared down at the gem. Then at her.

I tossed it to her.

“He's involved, but that's not why we're going to shove his ass in there, is it?” I asked.

Kulri shook her head.

“That's right, we're going to make him pay for what he did to you.” I lifted her face. “Oh, he's going to suffer, Kulri.”

Her smile could have frozen the Mojave Desert.


Chapter Thirty-Eight: Loving the Angelborn Lady

“Deillae and I talked,” Shorhe said as we left the room. There were no more clues on where my nihilistic, asshole other half had gone.

“Okay,” I said to the orc Soldier marching at my side. She had her plumed helmet tucked beneath her arm, her rich, green skin giving her a wild, even Amazonian, beauty. She was my height, her armor hiding just how curvaceous of a woman she was.

She chose to wear men's armor, I realized.

“We're in,” Shorhe said. She glanced at Deillae walking on her other side. The changeling Nun nodded. She wore a gray habit that had a cutout for her small breasts. They weren't shown off, but you could see much of her cleavage. She was half-fey. “Deillae and I want to be a part of your party.”

I extended the invites permanently, not just for the fight like before.

Deillae nudged Shorhe and then smiled at me.

“Oh, and Deillae's interested in having her first time with a man,” added Shorhe. Her cheeks darkened to a forest green. The orc shifted. “She's never been with a man before. But I told her what you were like...”

“While demonstrating with our favorite strap-on,” added Deillae, her yellow eyes twinkling. “She said you made her cum so hard in that cave.”

I smiled. That was out on the Aerie Plateau. At the time, Shorhe had been a higher level than me. The only way for me to win had been to play dirty. I used my tentacles to molest her. I turned her on and fucked her. She had submitted to me in the throes of passion.

“She just said it wasn't the same with a dildo,” Deillae added. “You made quite the impression on my girlfriend. I want to try.”

“That can be arranged,” I said, winking at her.

“Me first,” Éjyona said as she walked on my other side. “I miss you.”

“Yeah, I miss you, too,” I said. And she wasn't the only woman who would be needing me. Dëshoma needed comfort, too. And then there was Ashi, my new angel builder. She had returned to my camp after being rescued. My harem was growing huge.

Just what I wanted.

There wasn't much to say on the walk out. We worked our way through the terrible dungeon and then into the holy grotto. It was sad what we had done. Thūwhi, Shorhe, Deillae, Dëshoma, and even Éjyona stared with disgust and horror at the profanity brought to this sacred place. Éjyona had once been a fervent follower of Pushijer. But she had learned the corruption of her church and left it, her faith (lower case faith, not her stat which was actually her worst score) shattered.

Dëshoma had helped to build back up her faith during our adventure across the Aerie Plateau.

We emerged into the temple to have the priests scurry away from us. None of them wanted to confront us. They peered out from alcoves. One woman even ducked beneath the pews and peeked out from beneath as she trembled.

“Give Father Darius a message,” snarled Thūwhi to one priest that had pressed back beneath the stained glass of Himnomeri, the Goddess of Faith. “Tell him that a cleansing will come to the corruption staining this temple. He and the others who have let greed into their hearts shall not stand.” She brandished her shield. “Dihhomamer's light shall hammer any who think to hide in the darkness. The reckoning is coming.”

The priest pissed himself.

We entered the long boulevard surrounding the temples. The people scurried before us. The faithful rushed into the temples while shouting curses at us. They thought us villains. It was clear we'd never be able to shop in Liberus again. I reached into my pouch and felt those stones for the elf and halfling cities.

Would we be able to operate there? The priests in Akzobroz, the dwarven city, had arranged for us to be ambushed when we'd visited there. I was getting sick and tired of it. The Hierophant himself was behind this.

The very man that was supposed to be the most faithful of the Gods of Light and Order wanted to destroy the world to wipe out evil.

How did fighting evil with evil make any fucking sense?

We reached the Shardpool unmolested, though. Beyond the temples, things calmed down. Slightly. Some people still gasped at the sight of us. The city watch ghosted us, but they all seemed scared to try to capture us. None of them had the levels to challenge us.

We stepped into the Shardpool, my women pressing around us, Éjyona clinging to my leg. I didn't blame her after what she had been through. It was disgusting what my other self had done. It sickened me realizing there was a part of me that could be like that.

That could torture and hurt the innocent in pursuit of my own plans.

My other self was that part of me betrayed by the world. Bitter and full of hatred and...

I couldn't pity the asshole. I made different choices. I wasn't trying to destroy the world. And if he was a copy of me, then he should have been capable of doing the right thing, too. So fuck him. He would pay for what he did to Éjyona and Dëshoma's father.

The light cleared and revealed my camp.

It was different.

A large structure rose to the south. This wasn't a forge or a loom or a kitchen. This was no crafting hub. It was a home. A rather large one. It was made out of stone, matching the decor of the other buildings. It had windows set in it. Not full glass panes but a collection of diamonds about the size of my palm held in a lattice of wood slats to form the windows. There was a grand door carved with a busty woman on the front, her back arched in the throes of orgasm.

Then I noticed there were little things around. A few more statues of naked women—one masturbating, another staring over her shoulder while her perfect, heart-shaped ass was on display—dotted my camp.

Ashi was creating another statue. My angel was working at a blur of speed, stone chips flying off the sculpture of a busty woman cradling her large tits emerging. She had her fingers squeezed into them while she proffered them.

I swear, there were even beads of milk on her nipples.

“My Lord,” she breathed when she finished, turning to face me with her ruby eyes. The ringlets of her golden hair tumbled about her fair cheeks. She pushed up her glasses, her large breasts draped in the silk of her negligee. Her white-feathered wings fluttered behind her while her halo pulsed with delight. “I hath taken the liberty of building thee a proper home and have decorated thy camp with adornments I felt thou wouldst find appropriate.”

“They're all you,” I said, noticing the faces on the statues. I stared at the bead of milk. “Wait, do you lactate?”

“All angels do,” said GeeGee, my alchemist. “And having her here to gather milk and pussy juices will make potion making so much easier.”

“It doth please me to be of assistance to thee, Lady Uihzegiigjya.” Ashi said the elven name with melodic ease. I preferred GeeGee. At least I could pronounce that.

I stared up at the house. It now connected to Shelly's kitchen. That was interesting.

“Shall I give thee a tour, Lord Marcus?” Ashi asked, brushing away a few bits of the stone that were on her clothing. The shards vanished before they hit the ground. Where had they gone? They'd just faded away.

I supposed so. It was like in a video game watching someone craft. A progress bar would work and when it was up, you had an item in record time without leaving behind any scraps.

“Yes,” I said, glad I had an architect. “Show me.”

“This is the main house,” she said. “I shall build more homes for thy women for their own personal use.” She gave me a sly look, her halo pulsing in the exciting way Dëshoma's did. “Of course, I suspect if they are like me, they desire to be near thee and shall, of course, join thee in thy accommodation. I have made the bedroom quite spacious. It doth dominate the third floor. A central bed and a half-dozen smaller beds around it to give thy women places in which to enjoy each other whilst thou art occupied.”

“Nice,” Twist said. “No more sleeping on the ground.”

“Thou hast never complained about such adversity before,” Dëshoma said. She glanced at Twist, her eyes blinking.

Twist shrugged. “Wasn't worth bitching about.”

Ashi smiled as she led us into the first floor. The kitchen lay to the right. Shelly was in there hard at work. She bustled around to make us supper, wearing only that naughty apron of hers. She had her back to us and wiggled her hips as she stirred a large pot hanging over a fire. Her ass looked so cute.

She knew it, too.

“Welcome back, Marcus,” Shelly said without looking away from her cooking. “Dinner will be ready soon. So relax until then. I know you've had a hard day.”

She always had a sense of things. She knew when we needed her cooking.

“The dining table, of course,” said Ashi. She motioned to a large table that could seat more women than I had. It stretched the length of the first floor. Two large fireplaces were built into the far wall, though no flames were glowing. The lighting was accomplished by glowing crystals set in the wall and looked like candles. More adorned a chandelier above the table.

Iris zipped up into it and darted through the crystals, giggling to herself.

The floor was stone but there were carpets woven with naked Ashi's in them. The one I stood on had her masturbating her pussy. I arched an eyebrow at that. Was my sweet angel builder a narcissist or something?

She certainly was sexy.

The second floor had a study and a lounge, a place with couches, love seats, and a big comfy chair around another fireplace. It had a cozy feel. A place to relax and hang out. I could imagine sipping hot cocoa or drinking cool beers in this room just talking with my women.

“I placed a carpet with a thick weave of the softest wool,” Ashi said, running her foot over the rug. It was woven with the image of her on her hands and knees, her breasts dangling beneath her. “It is perfect if thou or thy women have the urge to relax in other ways in this room, Lord Marcus.”

“My ass isn't falling asleep here,” said Twist, nodding in approval.

“You have outdone yourself, Ashi,” I said, looking around at my new home. My women were moving around, whispering to each other, discussing it. They had smiles on their lips.

We needed something good, even if it was minor, after what we had just been through. Especially Dëshoma.

But a fragility remained in her gaze as she looked around. I had to do something about that. I grabbed a nipple of hers and pinched it. She gasped and lifted her gaze to me, her green eyes trembling. I twisted it.

“Lord Marcus?” she asked, a quiver to her voice.

“Come along,” I told her, leading her to the stairs. “Let's see the bedroom.”

“Yes, Lord Marcus,” she purred.

As I passed Twist, I snagged the strap of her armor and tugged on it, pulling her along. A smile spread on her scaled lips. I could see that she was eager for the fun to begin. She wanted all the wicked delights that I could muster.

No tentacles this night. I had had to use everything to survive the corrupted Dezösh.

Ashi led the way to the stairs, her wings quivering. I headed backward, leading my two women, the rest of my harem following along. GeeGee, Nîya, Okzira, and Aebussi had joined us. Haîcze must be gone looting or selling our treasures to make us more money while Shelly was busy cooking. Almost all my harem in one place.

Even Éjyona was here.

That was a small blessing. Having her back was a comfort.

The stairs creaked beneath my feet as I climbed them, my women already loosening their gear. Maria's leather bra came off, her round tits spilling into view, her right nipple pierced by the black ring. Kulri tugged on her nipple clamps while Thūwhi undid her breastplate bikini, her large breasts spilling out. They were big and bountiful, her nipples a darker shade of red than her ruddy skin. Aebussi's equally large tits spilled into view followed by Nîya's impressive mounds, milk beading at the dryad's nubs.

I reached the top of the stairs and glanced at the bedroom. The central bed was huge. A four-poster monstrosity that looked to be four king-sized mattresses stuck together. A ring of smaller beds, large four-posters in their own right, circled it. I smiled at the sight of it, the central bed draped in pillows. People could sleep at both ends in comfort or form a large pile in the center.

My dick throbbed at the idea of being surrounded by all that flesh.

“Well, Twist,” I said as I released my two women, “shall we make Dëshoma explode?”

“Oh, yes,” said Twist. She moved up to me. “Let's just get you out of that armor. It's just in the way.”

I chuckled in agreement.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The angelborn Soothsayer quivered as she watched Twist strip off Marcus's armor. It was an act the Spy had never done. Twist had this smile on her lips, delighted as she worked the straps and pulled off the various plates covering Marcus's strong flesh.

She doth appear to be besotted with him, Dëshoma thought. She hast finally been honest with her emotions and hath found the joy that true love doth bring.

Despite the grief of her father's death, she still felt joy. She was with the man and women she loved. Her heart encompassed so many. A smile spread on her lips. For a moment, she felt warmth on her face like her father's halo fell on her.

I shall always love thee, Dëshoma, whispered in her mind, a memory of her father. Wherever thou goeth shalt mine affection armor thee against the darkness, my beloved daughter.

She didn't remember when her father had spoken those words to her, but they were beautiful. She was glad she remembered them. Tears filled her eyes, but they were happy ones. Her bliss only swelled as Marcus stood naked before her, Twist peeling out of her scanty armor, the Spy's pink-scaled tits swaying before her.

“Shall we devour her, Marcus?” Twist asked.

“Mmm, let's,” he said.

“Fuck, yessssss!”

“Twist and Lord Marcus ravishing mine body...” groaned Dëshoma as her lovers advanced. “Truly, this is a most happy and delicious occasion.”

“Too many words,” Twist said with a loving smile. “You should be gasping out in bliss.”

“Then deliver it upon mine quivering and nubile flesh and maketh my body sing with the rapture thine fingers, tongues, and Lord Marcus's most prodigious cock can deliver upon me.”

Marcus pushed her down on the bed. Though she was clothed, Dëshoma's garb did nothing to hide her body. Her exhibitionist skirt was too short to cover more than an inch of flesh and her habit opened so wide both her round breasts were available to be groped without any intervening cloth. She savored that openness. That exposure. To be so vulnerable and yet to trust those around her so implicitly.

Dëshoma closed her eyes as Marcus's calloused hands groped her right tit and Twist's scaled hands kneaded her left.

The angelborn Soothsayer savored their massaging touch, the passion building and building in her cunt. She squirmed, her heart beating fast, pumping her hot blood throughout her flesh. She groaned and quivered on the bed, loving what they did to her.

“Lord Marcus!” she groaned. “Twist!”

“That'ssss better,” Twist hissed then licked Dëshoma's breast, tongue stud sliding over firm tit and then hard nipple.

The Soothsayer gasped in delight at the contact. Her face contorted. She whimpered, her body squirming on the bedding. The others of the harem broke off in twos and threes to share their combined love. They were all united by one man, brought together in passion.

Marcus sucked her nipple into his mouth. He nursed on her. She quivered there, her face contorting in delight. He suckled with hunger. He nibbled and made her gasp. Her moans echoed through the room.

“Oh, Lord Marcus,” she whimpered. “Thy touch is electric. Thou doth stir such wicked pleasure through mine body. And Twist...”

The dragonborn Spy sucked on the other, her tongue stud rubbing into the angelborn's areola and nub. Sparks of pleasure flared through her flesh. She groaned, loving every one of them. Her eyes squeezed shut while her pussy grew hotter and hotter.

Her two lovers nursed and suckled. Their lips delivered such exquisite pleasure to her while her pussy grew wetter and wetter. Her asshole clenched down on her butt plug. She held that naughty toy deep in her bowels.

“Thy touch is stirring such passion in mine quivering nethers,” she groaned. “Thy lips and mouths... Yes!”

Her body trembled as the pleasure swelled and swelled in her. She came closer and closer to that wonderful explosion of rapture. She opened her eyes as they suckled on her nipples. They both massaged her tits with their different touches. Marcus's whiskers rasped on her right breast while Twist's scaled chin and cheeks caressed her left.

Her toes curled in her stocking-clad feet. Her virgin pussy swelled with such hot bliss. Pussy cream soaked her sapphire bush. Her halo glowed brighter and brighter, spilling light across the others sharing their love.

“Oh, GeeGee!” moaned Maria.

“Yes, yes, Thūwhi!” gasped Okzira.

“Mmm, work that fist in and out of my cunt, Éjyona!” groaned Nîya. “It is so wonderful to finally meet you.”

“It is!” Éjyona cheered.

Then Marcus's hand slid over Dëshoma's stomach. She quivered beneath the excitement of his touch. Her virgin pussy clenched and her asshole clamped down on the butt plug. The angelborn felt so decadently loved. Though she held deep passion and affection for all the members of Marcus's harem, her lord and Twist were the closest in her heart.

And now she had the pleasure of enjoying their touch.

Marcus's fingers slid over the thin strip of the skank skirt she wore, a term Marcus sometimes used. A naughty one that only made the exhibitionist Soothsayer more excited. Then she groaned as Marcus's digits wandered through her bush and caressed her silky folds.

He found her clitoris and massaged it.

“Lord Marcus,” she gasped.

Twist popped her mouth off Dëshoma's nipple and glanced south. The dragonborn laughed, a hissing sound. “Going for her pussy, eh, Marcussss?”

He popped his mouth off and grinned. “My lady does have a delicious pussy. A true bounty for us to enjoy.”

“Definitely.” Twist laughed. “Fuck, it's wonderful being in the harem.”

“'Tis true,” Dëshoma moaned. “Twist, I must confess how greatly I longed for this moment to share thee fully with our lord and lover and quiver at the masculine strength and virile passion which doth emanate from him like the warmth of the sun's rays kissing a flower's petals.”

“Oh, there'll be plenty of petal kissing,” Marcus said and then nipped her nipple.

The angelborn gasped, her halo pulsing with her excitement.

She quivered there, her cunt growing wetter and wetter as Marcus and Twist resumed nursing on her nipples while he strummed her clit. She quivered on the bed, her stocking-clad legs twitching while her moans merged with the passion of the others.

Marcus's calloused touch strumming her nether pearl spilled such pleasure through her body. She groaned, reveling in this moment. Her back arched as he licked and lapped and teased and pleased her. She quivered, savoring every moment of this. Every last second of the wonder of this moment.

“Oh, Lord Marcus,” she moaned, her passion echoing through the air. “Thou doth stir such bliss through mine body. I am all aquiver and mine orgasm doth approach with wanton and rapacious haste to drown me in the ecstasy of thine and Twist's wondrous touch.”

Marcus rubbed harder at her clit and sucked harder at her nipple. Twist's tongue stud played with Dëshoma's other nub. The angelborn gasped at the bliss they stirred up in her. She groaned, her expression twisting with such feverish heat.

Then she gasped as her passion burst out of her.

She climaxed.

“Lord Marcus! Twist!”

She bucked on the bed, the pleasure rippling through her body. Waves of ecstasy lapped at the shores of her mind, stimulating her. She groaned and shuddered, her virgin pussy convulsing and aching for her lord's cock to fill her.

“Lord Marcus, take me with thy prodigious cock and make such merry delight in my wanton cunt!”

He popped his mouth off her nipple and pulled his fingers from her clit. “When I'm ready.”

He held up his digits coated in her cream. The jasmine scent of her pussy filled her nose. Twist ripped her mouth off Dëshoma's nipple and sucked those fingers into her mouth. Her scaled cheeks hollowed as she nursed with hunger.

It was a stirring moment.

Twist slid her mouth off Marcus's digits. “Fuck, I need to eat that cunt.”

“I couldn't agree more,” Marcus said.

“Oh, mine love for thee both doth swell in mine bosom,” Dëshoma moaned, her body craving more pleasure.

Her two lovers moved down her body and pushed her thighs apart. Their hands caressed her through the elven silk of her stockings. The touch sent such a tingle through her flesh. It was a wondrous event. Magical and beautiful.

Dëshoma gasped as Twist and Marcus dove their heads forward and planted their faces into her snatch. They licked and lapped at her. Their tongues flew over her pussy. She groaned at the intensity of their licking hunger. It was inspiring. Something that made her gasp and groan.

She arched her back. She savored the bliss of their tongues licking and lapping at her pussy. It was a delight that sang through her soul. A bright smile crossed her lips as they caressed over her hymen together.

Two different tongues, one pierced, loved her.

“My Lord! Twist!”

They feasted on her. She savored Marcus's tongue lapping up to her clit and his lips sucking on her throbbing bud. Then she groaned as Twist's tongue and hard stud caressed up and down her hymen, poking at it.

Threatening to take her cherry. So long as she wore her white Maiden's veil, her pussy would always be restored to its pure state.

Ready to be deflowered all over again.

She gasped, her round breasts jiggling through the open front of her habit. Her veil rustled about her head. She arched her back, moaning. She felt eyes watching her, the others of the harem staring at her as she enjoyed her lovers' tongues.

That swelled her pleasure.

“Yes, yes, witness the bliss our lord and Twist doth deliver to mine wanton and slatternly pussy,” she moaned. “They doth flutter up and down mine slit and give me such a heady rush of delight.”

“Oh, we're going to give you some delight,” Marcus growled and sucked on her clit.

She squealed, another orgasm swelling inside of her. She groaned, her body shuddering. Her face twisted with wild passion. She shuddered and gasped. Her passion echoed through the room. It was stunning to hear.

Twist's tongue stud caressed Dëshoma's pussy lips as Lord Marcus sucked on her clit. The Soothsayer gasped and shuddered, rising towards another burst of pleasure. Her virgin pussy quivered.

He nipped her clit.

“Lord Marcus!” she screamed, drawing every gaze to her thrashing body.

Her twat spasmed with her pleasure. She bucked through her wild bliss, her gasps and moans echoing through the room. She whimpered and moaned, crying out her passion for all to hear while her lovers licked up her cream.

Marcus and Twist feasted on the juices gushing out of the angelborn's virgin twat. They drank down her passion as she squeezed her tits. The pleasure washed through her body. Ecstasy drowned her mind.

Stars twinkled before her.

Her halo glowed bright with her pleasure. She quivered through the bliss. She hit the peak of her pleasure and then she collapsed into panting bliss. A large smile spread on her lips as Marcus and Twist lifted their heads.

“What a gorgeous sight,” Marcus said.

“Fuck, yessssss,” Twist hissed.

Dëshoma beamed at them.

“You need to ride him,” Twist said. “Stop being lazy and letting us do all the work.”

Dëshoma gasped. “Thou art right. Verily have I forsaken mine own delightful responsibility to deliver the same ecstasy upon mine lovers that thou hast delivered upon me.”

“Yeah,” Twist said. “You lost me, but fuck it. Ride that dick. I'm going to have my fun.”

Dëshoma quivered as her draconic lover winked a blue, slitted eye.

Marcus stretched out on his back and Dëshoma quickly straddled him. Her hands grabbed his thick and long shaft with greedy hunger. She stroked up and down him, a broad smile spreading over her lips. Then she lowered herself, her pussy nudging into the pinnacle of his cock.

She savored the feel of his dick pressing on her virginity, his cock piercing a hard point. She quivered there and then she let her weight sink her down his cock. She gasped as her hymen stretched and stretched.

A rush of euphoria swept through her at the anticipation of losing her maidenhead. “Lord Marcus!”

Twist grabbed Dëshoma's shoulder and shoved her down Marcus's cock.

Her cherry popped.

Dëshoma gasped as his pierced dick thrust up into her pussy. She slid down his cock. A wild groan burst from her lips. She sank all the way down his pierced dick and gasped her delight as she bottomed out on his mighty prowess.

“Lord Marcus!” she gasped, her pussy squeezing about him. “Thy cock, as always, doth stir the most bliss in my most rapacious and wanton cunt.”

“Mmm, it's always a joy to take your cherry,” he said, grinning at her. His hands grabbed her bare midriff. He stroked her. “Now ride me. Work that cunt up and down my cock.”

“Yessssss,” Twist said, her fingers dipping into the angelborn's ass crack.

She gasped as the dragonborn grabbed the jeweled knob of the butt plug and pulled. Dëshoma's cunt clenched down on Marcus's cock as her asshole widened. The butt plug popped out, the smooth, metal cone stimulating her sphincter.

Then Twist shoved it back inside of Dëshoma. The velvety stimulation sent a wave of heat through the angelborn. Her halo pulsed while her thighs flexed. She rose up Marcus's cock, gasping out her rapture.

Marcus groaned, his hands tightened on her hips as his cock piercing rubbed hard against her pussy, adding extra stimulation to her pussy walls. Then she impaled herself back down his cock, her round breasts jiggling.

“Damn, Lady Dëshoma,” Marcus groaned.

She loved it when he called her by that name. Her joy swelled along with the bliss of his dick stuffing her pussy. She groaned, savoring every inch of his cock that she slid up and then slammed back down. Her face contorted in bliss. Her whimpers echoed through the bedroom.

The mattress shifted beneath Marcus as she worked her deflowered pussy up and down his dick. His piercing massaged her silky flesh, swelling her pleasure. At the same time, Twist continued pumping the butt plug in and out of the angelborn's sphincter.

“Love watching that naughty asshole widening to swallow the plug,” Twist hissed. Then she kissed Dëshoma on the butt-cheek.

Bit her.

Not hard; just enough for her to squeak in delight, her round breasts jiggling. Her belly piercing swung beneath her navel from her vigorous motion. She rode her lord with such passion, her cunt squeezing down on him.

“Damn,” Marcus said, watching her breasts bounce. “My lady, I could lie here for eternity enjoying your pussy.”

“What an enticing way for us to spend our eternity and one which the selfish parts of my soul would treasure indulging in, but I could not keep thine amazing cock all to myself and deny the pleasure of thy throbbing member to the other beauties who doth love thee as much as I.”

He smiled. “You are beautiful.”

She squealed her delight, her pleasure rising in her. She flexed her thighs, easily working her cunt up and down his pierced cock. The silky friction mixed with the velvety delight Twist created working the butt plug in and out of the angelborn's asshole.

As her orgasm swelled, so too did the intensity of her halo. Golden light shone on Marcus. He smiled as if he could feel her love raining down on him. He slid his hands up and grabbed her breasts. He cupped her round mounds, the pleasure of his touch adding a delicious seasoning to her pleasure.

She groaned, her pussy clenching down on his cock. She worked her pussy up and down his dick. The ecstasy swelled and swelled in her. She climbed towards that wonderful peak. Her hips stirred her pussy around his cock. She whimpered, loving the delight of his cock filling her up.

“Lord Marcus!” she moaned, slamming her pussy back down his cock. “Oh, Lord Marcus.”

“My lady love,” he groaned.

She gasped at that simple addition. Her pussy clenched down on his pierced cock as she rose up him. Twist slammed the butt plug into her asshole at the same moment. All these wondrous delights spilled through Dëshoma.

She impaled her twat down his cock and hit the peak of her pleasure. She came.

“Lord Marcus!” she cried out, her pussy going wild about his dick. “Oh, my lord. Yes, yes, that is a wondrous treat. Thy dick doth stir my pussy to such a wild pinnacle of delight.”

“Fuck!” he growled. “My lady!”

His cock erupted into her pussy. She shuddered as she experienced the delight of his cum pumping into her snatch. Her twat rippled about him, milking him. Her asshole spasmed around the butt plug that Twist had jammed back into her rectum.

He growled, squeezing her tits. Her golden halo flared brightly, spilling her passion throughout the bedroom and over all the happy couples writhing together in sapphic passion. Her hands grabbed Marcus's, holding him to her tits.

She hit the peak of her pleasure, whimpering out her delight. He grunted, spurting more and more of his seed into her. She hoped to quicken with his child. Her pussy rippled around his cock, working out the last of his cum.

She slumped forward. “Marcus. My Lord Marcus.”

“I love you,” he whispered, squeezing her tits. “I'm here for you, Dëshoma.”

She beamed at him and knew it to be true.


Chapter Thirty-Nine: Harem Delights

Twist

The dragonborn Spy ripped Dëshoma's Maiden's Veil off then grabbed her by the hips and hauled the angelborn's lithe body off their lover's cock. The Soothsayer gasped as Twist flipped her over and dropped her on her back on the bed.

“Twist?” Dëshoma gasped, her face wrapped up in a white wimple, hiding her sapphire hair. “What purpose doth thou have in stripping me of mine vestments which doth preserve my maidenly charm which Lord Marcus doth greatly enjoy plucking.”

“I need to eat that creampie and don't want your cherry to get in the way,” Twist hissed and buried her scaled face between Dëshoma's thighs.

With hunger, Twist licked and lapped at the angelborn's pussy. The Spy's tongue, and its hard stud, stroked through the Soothsayer's delicate folds. Jasmine and salt mixed across Twist's mouth as she ate cum and cream.

She hissed her delight.

“Well,” Marcus said, moving around her. “Someone's got her ass up and face down. I know what that means.”

“She is a wanton and whorish dragonborn who doth wish to be reamed most satisfactorily by thine prodigious cock, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma moaned.

“Too many fucking wordssssss!” Twist growled and thrust her tongue into the angelborn's jasmine-flavored twat.

Twist stirred her tongue around in those sloppy depths, pressing her stud into the soft walls of Dëshoma's pussy. Then Twist scooped out the cum, savoring the salty spunk spilling through her mouth.

As she did, Marcus pressed his wet cock into her asshole. The piercing rubbed down her scales until he found her asshole. Twist hissed her delight. She wanted to have that dick ream her out. She quivered there.

Marcus thrust.

Her asshole surrendered.

“Fuck!” Twist snarled as her anal ring slid over Marcus's cock and the hard piercing. Then he was in her bowels, sliding into her depths.

“Goddamn,” growled Marcus, his hands gripping the Spy's scaled hips.

Twist thrust her tongue again into Dëshoma's depths, swirling around and stirring up the angelborn. She moaned and gasped, her tits jiggling. Twist's own breasts swayed beneath her as she lapped out the cum from the yummy pussy before her while his thick shaft and hard piercing massaged her asshole.

Marcus bottomed out in her bowels. His hands tightened on her hips. He drew back, the velvety friction sparking heat that melted down to the dragonborn's cunt. She hissed into Dëshoma's pussy, tongue darting out to lap up cum and cream.

“Twist!” gasped Dëshoma.

“Just moan!” Twist hissed. “You don't need to make any more sounds than releasing your passion.”

“Thou art wise!” Dëshoma squeezed her thighs about the dragonborn's scaled face and whimpered.

The sounds of pleasure coming from the angelborn inspired Twist to lick with hunger. Her pussy grew hotter as her bowels took Marcus's cock over and over again. He fucked her with such passion. He buried his cock to the hilt in her. He fucked her with skill, thrusting over and over into her depths.

It was a treat. She whimpered and groaned, her face twisting with such wild delight. She groaned, her eyebrows scrunching up. Marcus thrust hard into her asshole, his cock piercing a hard pressure sliding up and down her bowels.

The pleasure all gathered in the depths of her cunt. Her orgasm swelled.

And from the wicked gasps and shuddering whimpers Dëshoma made, so was she.

Twist thrust her tongue deep, searching for more of Marcus's cum, but all she could taste was jasmine. The heady flavor inspired Twist. She flicked her tongue fast up and down Dëshoma's pussy, letting her stud massage her labia.

And clit.

Dëshoma moaned and gasped, her body twisting. Her pale breasts jiggled and her halo pulsed about her. Twist groaned as she attacked the angelborn's clit. The dragonborn took Marcus's cock in her asshole, gripping him with her hot bowels.

This was an amazing moment. She had almost walked away from their love because she was a stubborn, prideful idiot.

She sucked hard on Dëshoma's clit. Marcus sodomized Twist hard. His balls smacked hard on her taint. His every plunge stirred her up and brought her closer and closer to that moment of eruption. It built and built in her. She screamed towards her climax. It would be a mighty burst of bliss.

She ached for it.

He thrust harder into her. Faster. He fucked her with such intensity. She groaned and whimpered, loving every moment of his thrusts into her bowels. She clenched on him, moaning and hissing around Dëshoma's clit.

The angelborn gasped. Bucked.

Climaxed.

Her wordless scream of pleasure accompanied her jasmine flood of passion. Twist licked and lapped up the cream gushing out of her lover's cunt. She savored every drop that flowed out of her twat. It was a beautiful moment.

One that Twist treasured.

Her own climax swelled beneath the hammering pleasure of Marcus's cock. He buried to the hilt in her and then drew back. His cock piercing massaged her asshole. She groaned as she licked up the flood of pussy cream.

Orgasmed.

Her bowels rippled around Marcus's cock. He growled as he buried into her. Twist hissed into Dëshoma's gushing pussy, the pleasure rippling through the Spy's body. She gasped and moaned, stars twinkling before her eyes.

“Yessssss!”

“Goddamn,” Marcus growled, slamming to the hilt in her bowels and drawing back through her rippling sheath. “That tight ass. Fuck, that's good.”

“Mmm, it issssss,” she hissed, her asshole spasming around him. “Show me your passion, Marcussss! Shower me in your jizzzzzz!”

He growled and buried to the hilt in her asshole. His cum erupted. He fired blast after blast of his spunk into her bowels. He basted her as she drank the jasmine-flavored cream flooding out of Dëshoma's twat.

Twist reveled in this moment. Gloried in it. She shuddered, her bowels rippling and writhing around him. She milked out his cum. She worked out every drop that he had brimming in his bowels. He groaned, his hands stroking her scaled flesh.

“That was amazing.”

“I know,” she hissed. “I fucking know.”

“It is amazing,” Éjyona announced. The naked halfling bounced on her knees beside them, her round breasts jiggling. They were small but perfectly proportioned to her diminutive frame. “Come on, Marcus, my turn!”

“Enjoy,” Twist moaned, joy rippling through her body. Yes, she had made the right choice.

*  \ * /  *

“I am going to love this,” Éjyona said as I lay on my back. Twist and Dëshoma were off to have their own fun. I stared at the cute halfling as she straddled me. She was so small but had all those womanly curves. Her silver hair, cut in a short bob, swayed about her mischievous face. Metallic-red eyes gleamed. “Mmm, you're going to love it, too.”

“I better,” I said as she lowered herself to my dirty dick. “I want you polishing my cock clean.”

Éjyona grinned, her bronze skin flashing in the evening sunlight pouring through the western window. “It's going to sparkle when my pussy's done with it.”

“Just spic 'n span, huh?”

“You say the weirdest things. That world you come from must be weird.”

“You have no fucking idea,” I said. I was getting used to the game-like reality of this world. Levels, abilities, pools of Hit Points and Magic Points, menus that let me study my party members' stats, that sensation that I had when I was near them that let me know their status, too. “They don't have harems in my world.”

“Wow,” she said. “That sucks. What do all the extra women do?”

I blinked. Were there more women than men in this world? I hadn't noticed.

“Well, there are slightly more women than men. Mostly because men tend to die more often.”

“Huh, weird. Well, look at what you've done. Mmm, all these beauties, huh, and me at the pinnacle.”

“You're certainly at the pinnacle of my cock.”

“Yep!” She pressed her pussy down on my dick. Her labia spread over the crown. “Mmm, let's change that, huh?”

“Definitely,” I groaned, savoring the feel of her flesh slowly sliding over my cock. It was incredible to experience. This wonderful delight to have sliding over my dick. I groaned at how amazing it was. My face contorted in bliss.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I groaned. “That's good.”

“I bet,” she moaned. “Ooh, that dick, Marcus. That's a dick. You're going to be cumming hard on my cunt.”

“So hard,” I breathed, loving the way her pussy slid further and further down my dirty shaft. My piercing twisted about in my dick, sending more delight down my shaft and out through my body.

Somehow, her tiny body swallowed every inch of my dick. I should be stabbing up past her ribs, and yet she had all of me in her pussy. Maybe halfling cunts were like my pouch—an extradimensional space that let them swallow huge cocks.

I wasn't complaining. She felt incredible.

Her pussy juices soaked my dirty dick. She smiled at me as she raised her hips. She slid her cunt up my dick. It was amazing. Just a treat to enjoy. I groaned at how awesome this was. My face contorted with delight.

She reached the pinnacle and then undulated her hips in a circle. She stirred around me. It was amazing. I groaned at how great it was. This was such passion. Such a wonderful delight to enjoy. I groaned as Éjyona worked her twat up and down my cock.

Her round breasts jiggled. I grabbed her slender hips, moaning as she plunged her cunt down my cock and then slid back up it. The pleasure was perfect. Just an amazing delight for me to experience. I groaned, her cunt massaging me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped. “You love my steampunkish pussy!”

“You know it,” I growled, savoring her cunt polishing my pole. “Best steampunkish pussy that ever lived.”

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” she moaned. “You know it. Ooh, ooh, yes, I'm going to cum on this dick.”

“Tis a delight that I am greatly thrilled that thou doth get to enjoy,” purred Ashi. The angel appeared over me, her white wings folded tight. Her halo pulsed with delight. I glanced at her kneeling beside me.

“Want to sit on my face?” I asked.

“Sit on thy face?” she asked, confusion rippling across her face while her halo pulsed in a staccato manner.

“He wants to eat your cunt!” Éjyona moaned. “Mmm, just sit that angel cooch on his mouth and he'll love you.”

I licked my lips.

“Why, Lord Marcus, thy offer doth greatly stir affection in my heart,” Ashi said.

“And that itch in your cunt?” asked the halfling Sharpshooter. That was the class she had chosen. I could feel it through our party connection. A continuation of being a Gunner.

“Thou art correct,” Ashi said, blushing. Her large breasts quivered, milk beading at her golden nipples. It was clear that she was lactating.

“Oooh, look at those angel nipples,” Éjyona groaned, her cunt squeezing down on my dick as she impaled herself all the way down my girth. “You're lactating?”

“All female angels doth brim with a mother's love,” Ashi said as she threw her right leg over my head. She had a hairless pussy. The scent of cinnamon filled my nose. Her bald cunt lowered closer and closer to my face.

Closer and closer to my hungry lips.

She planted her twat right on my mouth. I groaned as she rubbed herself against me. She ground back and forth, smearing her cunt across my mouth. I groaned at the feel of her sliding her flesh over my face. It was a delight that I savored.

Her hips wiggled back and forth. I groaned as her cinnamon-flavored twat rubbed on my lips and nose. I bathed in it and then I licked. Her cute tush tensed as I lapped at her cunt, savoring the flavor of her.

Éjyona rose up my cock, my piercing twisting around in my glans. Pleasure shot through me. Her pussy and my cock ring giving me such delight. She slammed back down me. I groaned into Ashi's cunt.

“Mmm, boobies,” moaned Éjyona.

The angel's white wings thrust wide. She gasped and I heard suckling. I smiled, hoping Éjyona loved the creamy treat. I fluttered my tongue through Ashi's folds, licking and lapping at her. I stroked her with hunger, savoring those cinnamon juices flowing down my throat.

Her wings fluttered as I feasted on her. I ate her with hunger. I thrust my tongue into her depths and stirred her up while Éjyona worked that tight cunt up and down my pierced dick. The halfling moaned, her voice muffled.

My angel builder whimpered. Her halo pulsed with her pleasure. Her hot cunt smeared around on my face as she squirmed. Her passion echoed through the room. It was a delight to hear and a pleasure to taste. I thrust my tongue into her depths, feasting on her.

“Lord Marcus and Lady Éjyona!” the angel moaned. “Thy mouths doth stir such pleasure in mine body. Yes, yes suckle from my bounty, Lady Éjyona, and feast upon my most wanton nethers, Lord Marcus. Verily do I declare mine joy at joining thy harem for thee and thy women are a treat to mine senses.”

“Yes, they are,” I moaned into the angel's pussy.

“Boy, are we!” Éjyona moaned and then the suckling resumed.

I thrust my tongue deep into the angel's pussy and swirled around in her depths. I savored the flavor of her cunt; her spicy cinnamon was such a treat. I grabbed her thighs, holding tight to her as I feasted with hunger on her snatch.

I plunged my tongue over and over into her cunt. I savored stirring her up. This was incredible. Just a treat for me to enjoy. I groaned, savoring the passion of this moment. My tongue danced around in her cunt, stimulating her.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned. “Oh, Lord Marcus, thy tongue is incredible.”

“Wait until you try his cock!” the halfling moaned. “Aphounga's shattered sword, that's good. That's so good.”

“Let thy pussy celebrate this joyful union and writhe around his cock. Yes, yes, for verily shalt I enjoy the self-same delight as his tongue doth so wickedly plunder to the depths of mine wanton and depraved pussy.”

Her cinnamon flavor grew stronger, her wings flapping as I feasted upon her. I stared up past her curving rump and supple back to those angelic wings fluttering as my tongue stroked through her folds and brushed her clit.

I sucked on her bud.

She gasped in delight, her back arching and wings spreading wide. I nursed on her, loving the taste of her cinnamon cunt while Éjyona's wonderful pussy brought me closer and closer to cumming. Her tight snatch massaged my dick, my cock ring twisting in her.

It was incredible to feel. I groaned, the heat swelling at the tip while I sucked on Ashi's clit. I nursed on her wonderful bud, aching to give her so much passion. I wanted her gasping and moaning, shuddering and groaning. She would have such powerful climaxes on my mouth. I would dance my tongue around in her. She would shudder. It would be incredible.

Just a treat for me to enjoy.

I nursed on her clit with intensity fueled by Éjyona's massaging pussy. I loved every moment of the ride. I caressed Ashi's bud. This was perfect. Loving any of my women was a delight that soothed all my worries and concerns.

I groaned, savoring every moment of nibbling and sucking on her clit. I caressed her button with hunger. She groaned, her ass clenching before my eyes. I loved the sounds she made. Her gasps and moans. They mixed with Éjyona's groans as she worked her cunt up and down my dick.

“I'm going to cum!” gasped Éjyona, her pussy growing so molten around my dick. She massaged my cock piercing with her hot flesh.

“I, too, am about to enjoy that self-same delight thanks to Lord Marcus's hungry mouth as he doth suckle with passion upon my throbbing clitoris.”

“Hot!” the halfling Sharpshooter moaned and slammed her cunt down my cock.

She gasped and came.

Her pussy writhed around my dick. The pleasure shot down my shaft. It was awesome. An amazing delight that swept such passion through my body. I groaned, bucking on the bed through the pleasure of this moment.

It was intense to feel her cunt writhing around me. A true delight that I savored. I groaned, licking and lapping up at Ashi's cunt. I feasted on her with such passion as my own orgasm swelled to the pinnacle.

“Lord Marcus!” gasped the angel.

Her cinnamon juices flooded my mouth. They were such a delight to enjoy. I groaned as I drank them all down. I gulped them with passion. Éjyona's cunt writhed around my pierced cock at the same moment.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I growled into Ashi's snatch and erupted into Éjyona's twat.

I bucked beneath both my women, the pleasure slamming into my mind. Ecstasy blazed across my thoughts. Rapture consumed me as I enjoyed the treat of feasting on all that cunt cream that gushed out of their pussies.

It was a delight. I savored every last moment of it. My mind melted from the thrill of this pleasure. It was exquisite to enjoy. I groaned out my passion into Ashi's cunt as Éjyona's naughty snatch worked out all my cum.

“Oooh, Marcus, you love my steampunkish cunt.”

“I fucking do,” I growled.

“Lord Marcus, I do greatly desire to enjoy thy manly member plunging to the core of mine pussy. It doth quiver with the idea of taking a cock for the first time in its wanton grip.”

“You're a virgin?” I gasped to Ashi. “You don't have a hymen?”

“Angels are pure beings, Lord Marcus, and thus we do not need something as crude as a membrane to prove our maidenhood.”

“You won't be a maiden after I am done with you,” I growled.

“Lord Marcus, I shall always be thine heavenly maiden. Nothing can soil an angel's purity no matter how wanton her orgasms or how much seed their lord and husband doth pump into the fertile well of their womanhood.”

“Damn,” I groaned. “On your hands and knees. I want to fuck you doggy style.”

“Ooh, ooh, Maria, want to lick my pussy clean?” Éjyona shouted as she pulled her twat off my dick.

“Of course,” Maria said.

My dick slapped into my belly. The angel slid off of me with grace and knelt on the bed, her large breasts dangling beneath her. She folded her wings into her sides, her golden halo pulsing with her desire. She wiggled that cute rump, her pussy peeking out from between her thighs. I could just see that snatch from this angle.

I grinned and rose, my cock throbbing with anticipation of fucking her hard. I wanted to slide into her and make her howl. I got onto my hands and knees, my dick thrusting out hard before me. I throbbed and ached with passion.

I would fuck into her pussy so hard. I would pound her with such passion. It would be incredible. I grinned as I grabbed her hips, my cock throbbing before me. Éjyona's pussy cream gleamed on the gold ring piercing my spongy grown.

“Lord Marcus, plow mine fertile and pure fields and sow thy seed within me,” she moaned. “Thou art human and thus can plant thy progeny in mine womb.” She grinned at me. “After all, do I not serve the Lord of Creation himself? I verily declare that as an Angel of the Order of Creation that mine womb shall fashion a mixing of our soul and flesh and make an offspring of sublime beauty or courageous strength.”

“Goddamn,” I groaned as I moved to her. “I'll breed you this time?”

“I am no human female. I ovulate at mine choosing, and I choose thee, Lord Marcus. Thou art mine husband, the owner of my flesh and soul. It is only proper that mine womb doth ready for thy seed.”

I thrust into her cunt.

She gasped, her halo flaring so bright I blinked against it. I groaned as I sank into her flesh, loving the feel of her tight cunt around my dick. I grinned as I held onto her hips. Ashi whimpered, her cunt squeezing about my pierced cock.

I fucked her hard.

I pounded my angel in her fertile twat, my balls eager to breed her. I would fashion such a wonderful child in her womb. It would be incredible. I ached for it. Hungered for every second of this. It would be a fantastic delight to enjoy. A true treat.

A smile spread on my lips as I pumped away. I thrust with passion. I plowed deep and hard into her cunt. It was an incredible delight to experience. I shuddered, my face scrunching up with bliss as I savored her angelic pussy.

“Fuck, yes!” I groaned. “Angel cunt! I'm fucking a goddamn angel!”

“Thou art blessed among men!” she gasped.

“Yeah, I can feel that blessing,” I groaned, her pussy so tight around my pierced cock. “It's a true treat. Fuck, yes.”

I plunged away at her. I fucked into her cunt with passion. I buried over and over into her snatch. I plunged to the hilt in her cunt. It was a bliss. A true treat for me to enjoy. I groaned, my balls tightening. A smile grew on my lips.

Her flesh massaged my piercing. That naughty ring twisted around, the pleasure seeping down my shaft and making her cunt even more exciting. Her wings fluttered and her halo pulsed as I fucked into her.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned. “Oh, my god, that's fucking amazing. Just the best. Oh, god, yes!”

“Lord Marcus, I am thine to enjoy when thou art stirred by my winsome features into your lust!”

“Good,” I growled, thrusting harder and harder. “Shit, that pussy is amazing. That is a perfect cunt. You're going to make me cum.”

“What a most happy thought that is!”

As I fucked into her, I heard the others of my harem writhing together, Éjyona shuddering as Maria devoured her, Dëshoma in a daisy chain with GeeGee, Kulri, and Okzira. The two elves between the dwarf and angelborn. The orc and her feyborn lover were locked in a sixty-nine, Shorhe surprisingly on top of her more petite lover.

I loved it all. My dick throbbed, the heat swelling and swelling in my balls. I pumped away at her with hard strokes. I slammed to the hilt in her with passion. It was incredible to enjoy. I groaned, my dick throbbing in her cunt.

“Oh, wow, that's amazing,” I gasped. “Squeeze that heavenly cunt around my dick. My balls are tightening.”

“Flood mine pussy with thy most fecund seed and plant thy fertile passion into my most willing of soil,” she groaned. “Breed mine wanton womb, Lord Marcus!”

“Breed her,” gasped Nîya, Twist buried between her thighs. The dryad's big boobs heaved. “Breed that angel-cunt!”

My hands swept up Ashi's body. I grabbed her big tits. “As soon as I feel that cunt going wild around my dick.”

“Mine most wicked of orgasms doth even now awaken in mine pussy's depths, Lord Marcus,” the angel moaned. “Thy grip upon my heavy teats doth send such wondrous pleasure rushing through mine body and... and...”

She threw back her head and cried out in rapture.

Halo pulsing, her cunt rippled around my pierced dick. Her hot pussy sucked at my cock. She worked at my shaft. I groaned as I buried my shaft into her depths. I squeezed her tits hard and exploded.

I fired my cum into her pussy.

Spurt after spurt of my jizz flooded her snatch. The pleasure shot through me. It was incredible to enjoy. I growled as my balls unloaded over and over into her twat. Stars blazed before my vision. I groaned through the bliss.

“Fuck, yes!” I snarled. “I'm breeding my angel!”

“Thou art surely spilling all thy seed into mine most quivering and eager womb, Lord Marcus!” The angel moaned, her wings unfurling and back arching.

Her pussy milked my dick dry. I shuddered at the heat that rippled out of my dick. Stars burst before my eyes. It was an amazing delight. I groaned, enjoying every moment of this. My chest rose and fell, heart beating fast.

“Damn,” I growled, the passion echoing around the new bedroom. I liked what Ashi had built for me.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

When Éjyona had asked Maria if she wanted to devour the halfling's cum-filled twat, the Fencer had leaped at the chance.

“Mmm, you lick her out, lass, and I'll use this on you,” said Okzira. The busty dwarf was pulling a girdle of gold up her thighs with a thick dildo of the same material. “Forged it the other day. Been keen to try it out on you.”

“Me?” gasped Maria, her pussy clenching. The shaft had a familiar shape to it. “Is that modeled on Marcus's dick?”

“Well, ain't you the first woman he fucked in our world?” she asked.

“That's Haîcze,” Maria answered. “He met the sylph before me when he, er, assisted me with this slime.” Heat rose in Maria. Being molested by the ooze had started her down the path of loving tentacles. She thought it was a great pity that Marcus had used his Dreaming Chthonic Ring in the fight against Dezösh, but better they live.

He'll have it back tomorrow, Maria reminded herself.

“Well, Haîcze's not here, so you get to enjoy it, lass.”

Maria smiled. Éjyona flopped on her back, her slender thighs parting and boobs jiggling. Marcus was moving in position to fuck Ashi from behind. The angel was a beautiful addition to the harem. Maria couldn't wait to make love to her.

But Éjyona was back, and the halfling Sharpshooter made things interesting with her enthusiasm.

She crawled between Éjyona's thighs and pressed her face down to feast on that wonderful pussy. Just lick and lap and devour her cunt. It would be magnificent. Just a wondrous feast. Éjyona's shaved twat beckoned, cum dripping out of her gaping folds.

How does Marcus fit all of him in her? I'm twice Éjyona's height and he stuffs my cunt full.

That thought rippling through her mind, Maria licked her lips then pressed her mouth against the halfling's cunt. Cum, flavored with spicy cream, flowed into the Fencer's mouth. She closed her eyes shut and savored the flavor.

SMACK!

Stinging pain burst across Maria's rump. She gasped, her head shooting up from her delicious feast. “Okzira!”

“Lass, you got an ass that was made to be spanked,” Okzira said. “And a cunt that was made to be fucked.”

“Then fuck my cunt and leave my poor ass alone. Kulri likes being spanked.”

Okzira chuckled. The dwarven blacksmith pressed her golden dildo into Maria's red bush before finding her dripping folds. Maria continued to drink the cum that leaked out of Éjyona's pussy, waiting for the right moment to lick and lap at her.

Then she attacked. Her tongue fluttered up and down Éjyona's twat, teasing her. Driving her wild. It was a treat to do this to her. To make her shudder while Okzira thrust her dildo into Maria's cunt. The cool, hard, and smooth shaft sank into her boiling depths.

She moaned as much from the temperature as the pleasure of being filled. Her twat clenched down on it. Okzira bottomed out in moments, her crotch rubbing into Maria's rump. The human Fencer sealed her lips around Éjyona's pussy and sucked to draw out more of that cum while savoring that big dildo stretching out her cunt.

“Ak,” Okzira said in her language.

The dildo buzzed to life in Maria's pussy. She suckled hard at Éjyona's twat, shocked by the sudden delight massaging away on her twat. Maria's snatch clenched about the thick shaft, the vibrations sending pleasure shuddering through her body.

“Oh, yes, you love that,” Okzira said with pride. “How is that?”

“Amazing!” Maria moaned. “Like Marcus's cock is humming away in my pussy. This is your best dildo yet.”

“I know!”

Okzira drew back, the buzzing shaft massaging Maria's pussy walls. Her twat drank in the sensations, her orgasm building and building. She kept nursing, suckling out the jizz from the halfling Sharpshooter's pussy. The salty flavor, however, dwindled.

Maria had enjoyed all the cum—something she loved—from Éjyona, so the naughty human Fencer thrust her tongue in, eager to duel with the halfling's cunt. Éjyona gasped, her body bucking and trembling, humping against Maria's mouth.

The dwarf fucked Maria's pussy, plunging the golden shaft into her body with hard and fast strokes. The dildo buzzed away in her, building and building her towards that orgasm that swelled in her nethers. The vibrating friction had her moaning.

Which had her tongue swirling around in Éjyona's pussy.

“Ooh, Maria, yes!” the halfling gasped. “That's good. That's so amazing. I thought you were leaving the party. So glad you stayed. So glad you joined the harem.”

“I had to be with Marcus,” Maria moaned. “I love him.”

“Don't we all, lass!” Okzira moaned, thrusting away hard and fast.

“Uh-huh!” Éjyona groaned. “Ooh, that tongue, Maria.”

Maria just moaned, her pussy drinking in the buzzing of the strap-on. She hurtled closer and closer to cumming as that big shaft thrust into her cunt again and again. Her cunt drank in the pleasure, her hips undulating and stirring around that big dick. The pleasure shot through her body. It swelled in her. She was so close to cumming.

So close to exploding.

Her tongue flicked up to Éjyona's clit. Maria fenced with the halfling's bud, her tongue dancing and darting around that naughty nub. Her lips sealed on it. She sucked hard, nursing on that delicious pearl.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” Éjyona gasped, her thighs squeezing about Maria's head. “Don't stop.”

“She won't, lass!” Okzira grunted, the dwarf pumping away, her big tits slapping together. The sounds echoed over Maria as she nursed upon Éjyona's clit.

I definitely won't, thought Maria, her orgasm about to burst through her.

She squeezed down on the hard cock thrusting into her snatch. She held it tight, her mind blazing from all the sensations surging through her body. She whimpered and groaned, her twat squeezing tight on the dildo.

Her eyes squeezed shut as she whimpered. The pleasure was amazing. She would have such a huge orgasm. Just explode. Her orgasm was so close. The buzzing shaft plunged to the hilt in her. She sucked hard on Éjyona's clit.

“Maria!” squealed the halfling.

Her spicy pussy cream gushed out and bathed the Fencer's mouth. She licked and lapped up that delicious treat. Her eyes squeezed shut. She whimpered and moaned, loving every moment of the pussy cream gushing into her mouth.

She drank down all the passion as Okzira buried the dildo into Maria's pussy. The buzzing shaft massaged her cunt. Her kneeling body shook, her boobs jiggling as her twat drank in the sensations. The dwarf gripped her hips.

“Yes!” Maria moaned. “Oh, yes, yes! So good!”

Her pussy convulsed and writhed around the buzzing shaft. Stars danced across her vision as the waves of pleasure washed through her mind. She drank the halfling's juices. She loved them flowing down her throat.

They were all such a treat to enjoy.

“Lass!” Okzira moaned. “Ehglizi's fat ass!”

The dwarf's throaty, feminine passion joined Éjyona's gasps. The three women came. Three different races all brought together by one man's passion. That was such a beautiful idea to Éjyona. She quivered, so glad it came to her.

Maria's orgasm peaked. She licked up the spicy cream bubbling out of Éjyona's pussy while her cunt quivered around the buzzing toy. Maria loved the harem and was glad that it had grown even larger this day.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

“I just want to suck on those nipples,” Twist said as she finished manacling Kulrigiizhai to the wall. They had found the chains that Ashi had installed.

Just for me, Kulrigiizhai thought. That should have brought her joy, but all she felt was anger. Rage. She had found the means to trap her master for eternity. The Black Heart Diamond. He would rot in there and suffer for all that he did.

“You don't seem all that excited by it,” Twist said. “What do you think, Aebussi?”

“Not excited at all,” the feyborn leatherworker said. She shook her head, her short, green hair dancing around her cheeks.

“Let's change that,” Twist said and grabbed one of Kulrigiizhai's nipple clamps.

Instead of pulling on it, which would have given the elf a delightful burst of pain, Twist instead unclamped it. Her nipple expanded and throbbed with the sudden rush of blood. That hurt for a few moments of glorious agony, her ears twitching and a whimper bursting from her lips.

“Ooh, that did something to her,” Aebussi said. She grabbed the other clamp and undid it.

Kulrigiizhai's pussy clenched at the rush of pain flowing from her throbbing nipple.

“Let's see how she likes thisssss,” hissed Twist. She ducked her head down and suckled the nipple back into her mouth. She nursed on the elf's nub. To the Evoker's shock, creamy milk squirted from her nipple.

She blinked in shock at the cream squirted into Twist's mouth. The dragonborn blinked her blue, reptilian eyes and suckled again. More milk flowed. The elf moaned in delight. It was a sensation she had gotten familiar with wearing her old robes.

She shouldn't be lactating now.

“Oh, my,” gasped Aebussi, her delicate finger stroking the elf's other nipple. “There's milk leaking out. I didn't know you were lactating, Kulri.”

“I didn't, either,” Kulrigiizhai said.

Buzzing from above, Iris dove down and giggled. “I've been waiting for you to find out. You've gained the Human Cow skill! You can lactate all the time.”

“But I'm an elf not a human,” said Kulrigiizhai.

“Don't get caught up on the name,” the pixie said. Then she buzzed down to Kulrigiizhai's fat, soft-pink nipple. Wings a gossamer blur, the pixie settled down and straddled the nub. She pressed her small pussy against it.

The elf shuddered at the pixie's pussy swallowed her nub. Pleasure rushed through the elf's body. She whimpered and groaned, savoring the delight. Her back arched as that hot, wet sheath engulfed her nipple in silky delight.

“Now, Aebussi, squeeze her tit!” the pixie squeaked. “Milk her udder!”

“Sure,” Aebussi said. The feyborn grabbed Kulrigiizhai's tit in both hands and squeezed.

The blast of milk popped the pixie off the Evoker's nub. Iris squealed in delight as she soared back into the air, trailing milk that dribbled out of her pussy. Kulrigiizhai squirmed, Twist still nursing from her other nipple. The dragonborn suckled hard, nursing with such passion.

The elf squirmed and groaned then gasped as Aebussi engulfed her other nipple. Now she nursed two of them. And not just for a few moments like when using her magic item. The milk flowed and flowed out of her. It spilled into their mouths. They gulped it down and then nursed.

Her pussy clenched with each one. She felt every suckle shooting straight to her pussy. It was like she was being stimulated down there just by the nursing on them. It was something she had never experienced before.

“By the first tree and acorn,” she gasped, her cunt growing hotter and hotter.

Both women nursed with passion. Twist's reptilian lips and Aebussi's soft mouth remained latched on her nubs. They suckled on her. They nursed with passion. Her back squirmed. She groaned, her pussy clenching from the heat rushing through her body.

They nursed and suckled and drank her milk. Their hands kneaded her tits, causing more of the milk to squirt into their mouths. Her wrists pulled on the manacles, the chains rattling over her head. Her pussy dripped with cream. Her thighs squeezed together, massaging her clit.

Her face contorted. It was so intense to feel. Such a treat. She whimpered, the heat growing and growing in her. Her face scrunched up tight. Her whimpers bled through her lips as her orgasm built and built.

“You... I...” The elf felt so alive right now. “Yes, yes!”

Twist ran her tongue stud around Kulrigiizhai's nipple. Sparks flared. Then the dragonborn suckled again. More milk flowed. Aebussi squeezed the elf's tit like an udder, firing the cream with intensity from her nipple.

Her eyes squeezed shut. Her body shuddered.

“The first acorn!” she cried out and then she came.

Her body bucked and shuddered as her orgasm swept through her. It was incredible. Her mind drank in the rapture flooding out of her spasming cunt. She couldn't believe how amazing that felt. Her pointed ears twitched as her boobs jiggled.

They kept drinking her milk. They kept gulping it down as she writhed through her orgasm. Her toes curled. Her moans sang through the air. Stars danced before her eyes. Her whimpers echoed through the room.

She hit the peak of her pleasure and then she gasped.

Twist popped her mouth off, milk staining her scaled, crimson lips. “Mmm, that's better.”

Aebussi suckled a final time then slid her lips off. She gulped down and nodded her head. “See, it's fun here. Don't be so dark.”

Kulrigiizhai nodded, breathing heavily. Her nipples quivered. As Twist and Aebussi started kissing, the emotions drained out of the elf, squeezed out by the swelling in anger. She had a way to hurt him. Bind him.

Nothing would stop her vengeance now.


Chapter Forty: The Lesbians Enjoy Cock

Twist and Aebussi fell into a sixty-nine before Kulri. My elf was manacled to the wall, naked, her large breasts rising and falling. Her face looked so blank. I frowned at that. Was something wrong with her?

“Marcus!” GeeGee moaned as she stepped up before me, her light-purple eyes almost filling my vision.

“GeeGee,” I gasped as she slid her arms around me and kissed me on the mouth with hunger.

My elf alchemist pressed her small breasts against my body, my cock pinned between our stomachs. I groaned. I hadn't had a chance to make love to GeeGee today. She was a part of my harem. I had to make time for all my women.

I did have just so many wonderful ones.

I grabbed GeeGee by the ass, thoughts of fucking her consuming me. She groaned, her tongue dancing in my mouth. She had such a tight ass. Just perfect for groping with my hands. I smiled as I did that, Reveling in it. My fingers dug into her flesh. She whimpered, kissing me with such hunger. Her tongue danced with mine.

I broke the kiss, groaning. “Mmm, you need a cock in you.”

“Why, Marcus, are you offering?” she asked, something impish and playful in her eyes.

My dick throbbed against her belly. “What do you think?”

She gave a wicked giggle as I spun us around and pressed her down on one of the satellite beds. She shuddered as she stretched out on her back, her lithe legs still remaining locked about my waist. She grinned up at me, her small tits quivering. Her ears twitched with such expressive delight.

“Mmm, I am so ready to have this cock in me,” she moaned. “You saved me. I want to have this cock in me as much as I can. You're my hero, Marcus.”

I savored those words. Mark Taylor was such a fool. He could be having this delight.

I grabbed a pillow and shoved it beneath the elf's ass, raising her pussy level with my pierced cock. The tip rubbed into her hairless twat. A spicy musk filled my nose. An appetizing scent. I almost bent down to eat her out when her thighs tightened and flexed.

The naughty elf used her thighs to slide her cunt over my dick. The cock ring twisted, massaging me. I groaned, my back arching at that wonderful delight. My balls tensed, my heart pounding in my chest.

“Damn,” I groaned. “You are eager for it.”

“I had to watch you fucking those other women,” she moaned. “Now it's my turn.”

“Yes, it is,” I said, grinning at her.

“And your mouth is free,” a new voice said, throaty and motherly.

My dryad crawled onto the bed, her “clothing” lost. She normally wore a gossamer outfit of silk threads that just managed to cover her pussy and nipples and not much else. Now all she wore was her orange hair that fell about her mature face. She was voluptuous, her skin a rich brown, her eyes as deep green as an oak leaf in summer. Her breasts swayed as she threw her leg over GeeGee's head.

The dryad lowered her thick bush dripping with passion. GeeGee smacked her lips and then her face was lost to sight. Nîya arched her back, her big boobs jiggling before me. I grabbed her tits, hefting their weight.

Milk beaded at the tips.

“Damn, I am glad to have two women who can lactate in my harem,” I groaned. “You and Ashi are wonderful.”

“Kulrigiizhai has gained the Human Cow trait!” Iris shouted as she buzzed by. “All that nursing had developed her breasts' full potential.”

“Damn,” I groaned, my dick throbbing in GeeGee's cunt. I wanted to taste that milk, but she was bound on the other side of the room and there was no escaping my other elf's pussy until I came in her.

So I ducked my head down and latched onto Nîya's nipple. I suckled on her with hunger. Her milk squirted sweetly into my mouth. The warm cream melted over my taste buds. I groaned and drew back my hips, GeeGee's pussy clinging to my pierced cock.

It was a delight to suckle from my MILF dryad while fucking the petite elf's tight pussy. GeeGee's cunt gripped my cock in such a delight, in such a wonderful way. Pleasure rippled up my dick with every thrust into her twat while I gulped down the dryad's wonderful milk.

“Oh, Marcus,” Nîya groaned, her fingers running through my black hair. “Mmm, drink your fill. You need your strength to please us all.”

“Yes!” GeeGee moaned into Nîya's pussy.

I thrust away with passion, reveling in surviving. We hadn't succeeded fully, but we had liberated Dëshoma's father. We had driven that asshole from the place. We were making progress. Our next gambit would succeed.

But that was tomorrow. Tonight, I had my harem to love. This was why I fought. For a world where such delights were possible. Where a man could protect his women and then bathe in their love. It strengthened me as much as gaining experience.

My balls smacked into her taint. I hit with so much force. I reveled in how delicious it was to slam into her snatch. I buried deep and hard. I plunged to the limits of her twat. Her cunt squeezed about my pierced dick in such a wonderful way.

It was perfect.

I shuddered at the bliss of her pussy clenching about me while gulping down Nîya's milk. I groaned around that spurting nub. I pumped away hard and fast. I buried to the hilt in GeeGee's twat. I groaned at how amazing this was. My dick throbbed with each plunge into her snatch, my balls tightening.

“Fuck, yes,” I snarled, my mouth popping off Nîya's nipple. “That's great. That's fucking amazing. That pussy... Damn, yes, I love your cunt, GeeGee.”

“I love your cock, Marcus,” the elven alchemist squealed, her cunt squeezing about my dick.

“Oh, she does,” the motherly Nîya cooed, her face contorting with delight. “The things she is doing to my pussy with her tongue...” She shuddered, her heavy tits swaying back and forth. “They are wonderful.”

“Good,” I growled and suckled her other nipple into my mouth.

Nîya's fingernails dug into my scalp as her hot milk squirted into my mouth. The cream flowed down my throat to my belly. The warmth radiated down to my balls and cock burying into the elf's juicy cunt. The ache swelled and swelled at the tip of my dick.

That amazing delight grew with my every plunge into the elf's fine snatch. I shuddered, plunging into her with hard strokes. Powerful plunges. It was amazing. I groaned around Nîya's nipple, gulping down her milk while GeeGee's pussy brought me closer and closer to cumming.

She moaned.

Nîya groaned.

I growled.

My hands stroked up GeeGee's body to her small breasts. I slid over them, cupping those little tits with my hands. I massaged them. Her nipples poked into my palms. They felt so wonderful against my skin. I grinned at that delight. I tweaked them. She gasped, her cunt squeezing around my dick.

Nîya's groans grew louder and louder. Her whimpers echoed around me as I drank from her heavy teat. I reveled in her motherly delight spilling down my throat. It was passionate to enjoy. I gulped it down after every suckle.

I loved it.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned. “Oh, Marcus! GeeGee! I'm cumming!”

GeeGee's cunt clenched down on my cock as she drank Nîya's flood. I kept gulping down the dryad's milk as I plowed my pierced dick into GeeGee's cunt. She gasped, her twat growing so hot around my shaft.

Her flesh went wild.

I ripped my mouth from Nîya's nipple to growl, “Fuck!”

I pumped away three more times at GeeGee's cunt. Her flesh rippled around me. Writhed and spasmed. Then I gasped and erupted. My cum fired into her snatch. I pumped blast after blast of my cum into her cunt. The pleasure slammed into my mind.

It was incredible to enjoy. My mind blazed with all the delight. I groaned, savoring that wonderful ecstasy pummeling my mind while GeeGee's cunt milked my spurting cock. I basted her snatch with all my passion.

“Oh, Marcus,” she moaned.

“That is what I want to try,” a voice purred.

I threw a look over my shoulder to find Deillae watching me. The feyborn had a big smile on her lips. She wiggled her hips, her lesbian lover standing behind her. Shorhe had a head on her Nun. The orc had a big grin on her face. The rich green of her face and body was a delight to see. Her round breasts were covered with spiky tribal tats that enhanced the Amazonian beauty's fierce countenance.

“I want to try a cock for the first time, Marcus,” Deillae continued, her bright-blue hair flowing about her face. She had small breasts topped by pink nipples. Tattoos of a green vine wrapped up her right leg, spilled over her belly, and then adorned her left tit. Her slanted eyes made her look almost Asian, especially with the faint olive tone to her skin.

“I'd be glad to give you your first taste of dick,” I said.

“First?” she asked, arching a blue eyebrow. “Not last?”

“Oh, no, you're going to be wanting my cock over and over again. Right, Shorhe?”

The orc burst into laughter, her tattooed tits heaving. “Oh, he's not boasting, Deillae. I've been aching for him again.”

“When I'm pumping away at your pussy with a dildo, are you thinking of Marcus?” Deillae asked, petulance flashing across her face.

“Sometimes,” the orc admitted. “But other times, you're so sexy I forget.”

“Well then,” Deillae said. “I need to try his cock so I can think about him when you're fucking me with a strap-on.”

“Mmm, I'd like that.”

I pulled out of GeeGee. Before I even got off the bed, Nîya buried her face between the elf's thighs to lick up my cum. I motioned to the next bed, the sheets rumpled from another romp. Which of my women had mused the sheets?

I smiled, knowing they had cum hard.

“Why don't you lie on Shorhe, Deillae,” I said, “and I can take care of you both. Make sure your pussies are pressed tight and right on the edge.”

“Ooh, some tribbing, huh?” Deillae asked. “I'm good at that.”

I bet she was.

Shorhe laid down on the bed, her green tits jiggling into a pair of perky mounds. Deillae fell on her, pressing her hairless pussy into Shorhe's shaved cunt. It was obvious that one was naturally bald down there and the other took care with a razor.

My pierced cock throbbed. I grabbed a small stool and placed it before them. This let me kneel and be at the right height to fuck into them. I frowned. Why was this padded stool here and why did it give me the right height?

Ashi's work?

That naughty angel.

I smiled as I stared at the two pussies, both with pink depths, but one with a pale vulva and the other a deep green. I rubbed my cock from cunt to cunt, savoring their juices mixing while my piercing shifted around.

Tingles raced up my cock.

Both women groaned. Shorhe held Deillae to her breasts, the feyborn rubbing her head around between them. The Nun and the Soldier looked so gorgeous together. I grinned as I pressed my cock against Deillae's cunt. A hetero virgin...

Damn, that was hot.

“He's about to do it,” Deillae moaned.

“Oh, is he,” moaned Shorhe, the orc's green hands grabbing Deillae's pale rump. “Mmm, you're about to feel something incredible.”

Grinning, I rammed my cock into the feyborn lesbian's cunt. She gasped as I penetrated into her hot flesh. Her back arched as her pussy swallowed my cock. I shuddered at the feel of her hot flesh squeezing about my dick. The Nun's pussy was exquisite. This was a delight to experience.

She gasped as I sank to the hilt in her twat. Her bright-blue hair shifted as she shuddered. Then I pulled back and loved how she moaned. Her cunt gripped my cock, sucking at it. Her asscheeks clenched beneath Shorhe's grasp.

“Oh, my,” she groaned as I rammed back into her snatch. “It's like a warm dildo. Alive. Oh, yes, yes, l love it. And that cock ring...”

I grinned. The cock ring gave women more pleasure when I took them hard. I pumped away at Deillae's pussy a few more times, savoring the feel of her about me. But I didn't just have her to fuck. I had her lover, too.

I ripped out of her cunt. The air swept cool around my wet dick. The gold ring gleamed, drenched in her juices. I aimed at the orc's shaved twat and rammed to the hilt in her. I growled as she moaned, her fingers biting into Deillae's ass.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” she groaned. “I missed this cock. I'm so glad you're not evil, Marcus. Yes, yes, so thoroughly glad.”

“Me, too,” groaned Deillae. “But now you're in her pussy and not mine.”

“Greedy Nun,” I grunted, thrusting away at the Soldier's juicy snatch. “Don't you want your lover to enjoy my cock?”

“She already got to enjoy you,” Deillae moaned.

“Well, in that case,” I panted and ripped out of Shorhe's snatch.

I shifted up, my dick dripping in juices, and buried back into Deillae's delicious snatch. The feyborn Nun gasped in delight. Her cunt squeezed down hard on my dick. She held me tight as I plunged to the hilt in her.

“Yes, yes,” she groaned. “That's good. That's amazing. Just slam away at my snatch with that living cock. Oh, wow, a man's fucking me, and I love it.”

“Marcus has that way with women,” Shorhe groaned. “The way he ripped off my armor with his tentacles and fucked me hard had been exquisite.”

“Oh, yes, yes, I have to try those tentacles, too!”

“You will,” I growled, thrusting away at her, the feyborn's cunt squeezing with such delicious pressure on my cock.

Then I ripped out of her and she squealed, “No!”

I buried into Shorhe's pussy and she groaned, “Yes!”

I thrust my pierced dick away at her cunt. I loved the way the orc's pussy squeezed around my dick. It was an amazing delight. A true passion for her to enjoy. I groaned, savoring the pleasure as I buried into her twat again and again.

I savored the way her snatch squeezed about me. It was fantastic. A pure delight. I pumped away at her. I fucked into her with hunger. My back arched as I slammed to the hilt in her again and again, her pussy squeezing me.

“Please, please, slide back in me, Marcus!” Deillae moaned. “Stop teasing me.”

“Such a brat!” groaned Shorhe.

“I know. But you still love me.”

“I do.”

They kissed as I ripped my cock out of Shorhe's pussy and slammed into Deillae's wondrous cunt. I sank to the hilt in her, reveling in that delight twat squeezing about me. It was perfect. This was the rapture that I ached to enjoy. I savored it with every thrust into her cunt. I loved every moment of this passion.

My balls tightened. It was wondrous to experience. Just a delight for me to enjoy. I groaned, burying over and over into her cunt. I plunged hard and fast into her twat, her cunt massaging my dick. I shuddered, the pleasure swelling and swelling in me.

“Oh, my god, yes,” I groaned, pumping away at her. “That's incredible.”

“It is!” Deillae gasped.

I pulled out of her and buried into Shorhe.

“No!”

“Yes!”

“Fuck!”

I pumped back and forth between their twats. I reveled in the thrill of their pussies squeezing about me. It was rapturous. A pleasure that I just drank in. My dick throbbed and ached as I buried away in cunt. I pumped hard and fast. I plunged to the hilt in them with all the strength I had in me. It was fantastic to enjoy.

My mind melted beneath this wondrous onslaught as I went from lesbian to lesbian, making them gasp and moan as they squirmed on each other. Their pussies massaged my pierced cock. They swelled the ache in my balls.

I held off my orgasm. I grit my teeth and plunged into their cunts again and again, building and building towards that moment of erupting in them. I had to make them cum. Make sure these lesbians loved my dick.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” gasped Shorhe. “Keep fucking my cunt and... No!”

“Ooh, yes, yes!” gasped Deillae. “That dick. That amazing, stupendous, scrumptious dick! I'm going to... to... Yes!”

Deillae's pussy convulsed around my cock. Her wonderful snatch spasmed and writhed, milking me with her hunger. I groaned, slamming into her. I buried to the hilt in her snatch. I loved how her twat rippled around me. How she milked me. Sucked at me.

With a groan, I ripped out of her. Pussy juices gushed out, splashing my balls and thighs. The scent of sweet honey wreathed the air. Then I pressed my cock into Shorhe's pussy and thrust in hard. I plowed to the hilt in Shorhe.

“Oh, yes!” the orc moaned, my dick aching. The tip swelled with a pressure that would explode out of me. “That's great. That's so amazing. Yes, yes, just keep fucking my pussy and... Aphounga's shattered sword!”

Her pussy went wild around my cock. She convulsed and spasmed. I groaned and relaxed. I erupted my cum. I pumped load after load into Shorhe's pussy, giving her a nice basting of cum while my mind melted.

Then I ripped out of her sucking, spasming pussy. My cum splashed over their pussies as I adjusted up. Then I buried to the hilt in Deillae again. She gasped, her pussy's spasms rippling over my spurting cock.

“That's your seed!” she moaned, her pussy convulsing wilder. “A man's seed is pumping into me. Oh, my god. This is amazing. This is just the best. I love this, Shorhe.”

“Me, too,” the orc moaned, her voice throaty like her orgasm was dying.

I grunted, my mind reeling from the power of my orgasm. The pleasure shuddered through me. I hit that wicked peak of bliss. I hovered there as Deillae milked out the last of my cum. I sucked in deep breaths, my body shuddering.

That was amazing.

Damn.

“What do you say, Shorhe?” Deillae moaned, her pussy still rippling around me. “Mmm, should we do it?”

“Do you want to?” Shorhe asked.

“I do,” Deillae said. “I mean, look at all these women around him. And getting fucked by him is hot. We're already on their side. Let's go all the way. He proved to me a man's worth having around.”

“What if I don't want you in my harem?” I said casually.

“What?” she squeaked. She threw a look over her shoulder, her eyes wide in shock.

“I mean,” I said, “why would I want two sexy lesbians in my harem?”

“Oh, you brat,” Deillae said. “You're messing with us. I can see it in your eyes. You love that we're lesbians who want your cock.”

I winked at her.

Deillae threw herself at me and kissed me on the mouth. She joined my harem. The women around us shuddered as they felt that shifting in our relationships. Then Shorhe threw her strong arms around us both and her lips nuzzled in as she, too, joined my harem.

I shuddered, ideas bursting in my head as I loved my two newest women.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

After Shelly's wonderful dinner, the fun began again. Shelly's tight ass worked as she rode Marcus's cock while Deillae had planted her pussy right on his mouth, letting him feast on her twat while gasping out how much she loved it. Twist watched from the side, wondering which group she should join.

Kulrigiizhai was chained to the wall watching, too. Only her eyes didn't look like they were seeing.

“Not playing?” a sultry voice purred. The last member of the harem had arrived.

A smile spread on Twist's lips. “Haîcze. Mmm, you have gold for me.”

“Always,” the sylph explorer said. She vended the loot Twist was always so careful to collect. A heavy sack of gold landed in the dragonborn's hand. “I also have a letter from a very unpleasant orc for you.”

A shiver ran down Twist's spine. She took the letter, cheap vellum folded and sealed with wax. There was no seal. She cracked it and glanced at the angular writing.

“What is owed can never be repaid. Work awaits.”

With a snort, she balled it up and tossed it in a rubbish bin. She was done with Grunt.

*  \ * /  *

Much, much, much later, I found myself watching my women sleep. My entire harem was gathered here. They were spread out on the main bed and the satellite ones. I had unchained Kulri and she now lay on her own bed.

My thoughts lingered on my other half. Mark Taylor. Thinking of him that way made him make so much sense. That bitter part of me that was angry at the world. That had led me to lose myself in pleasures. He didn't channel all his hatred into something positive.

He would destroy it all out of pettiness. Out of spite. It was easier to smash your anger into the wall and tear the barrier apart than to take the time it took to build the wall. I was creating something with my harem. A family. A home. A refuge from the pain of this world for my women and myself. It took work.

He didn't want to do the work. Didn't care to try. If you tried, you could fail. Could be hurt. If there was nothing left, then you wouldn't be harmed.

My mind turned to those two shards. I had one for the elf city and one for the halfling city. They both felt important, but the elf one more than the other. That one connected to Kulri's cock-sucking, abusive master.

I wanted to kill him badly.

But what if the halfling city was just as important. What if by going to the elf city we missed something important in the other. It would take us time to investigate Giijyuashuyarrio or Ghébchal. Time for the enemy to hide their activities unless...

There were eight adventurous women in my harem now. Enough for two whole parties. Two healers in Dëshoma and Deillae, two tanks in Thūwhi and Shorhe, two melee DPS in Maria and Twist, and two ranged DPS in Kulri and Éjyona.

Hit them both? I chewed on my cheek, my gaze sliding to Kulri.

Her eyes were open. The darkness in them had returned. She had the means of her vengeance. She had focused on all that anger again. Would it destroy all the progress she had made? One more worry to ponder.

I wasn't going to get much sleep tonight. Tomorrow, we'd have to resume the adventure. Get new gear, sell loot, and throw ourselves into new dangers. Was it wise to split us up, or was I dooming us all?

“Fuck,” I muttered. “I just wanted to have fun fucking fantasy girls and having a sexy harem.”

I had chosen to walk this road. I was a Knight. This world needed protecting. My women and I would do what it took.

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Submissive Mage's Wild Delights!
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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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