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Naughty Excerpt from “Submissive Mage's Wild Delights”

Sleeping with my cock buried in Éjyona's pussy led to some very interesting dreams. No matter what flashed through my mind, I had that tight halfling cunt squeezing about my dick. It was an incredible delight. An amazing sensation.

I must have fired two or three loads into her.

When we woke up the next morning to the smells of Shelly's cooking rising from the kitchen (it was a part of the home that Ashi had built for us), Éjyona's pussy felt juicy. When she slid off of me, a flood of cum followed.

“Aphounga's shattered sword,” she cursed. “Look at that. Mmm, that's a flood of jizz, isn't it? Who's hungry?”

Deillae, my changeling Nun and lesbian lover to Shorhe who was my orc Soldier, dove in first. The bright-blue haired feyborn buried her face into Éjyona's bald snatch and just started licking and lapping away. The bronze-skinned halfling moaned, enjoying Deillae's pussy licking.

“She's gifted, isn't she, Éjyona?” the green-skinned orc said. Shorhe had an Amazon's build. Strong but feminine, her face beautiful and her breasts large.

“Oh, yeah,” Éjyona said. “Oh, wow, she's just going to town on my cunt. Damn, just licking and lapping at me. Ooh, Deillae.”

“And look at her wiggle that ass, Marcus.” Shorhe smacked me on the rump like we were teammates on a football team. “She wants you to fuck her. She's gotten a taste for that dick.”

“Of course she doessss,” Twist hissed. My dragonborn Spy stretched her back, her scaled tits jiggling. She grabbed Shorhe's hand. “His cock tamed all of us.”

Twist had been the last of my original party—Maria, Kulrigiizhai, Dëshoma, and Twist—to come around and join the harem. Éjyona and Thūwhi had joined before her. But she had finally realized that she loved me and loved the harem. She had stopped running from family, stopped believing she was alone in the world, and embraced being my lover.

It was a beautiful thing.

And watching her and Shorhe's breasts melting together as they kissed was another beautiful sight. My dick throbbing, I turned back to Deillae. Her hairless pussy gleamed with her juices. I smelled the honey scent of her cunt. I breathed in that wonderful aroma, my mouth watering.

My dick throbbing, I sank onto the bed. I pressed my cock into Deillae's snatch. I loved the feel of her juicy flesh. Then I thrust into her. I buried my cock to the hilt in her cunt. I groaned, my back arching as it felt incredible to do.

My dick sank deeper and deeper into her twat. It was an incredible delight to enjoy. I shuddered, her pussy swallowing more and more of my dick. She sucked me into her cunt. I bottomed out in her. My head threw back.

“Fuck, yes!” I groaned.

“Khoukiri's ugly face,” she moaned, her pussy clenching down on my dick, her voice muffled by Éjyona's cunt. My cock ring shifted against her silky walls as I thrust into her.

“Ooh, yes, yes, just feast on me,” Éjyona moaned. “Just devour all that yummy cum out of my snatch.”

“Such yummy cum,” Maria purred. My redheaded Fencer winked at me while she squirmed, Nîya licking and lapping at her pussy. The dryad feasted with hunger.

I smiled at her then glanced down at Éjyona. Her short, silver hair rustled as she shuddered. Her small body, the shortest in the group, quivered. She humped into Deillae's mouth. The feyborn Nun moaned, her pussy squeezing down hard on me.

My nuts smacked into her clit. The heavy impact made her moan each time. I gripped her hips, fucking the lesbian beauty hard. It was sweet heaven to be in her pussy. To be in any of my women's pussy. I loved them all. Was so glad I had them.

They all were exhilarating. Amazing. Fantastic.

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

I stared down at my harem of women. They were all assembled, sleeping on the beds in the new bedroom that Ashi, my angel builder, had constructed. It had been a long, long day. A bitter one. We had failed to save Dëshoma's father.

And I finally came face to face with my evil doppelganger.

Mark Taylor lived. That bitter sad sack of shit had come to this amazing world, too. It was the part of me that had my life destroyed by my bitch of an ex-wife. The cunt who had used me, deceived me, and then broke me. I had been her fool. Her lapdog. I worked my ass off to support her and her kids.

Not our kids.

Not like I had thought.

When I came to this world, I chose to become Marcus Aurelius. Leave behind all that negativity and embrace my second life in this world. Based on the video game Shattered Passions (or the video game was based on this world, I really didn't know), it was the perfect place for me to begin again. A hero in truth. A man with a sword. Powers. A Shardhunter out to save the world.

A simple story. Something perfect for an open world MMO where you could recruit your own harem of beautiful beauties to adventure with. And I had. I had enough of them I could make a second party out of my gorgeous women.

Mark Taylor...

He wanted to destroy this world. He was still so bitter, so unable to set down the pain that our ex-wife had inflicted upon us. He drowned in that self-destructive negativity. It suffused every inch of him and drove him to aid the Hierophant.

The man who was supposed to be the high priest of all high priests, the one mortal that the Gods of Light and Order listened to, wanted to destroy the world and start over. A world without darkness. No lust or pain or violence or greed or betrayal. A world of paradise. Instead of fighting for this world, he would just nuke it.

Mark Taylor was his instrument. Somehow, he would do it.

I would stop it.

My destiny and all that crap.

“Marcus,” Iris said. My little pixie fluttered before me. Then she descended and landed on my cock thrusting out hard before me, a gold ring piercing the tip. “You should be sleeping.”

“I should be,” I said. Iris was my familiar. When I was playing this as a regular VR video game, she was an AI helper. The one who explained the tutorials and had the help menu. Through her, I could stare at my women's stat pages or my own. She identified magic items and would sometimes explain monsters. Her pink glow lit dungeons. “I really should be sleeping.”

“Why not?” she asked and then straddled my cock, planting her shaved pussy on the crown, her legs holding my shaft right beneath the frenulum. She humped back and forth, grinding her little twat on my dick. “Is it because of your brother?”

“Just thinking about what to do about the shards we found,” I said. “Two cities. Which to go do first?”

“Mmm,” Iris said, her hips undulating, riding her pussy in a circle on my tip. I groaned at the wet kiss of her small twat. I couldn't fuck her, but she could hump against me. “That is a predicament. If you go to Ghébchal, you can drink good beer.”

“Good beer?” I asked.

“Halflings love their beer.” She smiled. “That's what Ghébchal means in their language. It's a city of cozy homes dug into the ground.”

“'In a hole in the ground there lived a hobbit,'” I said, quoting the line of a book I'd read way back in the fourth grade. Nearly forty years ago. The first time I ever read a fantasy book. “Of course, for copyright purposes, we have to call them halflings.”

“You say funny things,” the pixie said, giggling.

“I know. But besides good beer, why do you think the enemy has an interest there?”

“No idea,” the pixie said. “I don't think any Shardhunter has found their way to the halfling city. They've been cut off since the world was shattered.”

I glanced out the bedroom window to the purple barrier of hexagons that surrounded my own little piece of real estate. I had my camp, my quest hub where my support followers—Shelly, Ashi, Nîya, Haîcze, GeeGee, Okzira, and Aebussi—resided. They had their own workshops where they cooked, forged weapons, or even traded our loot to make me more money. The entire world was broken up like this small space. The world shattered supposedly to keep evil from spreading and so the peoples of the world would appreciate that they had become corrupt.

Of course, it was really one step in the Hierophant's plan to destroy it all.

“Halflings are good at making mechanical things,” said Iris. “They invented grenades and guns.”

I glanced to Éjyona. My halfling slept with the others. She fought with a gun. I was glad I had rescued her today before she died in her jail cell or been tortured to death.

Before she was turned into a monster, and I would be forced to kill her.

Fuck Mark Taylor.

I rubbed a hand through my black hair. I wasn't balding in this body. I was young, in my twenties, and at the peak of my physical strength and stamina. So was my doppelganger. He needed to get laid. That was his problem. He wasn't enjoying this world and how easy it was for harems to be formed.

“Now the elf city is probably where you'll find a way to get to Veazzuaxziag,” Iris continued, humping her pussy faster up and down my cock. “That will make Kulri happy.”

I glanced at Kulrigiizhai, my elf Evoker. She lay sleeping on a bed by herself. There was the main bed (really four beds put together) and a group of satellite beds. My women were scattered throughout them. Only Kulri slept alone.

She was a strange one. Veazzuaxziag, the mage who had taught her, had abused her, twisted her into an emotionless masochist. No, not emotionless. She had one: hatred. For fifty-some-odd years she had been his toy. Now she was free of him and wanted to trap him in the Black Heart Diamond for the rest of eternity. We had found it in the Holy Catacombs beneath the Temple of Dihhomamer. Since then, she's been... remote. She had found her emotions and now retreated from them.

“It would be good to deal with that prick,” I growled. I glanced down at my pixie. “What do you think about splitting up the party?”

“Mmm, it's an idea,” Iris purred, her pussy sliding up and down my dick. “It could be dangerous.”

“Yeah, but we could hit them from both sides. I just feel that both places are important to that cocksucker's plan.”

“You say cocksucker like it's an insult,” Iris moaned. “I would love to suck your cock, Marcus.”

“If you're a guy, it is,” I growled. “Means you fall to your knees and submit. You don't dominate. You're a wuss that lets another man lead.”

“Mmm, you're not a cocksucker, Marcus,” Iris moaned. She squeezed her thighs around my cock. “You're bold. Do it. Split the party. Your women are powerful. They won't let you down.”

“Yeah?” I asked, my heart pounding. This heat built and built at the tip of my dick as she massaged me. My nuts tightened.

“You can do it!” she moaned, her wings buzzing. Pink dust spilled from the gossamer blur.

I closed my eyes and savored her pussy massage. Precum dripped from the tip. She whimpered, sounding so cute as she built towards her own orgasm. She would have such a big one. It would be incredible. She would soak my cock with her cream.

I opened them and stared out at my women. I sought one in particular. I found Maria sleeping with her face pressed between Nîya's big boobs. My dryad tailor held my human Fencer in a loving embrace. Maria's red hair spilled about the motherly dryad's big boobs. I smiled at the sight. Could she do it?

Yes.

“Damn, Iris,” I groaned, the pixie humping faster. “You're going to make me cum.”

“Good,” she cooed.

She worked that tiny pussy up and down my crown, sliding to my cock ring and then back down to the frenulum. I shuddered, my dick twitching. Her wings blurred and her thighs squeezed about me. I shuddered as my pixie threw back her head.

“Marcus!”

Her pussy cream gushed out and bathed my cock. It was a fantastic delight. The pleasure spilled over my dick, soaking me in her passion. My dick throbbed and twitched. The excitement of her pussy anointing my tip with her juices felt incredible.

I joined her.

“Iris!”

My cock spurted.

She squirmed on my bobbing cock, jizz firing out and raining across the bed. It fell on Dëshoma and Éjyona, the pair sleeping tight. It splashed over their faces, on Éjyona's bronze skin and Dëshoma's fair. They were both naked save my angelborn Soothsayer who wore her wimple and Maiden's Veil, the magic item that kept her perpetually a virgin.

Éjyona's eyes snapped open. The halfling Sharpshooter stared at me with her metallic-red eyes. They gleamed in the dim light. She licked her lips while I hit the peak of my orgasm. I shuddered as Éjyona shifted.

“Mmm, Marcus,” she said.

“Lord Marcus,” sighed Dëshoma, her eyes fluttering. Then they opened, her green depths focused on me. “Hast thou visited me in mine troubled dreams, or hath thee needed to release thy fecund seed upon my countenance out of some perverse desire which doth stir in thy depraved heart?”

“Did you just call me a pervert, my lady?” I asked my angelborn.

“I think she did,” Iris said. She rose in the air. “Have you made your decision? Did I help?”

“You did,” I said.

“Decision, Lord Marcus?” Dëshoma asked before she licked up the cum on Éjyona's cheek. Her pink tongue gathered it up.

“In the morning,” I said, my cock throbbing at the sight. “When everyone is awake.”

“Surely thou shouldst come to bed then,” Dëshoma said.

“Yeah,” Éjyona said, her legs spreading wide. The halfling's shaved pussy appeared, her tight slit parting. “Just slide on in and let me hold you tight while you sleep.”

“My, what a devious and perverse mind thou dost have, Lady Éjyona, to suggest such a dirty and most delicious means to aide our dear lord in finding the rest that he doth surely need.”

“Oh, you have no idea how devious my mind is,” purred Éjyona. “I'm a halfling.”

“A kinky halfling,” I said. Sleep pressed on me. “I think I'll take you up on that offer.”

I climbed onto the bed and slid over her. Dëshoma licked up another line of cum off Éjyona's face. The naughty halfling Sharpshooter guided my dick to her pussy. She pressed me right into her folds and rubbed me up and down. It was such a delight to feel.

Then I sank into her. I groaned as I penetrated deeper and deeper into her snatch. I shuddered at how amazing her pussy felt as my cock penetrated her depths, the piercing twisting about, thread through my glans. She whimpered beneath me, her face rubbing into my chest. I didn't mind the cum she smeared on me.

I rolled over onto my back, carrying her with me. Dëshoma snuggled up against me, her round breasts pressing into my arm. On the other side of me Okzira, my dwarf, grabbed on. Her large breasts engulfed my muscular arm.

“Boyo,” she moaned sleepily.

“Mmm, Marcus,” Éjyona said, her head resting on my chest, her pussy tight about my dick.

I closed my eyes. I had made my decision. I would split the party up. We would tackle both cities at once. But we had to be ready.


Chapter Two: Marcus's Plan

Sleeping with my cock buried in Éjyona's pussy led to some very interesting dreams. No matter what flashed through my mind, I had that tight halfling cunt squeezing about my dick. It was an incredible delight. An amazing sensation.

I must have fired two or three loads into her.

When we woke up the next morning to the smells of Shelly's cooking rising from the kitchen (it was a part of the home that Ashi had built for us), Éjyona's pussy felt juicy. When she slid off of me, a flood of cum followed.

“Aphounga's shattered sword,” she cursed. “Look at that. Mmm, that's a flood of jizz, isn't it? Who's hungry?”

Deillae, my changeling Nun and lesbian lover to Shorhe who was my orc Soldier, dove in first. The bright-blue haired feyborn buried her face into Éjyona's bald snatch and just started licking and lapping away. The bronze-skinned halfling moaned, enjoying Deillae's pussy licking.

“She's gifted, isn't she, Éjyona?” the green-skinned orc said. Shorhe had an Amazon's build. Strong but feminine, her face beautiful and her breasts large.

“Oh, yeah,” Éjyona said. “Oh, wow, she's just going to town on my cunt. Damn, just licking and lapping at me. Ooh, Deillae.”

“And look at her wiggle that ass, Marcus.” Shorhe smacked me on the rump like we were teammates on a football team. “She wants you to fuck her. She's gotten a taste for that dick.”

“Of course she doessss,” Twist hissed. My dragonborn Spy stretched her back, her scaled tits jiggling. She grabbed Shorhe's hand. “His cock tamed all of us.”

Twist had been the last of my original party—Maria, Kulrigiizhai, Dëshoma, and Twist—to come around and join the harem. Éjyona and Thūwhi had joined before her. But she had finally realized that she loved me and loved the harem. She had stopped running from family, stopped believing she was alone in the world, and embraced being my lover.

It was a beautiful thing.

And watching her and Shorhe's breasts melting together as they kissed was another beautiful sight. My dick throbbing, I turned back to Deillae. Her hairless pussy gleamed with her juices. I smelled the honey scent of her cunt. I breathed in that wonderful aroma, my mouth watering.

My dick throbbing, I sank onto the bed. I pressed my cock into Deillae's snatch. I loved the feel of her juicy flesh. Then I thrust into her. I buried my cock to the hilt in her cunt. I groaned, my back arching as it felt incredible to do.

My dick sank deeper and deeper into her twat. It was an incredible delight to enjoy. I shuddered, her pussy swallowing more and more of my dick. She sucked me into her cunt. I bottomed out in her. My head threw back.

“Fuck, yes!” I groaned.

“Khoukiri's ugly face,” she moaned, her pussy clenching down on my dick, her voice muffled by Éjyona's cunt. My cock ring shifted against her silky walls as I thrust into her.

“Ooh, yes, yes, just feast on me,” Éjyona moaned. “Just devour all that yummy cum out of my snatch.”

“Such yummy cum,” Maria purred. My redheaded Fencer winked at me while she squirmed, Nîya licking and lapping at her pussy. The dryad feasted with hunger.

I smiled at her then glanced down at Éjyona. Her short, silver hair rustled as she shuddered. Her small body, the shortest in the group, quivered. She humped into Deillae's mouth. The feyborn Nun moaned, her pussy squeezing down hard on me.

My nuts smacked into her clit. The heavy impact made her moan each time. I gripped her hips, fucking the lesbian beauty hard. It was sweet heaven to be in her pussy. To be in any of my women's pussy. I loved them all. Was so glad I had them.

They all were exhilarating. Amazing. Fantastic.

I thrust hard into Deillae, loving the feel of that tight pussy squeezing about my dick. She feasted on Éjyona, licking out all that cum. My pierced cock buried to the hilt in Deillae's pussy. The feyborn wiggled that ass as I fucked her, working her twat around my dick. It felt amazing. This was just a spectacular treat to feel squeezing about my dick. It was fantastic.

I plowed into her hard and fast, my cock ring shifting around in the tip of my dick. My hands clutched her hips. Balls thwacked into her flesh, the pressure in them growing and growing. I hurtled towards my orgasm. A mighty blast of cum that would have me basting her snatch in spurt after spurt of cum.

Just a powerful eruption.

The women were moaning around us. Gasping.

“Oh, that's so good, Aebussi! Rub that nipple into my twat!”

“Okzira, your dildo! I love your dildos!”

“Thine licking doth stir mine quim to a frothy quiver!”

“Maria! Oh, Maria!”

“Haîcze! Your pussy feels so amazing around my fingers!”

The sounds were so wonderful to hear. I savored them as I hurtled closer and closer to my orgasm. I would have a mighty burst of bliss. It would explode out of me. I groaned, pumping away hard and fast at my changeling's pussy.

“Marcus!” she moaned into Éjyona's cunt.

“Ooh, she's getting me there, Marcus,” Éjyona moaned, her fingers grabbing her nipples and stretching out her tits. She might have the height of a child, but she had the figure of a woman.

“Good!” I growled. “Come on, Deillae. You're a lesbian. Make her explode!”

“Gladly!” Her pussy clamped down on my cock while her arm moved. She must be fingering Éjyona's twat. Then I heard the suckling. The sweet serenade of clit-nursing.

Éjyona's face twisted in delight. She bucked on the bed. Her silver hair flew around her bronze face. She gasped out her delight and twisted her nipples hard. Her entire body heaved. She squeezed her thighs around Deillae's head.

“Aphounga's shattered sword, yes!” the halfling Sharpshooter moaned as she gushed out the juices that bathed the changeling Nun's mouth.

Deillae moaned, her pussy massaging my thrusting dick. My piercing rubbed into her flesh. She shuddered, squeezing down tight on my shaft. The pleasure built and built at the tip of my cock. I buried into her.

She squealed and her pussy went wild around my dick. The pleasure rushed about my cock. I savored that spasming heaven. It was incredible to enjoy. I groaned, spurting cum over and over into her twat.

“Marcus!” she moaned, her gasps mixing with the others.

“Yesssss!” Twist moaned. “Fuck me hard, Shorhe!”

“Such bliss thou hast delivered to mine pussy, Lady Uihzegiigjya!” Dëshoma groaned.

“Okzira! Okzira! Your dildos!” squealed Thūwhi.

“Lass, you are exploding!” Okzira groaned.

“Thy tongue doth stir such wonders in mine nethers!” Ashi moaned, my angel's halo glowing brighter. “Nîya, thou art a gift unto the harem!”

I erupted.

“Fuck, yes!” I growled.

My cum fired over and over into Deillae's pussy. I basted her with all my spunk. I unloaded in her. Spurt after spurt of spunk that flooded her. I shuddered through the bliss, loving every moment of dumping my seed into her cunt.

She whimpered and moaned, her hips wiggling from side to side as her pussy convulsed around me. She stirred her cunt around my dick. She felt incredible. Her flesh worked out my cum. She drew out every drop I had.

“Fuck,” I groaned, surveying my women. They were writhing, moaning, gasping, and...

Kulri leaned against the wall, her head downcast, her eyes distant. She had been moody since yesterday. Sleeping hadn't fixed it. As my orgasm peaked, I stared at my elf Evoker. My masochistic sex slave. She was naked, her long ears thrusting out through her strands of pale-blonde hair. Large tits, a rarity for her species, rose and fell. Nipple clamps gripped both her nubs, alligator teeth biting into those sensitive buds. She was lithe and graceful.

I had coaxed her out of the pain and torment her master had inflicted on her.

Now...

I had to deal with—

CLANG! CLANG! CLANG!

“Breakfast!” Shelly called. The lithe and nubile human cook stood by the stairs in her pink apron, the only thing she wore. She held a triangle in one hand, the metal baton that you used to ring it in the other.

Where had she gotten that? One of Ashi's touches during the remodel.

“Come on!” Shelly said. “You all need to eat. Marcus is going to have a lot of work for us. I can feel it.”

“You gonna put us to work, boyo?” Okzira asked, her brown hair falling about her beautiful face. She was the second shortest in the harem and also one of the bustiest. She was curvaceous instead of stout like the male dwarves. Still, she had strength. You could see her muscular limbs. She was my blacksmith.

“I have work for you all,” I said. “Haîcze, you're going to be busy, too.”

“Wonderful,” my sylph explorer said. The first member of my harem and the first side-quest I had completed back in that early dungeon. She was a gorgeous thing, her white hair always moving as if a breeze only she can feel whirled around her. She had pale skin and gray eyes, her body lithe, breasts small.

Being in her pussy was a treat.

“But we'll talk about that after breakfast,” I said. “Kulri, come on, let's go eat.”

Kulri blinked her violet eyes and then focused on me. “Yes, Marcus Aurelius.”

“Lord Marcus, have thou madest thy decision on which shard we shall pursue?” Dëshoma asked as she stood up, her lips smeared with pussy cream. Her round breasts jiggled. As she slid off the bed, I caught a glimpse of the pink diamond that topped her butt plug peeking out of her ass-crack. She sauntered to me, her white veil rustling. She was virginal and whorish all at the same time, an exhibitionist now.

“You sure you're up for another adventure?” I asked her.

Her face fell. “Mine heart grieves the loss of mine noble father, but never fear for I am committed to thy goal and will aide thee with love and devotion to ensure that we vanquish the Hierophant and his mad plan.”

I smiled at her. “I have made a decision.”

“We going to the elf city?” Twist asked. “Not sure I want that. Not much chance to steal things.”

Dëshoma shook her head. “Twist, doth thou insist on maintaining thy facade of thievery even after all we hath been through in the catacombs?”

“Who said it's a facade?” Twist said. The pink bands of her belly scales covered her large tits which jiggled with a firm plumpness. The rest of her was red scales, not a hair found on her body. She put her hand on Dëshoma's ass and gave her a hard squeeze. “I love stealing.”

“I wouldn't mind seeing the elves,” Maria said as she sauntered by. My redheaded human Fencer flashed me a smile. She had a nice wiggle to her toned rump as she headed to the stairs.

She would be disappointed, but I trusted her the most. She had come far from that flustered Warrior being molested by a low-level slime.

“I'll weave something wonderful for your women,” Nîya said. The dryad-MILF flashed me a sultry smile. She had deep-green eyes, the shade of an oak leaf in summer, and orange hair, the hue of that same leaf in fall. Her nut-brown body was full and voluptuous, her hips swaying. My tailor. I had rescued her from a Cultist of Khoukiri.

With Dëshoma on my arm, I descended the stairs. The scent of Shelly's cooking swelled in the air. I could smell the red spice berry omelets with chicken. It was an invigorating dish that gave an all-day buff to damage. A large table rested in the dining room, flanked by statues of the busty angel Ashi. She... might be a bit vain. Every statue of a naked, sexy woman she had carved to decorate my home and grounds was of herself.

They were... lifelike. Stirring.

I sat down at the head of the table, Dëshoma on my right and Maria took my left. The others flowed in. Éjyona sat in a chair designed to let her sit and see over the table. Okzira threw a pillow on hers to give her some more elevation. Kulri took the chair at the far end, slinking down. I sighed, wanting to talk to her.

Shelly bustled out of the kitchen in her apron, carrying plates balanced on her arm like the most skilled waitress ever. They were porcelain with the image of a gold angel (I think you know which one) kneeling in the center of the plate with one hand behind her head, her back arched to thrust her tits out. The omelets, covered in a new cheese sauce, smelled delicious. Pitchers of fresh-squeezed fruit juices were placed around the table, too, along with one of milk.

It was still warm like it had just been milked, though I had no idea where Shelly got that. Pasteurization wasn't something they knew about in this world.

I weirdly felt like we should say grace. With the long table, it felt so much more formal than sitting around the campfire. It was like I was at a relative's house for Thanksgiving dinner. The impulse to take my women's hands and bow shot through me.

I shook my head and grinned, “Well, dig in.”

I let everyone eat before I told them my plan. I expected there to be an outrage, and I was starving. I wanted to have a full belly before I dealt with their objections. I cut my omelet with a fork made of real silver and savored the first bite.

It all melted in my mouth. The eggs perfect. The chicken and red spice berries delicious. And the cheese...

“Oh, my fucking god, Shelly,” I groaned. “And that sauce.”

She beamed at me from her seat in the middle.

The others were all praising her. Éjyona devoured hers, the first to be finished with Okzira close behind her. The halfling held her plate up for seconds. Shelly gladly fetched them, giving me a questioning look as she passed.

I nodded, watching that cute, naked ass swaying, the ties of her apron draped over that perky keister.

After my second omelet, everyone was finishing up. Kulri had eaten half of hers, but so had GeeGee. Éjyona had three and now leaned back in her chair looking so happy. I swear she didn't smile that big after I made her cum.

As Shelly cleared the plates, I looked out at them. “We have two places to go. Giijyuashuyarrio and Ghébchal.”

“We should go to Ghébchal and eat more good food,” Éjyona said.

“The halflings are skilled engineers,” said Twist. “There might be some weapons they need.”

“I shudder to think what evil they could do with halfling weapons,” Nîya said. “But what about Kulri's master? He's connected to Giijyuashuyarrio.”

“God, that's a mouthful,” I muttered.

“Still, there's a lot of sacred trees and plants in Giijyuashuyarrio,” said GeeGee. “It's said that the greatest alchemists live there because all the herbs you need can be found there. Ones superior to others found growing in the world.”

“You've never been?” I asked.

GeeGee shook her head. “I grew up in a small town. Before the shattering, it was said to be a day's walk away, but it might as well be on the other side of the world. The only city we could visit for the last twenty years was Liberus. Hence why I took up shop there.” She glowered. The priests of Dihhomamer had arrested her for making a cure for those addicted to a potion called Aphounga's Wrath.

A potion that allowed a person to have enhanced Strength but at the cost of a temper. Maria used them on occasion.

She shifted beside me as if remembering the last time she had drunk one. It had been in the Glittering Cavern to counteract lust gas.

“Stopping the Circle Breakers and what they are doing for your dark twin is important,” Thūwhi said. The cambion Deacon looked at me. She was the opposite of Dëshoma, who was nephilim or angelborn. Thūwhi was demonborn. Her skin a dark, ruddy color with brighter crimson hair. She had a penumbra around her, a shadow that darkened her instead of a halo. Horns peeked out of her hair. Still, she was an enemy of her own blood.

And a loyal member of the party.

“I doth agree, Lord Marcus,” said Dëshoma.

“We cannot ignore the plight of the halflings if they are in danger, Lord Marcus,” Ashi said. My angel stared at me.

“No, we can't,” I said. “I feel like both are vital.” I looked out at my women. “We have nine here who are Shardhunters. Two of us can tank and two of us can heal. The other five are all able to deal a great amount of damage.”

Shorhe furrowed her brow. “Split the party...”

“Yes,” I said.

“Bold.” Twist's pierced tongue flicked out. “Attack both placessss at once.”

“Lord Marcus, one of thy parties would be only four members,” Ashi pointed out.

“Yep, mine,” I said.

“I do not think this is wise, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said. “It is folly to weaken us so.”

“Why?” I stared at her. “We have tackled dungeons with just me, you, Kulri, and Maria. The four of us cleared most Shuwëmeri's Temple before we met Twist.”

Dëshoma's brow furrowed. “In essence, thou art correct, but still, we have more so it is folly of the utmost to split ourselves up.”

I shook my head. “We have to hit these people hard. Together. I've thought about this all night.”

“Is this why you weren't in bed?” Deillae asked.

“Just passing back and forth,” Iris said, “until I helped you sleep.”

I smiled at my pixie buzzing overhead. “Yes, you did.”

“I think it's brilliant,” said Aebussi. My changeling leatherworker had a bold smile. “Cut the knees off our enemy.”

“And go for the throat,” Twist said. “Fuck yes, I fucking love this plan.” She had become enamored of using that word. She mostly used it correctly.

“If you think this is the best plan,” Maria said, smiling at me. “I'm for it.”

“Good,” I said. “You'll be leading the other team.”

Her jaw dropped.


Chapter Three: Party Split

Maria du Marne

“Me?” Maria asked, staring at him in shock. “You want me to lead the other party?”

“I trust you,” Marcus told her, putting his hand on hers. “First person to join my party. You've been with me longest.”

“Only by a day.” Her stomach roiled. Go on an adventure without Marcus? The last time she had done it, she had been nearly killed by a slime. He had had to rescue her. “But—”

“I know, you're Submissive,” he said. “Do better when you're following, but you're not right for my party. You fit in better with the other team.”

“Not right?” Pain lanced in her.

He winced and tightened his grip on her hand. “That came out way wrong.”

“I'll say,” snorted Okzira.

“You're going to be perfect for the other team, and you're the one I want to lead them. I trust you to make the right decisions. Okay?”

Maria felt compelled to say, “Okay, Marcus,” even though doubt twisted about her stomach.

“Good,” he said and leaned in to kiss her.

His lips claimed hers. She shuddered at the feel of his strength. Her doubts ebbed for a moment, but only until he broke the kiss. Then they flooded back into her. Lead a party? Me? This is a mistake. I'll mess it up.

“So, who's on your team?” Shorhe asked.

“I thought about this carefully,” Marcus said. “Shorhe and Deillae, I want you two on the same team since you've both been adventuring together. I want Thūwhi to be with your group to be your tank and to off-heal. Twist and Maria will round you out. A melee-heavy group. You'll be there to tackle problems together. Support each other. And be healed by Deillae.”

I have to lead Shorhe? thought Maria staring at the orc Soldier. Strong and martial, looking so powerful as she sat there. She should be the one in charge. Not me. She's led groups.

“I want you five to go to Ghébchal,” Marcus continued. Find out what is going on. Twist, you'll be vital to uncovering information. You're going to be Maria's eyes.”

“She'ssss got sharp ones,” Twist said, leaning back so her large, pink-banded tits jiggled over the table. She winked a reptilian eye at Maria. “Spots traps as often as I do.”

Maria blushed at the compliment.

“I'll be her sword,” Shorhe said, nodding to Marcus. “Deillae will keep us alive.”

“You're all such good pussy lickers,” the changeling Nun said, her bright-blue hair tumbling loose about her face. “Shame to lose you all.”

“I haven't licked your pussy,” Twist said. “Yet.” She thrust out her tongue, the piercing gleaming.

“Given the horniness of our Marcus, I just know that all his women have been face-deep in each others' pussies to lick out his cum.” Deillae grinned. “I must say, it's a treat I've learned to relish.”

Laughter echoed around the table. Maria tried to join in, but she still felt that doubt. Marcus believes in me. He trusts me.

“So, Lord Marcus, Lady Kulrigiizhai, Lady Éjyona, and I shall accompany thee to the forested city of Giijyuashuyarrio to uncover what foul deeds thy knavish double hath wrought to the fair elves?” Dëshoma asked.

“And, hopefully, trap Kulri's asshole master in the Black Heart Diamond,” Marcus said.

Maria glanced to Kulri at the end of the table. The elf looked up, her face as flat as marble. And as pale. She looked wan to Maria. Washed out. Her pale-yellow hair nearly looking white this morning. Her ears weren't alive.

She looks like how she used to. Worry rippled through Maria.

“So we have a lot of work to do.” Marcus looked to the members of the harem who weren't Shardhunters. “I want all nine of us kitted out in Level 40 gear. Haîcze, you are going to Liberus to buy materials and equipment to outfit us. Then we're going to get to work. Spend what you have to. Bankrupt us if that's what it takes. I don't want people going in with under-leveled weapons or armor.”

“I'll collect from everyone,” Haîcze said; her white hair, fluttering around her head, turned to Twist. “Cough up.”

“Marcus, you are lucky I love you,” Twist said.

Marcus winked at her. “Okay, I know some stuff can be crafted while we wait for Haîcze to return. So let's get to it. I want to go as soon as we're able.”

“This'll take a day or two, boyo,” Okzira said. “Depending on how much work you have for us.”

He nodded.

A day or two for me to worry and stress, Maria thought, staring down at her hands.

Kulri rose and left the table with the others. Marcus frowned at her then he glanced at Maria. He grabbed her hand and stopped her from leaving. She looked at him. He smiled at her, his blue eyes so piercing. He had a handsome face. Strong and commanding, his dark hair falling to his shoulders. He looked so dashing. His chest, covered in a few scars, rose and fell as he breathed.

“Nervous?” he asked.

“Shorhe should be in command,” Maria whispered. “Unless... You don't trust her.”

“Of course I trust her.” He looked up. “Shorhe, don't go.”

The naked orc paused and turned. Her large breasts jiggled. A large gleam in her eyes shone as she sauntered back towards the table, her hips rolling from side to side. She folded her arms beneath her breasts.

“Do you know why I chose Maria to lead?” Marcus asked.

“You love her more than me,” Shorhe said bluntly. She shrugged. “You've been adventuring with her while we've only had our little flings until now.”

“No.” Marcus shook his head.”I have seen her fight. Seen her concern for the others. She has a good head on her. Passionate and loving. She cares a great deal. Twist is too flippant and Thūwhi a little too zealous. I don't know Deillae enough to know for sure, but she seems to be playful. You, Shorhe, you have those same qualities as Maria. I've seen it. One of you had to lead.”

Maria swallowed. She couldn't be equal to Shorhe.

“But Maria has shown me that she's perceptive. She sees things.” He turned to her. “I truly believe you are the one to lead them. You know how I think, don't you? What I would do in a situation.”

Warmth rose in her cheeks. She nodded.

“That's why,” he said. He glanced at Shorhe. “Just keep her away from tentacles. She's a little slut for them.” His grin spread on his lips.

“A little,” she admitted. “It's that slime's fault.”

Shorhe chuckled. “And Marcus's tentacles had nothing to do with it. Did you know he tamed me with them, too? I would have kicked his ass if he didn't have them.”

“You had a few levels on me at the time,” Marcus said, shrugging.

“Right, kick his ass,” Shorhe said, smiling, “and then those tentacles came out and he melted my pussy.”

“These tentacles?”

The ring he wore on his right hand gleamed ethereal green for a moment. The Dreaming Chthonic Ring. From each of his sides, a pair of tentacles grew. The same beige-pink as his skin. They grew long and wriggling.

All the doubt melted from Maria as her pussy went molten.

The redheaded warrior gasped as two of those tentacles went straight for her breasts. She shuddered as they slid around her tits and squeezed them. It was a delight she loved. She treasured. Her back arched as she moaned out her delight.

The other pair gripped Shorhe's big breasts. The orc moaned, her purple hair, gathered in a ponytail, swung behind her. She groaned as he massaged her tattooed tits. The spiky tribal markings compressed as he squeezed his fleshy appendages about them.

Maria whimpered as he stood up and pulled them both to him by the tentacles. His arms went around them both. His hands grabbed their asses. He squeezed them as they pressed against him. Maria's trimmed bush rubbed on his muscular thigh. She smeared her hot cunt against his flesh, her clit throbbing in delight.

He grinned at them both. “You two are going to support each other, aren't you?”

“Yes, Marcus,” Maria moaned.

“Gladly.” Shorhe moaned as she leaned in and kissed Maria on the lips.

The human Fencer kissed the orc Soldier with hunger. Their mouths worked together and then their tongues thrust out to duel. They slid around each other while Marcus massaged Maria's tits with his tentacle.

Her pussy ground on his leg. Her clit burst with sparks. She loved this feeling. It was an incredible delight. She whimpered into the kiss while he squeezed her rump. His tentacles slid up her breasts and found her nipples.

He massaged them.

She grabbed his cock and found Shorhe's hand already holding his dick. They stroked him together. He groaned, watching them kiss before his head. He was enjoying every moment of this. Maria knew him. He loved watching his women kiss.

Then he pushed Shorhe to the table, the kiss breaking. Maria panted, licking her lips and tasting the orc's saliva. Shorhe stretched out on her back on the table, her large breasts shaking in Marcus's tentacles.

They slithered away from her and shot at Maria.

“Yes,” she whimpered as they wrapped around her thighs. They held her tight while the ones around her tits slid around her torso now. “Oh, Marcus, I love you.”

He winked at her.

His tentacles held her tight. The one wrapped around her thigh rubbed at the folds of her pussy while another nuzzled into her butt-crack. The other two massaged her nipples. Pleasure shot down to her cunt. She shuddered, her pussy dripping with excitement.

Then, with a grunt, he lifted her body. She groaned, utterly supported by his tentacles. The one in her butt-crack found her asshole and pressed again her naughty hole. Her puckered sphincter surrendered.

He popped into her bowels.

She groaned her delight as his tentacle wiggled into her bowels' depths. It was incredible to enjoy. Maria shuddered as he fucked in and out of her asshole. Her auburn hair swung down her back as he held her out over the table.

Over the orc.

“Mmm, that pussy,” Shorhe said, smacking her lips. “Just sit her right on my face, Marcus. I know how you think.”

“Yes, you do,” Marcus said and lowered Maria.

The tentacle teasing her pussy lips pulled away moments before her knees settled on the table. She moaned, her cunt lowering to Shorhe's mouth. Her curls spilled over the orc's face. The Soldier licked the Fencer's furred muff.

“Oh, yes!” Maria moaned, her asshole clenching down on the tentacle. “Fuck Shorhe hard while she eats my pussy, Marcus.” She stared at him. “I know how you think, too!”

“I am a little obvious,” he said, chuckling.

She only whimpered. She had Shorhe's tongue sliding from her clit to her taint, stroking her pussy lips in the process while that naughty tentacle reamed out her asshole. The velvety delight melted down to her cunt. She groaned, her round tits jiggling, her nipples massaged by Marcus's tentacles. A big smile spread on Maria's face.

She loved being molested by his tentacles.

She watched him bring his cock to Shorhe's shaved pussy. The human Fencer shuddered in delight, watching with passion-lidded eyes. The tentacle fucked in and out of her asshole so fast while Shorhe's tongue lapped at her pussy. The orc ate with bold passion.

Almost like Marcus did.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” Shorhe growled when Marcus thrust his cock into her pussy.

“Yes, yes, fuck her and make her cum!” Maria moaned, her nipples throbbing beneath the tentacles massaging touch. They squeezed her tits. “Please, please, Marcus.”

“Is that your decision as the party leader?” he asked, thrusting his pierced cock in and out of Shorhe's cunt.

“I support it,” the orc Soldier moaned into Maria's pussy.

“Yes, yes, yes,” the redhead moaned. She felt too much pleasure, too much joy at being molested by Marcus's tentacles, to think anything else.

Marcus pumped his cock away at Shorhe's pussy, making her round, tattooed tits jiggle. Maria grabbed them. She squeezed and kneaded those naughty boobs. They felt wonderful in her hands. She smiled, savoring this delight.

She massaged them, trying to mimic how Marcus's tentacles squeezed about her tits. But that was a fruitless attempt. She had fingers, not wonderful, fleshy appendages. Still, she played with those green breasts while Shorhe's tongue lavished across her cunt.

Maria moaned, her orgasm building and building. Her bowels drank in the wonderful friction of Marcus's thrusting tentacle. Her nipples burst with delight as the other appendages massaged them. Her auburn hair danced down her back as she savored every moment of this bliss.

It was amazing. Fabulous. This was what she craved. This wonderful delight fed her desires. She savored every moment of his thrusting appendage into her bowels. He buried into her again and again. He stirred her up and she loved him for it. She reveled in Marcus's passion. She was so glad to have him fucking her. Plowing into her. She would have such a wicked time. She would savor every thrust. Every plunge of his tentacle.

“Oh, that's good,” she moaned, her cunt on fire. Shorhe's licks and laps fueled that heat, along with the delight of that slender appendage.

Marcus grinned at her, his handsome face twisting with his own pleasure. “Make her cum, Shorhe.”

“I think that's your tentacle doing the work,” the orc moaned. “I'm just enjoying the results. That yummy pussy cream.”

“Devour her,” Marcus groaned, pumping away. His cock buried deep and hard into Shorhe. He fucked her with passion. It was clear Shorhe loved every moment of it.

The passion grew and grew in Maria. She whimpered and groaned, squeezing her bowels down on that tentacle thrusting into her. He fucked her hard while Shorhe's tongue thrust into her depths. That naughty tentacle stirred her up. It was fantastic to enjoy.

She savored every moment of it. Every last second of this passion.

A smile spread on her lips. She could enjoy this pleasure every day. Every second. Every last moment of her life. Her hips wiggled from side to side as the tentacle reamed her out. It plunged into her with powerful strokes while Shorhe's tongue swirled around in her.

She reveled in the orc and Marcus pleasuring her. Savored it. This passion swelled in Maria. She would have such a huge orgasm on his tentacle and Shorhe's lips. She would cum and cum. She would have a huge, passionate rapture. Her hips stirred around that thick tentacle, grinding her cunt on Shorhe's hungry mouth.

“Oh, Marcus, I am almost there!” she moaned.

“Good,” he growled, his tentacles squeezing her breasts tight. He massaged her nipples harder while his other appendage thrust into her bowels. “Cum. Drown Shorhe!”

“Yes!” she gasped and obeyed her party leader.

She loved submitting to her Marcus.

Her orgasm exploded in her cunt. She bucked from the pleasure. Her body shook. Her breasts jiggled in his squeezing embrace while her asshole writhed around the tentacle thrusting into her. She tossed her head from side to side, her auburn hair dancing.

Pleasure washed through her body while her pussy cream gushed into Shorhe's mouth. The orc lapped at her folds while she bucked through her pleasure. She savored every moment, her asshole writhing and spasming.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned, fingers digging into Shorhe's tits. “Oh, that's good. Oh, Marcus!”

“Maria!” he growled. “And my sexy orc!”

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” gasped Shorhe.

She bucked, and Maria knew the orc Soldier came. Knew her pussy spasmed around Marcus's cock the way Maria's bowels writhed around his tentacle. The pleasure hit the peak in Maria while Shorhe moaned into her cunt.

Marcus slammed into the orc and threw back his head. “Fuck, yes!”

Maria's orgasm died into rapture as she savored the sight of Marcus cumming. His face twisted in rapture as he pumped his cum into Shorhe's cunt. She squirmed on the orc's lips, watching every last moment. His tentacles twitched around her tits. Then they withdrew.

“Damn,” he groaned as his tentacles melted away. “How do you feel, Maria?”

“Wonderful,” she breathed, feeling so good.

“And how do you feel about leading the party?”

She shuddered, her nervous doubts returning. “Well...”

“It's fine to be scared. Everyone would be. I know you'll use that fear to make the right decisions. To keep everyone alive. Okay?”

“Yes, Marcus.”

He pulled out of Shorhe's cunt. “Enjoy her creampie. You and Shorhe will support each other. Help each other out and the rest of the party.”

“I will, Marcus,” she said and leaned forward.

Can I really do this? she wondered as she brought her face to Shorhe's cum-filled pussy.

Marcus believes in me. That has to be enough.

Right?

Doubts lingered in Maria's mind as she feasted on the pussy before her, licking out all of Marcus's salty cream while Shorhe continued devouring her cunt. The fear that she would make a mistake lurked in the shadowy corners of her thoughts.

That slime bested you. What can you do without Marcus?


Chapter Four: The Elvish Problem

I left Maria and Shorhe to sixty-nine, confident that Maria could lead the party. I wouldn't have chosen her if it wasn't certain. Shorhe could do it, but Maria needed to see that she was more than just my lover. That she was a warrior and a leader all on her own.

Now I had another woman to deal with.

Kulri.

I headed outside and saw Haîcze kissing Twist then my sylph stepped into the Shardpool to do the shopping. She was the only one dressed. Everyone else appeared to be naked. My women were sitting down on little benches Ashi had dotted around the camp. The fields were being replaced with cultivated lawns.

There was even topiary, bushes sculpted into shapes. You can guess what Ashi made them into. The wings of leafy green were rather impressive, though.

I didn't see Kulri, but I did spot GeeGee sitting before a flower. She needed materials to get to work on her alchemy. She was singing to it in elven, the words sounding like the harmony of a brook and the whisper of wind through the branches of a tree.

She looked up and smiled. “Mmm, did you need something from me, Master?” She parted her legs wide and leaned back. “I have so many things I can do for you.”

“I bet you can,” I said, smiling. “I need to find Kulri. Have you seen her?”

“Hmm... I thought I saw Kulrigiizhai head behind Nîya's loom.”

I glanced over at the tailor workshop where Nîya was already hard at work on weaving a new magic item. We had found cloth on the last mission. Just as Okzira was in her smithy and Aebussi was in her leather workshop.

“Thanks,” I said.

“So, you don't need anything from me?” GeeGee asked, sounding disappointed.

“Oh, maybe your tongue,” I said. “If you're bored.”

“I'm so bored.”

I heard her rise and pad after me. In moments, her willowy form took my left arm. Her ears twitched in excitement as we headed behind the tailor shop. I scanned the field and spotted Kulri standing right at the edge of the barrier. The hexagonal wall rose into the sky, the sun shining violet through it. Beyond was...

Well, I wasn't sure what was beyond. You certainly couldn't see anything else. Just the sun shining through it.

I strode across the field. Kulri should have heard me coming. I certainly wasn't trying to hide my progress. But she stood there, remote, her hands folded at the small of her back right above the gentle curve of her ass. A slight breeze ruffled her hair.

Was that wind coming through the barrier? How interesting.

I stepped up to her left side and glanced at her. The elf continued to stare, her large breasts rising and falling. Her silver nipple clamps were biting down on her soft-pink nipples, a chain connecting both devices.

“Kulri?” I asked again.

She didn't answer. Her eyes looked unfocused.

I snagged her chain and tugged on her clamps, jerking her around to face me. She gasped as the teeth bit into her nipples. Her ears twitched as a whimper of pain burst from her lips. I would never do that to any other but my masochistic elf.

Pain became pleasure for her. She reveled in it.

“Yes, Marcus Aurelius,” she said, blinking her soft, violet eyes. Her lashes were long.

“I called. Didn't you hear me?”

“I suppose not,” she said.

“Thinking about him?”

With Kulri, there was only one “him.” The man who had taken her from her life and abused her. Tortured her. Twisted her into a thing that had no feelings. None save hatred. I had to work hard to pry out those other emotions buried in her scarred heart.

“I suppose,” she said. “Thinking about him in the Black Heart Diamond. Trapped. Suffering. Unable to escape. A prisoner.”

“You're not a prisoner any longer.”

Her violet eyes blinked once. A long and slow one. “I know that, Marcus Aurelius.”

“So...” I tugged on her nipple chain again. She gasped and took a step closer to me. “Why are you acting like this?”

“Like what, Marcus Aurelius?”

“Like you're that same cold-hearted bitch who didn't show any emotion at all.”

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The elf stared at her master, considering his words. She felt cold. That anger she had almost forgotten simmered in her once more. That dark thirst to see him suffer. To see him pay. Now he would finally know her torment.

“I still feel emotions, Marcus Aurelius,” she said.

“You do?” He still held her chain.

She hoped he would tug on it again. That always made her pussy clench in such wonderful ways. “Of course,” she purred. She found a touch of passion. “I am just... distracted.”

“Just distracted.” He peered at her, studying her eyes.

She would have to prove it or he would keep prying at her. She needed this anger to be cold as steel and sharp as the edge of a knife. Then she would carve her former master up. Oh, yes, she would hurt him.

“I could suck on your cock,” she purred, putting in more throaty delight. She felt that itch in her pussy. She was always horny. A slutty thing whose body had been conditioned to find pleasure at a moment's notice. “Or slide my cunt down your dick.” She stared up at Marcus. “Or my asshole. You could fuck me raw. No lube. Make it hurt.”

“And what about me?” Uihzegiigjya asked. The humans called her GeeGee, unable to fully speak all the majesty and nuance of an elf's name. “I was told I could lick something.”

“We could share his cock.” Kulrigiizhai glanced at the alchemist. “He could cum on our faces and then we could lick each other clean.”

“Damn, you do know what I like, Kulri,“ Marcus groaned.

“I am your elf, Marcus Aurelius,” she said. She just wanted to find her master. She hated that Marcus wanted to wait. She didn't want to satiate his lusts, she wanted to imprison her master. But she had submitted to Marcus.

She had to serve him. So she pushed a smile onto her lips. “Allow our passion to please you, Marcus Aurelius.”

“Oh, yes,” moaned Uihzegiigjya. “That sounds perfect. How can you say no to that?”

Marcus yanked on the chain connecting Kulrigiizhai's nipple clamps. She gasped, her pussy clenching. “It does sound wonderful.”

“This elf is honored to please,” she purred and sank to her knees.

He frowned at her. “This elf. You don't really use that much any longer.”

She hesitated. “I am feeling nostalgic, Marcus Aurelius. This elf wishes to suck your cock and pleasure you with Uihzegiigjya.”

“Damn, go for it,” he groaned, lust shining in his eyes.

Kulrigiizha knelt before him and opened her mouth wide. She swallowed his cock, her body hungering to drink his cum. She would give him such pleasure so that she could return to her thoughts. To her fantasies of imprisoning him.

Uihzegiigjya knelt beside Kulrigiizhai. The two elves grabbed Marcus's pierced cock. The gold ring threaded through his glans. The elves' slender hands pumped up and down his cock as they leaned in together, their cheeks meeting, twitching ears brushing.

A tingle ran down to Kulrigiizhai's pussy.

The two elves kissed at Marcus's dick, planting their mouths on either side of his cock. Their tongues flicked out, brushing each other. Marcus groaned, his shaft twitching in their stroking hands. The salty flavor of precum spilled over her lips.

Kulrigiizhai savored the taste.

“Damn,” Marcus groaned. “You two look so fucking hot doing that. Just, damn!”

“Mmm, it's so sexy sharing your cock with Kulrigiizhai,” Uihzegiigjya purred. “Right?”

“Yes, this elf enjoys pleasing Marcus Aurelius,” Kulrigiizhai said. See, Marcus Aurelius, there is nothing wrong with this elf. Leave her alone...

After this elf makes you cum.

Her tongue licked with more effort. That horny itch grew in her pussy. Cream dripped out of her hairless pussy. She was an elf, so she lacked any bush like a vulgar human. Though human vulgarity was full of such passion.

And such wonderful cocks.

Her tongue slid up his slit, gathering the precum beading there. She moaned at the salty flavor suffusing her taste buds. A shiver ran through her body. She quivered there, loving the salty taste suffusing her mouth. A large smile spread on her lips.

“Yeah, you like that, huh?” Marcus asked. “Just a slut for my cock.”

“This elf is, Marcus Aurelius,” she moaned, her pussy on fire.

“So am I,” Uihzegiigjya purred and then swallowed the tip of his cock.

Kulrigiizhai's ears twitched in irritation at being beaten to such a delightful treat. Uihzegiigjya bobbed her head, her lips sliding up and down his cock. The tips of her ears practically buzzed in delight and her cheeks hollowed.

Her sucking and slurping made Kulrigiizhai's pussy clench. Heat swelled in her. That need to rub her cunt grew and grew. She would have such a mighty orgasm. It would be fantastic. A big burst of delight that would explode out of her.

Then Uihzegiigjya slid her mouth off and smiled at Kulrigiizhai.

The busty elf leaned in and slid her lips over Marcus's pierced cock. She loved the soft texture of his crown and the hardness of the ring. He groaned as she swallowed him. Her boobs jiggled as she worked her mouth up and down his cock.

“Goddamn, your mouths are both amazing,” Marcus growled. “You and GeeGee are going to get painted in cum.”

“Ooh, paint us,” moaned Uihzegiigjya with such wet and wanton passion.

Marcus grinned down at them. “You know I will.”

Kulrigiizhai was all too aware of that fact. Her pussy clenched as she bobbed her head. Her hair rustled around her twitching ears. Her pussy clenched as she serviced her new master. The cock ring rubbed along the roof of her mouth, shifting as she pleasured him.

She wanted to keep sucking him, but the elf had to share him with Uihzegiigjya. Kulrigiizhai slid her lips off with a wet plop. Drool spilled down her chin. She panted, her big boobs rising and falling. She licked her lips.

Uihzegiigjya took over.

“Fuck, yes!” growled Marcus. “Damn, you suck cock like a Hoover, you know that, GeeGee? And you, too, Kulrigiizhai.”

Hoover? Another one of those bizarre things from that world you're from, Marcus Aurelius? thought the elven Evoker. She didn't much care to know what a Hoover was. A monster, perhaps. One skilled at fellatio.

She just wanted to make him cum and bathe in his seed.

Uihzegiigjya worked her lips up and down Marcus's cock. She suckled with that passion that impressed the elven Evoker. That hot mouth bathed Marcus's dick, pleasing him. His face twisted with passion.

With a whimper, Uihzegiigjya slid her lips off the pierced crown of the dick. Drool spilled down her chin. Kulrigiizhai was ready. The naughty elf swallowed her owner's cock. She sucked him into her mouth with hunger. She would please him. Make him explode. He would have such rapture. Such passion.

He would spurt all that jizz into her mouth. It would be a wonderful experience. She couldn't wait to make him explode. To make him cum. She would gulp down all the seed that he had in his balls. She would bathe in it. Revel in it. She would love her master with every ounce of passion that she had in her.

Ears twitching, she suckled. She nursed. She blew him with all her might. Her head bobbed. She twisted about her head as she loved his cock. She suckled on him with such rapture. Her tongue danced around his cock.

“Oh, god, that's good,” moaned Marcus. “My naughty, little elf sucking away is amazing. She wants my cum painting her face.”

“All naughty elves do, Marcus,” cooed Uihzegiigjya. “Mmm, I wish your cum was an ingredient in my potions. I would be sucking on your dick night and day.”

A smile spread on Marcus's lips. “Just monopolizing my cock?”

“I'm selfish.”

Kulrigiizhai understood. When her mouth was wrapped around Marcus's cock, she wanted nothing more than to keep sucking his dick forever and ever. But her former master, that dark-hearted bastard, had to be punished.

That mattered more than anything.

So she sucked hard, wanting to get Marcus off as fast as possible. Wanting to leave now and go after him. Not tomorrow or the day after. Marcus wanted to be cautious, to be ready, but she just wanted to go.

“Damn, Kulri,” he groaned. “That suction. Fuck, here it comes.”

She slid her lips off his cock, brushing his piercing. Then her hand fisted his dick. She stared up at him. Uihzegiigjya pressed her cheek against Kulrigiizhai's. Their ears twitched together. Marcus groaned, his dick twitching in her hand.

“Cum on this elf's face,” purred Kulrigiizhai, her pussy on fire.

“Yes, yes, cum on us,” Uihzegiigjya moaned. “Just spray us with all that passion. I want to be drenched in your spunk.”

“Fuck!” Marcus groaned, his face twisting. “Oh, fuck, yes!”

His cock erupted. Kulrigiizhai felt the cum shooting up his dick before the Knight's cum fired out of his mighty rod. His seed splashed over both elves' faces. He painted them in his spunk. Kulrigiizhai shuddered, her pussy clenching and large boobs jiggling.

The nipple clamps tugged at her nubs, sending throbbing pain shooting down to her hot cunt while she reveled in having her owner's cum spraying over her face. Marcus hosed them down. He covered them in all his spunk.

It was amazing.

“Damn,” he groaned, spurting more and more jizz.

“Yes, yes, shower us!” Uihzegiigjya purred.

“Coat this elf in your seed like that nasty whore she is!” Kulrigiizhai moaned.

Spunk landed on her lips and spilled into her mouth. The salty flavor had her shuddering. Nothing in the world tasted better to the elf than Marcus Aurelius's cum. She quivered as it landed in her open mouth. She whimpered, her face twisting in such rapture.

Her ears twitched. She groaned, loving it. This was what she needed. Craved. She panted as his cum spilled over her features. It dripped down her chin. She licked it up, savoring that spunk running down her cheeks and chin.

“Damn,” Marcus groaned. “Goddamn, that's amazing.”

Uihzegiigjya turned to Kulrigiizhai and licked jizz off the elven Evoker's cheek. A shiver ran through the elf as Uihzegiigjya's tongue climbed up to the sensitive ear, licking it, too. Her pussy clenched.

“Mmm, getting to use my tongue is wonderful,” Uihzegiigjya purred.

“I told you,” Marcus said, winking at her.

Uihzegiigjya licked again, gathering up more of the cum on Kulrigiizhai's face. She shuddered and turned, joining in the fun. Her tongue licked spunk off Uihzegiigjya's chin. Then the two elves were kissing, their cum-covered tongues dancing.

Marcus groaned as he watched them. Kulrigiizhai knew her horny owner enjoyed the sight. She kissed Uihzegiigjya with passion, swapping cum until the flavor melted away. And then they were licking each other to gather up more spunk off each other's cheeks.

Let's go now, Marcus Aurelius, Kulrigiizhai thought, needing to imprison the bastard elf who hurt her. This elf is ready. She needs it. She needs it more than anything.

“Goddamn, I have to fuck one of you,” Marcus said. “GeeGee, why don't you put that tongue to use licking at her pussy. Make sure you tug on her clit ring. Kulri will love it.”

Uihzegiigjya broke the kiss and moaned. “Oh, I'll be a cute elf-puppy tugging on her clit ring and making her cum hard.”

Kulrigiizhai sighed. Marcus did not have the passion to destroy him that she did. Only she truly cared to undo the bastard's work.

She would have to suffer. Worse, she would have to spend energy faking being happy or Marcus Aurelius would waste more time trying to comfort her. All she needed was her former master's suffering.

All she truly craved was holding the Black Heart Diamond to her chest and knowing that he was imprisoned in there forever.

That would be a wonderful day.

*  \ * /  *

I moved around my two elves. Kulri looked much improved, like all she needed was to suck on my dick and have my cum fire all over her face.

Something I was glad to give her.

She stretched out on her back, her face still dripping in my seed. She spread her legs; the ruby on her Masochist Clit Ring gleamed in the sunlight. I wasn't an expert on clitoral piercings, but I thought they usually went through the hood, not the clit itself.

Hers did.

GeeGee ducked her head down and playfully grabbed the ring with her teeth. The petite elf tugged on it, stretching out Kulri's clit. My masochistic Evoker gasped in delight, her big boobs jiggling. The silver nipple clamps and their chain gleamed, the light playing over them.

They were so sexy. My dick throbbed as I moved behind GeeGee. Her pussy dripped with juices and her cute ass thrust out. I could use some anal delight. GeeGee wouldn't mind. All my women were three-hole sluts; I'd read that term in an erotica at some point in my life.

Three-hole sluts for my dick.

Goddamn, this world was amazing. Fuck Mark Taylor, my asshole double, for wanting to destroy paradise. I needed to kick his ass.

I fell to my knees and pressed my pierced cock into GeeGee's pussy slit. Her head shook back and forth as she kept tugging on Kulri's clit piercing. My elf moaned, her back arching. Her boobs jiggled and her face scrunched up in pleasure.

I grinned and pressed my dick into GeeGee's pussy lips. She groaned as her labia swallowed my pierced crown. My cock ring shifted around, adding to my pleasure and to hers as it rubbed against her sheath.

She moaned as I sank deeper and deeper. My balls drank in the friction. This all felt incredible about my cock. I bottomed out in her juicy cunt. I savored soaking in her, marinating my cock in her twat.

Then I drew back, eager to sodomize her. She moaned and Kulri gasped. Her big boobs jiggled. I had a feeling GeeGee now licked and lapped at that yummy twat. And it was yummy. Kulri, and all my women, had the type of pussies you could just feast on for the rest of your life.

If I could live off pussy juices, I would!

“Oh, no, are you going to be bad, Marcus, and slide your cock into my tight and innocent asshole?” GeeGee cooed when my cock popped out of her pussy.

“Innocent?” I asked. “Not even Dëshoma is innocent, and she's a perpetual virgin.”

“You have such a corrupting influence on your women,” GeeGee said. “Right, Kulri?”

My Evoker just shrugged. “Marcus Aurelius has ordered you to lick this elf's pussy and tug on her clit piercing.”

“Oh, right.” Growling like a puppy, GeeGee did more tugging.

Kulri gasped, her back arched. She whimpered and moaned, her eyes widening. Her large tits jiggled. I loved it. I pressed my cock into GeeGee's butt-crack and found her asshole. I smiled as I rubbed against that naughty opening.

I thrust.

My dick pushed and pushed against her anal ring. Her eager sphincter widened to swallow my cock. That naughty hole devoured the tip, the velvety sheath sliding over my pierced crown and then the shaft of my cock.

“Yes,” I growled, loving the delight of sliding into my elven alchemist's tight asshole. I sank deeper and deeper. “Fuck, that's good.”

GeeGee's ears twitched with violent spasms as she moaned into Kulri's cunt. It was such a satisfying sound to hear. I reveled in it, my dick throbbing in her asshole. She squeezed down on my shaft. I savored being in her asshole.

Then I fucked my elven alchemist hard.

My cock ring shifted around in her. I shuddered, savoring the way it massaged my body. This pleasure rushed through my flesh. I groaned, gripping her hips and pumping away at her. She groaned, her face rubbing into Kulri's cunt. She was licking and lapping at her. Just feasting on her with hunger.

I loved it.

My dick throbbed at the feel of her bowels massaging my pierced dick. I buried into her again and again. I savored the way she held me. It was fantastic. I groaned, pumping away at her with hard strokes. Powerful plunges. I filled her bowels again and again. I rammed to the hilt in her. It was incredible.

“God fucking damn, GeeGee,” I groaned.

“Mmm, fuck my ass so hard, Marcus! Break my ass. Ooh, yes, yes, that pierced dick! Don't you just love it, Kulrigiizhai?”

“This elf does!” Kulri moaned, her large breasts jiggling. Her nipple clamps waved.

I watched those lush boobs as I pounded GeeGee's asshole. The pressure in my balls built and built with every thrust into her. I plunged to the hilt in her again and again. I savored every last thrust into her bowels.

It was heaven.

Velvety, tight, fucking amazing heaven.

This was why this world had to be protected. Had to be fixed. There were too many sexy women who loved my dick who lived in this world. All these hot babes who wanted to be fucked hard by my cock. It was a thrill.

I savored every last second of ramming into GeeGee's asshole.

She squeezed about me. She held me tight. It was fantastic. I groaned, burying away at her. I slammed to the hilt in GeeGee's bowels. My piercing rubbed on her flesh, the part threaded through my cock massaging it.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I grunted, the pressure in my balls building and building. “Make Kulri cum then explode, GeeGee!”

“Mmm, yes, Marcus!” moaned the petite elf.

She must have tugged on Kulri's clit piercing because the busty elf gasped. Her back arched and her tits heaved up in the air. Her head tossed and ears twitched. She squeezed her eyes shut and cried out in rapture.

My elven Evoker came.

Her moans burst out of her lips. GeeGee's head moved, licking up the cum that gushed out of Kulri's cunt. I groaned, slamming hard into that tight asshole. GeeGee moaned. Her bowels clamped down on my cock.

Then her anal sheath spasmed.

Moaning into Kulri's cunt, GeeGee came on my dick. My balls smacked into her taint while her flesh massaged my cock. Her spasming bowels rippled around my dick. It was amazing to feel. I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest. I growled in delight. Pleasure swept down my cock. It was amazing to feel her flesh spasming around me.

“Marcus!” she moaned. “Cum in me.”

“Yes!” I growled out in ecstasy.

Erupted.

“Gods, yes!” I snarled, spurt after spurt of my cum firing from my dick. “That's it. That's fucking it. Take it, GeeGee!”

Oh, I'm taking it,” she moaned, her asshole writhing around my cock. “I am fucking taking it. Yes, yes, yes, that's incredible. Oh, Marcus. Oh, yes, yes, that's wonderful. Ooh, you're spurting all that cum into me.”

“This elf is envious!” Kulri moaned, her body trembling through her pleasure.

I growled as my cum fired out of my dick over and over again. It was fantastic to enjoy. The pleasure slammed into my mind. Stars burst across my vision. I savored every moment of it. Her asshole milked out every last drop of my cum.

I groaned and then panted. My chest rose and fell. A big smile spread on my lips. I stroked up and down GeeGee's sides and stared at Kulri. Her eyes caught mine. She nodded to me, breathing heavily. She closed her eyes.

She looked like she just needed that encouragement. To be reminded about the harem. But I would keep a watch on her over the next few days. Just to make sure. Going after her former master was bound to dredge up unpleasant emotions for her.


Chapter Five: Loot Unboxing

The camp bustled.

I felt restless. I had nothing to do while most of my support women did. Maria gave me a blowjob and I popped Dëshoma's cherry once, which was a delicious thing to enjoy. Finally, I just sat down in a chair Ashi provided and watched the Shardpool, waiting for Haîcze to return.

I was eager to see what she had bought for us. Everything had to be the best gear possible. Strongest defense and attack. We had to unleash our power on the enemy. I wouldn't be there for the other group. I'd have to worry about them and keep the three with me alive.

Was I making a mistake splitting the party? It was always the joke back when I played D&D: don't split the party. It never ends well.

But those were smaller parties. Four or five people. Not nine. We truly could form two combat effective parties. Both could handle anything that could be thrown at them. There was no reason not to do it.

Right?

“You look tense,” hissed Twist. She stepped up before me, her scaled body blocking the sight of the Shardpool. “You should relax. After all, we're waiting on the othersssss before we go and do something stupid.”

“You think it's stupid splitting the party?” I asked my dragonborn Spy.

“Naw, being a good guy.” Her hips shifted from side to side. She had a tight and juicy pussy, her pink scales around her cuntlips gleaming with her cream.

“What does that make you?” I asked.

“The biggest idiot in the world.” She rolled her blue, reptilian eyes. “But isn't everyone who'ssss in love?”

“I wouldn't say that where Dëshoma can hear you.”

Twist shrugged. Though her tits were large, her banded scales that spread over her lush mounds kept them from jiggling as much as Kulri's or Nîya's. They were still supple, though. Still so delicious to play with.

“You want a titty fuck, don't you?” Twist said. “Just fucking say it if you do.”

“I fucking want a titty fuck. And you want to give me one.”

“Fucking right I do.” She sank to her knees between my thighs and cupped her scaled tits. Pebbly, red scales covered her hands and most of her body. She squeezed her banded boobs and then piled them around my dick. Her nipples pressed into my stomach. “You fucking know I love giving titty fucks.”

“You got the tits for them,” I said, staring down at them. “You going to be okay following Maria's orders?”

“So long as they make sense.” She squeezed her tits around my cock, sandwiching it in those delicious tits. “Not afraid I'll slip off and do my own thing?”

I shook my head. “You showed me where your heart lies.”

“Yeah, in stupidity,” she said and then winked at me.

“You're in good company,” I told her.

She laughed, a hissing sound of delight. “You collected a lot of delusional women who worship your dick.”

She slid her tits up my cock. I groaned at the smooth hardness of her scales and the softer flesh beneath. It was a thrill to feel. I leaned back into my chair, savoring that passionate delight of her working her boobs up and down.

It was a relaxing sensation. Her breasts massaged the pierced tip while her nipples rubbed into my stomach. I felt the warmth of her passion bleeding out of her tits. She might look reptilian, but she was dragonborn.

She had fire burning in her.

I stared into her blue eyes as she worked her tits up and down my cock. The passion in them blazed hot. She had been confused about her heart like Maria had been. Twist had been even more stubborn about her emotions, but her feelings had won out.

I stared at her blue eyes and loved the passion in them. My cock throbbed between her scaled tits. She worked them up and down my dick. It felt amazing. I groaned, savoring that hot delight caressing me. I leaned back in the chair, my dick throbbing in her massaging touch. I smiled, coming closer and closer to that moment when I would cum all over her face.

She smiled at me. A hissing delight burst from her scaled lips. “You just love my big tits sliding up and down your fucking cock.”

“God, yes,” I growled. “Makes me wonder what I should do for you. What wicked thing do you deserve.”

“I deserve sooooo many wicked things,” moaned Twist. Her hands squeezed her tits tighter about my dick.

“My cock in your pussy?” I asked, arching an eyebrow.

She winked at me.

I grinned and let my Spy love my dick with her tits. My nuts tightened. I savored the heat building and building in my balls. Precum spilled out of the tip of my cock and slid around the ring that threaded through it. I shuddered, my pleasure building and building in my nuts. I would have such a mighty burst of cum.

I growled, loving every moment of her working her tits up and down my dick. She massaged me with those wonderful mounds. I groaned. It was incredible to feel. I loved every second of it.

“Shit,” I groaned.

“You and your curse wordssss,” she hissed. “Shit. I like fuck better. My fucking tits are fucking massaging your fucking cock.”

“They fucking are,” I groaned.

“Mmm, and when are you going to cum?” she moaned. “I want your jizz flooding my mouth. I'm sssso hungry for it.”

“Keep working those tits up and down my cock, and you'll get all the jizz you can handle.”

She hissed in delight. Her pierced tongue flicked out and brushed over my cock. Her stud brushed my ring with a clank. I groaned, my nuts tightening. Her tits did such a marvelous job massaging my cock.

I groaned. Blue light flared to my right. Haîcze stepped out of the Shardpool as the pressure in my nuts swelled and swelled to that breaking point. White hair dancing about her face, she winked at me and hefted her pouch.

“Yes!” growled. “Twist!”

She slid her tits down my cock and then swallowed the tip. Her warm, wet tongue slid around my crown, her stud a hard point of massaging delight. I groaned, my back arched as she nursed hard on me. My balls quivered.

Unloaded.

“Fuck, yes!”

My cock exploded into Twist's mouth. My dragonborn Spy drank down my cum with hunger. She gulped down the jizz I fired into her mouth. The chair creaked beneath me as I shuddered. My cock spurted again and again into her mouth. It was incredible.

“God, yes,” I growled. “Oh, damn, that's good. That's fucking amazing. Drink it all down. Gulp down that jizz.”

She did. She swallowed my cum with her hungry mouth. I shuddered, loving every moment of her swallowing the jizz. It was incredible. I shuddered, sucking in deep breaths. My body buzzed from the ecstasy of this moment.

“Shit,” I panted as Twist sucked out the rest of my cum.

She slid her lips off and turned, “Haîcze, what do you have for me?”

“Oh, I got something nice,” she said, arching her eyebrow. “Got a thing or two for everyone.”

“Mmm, you're like my sexy Santa Claus,” I said. “Bringing gifts to all the good boys and girls.”

Twist snorted. “No good boys or girls here.” She licked my cock with her tongue, the stud caressing it. “Mmm, you are definitely a bad, bad man, Marcus.”

I winked at her.

“What is a 'Santa Claus'?” Haîcze asked. “And how sexy I am.”

“Fucking sexy,” I groaned, my dick twitching.

I rose as the other members of the harem drifted in. Kulri moved closer, her feet padding across the grass. Dëshoma in her wimple came out beside me and flashed me a beguiling smile, her green eyes so adorable. Maria and Shorhe strode up while Deillae and Thūwhi both had lips smeared in pussy cream and dreamy expressions on their faces.

“Ooh, what did you bring me,” Éjyona said, bouncing up and down. Her round breasts heaved. Well, there was one girl here. I didn't say that aloud, though.

“Let's see,” Haîcze said, reaching into her pouch. It was an extradimensional space that could hold, as near as I could tell, an entire shop's worth of gear and loot. “I have some goodies for all of you. But let's start with Twist. She is the greediest.”

“That is what I hath observed in the short time that I hath known her, Lady Haîcze,” Ashi said, the angel swooping in from above and landing by the Shardpool. As my builder, she wasn't crafting any gear.

“I have a Shadowy Elf Silver Dagger,” said Haîcze, pulling out an elegant blade shaped like a long and narrow leaf. It had a shadowy patina to the bright elf silver, a Level 40 material.

“Oooh, ooh, ooh,” squealed Iris. My pixie, always drawn to loot, spun down and swirled around it. “This will give you an increased chance to hit and once per day, you can bypass armor for your next three attacks.”

“Nice,” Twist said.

“And I got you a G-string!” added Haîcze. “A Tingling Skyshark Leather G-string!” She ripped out a few thin strips of leather that looked like only hope kept it together. It would cover nothing. “It tingles against your pussy lips to keep you alert, increasing your perception.”

“And! And! And it lets you deal triple damage when Know Weakness is active,” Iris squealed. Know Weakness was a Spy ability that let Twist know just where to hit to make her blows hurt the most.

“Tingle on my pussy lips, huh?” Twist asked. “Trying to keep me horny so I'm begging Marcus to fuck my tight fucking cunt all the time?”

“Maybe,” Haîcze said and winked. “Also, pickings were slim in Liberus. The churches are buying up all the high-level gear they have. I had to beg and turn in some favors for this gear. I wasn't able to get everything I was supposed to.”

“They know we shop there,” I muttered. “We'll have to switch it up.”

“And switch it up we shall,” said Haîcze. “Dëshoma, I was only able to get you this.” She pulled out a sleeveless, white habit that had a wide oval cutout. Dëshoma's tits would be on display. That would make her happy.

“Dreaming Nightmare Silk Habit,” said Iris.

“Dreaming Nightmare Silk?” I asked. “Isn't that redundant?”

“The silk is woven from a nightmare's mane,” said Iris. “That's a magical beast. Dreaming is its property. It makes buff spells more effective and once per day, your next healing spell will give haste to whoever you cast it on.” Iris grinned. “That's triple attack speed and one-third spell-casting.”

“Fuck, yeah,” I said.

“Marcus's excitement only increases mine own thrill at being given such a wondrous item. Verily shall I wear it with pride and honor, thinking of the wise sylph who hath selected such a perfect vestment for me to wear into peril,” Dëshoma said.

“Too many fucking wordsssss,” Twist hissed.

“As always, thy gentle and good-natured complaining doth only show the depths of thy love and affection that beats in thy generous and amazing heart, Twist, and further makes mine aflutter for I do return thine gentle love with as much fervor as thou doth possess for me,” Dëshoma said.

“Yeah, yeah, love you, too,” muttered Twist. “Fuck, you're embarrassing.”

Dëshoma beamed, clutching her new habit to her chest.

“Me, me, do me!” Éjyona said.

“Let's see...” Haîcze said, digging into her pouch. “Ah-hah!”

She whipped out a cupless bra made of gray leather that had the texture of shark scales. It had straps and enough support to lift the girl's breasts into two wonderful, jiggling mounds of delight that would be just a wonderful thing to witness.

“Ooh,” Éjyona said, reaching for them.

Haîcze looked, for a moment, like she was dangling it for the halfling to grab before she tossed it to Maria. “There you are. A Graceful Sky Shark Leather Halter Bra.”

“Halter... bra...” Maria looked at it and blushed. “I'm going to be showing my boobs like Dëshoma or Kulri does.”

“How most fortunate for thee to adventure with thine lush and lovely breasts on display for the inspiration of thine companions and, of course, our dear Lord Marcus who's lusty gaze even now is resting on thy gorgeous and firm tits,” Dëshoma said.

“Yep,” I said, staring at Maria's tits.

“Come on,” moaned Éjyona. “I thought that was mine! Why can't it be?”

“Well, it increases speed and dodge,” said Iris. “And you don't need to dodge nearly as much as a Fencer. Plus, it's activated ability lets her dodge all attacks for 30 seconds. A nice once-per-day ability.”

“I could use that,” muttered Éjyona.

“Don't you worry, I have something in here for you,” Haîcze said, winking at the sulking Éjyona.

“She'll make you steampunkish to the nines,” I told her.

“Nines?” she asked, blinking. Then she grinned. “Oh, yes, I'll be so steampunkish!”

Haîcze pulled out a large set of armor. Chest, back, and pauldrons. It wasn't made to show off a woman's body, so it must be mine. The metal was shadowy, seeming to absorb the light in an interesting way.

“Black-Tinted Elf Silver Breastplate and Pauldrons,” Haîcze said, handing it over to me. “Let's you resist unholy damage.”

“Aaaaand, you can activate a once-per-day aura of 20 yards that spreads your resistance to unholy and weakness demons,” Iris said. She buzzed in the air before me, nodding her head in such a knowing manner.

“Also got you these,” Haîcze said, digging around. Then she pulled out a pair of shiny cuisses and matching greaves. The greaves, strapped to my shins, had tongues that thrust up to guard my knees. “Crusader's Elf Silver Cuisses and Greaves. You'll get more out of a heal and you can gain heavy damage resistance for twenty seconds once per day.”

“Nice,” I said, scooping up my new armor.

“Me next?” Éjyona asked.

“Nope. Shorhe!” Éjyona shrugged. “I'm already rooting around in the armor. Might as well get it out of the way. I got some Marauder Elf Silver Cuisses and Greaves and a Crusading Elf Silver Kite Shield for you.”

She pulled out the items. The cuisses and greaves were plates of red-tinged silver while the kite shield was all silver but trimmed with metallic blue. Pushijer's bent diamond, the sides bowed inward, was embossed on the front in the same azure hue.

“These increase your crit chance,” Iris said, walking on the greaves. “And it'll let your next three attacks crit when you activate the once-per-day power.”

“This gives you increased Resistance,” said Haîcze, handing over the shield. That was a secondary stat, formed of Strength and Faith, that determined how well you resisted status effects. Useful for a front line fighter. “Once per day, you can remove all status debuffs from yourself.”

“So, I bet it's Thūwhi now,” muttered Éjyona.

“I am interested to see what you have for me,” Thūwhi said as the orc gathered up her things. The demonborn sauntered up. She looked sexy with that reddish hue to her skin.

“An Avenging Elf Silver Morning Star,” Haîcze said. “Let's you use TP in place of MP for those abilities and you can regain half your TP with its once-per-day ability.”

Thūwhi smiled as she took a bright and shiny morning star; the spikes on the round ball at the end of the stout handle bristled with extra menace. I would not want to be on the receiving end of that weapon.

“Also got you a shield.” Haîcze drew the heavy kite shield out of her pouch. It was silvery and looked reinforced. “Heavy Elf Kite Shield. Way more defense than a normal one. Good for tanking. Plus, you can gain strong damage resistance for thirty seconds.”

“A nice once-per-day ability,” Thūwhi said, smiling as she took it. “I will use it well.”

“Okay, metal people out of the way,” Éjyona said. “My turn. Please, please.”

Haîcze shot me a glance and grinned.

“Kulrigiizhai!” Haîcze shouted and shoved her hand into her pouch, reaching deep in it.

“I'm going last, aren't I?” Éjyona muttered.

“I fear that Lady Haîcze is taking an undue amount of mirth in making thee squirm, Lady Éjyona, but never fear, she shall shower thee in the material wants that thou doth so eagerly desire,” Dëshoma said.

Éjyona blinked. Then she glanced at Twist. “Too many words.”

Twist gave a solemn nod. “Perhaps Haîcze should buy her a magical ring gag so she can service Marcus's cock and never speak again.”

“And miss out on my lady's flowery speech?“ I said. “Nay, I wouldst, uh, find that very, er, disturbingeth.”

“Disturbingeth?” Dëshoma giggled. “I know they merely jest out of affection, and verily shall I return their regard with mine and make them both cum by using this very tongue which they claim doth offend them with its use.”

“Ooh, I was wrong,” Éjyona said. “Use all the words you want on my pussy!”

“What do you have for this elf?” Kulri asked, her heavy tits swaying, her nipple clamps pulling down on her nubs.

“Brilliant Nightmare Silk Bustier Robes!” Haîcze said. “It's the perfect outfit for an elf who loves having her nipples clamped. As you can see, the black cloth has a built-in bustier that lifts your tits but will not cover your nipples. Your breasts will look magnificent in it.”

“I can't wait to see it,” I groaned as Kulri took the black cloth. It had silver thread worked into it for a wonderful contrast.

“And it does?” asked Kulri.

“Gives you a boost to your Intelligence,” reported Iris. “In addition, when activated, you'll get a further 25% buff to Intelligence for thirty seconds. All MP gained from your increased stat will be used first by the spells you cast.”

“This elf approves,” Kulri said, something dark and cold in her eyes.

She was thinking of her master.

“Get Deillae out of the way so you can do me,” Éjyona said.

“'Do you', Éjyona?” Haîcze asked, her smile growing. “Do you want me to borrow one of Okzira's strap-ons and fuck you before I give you your items? I thought you were impatient.”

Éjyona drew in a deep, bracing breath and then muttered too low for me to hear.

Haîcze turned to Deillae. The changeling Nun sauntered up, her eyes bright and eager. She rubbed her hands together with giddy delight. The sylph thrust out a yellow habit with a circular cutout that would show off her breasts.

“Sunshine Nightmare Silk Habit,” she said. “It's hard to tell in daylight, but it glows. Also gives you increase to your healing spells.”

“More importantly, when you activate it, you double the healing power of your next two miracles,” Iris added.

“It's my turn!” squealed Éjyona.

“Is it?” Haîcze asked. “I haven't missed anyone?”

“If I had a gun, I would shoot you!” Éjyona stomped her foot. “This is getting really, really, really annoying. Aphounga's shattered sword!”

“Fine, fine,” Haîcze said. “Since I bought the most stuff for you, that's why you're last. I have... A ring!”

“A ring?” Disappointment rippled over Éjyona as she took the platinum ring with a red sardonite gemstone, the crack on it fused. “I had one of these.”

“This is a better version,” said Haîcze. “Better chance to stun when coming out of invisibility and when activated, you do more damage on a surprise attack. Now... This is a little better.”

A glittering, silver necklace that looked to be made of snowflakes appeared. It would drape across Éjyona's cleavage. She gasped and took it, holding it to her chest. Sure enough, the intricate pattern spilled over her round breasts in such an enticing fashion.

“Nice,” she said. “Ooh, I can feel I'm more resistant to slow. And there's an ability I can activate.”

“Next five attacks will have a chance to slow enemies,” Iris said. “That's an Elf Silver Snowflake Necklace.”

“I'm starting to forgive you,” said Éjyona.

“Mmm then you'll love these,” said Haîcze and pulled out a pair of gray, leather heeled boots. All the women groaned at the sight of them.

Even in a fantasy world, girls loved shoes.

“Silent Sky Shark Heeled Boots,” breathed Iris. “You'll make no noise while moving in them.”

“And the special ability,” said Haîcze, “will let you go invisible. Once per day. Poof, no more Éjyona around.”

“I love them,” she said. “What else?”

“That's it.”

“No armor? No weapons?”

The sylph glanced at the workshops. “Don't you worry, you'll be kitted out. I think you'll be very happy with what you get.”


Chapter Six: Windy Delights

Éjyona put on her new heeled boots and ran off, making not a sound. I shook my head as I watched her dart about. She had the exuberance of a child. It was... enticing to watch. My cock twitched and throbbed as her cute rump vanished behind the smithy.

“So,” Haîcze purred. She sauntered before me, the wind whipping at the white hair spilling about her pale face. “I did good?”

“Very good,” I said. “Not your fault you weren't able to get everything we needed. We'll try the dwarf city tomorrow after seeing what the crafters get done.”

She sighed, her arms sliding around my neck. “Dwarves are so... stubborn. Such a pain to negotiate with.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Do you need some... encouragement? Something to lift your spirit so you can have the patience to endure them?”

She nodded, her breasts pressing into my chest. My cock throbbed against her slender body. She was the first woman of my harem. She was often gone, scouting through dungeons after we cleared them for more loot, or selling off gear. She didn't get as much love as she deserved.

I had to fix that.

I scooped her up in my arms. Her hair fluttered around her face. I should feel that, but nothing was brushing my body as I carried her towards the house. A big smile spread on her lips. She definitely needed attending to.

I carried her inside and found Ashi kneeling naked on the floor, her halo glowing brightly above her head. Her eyes were closed, her legs crisscrossed. She looked like she was meditating. I moved past my angel, not wanting to disturb her concentration.

I headed upstairs with Haîcze. She weighed almost nothing, lighter than even Éjyona. She might even be lighter than little Iris. The stairs creaked beneath my feet. I brought her to the bedroom and tossed her onto the bed.

She didn't fall. She floated down with grace, a gorgeous leaf drifting on the wind. She landed on her back, her legs spread wide. Her back arched, her small breasts quivering, her dark-blue nipples looking so enticing while the pink folds of her pussy parted.

I slid onto the bed, my hands caressing her legs. I ran them up her thighs, loving the feel of her beneath my touch. She felt so wonderful. I stroked up and down her, reveling in the feel of my woman. My dick twitched and throbbed.

I buried my face into her snatch and feasted.

“Marcus!” she gasped, her back arching.

Her sweet juices coated my tongue. I thrust it into her, feeling the windy suction of her cunt. There was nothing like being in a sylph's pussy. I slid my hands beneath her rump and squeezed her ass. My tongue fluttered up and down, caressing her. Licking at her.

She tasted so good. Just a yummy delight for me to feast upon. I groaned, lapping at her. I savored the way she moaned. Her thighs clung to me. I held her tight and devoured her cunt. She shuddered and humped against me.

It was fantastic. Amazing. I groaned, loving the taste of her sweet cream. She squeezed harder, smooth thighs around my whiskered face, my cock throbbing as she held me to her cunt. I wanted to make her explode.

To drown in her juices. It was a delight every man needed. But I was the only man who got to drown in her passion. In all my women's passion. My hands kneaded her rump. I squeezed her ass as my tongue flicked through her folds.

“Oh, yes, Marcus,” she moaned. “Ooh, that's so good. That's wonderful. Mmm, lick me. Feast on me. I need so much encouragement to deal with these dumb dwarves!”

“So much,” I groaned and flicked up to her clit. I suckled on it.

“Yes!” Haîcze moaned, her thighs squeezing about my head.

She trembled as I nursed. Then her body bucked. A burst of her sweet cream soaked my lips and chin. I opened my mouth wide, drinking the squirting delight. Her flavor melted over my tongue. I groaned, my pierced dick throbbing, eager to bury into her and ravish her hard.

I licked and lapped at her, eager to make her cum hard. She was such a treat to enjoy. I lapped at her, loving the flavor of her pussy. She tasted so good. I gulped down everything that flooded from her as she whimpered her pleasure.

“Oh, Marcus, yes,” she moaned. “Mmm, that was good. That was such a good delight.”

“It sounded like it,” I said, licking my chops.

She flashed me such a winsome smile as I moved up her body. Pussy cream dripped from my chin and landed on her small breast. Her gray eyes swirled with such excitement. She hooked her arms around my neck and pulled me down to her lips.

I kissed her with hunger. My tongue thrust past her lips. She suckled on it, her skill excellent. After Maria, Haîcze probably gave the best blowjobs in the harem. She was an expert fellatist. My dick twitched as I kissed her.

I pressed the tip into her hairless twat. I already could feel the suction of her pussy. Being in her was so unlike any other woman.

Groaning into her lips, I buried into her snatch.

I shuddered as her warm, wet flesh engulfed me. My balls smacked into her taint, my cock ring twisting through my glans. The pleasure shot through me. I groaned into the kiss with her, savoring this wonderful moment. She squeezed her thighs about me while her pussy...

Her pussy sucked at me.

Literally.

She had a vortex in her cunt. A windy delight that swept around my cock while her silky pussy walls massaged me. I groaned as I drew back, fighting that suction. My tip throbbed. My cock ring pulled on me, adding more pleasure.

I groaned and then she hauled me back in. I buried to the hilt in her with a grunt. She moaned into the kiss as I fought her suction again and again. I shuddered, my dick throbbing in her snatch. The heat was incredible. I growled and plunged into her snatch again and again. She drew me back every time I pulled out of her.

It was awesome.

Fucking amazing.

I broke the kiss with her, savoring her snatch's suction. Her hot flesh massaged my dick while that naughty vortex pulled me back into her depths again and again. I groaned, burying into her over and over again. Her flesh felt incredible. I loved every second of it.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I moaned, pumping away at her snatch.

“Mmm, that's it, Marcus,” she moaned. “Pound me. I'm going to cum on your dick.” She smiled up at me. “And when I do, I'll draw all that jizz out of your balls.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I growled, slamming into her snatch. It felt incredible to do. An amazing delight.

I groaned, my hips hammering forward. I loved every second of burying into her. She shuddered beneath me, her lithe body pressing into mine. Her small nipples rubbed on my chest, and her fingernails scratched at my back. She clawed me as I fucked her.

My cock ring didn't shift as the suction kept sucking on it. My dick throbbed, massaged by her pussy's grip and the vortex. My balls swelled with pressure as I plunged into her again and again. I would have such a massive climax.

A mighty burst of rapture that would flood out of me. I grunted, burying into her snatch again and again. It was intense. Intoxicating. I groaned, reveling in every thrust. Every last plunge into her pussy. I groaned, coming closer and closer to exploding.

It was amazing. Awesome. I loved every second of it. I savored every last plunge and thrust into her snatch. Her cunt squeezed about me. She held me with her passion. I groaned, the heat swelling so much in my balls.

“Goddamn,” I growled. “Haîcze, that twat of yours.”

“Mmm, I know,” she cooed, her arms squeezing around me. “I know how much you love it.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I growled, slamming into her. “Fuck, that's good. That's amazing.”

“It is!” she groaned, squeezing her snatch around my dick. “Ooh, ooh, just like that. So good. Just make me explode.”

“Yes!” I snarled, pumping away at her. “Let me feel that pussy really sucking at me.”

“It will!” she gasped, her body bucking beneath me. “Oh, it will!”

I slammed into her and she gasped. Her body shuddered beneath me, her cunt rippling and writhing. The suction hit such an intense peak. I struggled to pull back my hips, sliding back only a few inches.

Then she sucked me back in.

“Oh, that's it! “she moaned, her twat spasming around my dick. “Cum in me, Marcus!”

The force of her pussy's suction reached down my cock to my balls. It pulled at my cum boiling in them. I groaned, so close to cumming, her pussy rippling around me. The tip of my dick drank in all these sensations.

“Fuck!” I growled.

Erupted.

My cum fired into her hungry pussy. Her vortex drank my jizz while her pussy convulsed around my dick. I bucked on her, the pleasure melting over my mind. Stars burst across my vision as I flooded her stormy cunt.

“Marcus! Marcus!” she howled, her fingernails digging into my back. “That's so good. Ooh, yes, yes! I need this encouragement! I'll go wherever you need me to! Negotiate with them all! Yes!”

I groaned, my dick spurting more and more cum into her pussy's hungry storm. The suction was incredible. I trembled on her, my thoughts a slag of molten rapture. I kissed her as I fired the last spurts of cum into her twat.

The storm died down. The suction dwindled until it was just her juicy pussy holding me. I savored it. I kissed her and held her, so grateful I had her. Had all my women. They were all so special. All so important to me.

I wished I could fuck them all at the same time. That would be a hoot.


Chapter Seven: Crafted Loot

“You have outdone yourself,” I said as Okzira, Aebussi, and Nîya presented the equipment they had crafted all day. It wasn't everything we needed, which sucked, but they would finish up tomorrow.

Fucking interfering priests.

“You better appreciate it, boyo,” Okzira said, rubbing her arms. “Pounded metal hard to make you this stuff.”

They had made one thing for all of us save Éjyona, who got three things. She had to replace all her gear. She had missed out on a lot of levels while being a prisoner of my asshole doppelganger. So she had a lot of ground to cover.

We were all looking at what we had been crafted. I had a new ax, a Dwarven Elf Silver Thrower. I know, dwarf and elf in the same sentence seemed highly inappropriate, but Mithril was no doubt copyrighted by someone and couldn't be used for the game.

I still didn't know what came first: this world or the game. Did it really matter?

It let me throw the ax as a ranged attack and, once per day, I could use the weapon to deliver a melee ability, like my Divine Blow as a ranged attack. That would be useful. I held up the double-headed ax and noted the faint, angelic wings etched into the blade.

“Fucking amazing work as always,” I said to my dwarf.

She winked at me.

“Yes, this is beautiful,” Maria said, holding up a graceful and narrow parrying dagger. Made of the same elf silver as my ax and all the other metal equipment. “Extra chance to parry. Mmm, and I can't wait to get that increase to my hit, damage, and parry while Dueling.”

“It definitely fits you,” Okzira said.

I hoped she wouldn't get much use out of it in Ghébchal, but I knew things didn't work out that way. This world was based on a game's logic in some fundamental ways. So the heroes had to be attacked by monsters. It was just fun gameplay.

Only we were real people...

Thūwhi was holding up her new Champion's Elf Silver Bikini Bottoms and Greaves. She blinked at the thin amount of metal that would be protecting her, the metal shaped to the contours of her lovely ass while the greaves would protect her shins and leave her lush thighs bare for all.

“A pity I have to part from Marcus,” Thūwhi said. “Then again, he might spend all the time staring at my ass. I couldn't distract him like that.”

“It is shiny,” I said. “Just draws the eyes.”

“Gives extra threat generation,” Okzira said. “Monsters will be on that cute ass.”

SMACK!

“Okzira!” gasped Thūwhi, the cambion jumping a step, her large tits heaving. She rubbed at her ruddy ass where the dwarf had spanked her.

“Mmm, yes, that ass will have all the enemies salivating,” Okzira said with a slutty purr. “When you activate it's once per day, they will take damage every time they smack that delicious derrière.”

“At least they shall pay,” the Deacon said, staring at her new armor.

The last thing Okzira made was for Shorhe. A bustier breastplate with attached pauldrons. They would lift her big, green tits into a pair of lush and beautiful mounds. They would be quite the stirring sight to witness on the battlefield.

“Those will give you extra damage when fighting one and one,” said Okzira. “I figure if Thūwhi's tanking, should be easy for you to do that.”

Shorhe nodded. “And the once per day?”

“Recover half your Hit Points and gain a damage buff.” Okzira grinned. “Those titties will be bouncing in them. Wish I could see it.”

“I don't doubt that,” Marcus said.

“Last, I have something for our halfling.” Okzira tossed Éjyona a silver-barreled rifle with amber inlaid in the bronzewood stock. “Deals electric damage and you can fire a bolt of lightning from it once per day that has a chance of arching to additional targets.”

Éjyona had the biggest grin spreading on her lips. It went from ear to ear.

“I do not know when you had time to forge five items,” Nîya said.

“Tell me about it,” Aebussi muttered, the changeling looking crestfallen. “I feel like I did next to nothing. I made only three.”

“I made three, too,” Nîya lamented. “Are we that slow?”

“I didn't think so?” Aebussi wondered.

“I'm a dwarf,” Okzira said, shrugging. “We're just better.”

“Well, I got leather,” said Aebussi. “For Twist.” She threw some straps that were made of skyshark leather dyed a deep crimson. “Let's you deal more damage and, once per day, you can gain hit points from damage you deal for thirty seconds.”

Twist grinned viciously.

“Then I made two things for our little halfling.” She held up two small discs of gray shark leather with red tassels. “Some pasties that will increase your attack speed with guns and, once per day, let you unleash three attacks with one trigger pull.”

“I love you, Aebussi,” Éjyona said, sticking on her new pasties and making the tassels twirl in circles like a stripper.

“And Windy Skyshark G-string.” Aebussi tossed the naughty halfling some leather floss. “Increases your dodge, and you can summon a wind that blasts for thirty yards. It's gray, too, to match your pasties.”

“Nice!”

“For our more delicate spellcasters,” my busty dryad said, “I have been hard at work at my loom.” She shot Okzira a glaring look.

The dwarf shrugged. “Maybe it's those big knockers getting in the way.”

“Dëshoma, I wove you a Faithful Nightmare Silk Skank Skirt.” The dryad held it up; the skirt was an inch of fluttering, white cloth that would leave her pussy and ass on display. It came with garters and snowy, thigh-high stockings. “It will increase your Faith stat and, once per day, you can roll twice on the next three luck miracles you cast and choose which effect you rolled.”

“I am honored that thou hast woven me something both utilitarian and revealing so that my salacious rump and wanton pussy may be on display for the lusty gaze of our Lord Marcus and thus inspire him to fight with more diligence and passion,” Dëshoma said as she took the revealing clothes.

“Right, that's why she wants to show her cunt and asssssss off,” Twist hissed to Éjyona.

“She does have a great ass,” Éjyona said. “Glad I'll be standing in the back with her. Just shooting past her with that derrière right at eye level.”

I grinned.

“And for Deillae, I wove you a Passionate Nightmare Silk Skirt.” There was a lot more cloth to this skirt. It was short but would cover most of Deillae's ass. It came with matching panties and thigh-high stockings. “Your buffs will be more effective on allies.”

“That's useful for a Nun,” Deillae said. She walked the pure Faith path of the Acolyte class. Dëshoma had gone Intelligence while Thūwhi had gone Strength. “Once per day?”

“You can insta-cast the next buff spell for no MP,” Nîya answered.

“Ooh, so much fun,” Iris cheered.

“What did you weave for this elf?” Kulri asked.

I blinked. I almost didn't notice her lurking in the back.

“An Ensorcelled Nightmare Silk Crotchless Panties,” she said, holding up a pair of black silk panties with a slit in the crotch. It came with thigh-high stockings stitched with silver runes. “You'll regain 1 MP every ten seconds and it's once per day lets you regain half of your MP.”

“These will be useful.”

“So, we know the holes we have to fill for tomorrow,” I said. “Haîcze, what do you think you can get in the dwarf city and what will you need to be crafted?”

“Best to let me see what I can get,” Haîcze answered. She gave a helpless shrug. “Not really much I can predict. Who knows if the interference from the corrupted priests will be as strong there.”

“Those fuckerssss did interfere with us last time we were there,” muttered Twist.

I nodded. They had summoned the cultists of Aphounga to attack us. Dëshoma looked furious. It offended her that any follower of a God of Light and Order could conspire with the fanatics who served a God of Dark and Chaos. But the Hierophant, the sort of high priest for all the Gods of Light and Order wanted the world destroyed. He had gone insane or something.

“No helping it,” I said. “Unless a miracle will happen.”

“A miracle shall appear, Lord Marcus,” Ashi said from the porch. The angel stood there, risen from her meditation. “Ready thyself, for on the morrow, thee and thy companions shall venture out to do battle with the forces of evil.”

“How?” I asked. “What, is equipment just going to appear out of thin air?”

That was just what happened.


Chapter Eight: Angelic Regard

“Fuck me, they appeared out of thin air,” I muttered the next morning as I stared at the nine gifts lying out on the porch of the house, Ashi in the middle.

“The angels hath heard my most sincere and heartfelt prayers,” she said and picked up the shield. “They know that thou didst perform to thy fullest ability to liberate our corrupted brethren and hath delivered thee these gifts to repay the obligation that our race has incurred to thee, my Lord Marcus.”

“Damn,” I said.

Ashi picked up the elf silver kite shield trimmed in red and held it before me.

I took it and felt my skin hardening. “Some damage reduction, huh?”

“And once per day, thou canst be immune to half the damage thou doth take for thirty seconds.”

“These must be mine!” Éjyona gasped, snagging up the goggles. They were diamond lenses encased in skyshark leather. The bend clasped behind her head. “This will make me so steampunkish, won't it, Marcus?”

“Fuck, yeah,” I told her.

“Ooh, ooh,” Iris said, “those are Keen-Eyed goggles. It doubles the range of your weapon. And, once per day, your next five attacks will automatically hit and crit.”

“So steampunkish,” groaned Éjyona.

“Uh, so are those panties for Twist or me?” Maria asked, holding up a pair of gray leather panties that had a dildo thrusting out of the crotch. It clearly would slide into her pussy. “These are... uh... interestingly designed.”

“Pervy angels,” I said and chuckled.

“Hmm, they could be for either one of you,” said Iris. “Their property lets you deal extra damage and their special ability lets you triple your attack speed for thirty seconds.”

“Twist?” Maria asked, swallowing.

“They do look fun,” Twist said, holding out her hand.

“Wait!” Iris gasped and started down to a silver ring on the ground. “This is a Spy's Clit Ring. This is Twist's, so the panties are yours, Maria.”

“Oh,” Maria said. “That's, uh, that's great. I mean...” She swallowed.

“It'll make adventuring exciting,” I told her and winked. “Put them on.”

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

The Fencer could not deny Marcus's command.

Swallowing, Maria stepped into the panties. Everyone was watching her. Cheeks burning, she drew the leather up and up her body. Her round breasts jiggled while her cheeks burned with such heat. She felt so embarrassed that she had such perverted panties to wear.

She shuddered as the tip of the dildo reached her pussy lips. She groaned as she pulled up and drew on the panties. Her back arched as the dildo speared into her cunt. she whimpered as it filled up her pussy. More and more of it spread her open until she seated the leather around her ass.

She bit her lip, feeling so full.

How am I supposed to fight while wearing this? she wondered. It was so embarrassing she wanted to just attack everyone in sight. She wanted to stab people and... and...

Deal more damage.

Oh. She realized.

“Mmm, it'ssss going to be hot fighting at your side knowing you're wearing something so positively indecent,” Twist hissed, holding up the silver ring.

“Thanks,” Maria said, her cheeks burning hot.

“What does this do?” Twist asked as Maria moved around, practicing walking with the dildo shifting around in her pussy.

“It focuses your observational abilities,” Iris explained, “and that lets you have an increased crit chance. Even better, your next three attacks when you activate the once per day will automatically crit.”

“Nice,” Twist hissed. “Let me just get this pierced and...” She hissed in pain as she threaded it through her clit. Her body shuddered. “Fuck fuck my fucking assssss!”

“Is that an invitation?” Marcus asked.

“Not at the moment. Ooh, that's feeling better, though.”

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

As Maria walked stiffly, Kulrigiizhai calmly picked up the bronzewood staff. It was adorned with arcane runes that glowed with the six elemental colors of red, blue, white, green, yellow, and gray. She gripped it and felt that she would deal two types of elemental damage instead of one. She cocked her head at that.

“Interesting.”

“You figured out the property, right?” Iris asked.

“This elf has. But the activated ability?”

“Double-cast a spell for no MP that deals elemental damage. It will deal two types like with the property. That's a Bronzewood Staff of Elemental Mastery.”

Kulrigiizhai nodded. She would need a powerful staff to take down her master. She thrust her hand into her pouch and felt at the Black Heart Diamond in there. She smiled. How much longer until he was trapped and suffering?

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The Soothsayer watched the gifts being handed out. Shorhe received an angelic longsword. The blade was graceful, a silvery longsword with white, wing-like quillons thrusting up to form the guard. It would let her deal holy damage and, once per day, unleash a burst of holy damage for ten yards.

Shorhe looked so heroic with it.

Deillae clutched her new Diamond Gospel to her chest, a white bible with the bent diamond of Pushijer embossed on the cover. Deillae and Shorhe followed Pushijer, God of Protection, while Dëshoma worshiped Ëshuxeri, Goddess of Love. The Diamond Gospel would increase Deillae's Defense and Resistance stat while, once per day, it would grant her immunity to damage for twenty seconds.

A fitting item for thee, Dëshoma thought, her asshole clenching down on her butt plug. She could already see her butt plug's replacement with the magic item.

Thūwhi received the Redeemed Elf Silver Bustier Breastplate. The silver bustier was trimmed in gold. Her large, ruddy breasts would look magnificent in it. It would increase her Resistance stat and, once per day, remove any debuffs and heal her.

Dëshoma reached behind her and grabbed the handle of her current butt plug. She groaned as she pulled on it. Her asshole stretched and stretched. Then, with a naughty plopping sound, it popped out. She shuddered at the pleasure, her virgin pussy clenching and her Maiden's Veil rustling about her face.

“Wouldst thou assist me in donning mine new butt plug, Lady Ädfomashi?” Dëshoma asked, handing her old butt plug to Haîcze to be sold.

The naughty sylph sucked it into her mouth to clean it, winking a gray eye at Dëshoma.

The Soothsayer shuddered and bent over, thrusting her ass at Ädfomashi. The angel moved behind her with a rustle of feathers. In moments, the cool tip of the platinum butt plug pressed against Dëshoma's asshole. With a drilling motion, she pressed it against the angelborn's anal ring.

It widened to swallow it.

“My dear Lady Dëshoma,” Ädfomashi said as she pushed it in harder, Dëshoma's anal ring widening to swallow it, “this delightful magic item shall allow thee to cast thy healing spells with great efficiency, thus allowing thee to speak the words of thy prayers in less time to greatly spread thy miraculous gifts to our erstwhile lovers and keep them fighting for far longer than normal.”

“I am honored to have received this gift from our kin, Lady Ädfomashi,” moaned Dëshoma, more and more of the cone entering into her asshole.

“Furthermore, once in a day, thou may activate it to triple the number of hit points healed on thy next prayer and thus wrench even the most sorely wounded of our loves from the brink of death and back into full fighting form.”

“Truly, this is a wonderful gift!” moaned Dëshoma as the butt plug popped into her bowels, the jewel nestling in her butt-crack. She quivered from the delight of it.

“Let's get suited up,” Marcus growled. “We're leaving as soon as Shelly is done with breakfast.”

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Maria nervously drew on her halter bra, blushing as it lifted her round tits into a pair of jiggling mounds and did nothing to cover them. They quivered, her nipples thrusting out before her, the left pierced by a shadowy ring. Not a stitch on her, she was utterly exposed. Her cheeks burned from it.

She had a dildo in her pussy, her tits out, and she had to lead the party. It was the last one that really, really worried her. She could feel that the bra was already helping her move faster. She would dart around the battlefield fighting.

Without Lord Marcus.

She swallowed as she belted on her new Honor Blade. A gift from the dying angel, Dezösh. She could feel the hope and love that went in it. She would fight with honor with it. She slid it into the scabbard on her left hip. Her parrying dagger went on the other. A diamond glinted on her finger and her Fencer's Bracelet fit snug on her wrist. She bent down and laced up her ice-blue boots.

She was as ready as she would ever be.

The others were donning their own gear. Kulri's black bustier robe left both her tits exposed, too, lifted like the halter bra did Maria's. The gold nipple clamps bit into her nipples, connected by a chain. Her robe fell open to show off her crotchless panties and thigh-high stockings. The circlet about her head gave her a regal look, her pointed ears twitching.

Marcus looked stunning. He was armored nearly from head to foot. His breastplate and pauldrons had an inky look to them at odds with the white cloak spilling off his shoulders. Bright and shiny thigh and shin armor clad his legs. He wore heavy boots and pulled on gauntlets. He rolled his head from side to side.

Ever since he had rescued her from the slimes, she had fought at his side. This time, she would be going into battle on her own. She drew in deep breaths, hoping she didn't fail him.

“You'll be fine,” Shorhe said, the orc looking stunning in her bustier breastplate that lifted her green tits into two lush mounds, but covered her nipples with shiny elf silver. She had thigh and shin armor that had a red tinge to them over a pair of trousers like Marcus wore. She stretched her back and then placed her blue-plumed helm on. She clapped down the visor. “We're going to go out and kick some ass.”

“That'ssss right,” Twist said, wearing her deep-crimson straps over her pink, scaled tits. The straps just covered her nipples. A single, golden shuriken was tucked into the straps instead of her usual brace of them. A G-string barely covered her pussy. If it wasn't black, and thrust standing out from her pink belly scales that went down to her pussy, you'd easily miss it. “We're going to fuck any evil fuckerssss up.”

“Yes, we shall,” Thūwhi said. She wore a pair of elf-silver bikini bottoms and matching greaves that left her ruddy thighs on display. Her armor was in the same style as Shorhe's and gave her large breasts the same jiggling treatment. A blue cloak descended from her shoulders. Heavy boots of steel clad her feet and her shield was impressive. “We are with you, Maria.”

“Yep,” said Deillae in her new, yellow habit. It had a circular cutout that showed off the inner slopes of her breasts but kept her nipples covered up. She held a bible to her stomach, while a short, silk skirt rustled about her thighs. A wimple wrapped around her head with a yellow veil draped over it.

“Am I the only one in our group that has her tits out?” Maria groaned.

“They're such delectable tits,” Marcus said.

She shuddered as he stood before her. He cupped her chin, lifting her gaze to his blue eyes. “You are going to be amazing, Maria.”

He kissed her on the mouth.

All her anxiety and fear evaporated at that moment. She groaned, kissing him as she trembled against him. Her pussy clenched down on the dildo. Her exposed breasts rose and fell. Her nipples pressed into the cool metal of his armor.

He broke the kiss. “I'll see you in a few days. You're going to help the halflings. Whatever fucked up shit is going on, you and the others are going to stop it.”

“Fuck yessss,” Twist hissed.

Marcus turned to her and grabbed her exposed ass. He pulled the scaly Spy to him and kissed her. She held him tight, their lips working together. Maria took in a deep breath and stared at the Shardpool. It wouldn't be long now.

“Breakfast!” shouted Shelly. “I have made Elysium honeyed ham with a fine variety of dwarven cheddar baked in the finest halfling bread. Take one. Good luck! Be safe! I love you all!”

Maria took her bun and popped it into her mouth. The bread broke apart with such flaky delight revealing the sweet and salty ham mixed with the sharp tang of the cheddar. She chewed on it as she stared at the Shardpool.

I can do this, she thought. I have to do this. Marcus trusts me.


Chapter Nine: Gossiping Songs

I cupped Thūwhi's face. She quivered before me in her new armor, her ruddy skin contrasting with the silver metal. “You're going to dominate our enemies, Thūwhi.”

“Yes, I will,” she said, her eyes trembling. “I'll watch out for Maria.”

“She'll be fine,” I lied. I was a tad worried about her. I knew that she was a submissive, but she truly was the one that I believed could do it. She had a big heart. “You all will be. Just be on your toes and don't walk into any dumb traps.”

She smirked. “I could say the same to you.”

I winked at her before I kissed her, the last one of the group I had to say goodbye to. Her lips were sweet and delicious. My cambion Deacon would bring the pain to any who threatened the party. She would tank with the best of them.

I broke the kiss. “Good luck.” I glanced at the other four by the pool. “Good luck to them all.”

“I'll keep them going,” Deillae said, her skirt swirling about her thighs.

Maria swallowed, her round breasts jiggling in that cupless bra of hers. Just delicious to see. Her cheeks were red from the dildo in her. She would be developing some interesting sexual skills. I flashed her a smile and winked.

The five of them stepped into the Shardpool. “Goodbye!” Shelly shouted. “I'll be here with a warm meal for when you return victorious.”

Okzira nodded. Nîya smiled. Aebussi blew kisses and Ashi gave a solemn bow. Haîcze lounged by her trader shop not saying a word. GeeGee rushed up and looked at them all. “Use my potions well. I worked hard to brew them.”

Maria nodded. The blue waters glowed bright. The sapphire swallowed them up and they were gone. I swallowed, hoping I didn't just send all my women to their deaths. I rolled my shoulders in my new armor, my cloak swirling down my back. I looked at the three remaining Shardhunters.

Éjyona had her goggles pulled down over her eyes and grinned at me, the tassels dangling from the pasties on her round breasts swaying. Her G-string hugged her hips and made her look sexy, especially in those heeled, skyshark leather boots of hers. She hefted her rifle and marched to the pool, her small, curvy rump swaying. She climbed in.

“Let's go!”

“We should not tarry, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said, her white veil and wimple wrapped mostly about her head. That was the only modest part of her. The cutout in her white habit showed off all her breasts, her golden nipples thrusting out hard. Her skank skirt did nothing to cover her pussy or asshole, though the attached garter belt that held up her snowy stockings was a sight to see. She turned and headed to the pool on her crystal stiletto heels, a ruby flashing between her butt-cheeks. She wore a belt of gold about her waist and had a delicious belly charm dangling from her navel. “Let us depart and explore the elven city and find what problems await us to be solved and overcome.”

Kulri nodded, her large breasts jiggling in her black bustier. Her staff tapping on the path, she swayed to the pool and joined the other two. I looked around at my women. GeeGee's ears quivered and Nîya's big boobs jiggled. I grinned at them.

“Kick some scrawny, elf ass, boyo,” Okzira cheered.

“Elf asses aren't scrawny!” GeeGee said. She turned and wiggled her rump. “How's that?”

“A scrawny butt. Not a nice, plump dwarf ass.”

I smiled and shook my head. I headed to the Shardpool. I stepped into the water in my heavy boots. My women stared up at me, an eager grin on Éjyona's lips, a beatific smile on Dëshoma's, and an empty look on Kulri's lips.

I sighed and selected the Shard for Giijyuashuyarrio. The world shone blue around us. Brilliant azure surrounded us as we were transported across space to the shard of the world that housed the elven capital.

What would we find?

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The blue light faded and the elf found herself looking at the familiar, towering trees of Giijyuashuyarrio. A twilight hung over them from the canopy that spread out high above. Lights twinkled in the branches from the lights strung along the walkways the elves used. Stairs circled the trunks of most trees. Many had openings at the base, simple curtains of woven leaves or braided vines spread over them to give privacy. Light glowed through most.

Elves stopped in their movement to gaze at the newcomers. They all had curious appearances on their faces. Kulrigiizhai recognized a few. It had only been fifty-two years since she left, not terribly long. Her gaze slid over to a small bench of wood.

Fifty-two years since her little sister had braided Kulrigiizhai's hair in night lilies before she left to study with her master.

“You're going to go on so many adventures,” Viujaakuya had whispered as she braided those flowers in Kulrigiizhai's hair. Night lilies were Viujaakuya's namesake. The younger elf had always been radiant at night, her pale skin almost glowing in the dark. “You're so lucky to be a Shardhunter. Ooh, I'm so jealous.”

“You'll have your own adventures when you're old enough,” Kulrigiizhai had said, her voice playful. Innocent. That had been before he had ruined her. Broken her. Back when she could take delight in simple things like a butterfly flitting from flower to flower or her little sister's laughter. “Another forty or so years, and you'll be old enough. You'll see, you'll be a Shardhunter, too.”

“I'm going to be a Mage! I'll walk the same path as you, Kulrigiizhai.” She smiled, wearing a circlet woven of apple blossoms. That was Kulrigiizhai's namesake.

Delicate Apple Blossoms.

I don't feel delicate any longer, Kulrigiizhai thought as she looked around, fighting against all these emotions. They were just distractions. Unnecessary. All she needed was her anger. Her vengeance that would slam into the monster who had hurt her.

She would make him pay. He would suffer eternity in the Black Heart Diamond. She gripped her staff, her ears twitching. So she would not be distracted by all the spots she and her sister had played at. How they had always come to the Shardpool to watch people come and go.

“Where should we start?” asked Marcus Aurelius. He came up beside her, so big and strong. He drew attention. The elves were whispering to each other. Ethereal songs echoed down from the trees, sung to give warning and spread the news.

“I am not sure,” she said. “I have not been here in fifty-two years.”

“And you have no idea what that asshat who hurt you would be doing here?”

“This elf was never privy to his plans,” Kulrigiizhai said, keeping those emotions at bay. “We are near the city's edge.”

Marcus looked around. “Yeah, I can see the barrier that way.” He thumbed over at the purple hexagons that formed the energy wall around all the broken pieces of the world. “So, that way to the center?”

Kulrigiizhai nodded. “Where the First Tree grows.”

“First Tree, huh?” Marcus said. “Sounds important.”

“They say that its roots support the world,” Kulrigiizhai said, her staff's butt digging into the soft moss of the path before them.

“You believe that?” Marcus asked.

“No. If it supported the world, then surely it would have died when the barrier was erected and cut through its roots. No, no, it is just a large tree. An important one. The First Tree whose First Acorn held the seed to all others.”

“I've heard you curse with that,” Marcus said, smiling.

Kulrigiizhai gave an absent nod as she strode down the path at his side. More elves were watching them. The song echoed louder, swelling through the trees like a rising wind rustling the boughs. Marcus glanced up.

“Pretty.”

“Gossip,” she answered. “I recommend ignoring it.”

“Why ignore something that beautiful?”

“We have a mission, Marcus Aurelius. Beauty is not of any concern.”

“Oh?” He glanced down at her exposed boobs and the nipple clamps pinching at her aching knobs. “I wouldn't be so sure about that.”

Heat rose in her cheeks and the tips of her ears twitched.

They strode down the winding path, the gossiping song swelling and ebbing as they came closer and closer. Kulrigiizhai ignored it, letting it fade to the background. She concentrated on the pain throbbing through her nipples, the masochistic delight focusing her senses on what was important.

Hurting the one who had broken her.

Perhaps a quarter of an hour from the Shardpool, Marcus said, “What is that glowing ahead?”

She blinked out her fantasies of holding the Black Heart Diamond and hearing the sobs of him vibrating through the crystalline structure. She thought of thrusting it into her pussy and letting it massage her cunt like one of Okzira's toys.

“I do not know,” Kulrigiizhai admitted and then something sank in her stomach. “No, I fear I do. This is bad, Marcus Aurelius.”

“What hath thou realized about the menacing glow that lies yonder, Lady Kulrigiizhai?” Dëshoma asked.

“It's a barrier of some sort,” Éjyona reported.

“The barrier around the First Tree,” said Kulrigiizhai. “If that is activated, then the Tree is under assault. Something has attacked it and...” Her ears twitched as she heard some of the gossips in the song. “A week ago, the Guardian Spirits were attacked. The Circle Breakers had tried to enter the tunnels beneath that lead to the greatest treasure of elfdom. The barrier was erected, but two days ago their magic allowed them to penetrate it.”

“How can you know that?” Marcus asked.

“They are singing about it.” Heat flushed Kulrigiizhai's cheeks. “My apologies for not giving what I thought was useless gossip much consideration. There is a great deal of debate. The Circle Breakers are well regarded and their apologists sing that there is no threat to the Tree at all. Some, however, are not pleased to have it broken into by...”

Kulrigiizhai stumbled to a halt. Her ears twitched as the songs echoed around her.

“What?” Marcus asked her, giving her a sharp look.

“They say my sister was the one who broke through the bearer. They say she is a Circle Breaker.”

“You didn't know?” gasped Éjyona.

“You have a sister?” Marcus asked.

“A little sister,” she said. “Viujaakuya. She wanted to follow in my footprints and...” Fury roiled through her. “He got his hands on her, too. He lied to me!” Her hand gripped her staff. “He told me that he had no interest in her. She was young. Had no power. Behind my back, he turned my sister into his... his... Into me!”

“You can't know he did that to her,” Marcus said.

She shot her Master a glare. “Are you stupid? Of course, he did. He is a sadist of the most perverse and foul kind. How he must have delighted in breaking us both. He must have whispered to her, 'Your sister endured this. Can't you?' That bastard. I hope his heart rots with pus. I will trap him in the Black Heart Diamond and glory in his suffering! He will pay for touching my Night Lily!

“That is the tree that houses the treasure of the elves. Deep in the earth, amid the roots of it. It would have only been activated if the Guardian Spirits were in danger.”


Chapter Ten: The Pastoral in Chains

Maria du Marne

The blue light surrounded Maria du Marne and her party. Her stomach twisted in worry as they traveled. The azure faded, and then they stood in Ghébchal. Her body shook for a moment, the weight of all that responsibility pressing down on her shoulder.

She was in charge. She had to lead them all to safety and success.

Maria had heard stories about Ghébchal. Located in the warm, southern lands, the halflings dug their homes into the many small hillocks that dotted the fertile plains. Though Ghébchal was a capital, it was pastoral, looking more like a giant village dotted with pleasant trees, cozy lanes, and chimneys thrusting from the top of grassy hills with wisps of welcoming smoke drifting from them. Flower gardens, patches of vegetables and grains, sheep grazing on top of homes. It was supposed to be a relaxing place. Where the halflings took their time and enjoyed the bounty of their lands. Good food, good beer, and good naps abounded.

That was not what Maria saw.

“Fuck my ass,” Twist hissed at the ragged stumps of trees that dotted the hills. Great columns of greasy smoke rose in every direction. Instead of the bright and vibrant grass, it was yellow or brown, dried out and desiccated. Patches of dusty soil peeked through. The air reeked of soot and rot.

CRACK!

The sound of a whip shot Maria's head to her right. Through a gap between two homes, one whose door had been hacked open, a line of chained halflings marched, their clothes ragged, their bronze flesh smeared in dirt. Humans towered over them wielding black lashes. They wore robes of crimson that covered their faces.

“Cultists of Rahwikal,” hissed Deillae, fury brimming in her voice. “Aphounga's shattered sword!”

Maria swallowed. Rahwikal, God of Pain, was the opposite of Axyileri, Goddess of Pleasure. The whip cracked and struck one of the halflings, tearing open his shirt and ripping at flesh. Blood spurted, splattering the cultist's robes, the hue so easy to understand now.

Blood didn't show up well.

Righteous anger burst in Maria. She ripped her rapier and parrying daggers from their sheaths and leveled her narrow blade at the enemy. “Take them!”

She Yelled as she charged, activating her buff to increase her damage. The dildo in her pussy massaged her flesh, but she ignored it, focused on the enemy. It was automatic, something she had done at the start of every battle from her first. Then she took two steps and unleashed her new ability, Daring Leap. With a burst of momentum, she hurtled through the gap in the hills and landed before the column.

“Bastard!” she hissed at the cultist who had whipped the halfling, ripping open the poor man's back. “Face me!”

Her challenge issued, she Dueled him, activating her bonuses to dodge and damage when fighting one on one with her target. He turned at her and then laughed, high-pitched and shrill. A pasty face peered out of the robe. She realized then their garments were not red but white. The cloth had a wet gleam about it, stained by shed blood that had never dried.

The barbed whip flashed out at her faster than she could react. A lightning blitz attack that bypassed her dodge. It struck her face and ripped open her scalp. Pain flared, her limbs spasming as a debuff to hit settled on her.

Her blood splattered his face. He grinned at her, his lips curling over his gums. Despite his youth, he had no teeth. He cackled and flashed his whip at her again. She couldn't parry or dodge this blurring attack.

She activated her Shadowed Nipple Ring. The piercing through her exposed nipple pulsed and then her body became insubstantial. The whip hit her, but only did half the damage and drew no blood this time.

Nine more cultists flowed towards her.

Even insubstantial, this was about to hurt.

The next one to reach her drew back his lash, insane glee in his eyes as he swung with sadistic delight to cut her flesh with the sharp end of the whip. A blur of silver rushed by her and then Thūwhi was there, her tits jiggling in her bustier, and her cloak swaying behind her. She raised her shield and took the blow.

Thūwhi had used Defend the Helpless. The cloak on Thūwhi's back glowed as she activated her once-per-day ability that would cut her damage in half while she unleashed Burning Zeal to draw the threat of nine of the cultists on her.

All but the one Maria Dueled.

Lashes slashed into Thūwhi's stalwart form. The cambion took the blows on her armor, some wounds appearing on her body, but she endured them as she swung her morning star. Then Shorhe crashed into one enemy, her sword cutting into the robed figure and drawing blood.

Maria smiled as Vigorous Prayer fell on her, a party buff from Deillae that would increase the amount of healing they would all receive. As Maria fell into Perfect Form to increase her chance to hit and parry, she thrust her rapier forward.

Needle Strike ran the cultist through.

Pain twisted on his face as he slashed at her with his whip. She parried with her dagger and Riposted, her next attack plunging through his chest. Blood stained her blade. She took a great deal of satisfaction in that.

Prayer of Redemption fell on the party, healing the throbbing wounds on Maria's face as she Dueled the bastard cultist.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

She moved behind the other three melee fighters, invisible. She had Vanished like she did at the start of every battle. She spotted one of the cultists that Thūwhi was fighting. Her morning star crashed into the cultist's chest. He staggered and snarled in pain.

Twist's pierced tongue flicked out in anticipation. Her heart beat so fast as she came up behind him. She used Know Weakness to increase the amount of damage and then stabbed with her shadowy blade. She slashed for his eyes, cutting across his face with Blind.

Twist appeared as the cultist staggered, his vision ruined for some time. Unable to see, he was vulnerable to the extra damage most of her attacks dealt to surprised enemies. A wicked smile spread on Twist's scaly lips.

She attacked with Ranged Combo, burying her dagger into the cultist's guts while simultaneously throwing her angelic shuriken. The throwing star flashed across the battlefield and struck the cultist Shorhe hammered with her sword. The weapon buried into the enemy. In a flash of golden light, the star reformed on her bandoleer, ready to be thrown again.

“Love this!” she hissed and thrust another Ranged Combo into her enemy.

Her shuriken struck Shorhe's opponent again, leaving another bleeding wound. A DoT, dealing damage over time to the enemy and sapping him. Shorhe laughed. She stood in Cleaving Damage Stance, a form that let her flurry her blades and inflict greater damage to the enemy.

She killed the one Twist had attacked and then landed a brutal strike on a cultist's knee. The bone snapped and the cultist gasped in shrill delight, limping and slowed by the attack. Twist buried her dagger again in her blinded enemy.

He fell with a gurgling sigh.

Twist laughed in delight.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

She dodged a lashing attack, her insubstantial blessing fading from her. Then she rammed her rapier into the cultist's chest, slamming to the hilt in him. Frost rippled from the wound, her boots adding a minor amount of cold to her attack.

“You will... feel our god's... glorious pain!” the cultist moaned, a look of ecstasy on his face.

“Wouldn't you rather enjoy it?” she hissed and twisted her rapier.

He quivered and then fell backward, sliding off her blade. He landed with a thud on the ground, dead. Maria smiled and turned to the right. She saw the fighting before her. Twist Shadow Cloaked, going invisible. Two other cultists were dead, seven left on Thūwhi. Another Prayer of Redemption fell on the party, healing them.

Maria unleashed Needle Strike on the nearest enemy, running him through as Thūwhi's morning star hammered down hard. Castigate the Heretic had the cultist gasping in painful delight. Maria stabbed again, and he collapsed on the ground.

The fight shifted dramatically. Four dead and six left, the cultists were no match for Maria's party. Her spirits lifted by the fight, she charged in and stabbed and slashed with her parrying dagger. Shore's longsword cleaved through the enemy while Twist's dagger plunged into the backs of the cultists, dealing them damage while her golden throwing star flashed about the battlefield, leaving spurting wounds in the enemy.

Deillae's restorative miracles fell on the party, embracing them all. Maria smiled as Shorhe hacked down the last cultist, the head spilling from the sadist's body. It rolled towards the cowering group of halflings.

One, his face bleeding from the lash, spat on the head.

“I can't believe this,” Maria said, shaking her head as she stared at the poor halflings held in the stocks. “This is sick. How could they do that to them?”

“I know,” said Deillae, the feyborn Nun stepping up beside the human Fencer. “It's not right.”

“Not honorable, either,” Maria said, offended by it. Fights should be fair. Against people of the right level. These cultists had used their superior levels to enslave the halflings and destroy their pastoral homes.

“Well, lookie here,” Twist hissed. “There's some magic items.”

Maria ignored Twist, fury brimming in her. “Twist, pick the locks on the manacles. We're liberating Ghébchal.”


Chapter Eleven: Kulri's Quick Action

Dëshoma

The angelborn Soothsayer stared up at the First Tree, studying it through the purple barrier. The wall was made of hexagonal sections like the barriers that surrounded all pieces of this shattered world. Only this barrier rose up the trunk and then widened out to engulfed the canopy in a cocoon of protective energy.

“For what reason doth it resemble the barriers that doth surround all of the broken and shattered lands of our poor world, Lord Marcus?” Dëshoma asked, standing near him.

“No fucking idea, my lady,” he said. “Kulri? Any clue?”

“I can only speculate,” Kulrigiizhai answered. She held her staff, her exposed breasts jiggling ever so slightly.

Dëshoma's did, too. Her asshole clenched down on her new butt plug while her perverse lusts reveled in exposing so much of her flesh. She held her bible to her naked breasts, the white leather rubbing on her nipples.

“How did anyone get through that?” Éjyona asked. “I don't believe it. No way. The barriers around the broken pieces of land are unbreakable.”

“The Circle Breakers have broken them,” said Kulrigiizhai. “There just is nothing beyond them. There is no point in it. Why do you think they have their name? He has always wanted to circumvent the Shardpools and the deliberate exploration of the world to slowly reunite the shattered people. If any could get through the barrier, it is one of his acolytes.”

“Your poor sister, Lady Kulrigiizhai?” asked Dëshoma.

“The gossiping songs always speak the truth,” the elven Evoker said. “My sister and other circle breakers have entered the tree and set off its defenses.”

“You know they're up to something pretty dastardly in there,” Éjyona said, her rifle draped over both her shoulders, her forearms draped over the barrel and stock.

“Yeah,” Marcus said. He glanced at Kulrigiizhai. “Can you get us through?”

“I do not like this,” the elf said, her ears quivering. “They did not mention he was in there. This is a distraction.”

“It's not,” Marcus said. “I know you want to get him, but there was never any guarantee he was here. Now if the First Tree is in danger, and the Circle Breakers are behind it, then stopping them is going to piss him off.”

Kulrigiizhai shot him a hard look. “I had not considered that. If we foil his operation we shall draw him out.”

“The vermin can only stay hidden in the shadows for so long, Lady Kulrigiizhai, before they must venture into the light and thus be eliminated by the righteous,” Dëshoma said, smiling at the elf.

She understood the anger. There was a part of her that wanted to hurt Mark Johnson. The twin to the man she loved and served had to pay for what he did to her noble father, the angel Dezösh. But such dark emotions had to be mitigated lest they destroy.

“Very well,” Kulrigiizhai said.

“Can you Disenchant it?” asked Marcus. “Even if only a section of it. A single hexagonal should be enough to let us in.”

“This elf can attempt to, Marcus Aurelius. I need to be closer.”

Marcus led the way, his white cape, Ethileri's blue tear shimmering in the center, fluttering behind him. He looked majestic as always. A stirring beacon that she was honored to follow. She strode with Éjyona on her left and Kulrigiizhai on her right. It felt strange to Dëshoma to be without Twist's irreverent comments and Maria's keen eye. Dëshoma could scarce remember a fight where they were not with her and Kulrigiizhai. Only in but a few encounters back in Shuwëmeri's temple where they all had met.

But Éjyona was a welcome return after her absence the last week.

The tree rose in front of them, surrounded by purple elven grass, from whose seeds was fashioned the elven bread that Shelly would sometimes make. A breeze rippled the strands. A few benches dotted the lawn, places to sit and admire the majesty of the First Tree. It towered so high, the barrier around it making it difficult to gauge its height properly.

They spent ten or so minutes just walking beneath the canopy before reaching the edge of the barrier around the trunk. It was so immense, it had seemed closer than it truly was. The scale made Dëshoma's mind hurt.

But they were here.

Kulrigiizhai planted her hornwood staff to the ground and focused on the hexagonal square before them.

“Let the arcane geometries disrupt the magic and disenchant the spell,” she chanted with calm words.

The barrier glowed for a moment. Sparks burst across it. Then a stillness settled on them. Marcus sighed. “Not your fault. It's too powerful. I did not really expect—”

The ground rumbled beneath their feet. On four sides of them, the earth bulged. Dirt erupted, swallowing the purple grass. Bursting out of each of the holes were wooden arms. Then the trunks of thick trees emerged, faces carved into the wood. Moss adorned their lips, beards. They had legs growing from their bases, looking like limbed trees, each different.

“Treants!” Iris gasped.

“We have activated the guardians,” Kulrigiizhai shouted. “They think us enemies.”

“Of course they do,” Marcus groaned and raised his shield. He Yelled.

Dëshoma activated Fortune's Fate to see how much of a buff to her healing that Ëshuxeri believed she needed. She received 55%. Middle of her range between 25% and 85%. She was thankful for it as the enemy surged in to attack.

*  \ * /  *

After Yelling, I dropped my Consecrated Ground, a burst of divine energy spreading out around my feet, and unleashed my Zeal, buffing my Strength and increasing my aggro. I would generate more threat and become a more tempting target.

“Come get me, fuckers!” I shouted as the ground bulged around the feet of the Treants. Roots snaked across the ground, three racing at me, but one had shot after Kulrigiizhai. The one by her wanted to hurt her.

I Challenged it, forcing it to attack me for the next thirty seconds.

The roots changed directions, swerving from Kulrigiizhai, who had already begun chanting her first spell, and rushed at me. The first ones burst out of the ground and attacked me. I raised my shield and unleashed my new Knight ability.

Shield of Righteousness.

My shield burst with divine light moments before the first set of roots slammed into me. Energy sizzled, the roots sparking. I grinned at my recoiling tendrils. The Consecrated Ground attacked them, too, damaging the treants.

Two more sets of roots surged out at me. I caught Éjyona reappearing from her Vanish. Her gun struck the treant to my left with a hard hit. Sap spurted from the round and ran down it. The guardian groaned like a tree in a windstorm.

Roots lashed me. They slapped into my armor, knocking me around. One wrapped around my breastplate and squeezed. My armor groaned as he dragged me towards him. Pain burst across my chest. My HP dwindled.

Dëshoma's miracle went off. A HoT, healing over time, fell on me. A slow tick of healing offset the crushing grasp of the root around me. The fourth treant's attack slammed into me. I raised my shield and blocked it, energy sizzling.

Elemental Storm exploded around us.

Kulri's spell sent all six of the elementals bursting around the enemies, randomly hitting them with bursts of fire and wind, water and ice, earth and lightning. The air crackled, hissed, howled, crunched and boomed. The treants swayed from the damage they took. Two of them turned to face her while roots wrapped around my feet and tried to yank me off-balance.

My Earthstomp boots resisted the trip.

I swung my ax into the roots about my chest, Divine Blow landing hard and severing the roots about me. They crumbled off of me, freeing my torso. The other treant still had me around the waist. Two of the treants had their focus on Kulrigiizhai.

“I vow to always defend you!” I cried out, unleashing Vow of Defense on Kulri. Half her aggro would go to me.

I should have activated it first.

“Watch out, Kulrigiizhai!” I shouted as Éjyona's gun fired again, tearing into the wood of the bleeding treant.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Éjyona vanished to the left of the elf, the Sharpshooter wrapping herself up in Camouflage to go invisible.

Kulrigiizhai ignored it, already chanting her next Elemental Storm. Marcus fought the two treants. They stood in his Consecrated Ground and lashed him with their roots. He blocked with his shield and swung his ax. Attacks struck him, but Dëshoma's Arcane Healing kept him upright.

The treants closed the distance on the elf. She did not lose her cool as the ground bulged with roots. They raced at her while the arcane words tumbled from her lips. The spell pulled on her pool of Magic Points and exploded around them.

Bolts of lightning and burst of rocks slammed into one treant, ripping at its woody flesh and leaving parts of it smoking. The other groaned as fire burned across its wooden body, dealing it greater damage. Then slashing wind whipped at it, ripping off charred bark.

Despite the attack coming from her, they turned to Marcus. His Vow of Defense protecting her. He always did that. He would take all the pain, all the suffering, upon himself. He would heap it onto his battered body to protect his women. Roots surged at him.

Kulrigiizhai prepared her next spell when inspiration hit her.

She knew where they had come from. She glanced at the nearest hole to her, focused on it, and then chanted: “Let the geometries of space solidify and become a barrier!”

A wall of purple, arcane energy—no, a floor—filled the opening of the hole. Kulrigiizhai nodded in satisfaction and then launched into her next Elemental Storm spell, eager for her magic to batter down the enemy.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

As Éjyona Camouflaged herself again, Dëshoma realized that her HoT and Marcus's new armor was keeping him from taking much damage even with all of the treants focusing on him. She clutched her bible.

She usually had to spend all her effort on healing. But she was a Soothsayer. She put her faith (not the stat, but her belief) into her Goddess. Ëshuxeri would choose the proper path for Dëshoma over and over again.

That was the point of luck miracles.

Random chance was an illusion. Every roll of the dice, one of the gods was there to nudge the results.

Dëshoma cast her newest miracle, Litany of Misfortune. “With thy righteous wrath, curse mine dastardly enemies!”

It inflicted one of four status debuffs on the enemy. As she finished her chant, her MP dwindling by 10, her magic settled on them. The enemy gained a penalty to hit. Their attacks grew worse, striking Marcus's shield and armor even more, dealing less damage to him.

Dëshoma had a moment of understanding. Reducing the enemy's capabilities with her debuffs was, in a way, healing. Marcus took less damage as a result. She achieved the same goal, keeping the man she loved alive.

She was glad she had prayed for Litany of Misfortune to befall on her enemies.

Éjyona's gun fired, a loud boom, and her body materialized out of her Camouflage. The bleeding treant groaned and then toppled over. He crashed to the ground and split apart like dry-rotted lumber. Marcus swung his new dwarven thrower, severing another vine that had fallen on him.

Dëshoma recast Theological Litany, refreshing the HoT on Marcus. His HPs ticked back up. She nodded in satisfaction. Elemental Storm exploded across the battlefield. Two more of the treants collapsed, one burning from the fire and another drenched in the water that had ripped off a leg. A burst of lightning sizzled around Dëshoma.

But it did not touch her. She was Kulrigiizhai's party member.

Marcus slammed his ax into the last treant as Éjyona's bullet slammed into the bark. Already coated in frost from Elemental Storm and battered by Kulrigiizhai's magic, the last of the guardians collapsed into a pile of broken wood.

Dëshoma did not feel a surge of victory. They were protectors of the First Tree, only responding to a perceived threat to the mighty oak that grew above them.

“Damn,” Marcus panted as he sheathed his ax. “Everyone okay?”

“Thou were the only one who was attacked, Lord Marcus, because of thy skill and thy selflessness,” Dëshoma answered. “And verily do I detect that the remaining effect of mine miracle shall restore thee to thy full capacity of Hit Points.”

“Right, right,” Marcus said. “Damn, almost Level 41.”

Dëshoma nodded, feeling that she was on the verge of her next level.

A rumble shook the earth. The ground nearby groaned as it swelled closed. Three of the holes the treants made were sealing shut. All except the one that Kulrigiizhai had blocked with her Arcane Wall spell.

Marcus moved to the held-open hole. “You think it will lead us to the tree, Kulri?”

“I do, Marcus Aurelius,” Kulrigiizhai said. “The guardians come from the tree, so their tunnel must lead to it. I thought it an idea worth exploring.” She stepped out onto the purple surface of the wall. “It will not remain for much longer. The spell is running out.”

Marcus joined her then Éjyona jumped onto it. She stared down and jumped again, her heeled boots' impact creating little ripples. Clutching her bible to her breasts, Dëshoma ventured out with them.

“It ends... now!” Kulrigiizhai shouted.

The surface Dëshoma stood on vanished. She plummeted into the tunnel with the others.


Chapter Twelve: A Prickly Ambush

Maria du Marne

Maria did not care that Twist had found some magic items.

“The entire city is enslaved?” she asked the halflings they had rescued.

“Yes, Lady Shardhunter,” the one with the bleeding face said. The others were cowering behind him. One was trying to put back on his manacles. “They came three years ago.”

“Three years ago,” whispered Maria. She glanced at the others. Twist was holding up what she had found on the cultist, a new pair of leather straps for her to wear. She was examining it to learn the properties. Sighing, Maria turned back to the liberated halflings. “You didn't fight back?”

“We're not the best fighters,” the halfling said. “Some of us tried. Those who did, well...”

“They were...” A woman shook her head, her face twisting. “It took them days to die. Their screams. Rahwikal's salty tears, their screams filled all of Ghébchal.”

Maria's stomach churned with the agony.

“We're here to stop it,” said Maria.

“I think these are yours,” Twist said, metal jangling. “Those will look good on you, Shorhe.”

Maria gritted her teeth. Marcus wouldn't have had to put up with this. “We're going to destroy the cultists. We're Shardhunters. It's what we do.”

“Just the five of you?” said the bleeding halfling skeptically.

“Just the five of us,” she said, trying to believe it.

“Well, at least you're trying.” He looked down, his brow furrowed. It was like he was ashamed or something. “You'll want to head to the pit.”

“The pit?” Maria asked. She looked around. “Where is it?”

“In the center of the city.” He pointed to the west where the smoke rose thickest. “Just head that way. You'll find it eventually. We're on the outskirts.”

“Do you have someplace you can go?” Deillae asked.

The feyborn Nun put her hand on the wounded halfling. His cut healed. Healing Touch was the most basic restorative spell every Acolyte class knew. It used to be Dëshoma's primary healing, Maria thought. She had to stand behind Marcus and put herself in danger to keep him alive.

“A place where you can hide?” asked Deillae.

“Maybe,” the wounded one said.

“We should put our shackles back on,” another said. “They'll be so mad at us if they find us free.”

Maria's heart twisted. “Don't you worry? We'll take care of them.”

“Interesting,” Twist said, her tongue hissing out.

Maria sighed and turned to the thief. She held her straps in her hand. They had a smooth quality to them and were gray. “What?”

“These are Rocky Blessed Leather Straps,” Twist explained. While Iris could identify magic items at a glance, holding them and concentrating on them would reveal the same. “When I hit Level 45, they're going to give me more defense and add earth damage to my attacks. I always like dealing some extra elemental damage. Makes things interesting.”

“And the once per day?” Maria asked, wanting to get this out of the way. They had to save all these halflings. “We're in a hurry.”

“Next five attacks will deal bursts of earth damage,” Twist said. “That soundssss fun.”

“And you, Shorhe?” Maria asked, tapping her foot as she glanced at the orc. She held a new bustier breastplate and pauldrons.

“Increases my Strength,” she said.

“You'll be even more burly,” Deillae said. “You'll pick me up like a child.”

“I do that already,” said Shorhe, fingering the armor. It had an orange hue to the metal. “When I activate it, I'll roar. A sonic attack that knocks enemies down in a cone before me.” The large armor vanished into her belt pouch. “Well, let's move on.”

Maria led the way into the halfling city. The place resounded with misery. Some crosses had skeletons of halflings held together by their rotten sinew. Ravens perched on them, cawing. Each had a sign over their head that had a single word: “Futile.”

They came across another group of cultists leading a chain-gang. Maria led the charge and they dispatched them with ease. The halflings cringed through the fight. Maria unleashed Needle Strikes and Ripostes, tearing through the enemies. They offended her.

Ghébchal reminded Maria so much of where she had grown up. A small farming village, the homes built wide apart. The homes in her village weren't built into hills, but the communities were so similar. They had vegetable gardens and trees. Her people lived simple lives, enjoying the small pleasures of food and drink and each other's company.

The followers of Rahwikal had perverted Ghébchal.

Twisted it into a painful mockery of what it had been.

The vegetable gardens had been salted so nothing could grow. The trees cut down and fed into vast furnaces burning for no reason across the city. Halflings marched in chains, led by the cultists to do meaningless work. Moving rocks back and forth, or digging holes only to fill them back in. Back-breaking work that had no purpose.

Save to inflict pain and torment on the halflings.

Maria was merciless. They killed two more groups of the cultists and hit Level 41. Maria used her new ability Stab and Slice on the next group of cultists they came across. She burned to punish. This pain and suffering had to be answered.

Marcus had put her in charge of the group, and she would see that this city was freed.

Can we do it, though? Despite her certainty that it was right, she was still afraid that she would fail. That she would lead them into disaster. So far, they had killed the cultists, but she knew that there would be greater horrors to come.

There always were.

Her doubts festered in her. Despite her success, she kept expecting her fortunes to change. That at any moment she would make the wrong step and then it would be all over. She rolled her shoulders, fighting off the fear as she led her companions through the blasted city.

“This place is terrible,” Deillae said as they came across another grove of crucifixes on a long-abandoned halfling home.

Maria nodded, fearing that she knew why the home had been abandoned.

I have to be strong enough to answer this. It has to end. This cannot be allowed to continue.

They come across a brick furnace. Two great smokestacks belched fire. Great piles of lumber lay outside, the ground all trampled to muck. A pair of halflings emerged. They were so stained in soot, it was impossible to tell their hair coloring. They grabbed piles of wood and stumbled back inside to pollute the air with more smoke.

“We have to free them,” Maria hissed.

“Yes, we do,” Twist said. “Let's kill the fuckersss holding them in bondage.”

Maria nodded. She led them towards the door, their boots sinking into the mud. It flicked from the toe of her heeled boots. The smoke grew thicker, soot raining down on them like black snow. She was about to give the order to rush the door when she heard the scrabble of claws on muck.

“Ambush!” Twist shouted and Vanished.

From around a woodpile beside them, an emaciated dog covered in quills like a porcupine appeared. The quill hound launched a barrage of sharp thorns at her. Maria gasped and, thanks to her keen Perception, just managed to dodge.

Four more of the hounds burst around from other hiding spots, surrounding them. More quills hissed through the air. Deillae cried out in pain, her thin habit riddled with spines, her Hit Points dropping. Twist wasn't a target to be attacked, and the needles bounced off of Shorhe's breastplate, breaking off into splinters. Thūwhi cursed, the quills burying into her stomach.

I led us right into an ambush, thought Maria.

“Get the fuckerssss!” Twist snarled from nearby, invisible.

The dogs charged in. Shorhe Yelled, reminding Maria of what she should be doing. She shook off her shock, but the quill hound was already on her, jaws snapping down on her thigh. She screamed in pain and Yelled, buffing herself and drawing her weapons.

The dog going for Twist rushed at Maria. She gained her balance and unleashed Stab and Slice. Her rapier plunged into the hide of the quill hound who'd bitten her and taken out a chunk of her Hit Points,  then her parrying dagger slashed across the other's face, damaging them both.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The Spy crept around the enemy to thrust her weapon in the beast's back. Hunch, the passive skill she'd gained at level up, let her know when an ambush was about to happen. She could have been easily hit by the monster's attack. The quills in Thūwhi popped out of her. Must be Faith's Power, Twist thought, witnessing Thūwhi's new debuff-removing skill she'd gained.

Then the cambion Deacon exploded in divine energy, Faithful Burst slamming into all the quill hounds. The ones going for Shorhe and Deillae turned to charge her, as well as the pair Maria fought. They all charged at her. Thūwhi's shield glowed bright as she activated the DR right away. More energy rippled over her and her wounds healed.

Faith Regen.

Twist smiled as she changed her direction. Thūwhi made a great tank. The dragonborn approved. She wanted the enemy ignoring her, and not just because Deillae whimpered in pain from the quills in her. Twist wanted to unleash all her damage possible. That meant not getting hit so her passive Knife Combo would build and build, dealing more and more damage.

The quill hounds bit and fired their pins at Thūwhi. Then Shorhe charged; Twist hissed in delight as the orc Soldier used Cleaving Dash. A Level 41 ability that let her dash around the quill hounds, attacking all five of them. Her sword flashed. Blood spurted. One howled and turned, attacking Shorhe. She blocked with her shield.

“She needs healing, Deillae!” shouted Maria as she rushed in to help Thūwhi. “Her Faith Regen is not enough.”

“The quills hurt!” whimpered Deillae. “I can't concentrate to cast spells.”

Then let's mop them up fast, thought Twist. She stepped up behind her quill hound and used Ranged Combo.

Her dagger plunged into the beast's hide while she threw a shuriken at another. Maria stepped up beside her, Stab and Slice hitting two of the beasts. Twist hissed in delight. We'll fuck them up!

“For Pushijer!” roared Shorhe as she did another Cleaving Dash, slashing her sword and cutting into the quill hounds' flesh.

Thūwhi swayed, though. All five were ripping at her flesh. Her morning star fell, Castigate the Heretic hitting hard, but she had more and more of the quills sticking out of her. Her Hit Points fell faster than Faith Regen's HoT could handle.

She dropped below half Hit Points.

An aura washed out of Thūwhi. Suddenly, Twist felted inspired. Her attacks hit with more damage as she unleashed Ranged Combos. Shorhe's swords cut deeper wounds and Maria's rapier and parrying dagger stabbed and sliced with more damage.

Thūwhi fell to quarter Hit Points.

Deillae staggered forward, her face twisting in agony. Thūwhi felt it, too, but the pain didn't interfere in her fighting. A devastating attack for a spellcaster, though. “I need... an opening!” shouted Deillae as she came closer. “Please!”

“Come on!” Maria hissed, backing up. “Me and you! One on one!” She Dueled one of the beasts. It charged at her, salivating. A hole among the four opened.

Thūwhi dropped to barely any Hit Points. She was on the verge of dropping. Twist's Ranged Combo tore into the enemy. Then Deillae surged in there, hand outstretched. She touched Thūwhi. The cambion gained some HP. It wasn't much. Healing Touch was so low-level, it couldn't keep up with the damage. Twist's stomach sank as Thūwhi took another bite. She was getting hit so easily.

The quills! Twist thought as Thūwhi fell into the red. The battle felt over. There was nothing to be done.

Then Deillae touched Thūwhi again. And again. Healing Touch after Healing Touch flowed miraculous power. It wasn't a spell that had to be cast. Deillae was saving Thūwhi.

The beast that Twist fought turned around and fired quills at her. They tore through her body. She gasped as the pain twisted through her. Then the beast snapped fangs at her. She had pulled threat from Thūwhi.

Twist tried to dodge, but those damned quills. The teeth sank into her flesh. She snarled as her Hit Points fell fast. Deillae was keeping Thūwhi up. Twist was on her own. The quill hound attacked again, teeth ripping at her flesh.

The pain was intense. Twist was in trouble.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Twist hissed in pain.

Maria dodged and parried. Quills shot past her. She couldn't afford to get hit. She had to end this now. She felt the power of her Honor Blade. When Dueling an enemy, she could let her next attack deal triple damage.

Triple!

So she couldn't miss.

She used Blade Gleam to momentarily distract the quill hound, opening the beast up to be hit. Then she activated her Honor Blade's once per day and lunged in with Needle Strike. She slammed into the quill hound's neck, the blade biting deep.

Blood spurted from the wound. The quill hound snarled and then snapped at her flesh. His teeth tore into her flesh. She gasped, her Hit Points falling to near half. Twist screamed again. She was in even worse shape.

Maria attacked her bleeding opponent, needing to finish the beast off now.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Pain wracked her. She needed to heal.

The Spy activated her Bloody Skyshark Leather Straps. She would gain Hit Points from the damage she dealt for the next thirty seconds. Wanting to maximize that gain, she unleashed Triple Throw. She grabbed her golden throwing star and hurtled it.

Thanks to its magical properties, it split into three throwing stars and struck three different quill hounds: the one Maria fought, Twist's one, and one of the beasts that Shorhe's sword had cleaved into. Maria's hound staggered and then dropped dead. The other two howled in pain.

Hit Points surged into Twist just as her enemy bit into her guts, tearing through her scales and biting deep.

“Mother fucker!” she snarled and slammed her dagger down into his skull.

Then Maria was there, her rapier plunging through the beast's side. Their two attacks were too much for the hound. It gurgled and then dropped off of Twist, landing on the ground at her feet. She panted, the damned quills twisting through her.

“Let's finish the cock-fuckerssss off!”

“Yes!” Maria growled and they charged the others.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

There were three more left, and they were all on Thūwhi.

Deillae moaned through the pain and kept burning through her MP to perform Healing Touch. Not an expensive spell, but it was so weak and she hadn't been able to cast Vigorous Prayer to apply the health buff on everyone. That made her healing abilities to be more effective.

Still, Twist, Maria, and Shorhe all fell on one, their blades slashing and stabbing. The quill hound dropped dead, relieving the pressure on Thūwhi and Deillae's healing. They all turned and swarmed the last two. In moments, the battle was over. They had survived.

Maria couldn't shake the fact that she had led them into an ambush. She had walked them into the middle of this painful encounter. They hadn't leveled up and expended a large amount of Deillae's MP. Should they continue?

We've barely been here two hours, she told herself, ignoring Twist's inspection of the corpses.

“Ooh, what do we have here,” Twist said, finding a pearl choker that had been tangled in one of the hound's quills. Its enchantment kept them all pristine. Twist concentrated on it while Maria kept thinking.

We have to press on. This was just a bad matchup for Deillae. Maria hated all this extra responsibility on her. Does Marcus feel this pressure on him all the time?

She swallowed then gasped when a strand of pearls hit her collarbone and then slid down to drape over her round, exposed tits. She plucked them up, holding up the pearl choker, made of two rows of the round spheres.

“Pearl Choker of Grace,” Twist said, moving onto the next quill hound. She was plucking needles that vanished into her pouch. “Increases your Dexterity. The special ability lets you make five regular attacks with one action with an increased crit chance.”

“Why aren't you keeping them?” Maria asked, feeling that they were a Level 45 item. They vanished into her pouch.

“Already found something and...” Twist clicked her tongue stud into the back of her teeth. “Ooh, I got something here. A belly charm. That sure does scream an Acolyte class to me. Thūwhi or Deillae.”

Maria was still shocked that Twist had given up loot she could have claimed for herself. The dragonborn felt like a different woman after she surrendered to Marcus in the catacombs. She glanced at the furnace building.

“Hurry up, we have to free the halflings,” Maria said. She owed it to them at least.

“Well, this is definitely Deillae,” said Twist, tossing the belly charm at the feyborn. It was a silver fairy dangling from a small chain. “Changeling only. Silver Faerie Belly Charm. It'll increase your MP and, once per day, let you gain fairy wings, an unearthly beauty, and to charm one enemy for a minute.”

“Well, that does sound fun,” Deillae said, holding it to her exposed bellybutton. “Shorhe?”

“Looks good on you.”

“Are you done, Twist?” Maria asked.

“Yes, Missssss Marcussss,” she hissed, a playful smile on her lips.

“It's the pressure!” gasped Maria. “It pushes on your shoulders. I don't think any of us knew what Marcus was going through.”

Deillae cleared her throat and glanced meaningfully at Shorhe.

Maria blushed.

“Well, let's get going,” Shorhe said. “Maria's given us our marching orders.” The orc Soldier grinned. “Let's go save some halflings. Maybe the pretty girls will want to lick our pussies as rewards.”

“They're at the right heightsssss,” Twist said and burst into laughter.

Thūwhi, Deillae, and Shorhe joined her. After a moment, Maria forced herself to chuckle. She really didn't feel the amusement like she should. Not with the weight pushing down on her. If she messed this up...

I can't, she told herself as she marched towards the door. “Twist, check the door for traps. If it's locked, pick it. If it can't be, Shorhe, you'll kick it down.” As a Fighter walking the pure Strength route, and not a hybrid who went Dexterity like Maria, Shorhe was the strongest member of the party.

Stronger even than Marcus, who had gone down the Faith path.

“Love to kick in the door,” Shorhe said. “Here we come, pretty halfling maids!”


Chapter Thirteen: Interruptions

I pulled my double-headed ax out of the root elemental. The creature collapsed and broke apart into a hundred tendrils all wrapped about each other and covered with dirt. Another one blazed, struck by a flaming Arcane Shard from Kulri.

She could change the damage type of her older arcane spells into any one of the six elemental flavors.

With the last one dead, we hit Level 41 and were nearly through to Level 42. I had a new ability, Vow of Compassion. I could give an ally a healing over time effect. That could be useful if I was in a more melee heavy party, but with me the one taking the brunt of the damage, I doubt I would be getting much out of it.

If I had brought Shorhe and Twist with us, leaving Kulri and Éjyona with Maria's group, things would be different.

“C'est la vie,” I muttered.

“What's that?” asked Éjyona. “It sounded like another language.”

“French,” I answered. “A snooty language. It means, 'shit happens.'”

“Ah,” said Éjyona, blinking her eyes. “Do I want to know what shit has happened?”

“My new ability is just not the most useful in our present circumstances,” I said.

“Nope,” Iris said. The pixie descended from the roots of the tunnel we were under.

Jumping after the treants had led us down into these tunnels that were dug through the roots of the First Tree. We were weaving among them. The roof was covered in hair-like tendrils while the tunnels bent, ducked, and climbed over thicker ones, leaving sections of walls, floor, or ceiling with the wooden roots thrusting out. Some of them were thicker than the tunnel we were walking down based soley on how little curve there was to them.

“He did not get a good one for the party makeup,” Iris said. “Poor Marcus. You did not choose wisely.”

“Oh, I did,” I said. “Right now, Maria and her group are kicking asses and taking names.”

“Whose names are they taking, Lord Marcus?” Dëshoma asked. “The villains that you fear doth plague gentle and pastoral Ghébchal and the kindhearted halflings which doth live amidst the rolling hills and fertile gardens?”

“Just a saying,” I said. “Like 'I'm here to kick ass and chew bubblegum, and I'm all out of bubblegum!'”

Of course, none of them had seen the John Carpenter classic.

“What's bubble... gum?” Éjyona asked.

“It sounds like an effervescent sort of treat, does it not, Lady Éjyona?” Dëshoma mused.

“You blow bubbles with it and...” I shrugged. “Don't worry about it. There are far, far better treats in this world.”

“Mmm, like a steampunkish halfling Sharpshooter?” Éjyona asked, giving me a sly look. Her eyes were twinkling.

“That is definitely one of them,” I said. “Kulri, are you one of those treats?”

“Hmm?” The elf blinked her eyes. “Are we ready to proceed, or did you find something, Marcus Aurelius?”

“We are ready to proceed.”

As I marched down the tunnel, I wanted to talk to Kulri about her sister and her former master. It was festering in her. I could tell. Making her little sister into a sex slave was a low blow. I couldn't wait to fuck this jackass up. I would make him eat my ax. Maybe by slamming it directly into his guts so he could digest it faster.

I just needed a good time to talk to Kulri. A good way to broach the problem. I thought about it as we headed deeper into the tunnels. Maybe I should just be blunt. Kulri wasn't the beat-around-the-bush sort of elf.

“Hey, Kulri,” I said, glancing over my shoulder, my feet thudding on the ground. “I—”

“Marcus!” Éjyona shouted. “Don't take another step!”

I froze. My heart rose in my throat. I swallowed, looking around for what the problem was. The tunnel before me looked the same, root tendrils thrusting out of the ceiling, the walls and floor all the same hard-packed dirt. The air had the same loamy, muddy aroma with occasional freshness and flowering delight coming from my three women.

“What?” I asked, grabbing my ax and drawing it. I had my shield already limbered. I shifted into a battle stance.

“Back up,” Éjyona said, “there's a rune on the wall to your right. It's a trap.”

I squinted at the wall to my right, searching for what she had seen. There, barely visible in the shadows, was a small rune, not unlike some of the stitching on Kulri's stockings. I glanced back at Éjyona. Her goggles let her see twice as far, effectively giving her more Perception.

“Blasting Rune,” said Kulri as I backed up. “Well spotted, Éjyona. That could easily have engulfed us all in an arcane conflagration.”

“I don't know what that word means, but it sounds bad,” Éjyona said.

“Big boom,” I said, edging back from the rune.

“When I give the word, Éjyona, shoot it with your gun. It will set it off. I could Disenchant it, but that would be a waste of my Magic Points,” said Kulri.

“So, an Arcane trap, huh?” I asked.

“A Summoner's work,” said Kulri. “It is a class down the Faith path of the Mage class.”

“So it's the work of someone that's at your level.” I rolled my shoulders. “Your sister?”

“Perhaps.” Kulri stared ahead. “It is proof that those of the arcane arts have gone this way. We are on their trail.”

This was perfect. A ready-made excuse to talk to Kulri about her sister.

“So it has to be your little sister—”

“You may shoot, Éjyona,” Kulri said.

BANG!

A bullet hissed through the air, crackling with electric damage. It struck the rune. Purple energy burst through the tunnel, ripping at the exposed tendrils. I raised my shield. Clods of dirt struck it. Dëshoma gasped, pressing into my back while Éjyona cursed, dropping to her belly. Kulri dodged another clod, moving into the space I defended.

I peered ahead. It had blasted a hole in the side of the tunnel, but it hadn't collapsed.

Instead, bird-women burst through the hole. They had feathered wings thrusting from their backs and bird feet, taloned like a hawk, that tore into the ground. There were seven of them that spilled out, large tits heaving, their faces beautiful and fierce.

“Erinyes!” Iris shouted as the bird-women screeched and charged forward. “A type of demons!”

In their hands, they held cruel daggers that looked carved from a bird's talon, made of a deep-brown horn. Their own talons. They surged up the tunnel at us, screeching in fury. I stood in the middle of it, a bulwark.

I Yelled and unleashed my Zeal!

“Man!” screeched the nearest.

“Feast on his flesh!”

“I want to gobble down his cock!”

“Tear open his nutsack and crack those walnuts!”

“Yes, yes, let's rend him, sisters!”

Then they were on me. They spilled around me as I dropped Consecrated Ground. Divine energy rippled around me. Dëshoma and Kulri broke into chanting while Éjyona Vanished from sight only to appear a moment later, her Aimed Shot taking an Erinyes in the head.

“I vow to defend Kulri with all my might!” I growled as their knives and talons slashed into me, Vow of Defense active.

I held my shield before me. Claws raked across the metal, the ear-splitting screech echoing through the tunnels. Knives hacked at my flesh. They were around me, hitting me from all sides. They struck my armor, scraping over my backplates, ringing off my pauldrons, and striking my cuisses.

But there were seven of them, and they attacked with the ferocity of a flock of falcons.

Pain ripped through my leg. I gasped as the wounds festered, their talons dirty. Burning poison surged through me. Dëshoma's Theological Litany fell on me, granting me a HoT, but it couldn't compete with the four DoTs that were inflicting damage on me, chewing through my Hit Points.

“Mother fucking chickens!” I snarled. “I'll fucking pluck you all and sell you to the Colonel.” Slashed my ax, Holy Sweep striking several of them, leaving cuts along their bodies. I activated my Elf Silver Defender's Shield.

Their attacks struck me again. More poison DoTs surged through me, but I was taking only half damage for thirty seconds. I growled, Dëshoma chanting another healing spell while my ax slammed into the fucking bitches.

Elemental Storm burst around us, tearing into the demons.

“Time to roast you bitches up and serve you in a bucket!” I growled, missing KFC so much right now.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

With a seventy-five percent boost to her healing from Fortune's Fate, Dëshoma cast Arcane Healing to restore Marcus to full. The burst of elemental fury erupted through the tunnel. Éjyona's gun fired, slamming bullets into the erinyes.

Marcus withstood their attack. Her spell finished. She had nearly the maximum multiplier to her healing. Her one spell restored Marcus to full. His ax swung. The erinyes shrieked, Elemental Storm battering the demonic spawn around.

Dëshoma took pleasure in it. She was shocked by this vicious hatred rising in her breast.

Evil hath slain mine father after trying to pervert him into an unholy monster like these terrible, screeching harpies before us, growled through Dëshoma.

“I beseech thee to grant mine ally unerring strikes,” Dëshoma cast, her newest luck spell. It fell on Éjyona. Her next three attacks would hit and crit. Nearly the maximum again. It could grant this buff on one to four attacks.

Éjyona's gun fired, the bullet slamming an erinyes in the face, ripping through her.

“Cleric!” snarled the erinyes.

“Soothsayer!” another snarled.

“Foul servant of the Gods of Light and Order!”

“Weak!” they cried and then shadows gathered around each of them.

“Why'd they stop attacking?” Marcus demanded, his ax sweeping out before him, striking three of them. Éjyona's next critical hit striking the same erinyes.

The demon dropped dead.

Shadows erupted from the others.

A burst of darkness that surged out from them. Marcus vanished in the tide of shadows. His Hit Points dropped. Then it struck Dëshoma. She screamed as the unholy damage burned across her exposed skin. Kulri gasped, her spell faltering as she took the damage.

But not nearly as much as Marcus and Dëshoma did.

Shadows gathered from the erinyes again. They screeched with a hateful vengeance. “They despise those of us who hath put our faith in the Gods of Light and Order!”

Dëshoma realized she would not survive. She had dropped down below half her Hit Points. Out of desperation, she used Healing Touch on herself. She surged up, but it wasn't enough. Even with Fortune's Fate to buff her healing, the attack would drop her unconscious.

I must have faith in Lord Marcus, she thought as the attack slashed down at her.

“I vow to keep you alive, Dëshoma!” Marcus cried and suddenly, her Hit Points rose, not by much. Vow of Compassion had fallen upon her. Marcus's love for her had engulfed her in healing energy.

The shadows burst around her. They sizzled across her flesh. She staggered back, her Hit Points melting away. Another tick of the HoT gave her just enough of a bump to stagger there, three left. She was in critical. Another blow would finish her. But 3 HP became 13 became 23. As she cast Arcane Healing to mend herself, she climbed out of danger.

Her faith in Lord Marcus had again been rewarded.

Then the ground rumbled.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The elf whirled around to see Éjyona Camouflage and vanish from sight. The walls around her crumbled outward and more attackers surged in. These were hellfire imps, a demonic horror wreathed in flames. They stood only up to her waist, but they had flames burning across their bodies.

Elemental Defense burst from her lips the moment she saw them. “Let Fire surround me and ward me from my enemies!”

Fire hurtled at her as she finished her spell. The flames struck her body, weakened from the shadowy detonations. The flames hurt, but her spell cut down the damage she took. She plummeted towards critical, down to the last fifth of her Hit Points. The imps cackled in rage as they surged at her, racing to finish her off.

Marcus Aurelius is penned in by the erinyes. I must save myself.

The hellfire imps were on her, flames dancing from the tips of their claws. Their bat-like ears twitched as they hissed. More fire burned from cracks in their blackened flesh, spilling over their spindly forms.

Activating her Slippers of Arcane Delights, she insta-cast Arcane Jump. The world bent and warped around her. Then she appeared on the other side of Marcus as he fought the erinyes. Kulrigiizhai planted her staff and chanted her next Elemental Storm.

*  \ * /  *

Kulri appeared on the other side of me. I cursed and looked behind me. A pack of four burning imps was standing there. Dëshoma gasped, pressing her bible to her chest, exposed. Kulri chanted her spell. I slammed my ax, unleashing another Holy Sweep. I burned through my TP.

As I hybrid, I had less TP and MP when compared to a pure build, but I had abilities that used both.

Sadly, Challenge used TP, too.

“HEY!” I roared as the imps rushed at Dëshoma. She had healed herself and chanted an Arcane Therapy to heal the entire party. My Challenge rang out, yanking the closest imp to attack me. He gibbered and then threw a ball of fire at me.

It crashed into my shield. It spilled heat over my face, burning my features. I growled through the pain, the erinyes's talons and daggers crashing into my armor at the same time. They shrieked around me.

Dëshoma twisted her body and dodged the first claw attack. Her Arcane Therapy went off, healing energy falling down on the entire party. It counteracted the poison burning through my veins. I had to pull the others off of her.

Éjyona appeared and her rifle fired not a bullet but a blast of lightning. It struck the first imp and the thing gibbered, shaking. Then it arced to the second, the third, and then shot to one of the erinyes I fought. She screamed and dropped dead at my feet.

Claws ripped into Dëshoma's exposed breasts. She screamed at the pain. Fire burned along her wounds. She swung her bible, thwacking the imp in the head for minimal damage. Three of them were around her, ready to tear her apart.

Elemental Storm came to her rescue.

With my Vow of Defense up, half the threat that Kulri generated flowed to me. And her spell unleashed a lot of threat.

Fire burst, ice cracked, lightning hissed, earth burst, water splashed, and air howled. A turbulence of elemental damage danced around us, slamming into the four imps and pulling their attention from Dëshoma. Gibbering, they rushed at me.

Another erinyes died.

Dëshoma focused on me, the words to Arcane Healing tumbling from her lips. The single-target spell focused on me. Fire slammed into my flesh. Poisoned talons slashed at my body. I staggered beneath the pain.

Dëshoma's soothing magic fell on me.

I could endure this pain. I could take it all with my women fighting beside me.

Éjyona carefully aimed her rifle, using her new ability, Careful Shot. It took her five seconds to aim, an eternity, but then her bullet struck an imp in the head. He dropped dead, instantly killed by her attack.

Elemental Storm burned around me while Arcane Healing soothed my wounded flesh. I stood in the middle, talons raking over my armor, daggers plunging into my sides, and fire searing my exposed flesh.

But. I. Endured.

The erinyes dropped. The imps fell silent. I stood triumphant over my enemies.

“Steampunk power!” Éjyona whooped.

“Lord Marcus, thou wert such a bulwark against their villainy and an inspiration to thy women as thou didst endure all the pain and torment the foul demons did inflict upon thee.”

I winked at her as we hit Level 42. All the pain vanished. My armor healed with the magic of the level up. More Hit Points, Technical Points, and Magic Points suffused my body. Stats went up. I rolled my shoulders and drew in deep breaths.

“Ooh, loot,” Éjyona said, darting down, and began pawing through the Erinyes.

She wasn't as efficient as Twist, but she did somehow find a helm. It was made of arcane tin, giving the metal a reddish hue. It had runes carved in it like the ones on Kulri's stockings. Éjyona tossed it to me.

“Ooh, ooh,” said Iris as she buzzed down. “A Questing Arcane Tin Helm,” she said. “A Knight's vows cost one point less to unleash with this on.” She smiled at me. “And, once per day, your vow will target the entire party.”

“Nice,” I said, wishing I could wield it. Level 45. I shoved it into my pouch.

“And got some new nipple clamps for our naughty elf,” added Éjyona. She ripped them off a dead erinyes's nipples. They were made of platinum with alligator teeth and held together by a delicate-looking chain.

“Elemental Platinum Nipple Clamps,” said Iris. She landed on the chain, balancing on the thin object. “You'll deal extra elemental damage when you're wearing these and, when you activate the once per day, you'll deal double elemental damage on top of that. Thirty seconds of ass-kicking.” She glanced at me. “That's how you say it?”

“That's right,” I said.

She smiled up at me.

“Let's get going,” I said. I felt something itching at the back of my head. I was forgetting something, but for the life of me, I couldn't figure out what it was. Shrugging, I marched down the tunnel and headed us deeper into the root system.

I was sure whatever it was I had meant to do couldn't be that important. If it was, I was sure it would come to me in time.


Chapter Fourteen: New Horrors

Maria du Marne

“The pit is where they take the worst of us who rebel,” one of the halflings in the furnace told Maria. They were inside the room where logs were burned for no good reason that Maria could see.

“Pit?” Maria asked.

“A great hole they've been digging since they came,” the second halfling said. A female with her hair cut short and so matted with soot, the original hue could not be seen. “It's in the heart of our city.”

“They gutted Wildflower Field to make it,” the first said. He looked sad. “I proposed to my wife there. She...” Pain twisted his face.

Maria swallowed. “I'm so sorry for your loss. Why are they digging this pit?”

“No idea,” the woman said. “Maybe for no good reason at all. Just to ruin our land. Like they make us burn the wood. They hate. They despoil and ruin.”

“Bastardssss,” Twist hissed. “That wood could be made into something valuable.”

“They work to death those who go to the pit,” the male said, his eyes distant. “Those who are taken never come back.”

“No,” Deillae groaned. She shuddered and swayed.

“Monstrous,” growled Thūwhi. Righteous indignation filled her face. “The Priests of Pushijer should be here to protect these people and the followers of Dihhomamer should be shedding light. They shouldn't be working with Mark Johnson and the Gods of Darkness and Chaos.”

“We're here,” Shorhe said. “Me and Deillae are Pushijer's protection sent to these people, and you are Dihhomamer's light, Thūwhi. We hold the faith.”

Thūwhi nodded, her face hardening.

“The pit,” Maria said without hesitating. “That's where we must go.”

The others nodded, even Twist.

Having a destination took some of the pressure off of Maria's shoulders. They had a goal to work towards. Something that was more definable than stumbling about Ghébchal and hoping she didn't get them all killed. The ambush she led them into still gnawed at her mind.

We'll be more careful, she told herself as they escorted the two halflings out of the furnace.

“Find someplace safe to hide,” said Thūwhi. “Shardhunters are here. We shall set this to right.”

“I've heard that before,” the male muttered, his eyes distant.

He doesn't believe in me, Maria thought, her shoulders bowing beneath that weight.

But Marcus does, another part of her said. He trusts me. I can do this.

Hopefully.

They moved toward the center of Ghébchal. They ran into another party of clerics. The fight was fast and vicious. Twist's dagger and shuriken tore through the enemy while Maria's rapier left needle-like holes that bled. Shorhe hacked and Thūwhi bashed. They felled them and hit level 43.

An upgrade level.

Despite the fact she had been using Needle Strike, Maria upgraded Hamstring. As she stood there, deciding on what skill should get the bonus, her instincts screamed at her to pick Needle Strike. But Hamstring gave the enemies an attack debuff.

The enemy would do less damage. Inflicting less harm on the women Maria was responsible for. It was a Marcus sort of ability. Something he would have taken. The leader had to be more than just a stabbing sword. She had to protect.

How can I protect everyone? thought Maria. I'm not a defender. I gave that up when I went the Dexterity path. I have specialized in fighting one enemy at a time. That won't change. At Level 50, I'll choose between Samurai or Ronin.

Still, she had to protect Twist, Thūwhi, Shorhe, and Deillae. She had to return those four to Marcus safe and sound.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The dragonborn Spy strode at Maria's side, pierced tongue flicking into the air, tasting all the pain and violence the cultists of Rahwikal had inflicted on the poor halflings of Ghébchal. The old Twist, the one who thought she needed no one but herself, would have been indifferent to their pain.

Or pretended to.

Now it offended her. She had thought she'd known chains being Grunt's whore. She learned just how much agency could be stripped from an individual every time they freed another chain gang of halflings.

But not even Twist was prepared for the full, degrading horrors to come. To see just how much could be taken from a person.

It started with a tingle at the back of her neck. Hunch activated.

The party moved down a path that wound between two sinuous hills, using the winding ridges to give them cover. The houses here were all gutted out, the doors kicked in. Some of the slopes had collapsed, caving in what had once been happy homes. The grass was a dingy yellow if not outright blackened and rotting in spots.

Twist thought they were not alone.

“Ambush!” she hissed and Vanished.

A moment later, halflings burst out of the homes. Only these weren't the chained halflings beaten down by the cultists. They had metal coils screwed into their heads. Three of them. Two into the temples above the ears, the third into the crown of the head, their metallic-hued hair shaved away leaving only dirty stubble behind. Lightning danced and crackled along the coils, sometimes arcing between them in chains of writhing blue-whites. The air smelled burned.

Bolts of lightning fired from the six halflings. Two struck Deillae at the back of the party. She screamed and then collapsed, a quarter of her Hit Points lost, stunning her. Two more arced at Maria. She twisted around the first one, but the second struck her. She gasped, stumbling, but did not drop. Shorhe's armor sizzled with the two bolts that struck her. The orc growled through clenched teeth, staggering beneath the electric current. Though her Hit Points dwindled, she didn't collapse either. Thūwhi took the last blast on her shield, raising it in the nick of time. But the current still danced over it and she gasped, taking a minor amount of damage.

Stunning lightning? thought Twist. That was bad. Her Resistance stat was not great. Made from Strength and Faith, she didn't have high scores in either of them. Her Faith, the opposite to her primary stat Dexterity, was abysmal. If I get hit...

“Thūwhi, you're on backup healing!” Maria shouted, Hamstringing the enemy she fought. “Shorhe, you're tanking!”

“Right!” Shorhe shouted back and entered Guard Stance before bursting into a Swift Charge. She slammed her sword into the enemy, her shield raised defensively to block the halfling's leaping kick. It struck, lightning crackling over her shield.

Twist struck with the skill she had upgraded, Ranged Combo. Her knife plunged into the back of another twitching halfling while her shuriken flashed across the battlefield and struck the halfling Maria rushed to fight.

“BZZZT!” sizzled from the halfling. Thick sludge oozed out of the body instead of blood. The thing spun around and then lightning crackled across its three coils.

Without thought, Twist activated her Charred Flame Crocodile Hide Boots. She vanished, going invisible for thirty seconds. Nothing could break it. She would not be hit by the lightning. She darted to the right as the lightning fired to where she had stood. It struck the rotting door frame. Sparks flared then flames caught on the wood.

Twist grinned and then unleashed another Ranged Combo. This time, she did not reappear.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

After Yelling to buff herself, Maria threw out her Duel at the halfling recoiling from being struck by Twist's magical shuriken. The gold star burst into motes and vanished, leaving a deep wound behind.

Maria's stomach twisted as she fell into her Perfect Form, the stance that let her have an increase to hit and parry while Dueling an enemy. The halfling threw a kick at her, mud-caked, bare foot crackling with electricity. She dodged back and hesitated on attacking.

She didn't want to hurt them, so she used Hamstring. They were innocent. She was here to save the halflings, not kill them. The coils cruelly screwed into their heads were obviously controlling them. It was terrible what had happened to them.

Disgusting.

“Try to free...” Her words died on her lips as she saw the wound from Twist's shuriken.

That wasn't blood oozing from it. Then she noticed the rotten stench filling her nose and the dull sheen to the bronze hue of halfling skin. Milky eyes fixed at her with no intelligence. The coils charged with electricity.

They were already dead.

You poor things, Maria thought as she activated her Graceful Sky Shark Leather Halter Bra.

Her exposed tits bounced as she effortlessly dodged the blast of lightning aimed at her. For the next thirty seconds, all their attacks would miss her. With a shout, she unleashed Needle Strike to kill the enemy as fast as possible.

As her Honor Blade passed through the enemy, she thought, No, not kill them. They're already dead. We have to end the cruel machinations performed on their flesh to put them to rest.

Shorhe's hit points dropped as she fought four of the halflings. She stood in the middle, shield raised, the blue plume of her helm flying behind her as she hacked with her sword. She cleaved into them and blocked many of their attacks.

But lightning crackled from all of them.

Maria dodged another blast of lighting, her rapier stabbing with effortless grace. Thūwhi couldn't get to Shorhe. The cambion Deacon instead swung her morning star, battering at one of the halflings to drop it while Shorhe's Hit Points dwindled moment by moment.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” roared the orc and then her Gladiator's Elf Silver Bustier Breastplate and Pauldrons flared bright.

She regained half her Hit Points. Even better, her attacks fell even harder, her blade doing more damage. She cut off the head of a halfling. The coils on its head exploded in a burst of lightning that engulfed Shorhe and Thūwhi.

They screamed in pain as huge chunks of their Hit Points vanished. Thūwhi staggered and then collapsed, stunned by the death stroke of the halfling, overcome by pain. Maria swallowed and then dodged several quick jabs from the halfling she fought, her buff running out.

This is bad, thought Maria. Deillae, we need you.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

“Fuck me,” Twist muttered. Her invisibility was about to wear off. She had inflicted grievous wounds on the halfling she fought, unleashing six Ranged Combos. Each one did more damage than the last as her Knife Combo built up with every successful hit. “Fuck me up the ass!”

Her invisibility melted away. She was exposed.

“BZZZT!” sparked from the halfling, blood oozing down its undead body. It turned to face her, lightning sizzling across the coils.

Twist Shadowcloaked and dove to the right. Electricity crackled through the air. She rolled and came up to her feet retreating from the enemy. She did not want to be close to the thing when she killed it.

She unleashed Triple Throw.

Her magical shuriken burst into three golden stars and slammed into the electrified zombie. The blows struck the corpse. The coils burst with static charge, arcs of blue-white current dancing between them. The poor halfling fell back.

Burst.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Lightning burst from nearby, crackling through the air.

Maria's buff ran out a moment later. She darted in, her Needle Strike piercing through the chest of the enemy. A fist flew out. She twisted out of the way, but her magical grace had fled her. She didn't have the skill to dodge it this time.

Current burst through her.

She gasped, her Hit Points dropping beneath half. She shook her head. If she finished off the enemy, she would be driven to death's door, on the verge of dying. How close was her enemy? Sluggish blood oozed black from a dozen different holes.

Close.

Maria had to dispatch the enemy and take the pressure off of Shorhe. Gritting her teeth, she drew back her arm. Her feet danced, dodging the next attack, a kick, the dirty foot crackling with electricity. Maria found her footing and lunged.

As she did, she saw Deillae sitting up. She shook her head, her yellow habit dancing. Then it burst with radiant sunlight. She gasped out and then words tumbled from her lips. They were mirrored, the same words were spoken at the same time, giving them a strange reverb.

“I pray that all who are near are redeemed and restored to health!”

Needle Strike slammed into the halfling. Maria's blade flashed clean through him. His coils sparked with lightning. A rising moan built in him. Maria grit her teeth for the pain that was about to engulf her. She pulled her sword out.

Not one, but two Prayers of Redemption fell on the party. Everyone gasped as the double restoration surged their Hit Points up towards full. Maria savored the wound she had taken mending.

In time to be engulfed by lightning.

The static discharge burst around her. She screamed out in pain and stumbled out of it. She shook, her fingers twitching, barely holding onto her weapons. She staggered, on the verge of blacking out, but she resisted the stun.

“Deillae!” Shorhe roared in triumph and then slammed her blade into a halfling.

Lightning burst.

Maria pivoted as Deillae chanted another Prayer of Redemption. Three golden shurikens slammed into one of the two remaining halflings. Another burst of lightning dazzled before Maria. She rammed her sword into the back of the last one's knee.

Hamstring struck, damaging the enemy and reducing the damage it dealt.

The poor, abused corpse of the halfling did not last long.

Maria panted as the battle ended. The surge of experience rushed through her. It crashed them into Level 44. She gasped, gaining Weaken Defense, an attack utilizing her parrying dagger to lower an enemy's defense.

“Well done,” Twist said, sheathing her dagger. She sauntered forward, her large tits jiggling in her straps, hiding her nipples.

Maria glanced down at her own breasts, her left nipple pierced by the shadowy rod. She was getting used to running around with her tits out. Her pussy clenched down on the dildo. She sheathed her weapons and looked around, her eyes studying the terrain.

“The cultists knew that enemies would use this way to sneak by,” Maria said.

“It is the obvious way,“ Shorhe agreed.

“Ooh, nice, Thūwhi's going to like that,” Twist said as she emerged from one of the houses. “There's Holy Arcane Tin Bikini Bottoms and Greaves in there.” Arcane tin was a powerful metal. “You're going to love it. Passively, it increases divine damage.”

Thūwhi nodded, heading into the house to fetch it.

“And when you activate itsssss once per day,” continued Twist, “you drop a twenty-yard aura that damages evil creatures. Last for thirty seconds.”

Thūwhi emerged with a pair of bronze looking bikini bottoms and greaves trimmed in gold metal, little runes carved into the armor. They vanished into her pouch with ease. Only one more level, and then they could wear some of their new gear.

And we'll have a better chance of surviving, thought Maria. The pit would be dangerous.

“Ahhhh,” Twist said. “Shorhe!”

The thief threw a pair of gold rods smaller than a halfling's pinky finger. Shorhe grabbed them and frowned. “Nipple bars?”

“Lets you deal extra damage,” said Twist. “Figure you'd like it. Plus, its once a day lets you deal double damage on your next five attacks.”

Maria nodded. They were growing stronger. That was important.


Chapter Fifteen: Beneficial Choice

Dëshoma

“Gnome miners!” Kulrigiizhai shouted as the small, slender forms with pickaxes slammed their weapons into Marcus's shield. “They are said to live down here to maintain the roots. They are supposed to be holy creatures but...”

“The foul touch of one of the Dark Gods is at work here,” Lady Dëshoma said, holding her bible before her, the image of her father embossed on the cover. Dezösh, though he had passed on, would always watch out for her.

“Which one?” Marcus shouted and slashed his double-headed ax in a wide arc, striking three of the poor gnomes, and leaving them reeling from the damage.

Dëshoma, casting Arcane Healing on Marcus, studied the gnomes. Their bodies were twisted. They had cruel cuts and terrible metal worked into their skin. Barbed hooks that left them screaming in pain and agony.

Her spell went off, healing only Marcus. It seemed she had little need of her group heal, Arcane Therapy, so long as Marcus was the sole melee fighter.

“I suspect it is the work of Rahwikal, the terrible God of Pain. He doth oppose Axyileri, Goddess of Pleasure. A sadistic and cruel god who doth ever delight in inflicting misery and agony wherever he doth go.”

“And working with the Circle Breakers, huh?” growled Marcus. “Your master sounds like he was an acolyte of this fucking dick of a god.”

“I had not realized that,” Kulrigiizhai said then began chanting another Elemental Storm.

“Poor guys,” Éjyona said and then fired her gun, her bullet killing one of them. “They're like halflings. Small and getting picked on. Ooh, I want to find your master, shove my gun up his asshole, and pull the fucking trigger.”

“That would kill him too fast,” Kulrigiizhai said. “He must suffer.”

That worried Dëshoma. She focused on casting Arcane Healing while studying Kulrigiizhai. Her spell went off, surging Marcus back up to full Hit Points. Something dark doth trouble Lady Kulrigiizhai's gentle soul once more. I hope Marcus can once more shine the light of love and banish this shadow from Lady Kulrigiizhai.

Elemental Storm erupted through the hallway. The chaotic swirl of the six elements finished off the last of the pour, tortured gnomes. The creatures of the earth, cousins to undines, salamanders, sprites, and other such elemental beings, collapsed. Their pain was removed.

The level up swept over Dëshoma. She found herself able to once more upgrade an ability. As much as she wanted to talk to Kulrigiizhai, the Soothsayer had to evaluate her abilities. She had been upgrading Fortune's Fate but it had been increased enough that she felt she could turn to other spells. Arcane Therapy would be a natural, but it cost more and took longer to cast than Arcane Healing. Though the former, healing every party member, was a more efficient spell, in these circumstances the single-target miracle was what she used more.

So she chose to upgrade it for the first time in many levels.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The party went deeper and deeper.

“If thou ever needs to talk about the troubles of thy heart, I am here for thee, Lady Kulrigiizhai,” Dëshoma said softly as Marcus tromped ahead, his armor jingling.

“I am fine,” the elf said, her voice clipped. “Focus on our mission. We are close to stopping him.”

“Stopping him or punishing him?” Dëshoma asked, her heart tightening. She held her bible to her naked breasts, luxuriating in the leather's feel on her delicate flesh.

“What is the point of this conversation?” Kulrigiizhai asked.

“I fear that thou are sinking into darkness, and since I greatly love thee, Lady Kulrigiizhai, I feel compelled to speak with thee and draw thee out of the morass that thou appear to be sinking into ever so slowly.”

“I am fine,” Kulrigiizhai said. “This elf desires punishment. But stopping him is the priority. If he suffers, I will take no small pleasure in it. He has hurt me enough.”

“And so thou shalt continue the wheel of violence. Ever doth cruelty spread from victim to victim as they seek to redress the wrongs in their life through the misguided belief that plucking the eye from their enemy's head shalt be adequate recompense for their own missing eye. Sadly, that doth not stop the pain from spreading. It is, in fact, what Rahwikal wants from us. To be as bad as the men who hath hurt us. To plunge into the muck of vengeance and hatred where thou shalt be as stained as thy foul master. Why allow thyself to be as dirty as him?”

“Because he deserves to suffer,” Kulrigiizhai said, marching straight ahead. “And he shall. I will see him howling in agony in the diamond.”

Ahead, Marcus glanced back at them, his face unreadable in the pink light of Iris's glow which mixed with Dëshoma's own halo shining about her face. Marcus turned back to face the tunnel, pushing through roots dangling before him.

He stopped.

“Éjyona,” Marcus said. “And Dëshoma. I need some advice.”

*  \ * /  *

The tunnel branched. Right and left. They both trailed off into the dark. Éjyona jogged up and stood beside me. She peered around, studying the tracks. She knew what I wanted. Which way did our enemy go? I planted the butt of my ax on the ground and leaned on it.

“Oh, my, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said. “This is a tricksome problem, is it not? Choose poorly and we shall lose time.”

“Or miss out on some sidequest loot,” I muttered. “Éjyona.”

“Footprints are going in both directions. The ground is muddled here. A group milled here. I suspect they ventured down both, scouting them. I can't tell you which way they went.” The halfling shrugged. “Sorry. Maybe Maria would have done better.”

“It's fine. Dëshoma?”

“Insight may allow me to determine which way is more beneficial or which is more harmful, Lord Marcus,” she said.

“Which one is more beneficial?” I said without thought.

“Not more harmful?” Éjyona asked.

“Harmful might lead to using the wrong direction,” I answered. “If we run into the circle breakers, that could be more harmful than going down a path that leads us nowhere. Or costs us time.”

“Very astute, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said, smiling at me. Her breasts quivered and her halo grew brighter. Her nipples poked hard, those golden nubs begging to be suckled.

Now wasn't the time for that.

“I beseech thee to judge mine actions and let me know if reward or peril doth await!” chanted Dëshoma, her eyes closing. Her maiden's veil fluttered white around her face while her halo pulsed, dimming then swelling.

“The goddess Ëshuxeri hath revealed to me that the one to the right is more beneficial for our cause, Lord Marcus,” said Dëshoma.

“But more beneficial may not be the right one, either,” said Éjyona.

“Even if it's not, there's something down there to aide us,” I said and then marched down that direction.

“Thy faith is commendable, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said, sounding happy that I chose her direction.

I glanced back at her and winked. I was glad to choose something that was beneficial. Something that would aid us in this quest. I couldn't wait to find out what it would be. The Circle Breakers, a new ally trapped down here, treasure.

Shame Twist wasn't here. She always got excited about treasure. If there was any loot in Ghébchal, I was certain she had found it. The tunnel wound down and then spiraled in an arc. Finally, it opened up into a room. The first chamber we had seen.

Mushrooms glowed at the far end. They shed a bluish light around them. A pair of them grew taller than the others, about my height. Between them lay a chest. It looked carved out of stone and bound in chains of crystal.

Interesting.

“Watch out for the ambush,” I said and moved into the room, looking around for where the danger would come from.

There was always danger.

My back itched as I moved farther and farther into the room. I glanced back at my women as they entered, Dëshoma holding her bible to her tits and the gold nipple clamps swinging from Kulri's large breasts. Éjyona padded behind them, looking around, her goggles flashing as they reflected the light of Dëshoma's halo.

“Stay there,” I said. “I don't want you to be in the middle of the room when the inevitable ambush happens.”

“So brave, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said with a sigh.

I smiled. Her praise was as sweet as always.

I looked around, glancing at the ceiling, the floor. I held my shield ready to block. There had to be something in here. Was it the mushrooms? They didn't move as I came closer and closer to the chest. I glanced at it.

“Could that be a mimic, Iris?” I asked.

“Only one way to find out,” she said. “Open it!”

“Well, there was something beneficial down here. Probably in that.” I looked around. “Well, whoever it is wants to wait for me to get greedy and go for the loot, so...”

I swung my ax at the rightmost crystal chain. I struck it. Shards of glittering diamond flew off in all directions. A few pinged off my greaves. Earth fell from the ceiling. I whirled around to see a dirt-covered lizard drop down. Only it was the size of a crocodile and had black-armored scales. Two blade-like tusks thrust out from the side like scythes that it could slash at the enemy. Tipping its tail was a spike ball like a morning star.

Or an ankylosaurus.

“Knew it!” I Yelled, buffing myself. I rushed at it, unleashing my Zeal and raising my ax to drop a Divine Blow on his scaly ass.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Marcus Aurelius rushed forward to engage the foe. The elf clutched her staff tight in her hand and began her spellcasting.

“Let the six elementals—”

The creature raised its tail and slammed it down on the ground. A burst of sound erupted from it. A shock wave spread through the room. It slammed into Marcus. He didn't even slow as he slammed his glowing ax down on the enemy.

Then the shock wave hit Kulrigiizhai, dealing a quarter of her Hit Points in damage.

Her chanting stopped. Her lips moved, but no sound escaped her lips. Beside her, Dëshoma grasped at her throat with her free hand, a look of panic crossing her eyes. Kulrigiizhai tried to chant again and then realized she had been silenced.

First Tree and its Acorn! she cursed.

“Damn, that sucks,” Éjyona shouted. “They're silenced!”

“Fuck!” Marcus growled.

Éjyona's Fused Red Sardonite Ring flared as she Vanished. The creature raised its tail and slammed it down on the ground again. Another burst of sonic energy shot through the room even as Éjyona reappeared, her gun firing. Her bullet hit the scales and blood spurted.

The attack crashed into Kulrigiizhai, and she dropped down to half Hit Points.

Dëshoma, also at the half, frantically pressed her bible against her breasts. She shook her head. Not even Healing Touch worked. It was a spell. Unlike Marcus and Éjyona, the Soothsayer and Evoker cast spells. Everything they had was taken away.

Éjyona's gun fired as Marcus's ax fell.

There's nothing I can do right now, thought Kulrigiizhai as the tail raised and dropped back down.

*  \ * /  *

“Dammit,” I snarled as I slammed another Divine Blow into the creature, hoping to stun it. I was hardly doing any damage to the thing. Its armor prevented my ax from really connecting.

“Éjyona?” I called, seeing her Camouflage again.

“I'm not doing much,” she said. “Let me go for an Aimed Shot, and see if I can't kill it.”

The tail raised again.

“Shit!” I snarled as another sonic attack burst through the air. It slammed into me, my shield and armor ringing, deflecting some of it. Éjyona, Kulrigiizhai, and Dëshoma were not fairing nearly as well. My Vow of Compassion would not give them enough to stay upright.

Which one was the most important?

My healer.

I charged to her, the blade-like tusks swinging for me. One struck my breastplate, scraping along the armor, and then I was clear. That tail came hurtling down. Dëshoma would drop. It was hitting her the worst.

I touched her and activated my Cloak of Ethileri's Tears. I could feel the healing power flow into her body. She gasped, staring at me with such thanks in her eyes. She rubbed at her throat, wishing she could cast spells.

BOOM!

Éjyona's gun fired, dealing damage to the monster.

THUD!

The tail slammed into the ground. The shock wave hurtled from the impact. It slammed into all of us. My armor rang, my Hit Points dwindling. Not as bad. Dëshoma shuddered, almost dead again. She had to come out of her silence. Kulri teetered on the edge of falling over.

Neither of them carried healing potions.

“I vow to see you hale and whole, Lady Dëshoma!” I shouted as I turned and charged back at the monster. Already, he lumbered for me. Vow of Compassion fell on Dëshoma, a HoT to help keep her alive. “I vow to see you hale and whole, Kulri!”

I did what I could.

I threw myself at the monster and slammed my ax down at the beast's head, striking it with Divine Blow, hoping this time the creature would be stunned. Staggered. My weapon struck its heavy skull, barely scoring the scales. Its damage resistance was insane, hardly any physical force going through, only the extra divine damage from the attack.

We needed our spellcasters up and...

The beast staggered and then dropped, twitching. Not dead. Stunned.

“Yes!” I growled and slammed my ax down. Éjyona's gun fired, slamming bullets into the creature.

Would we be able to kill it before it shrugged off the stun? Would the silence, renewed every time it slammed its tail down, wear off in time for Dëshoma and Kulri to do something before it recovered? The HoTs I put on them ticked up their Hit Points.

We had a chance. A slim one.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

She nodded her head in time to the dwindling silence debuff. The creature still lay still. Dëshoma stood beside the elf, her head bobbing in the same time. They were so close to being able to act. To do something besides take damage.

5 seconds

What a clever abomination to leave here, thought the elf. This feels like his work.

4 seconds

There must be something useful in the chest. Something beneficial.

3 seconds

Putting faith in another is always a mistake, Kulrigiizhai thought. But Dëshoma's miracles are reliable.

2 seconds

I put my faith in him, and look where it has gotten me.

1 second

The silence wore off.

Kulrigiizhai wasted no time on a celebration like Dëshoma did. She activated her Circle of Stars. They glowed bright in her blonde hair as she increased her spell damage for the next minute. Already, she cast Elemental Storm. It was a waste on one target, but dealt more damage than Arcane Shard, her strongest single-target damaging attack and one she had gotten many levels ago as a Mage.

Dëshoma's Crystal Orb earrings flared bright as she began casting Litany of Misfortune, an attack to land on the enemy. As Kulrigiizhai neared the end of casting her spell, she knew that Dëshoma had activated her magic item to select which debuff fell on the enemy.

Not even she fully trusts to faith, thought the elf, her ears twitching.

Elemental Storm exploded through the room, engulfing Marcus and the monster in balls of fire and bursts of ice. The earth erupted with stone spikes, lightning crackled, and powerful waves crashed across the space. The wind ripped at the enemy, flaying its hide so shards of ice could bury in deep.

“Fuck, yes!” Marcus growled.

Litany of Misfortune fell on the monster. Kulrigiizhai sensed that it had its damage debuffed. Its sonic attack would deal less harm on the party, particularly Dëshoma. Then Arcane Therapy tumbled from her lips, the group healing.

As Dëshoma's second Elemental Storm burst off, the creature shrugged off Marcus's stun. He cursed. Through the chaos of elemental attacks, Kulrigiizhai spotted Marcus Aurelius's ax glowing with divine light.

Stun it! hissed through her mind as the creature raised its tail to unleash that damned silence attack. She was so close to getting off another damaging spell.

Arcane Therapy surged everyone's HP to near full while Marcus's Divine Blow slammed into the monster's skull. The creature's tail hurtled down and struck the ground. Not stunned, its attack went off. Kulrigiizhai braced for the damage.

It struck her, tearing away her Hit Points. Her body shuddered, her bones vibrating. Her Elemental Storm cut off. She had been so close to unleashing more damage. Her magic item's increased damage still was in effect.

Frustration shook her ears. She—

Dëshoma chanted.

The Soothsayer had resisted the silence this time. The words for Litany of Salvation fell from her lips. The silence choking off the Evoker's words fell away. Kulrigiizhai's heart beat with cold fury at the monster.

“Let the six elementals erupt in a chaotic storm!” screamed from her lips as bullets struck the monster and Marcus's ax slammed down.

The tail raised, but Kulrigiizhai had completed her spell.

The room shook with the force of the elemental gale. It growled around the creature. Flames burned it. Earth stabbed it. The monster staggered. Marcus's ax slammed down on its neck and cut through its armored scales weakened by her magic.

The beast's head flew off, dancing through the air.

They hit Level 44 in a surge of exhilarating experience.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The angelborn quivered as Éjyona undid the locks holding the second chain around the treasure box and then picked the main lock of the chest. It was easy to forget that she had the same basic Rogue skills as Twist since the way the two fought was so different.

“There,” Éjyona said.

What didst thou see, noble Ëshuxeri, that determined this dead-end route was more beneficial than the path which would lead us to those that we hunt? prayed Dëshoma.

Éjyona felt along the edges of the chest, making one last check for traps, then she shoved it open, her silvery hair swaying about her face.

Inside was a pair of robes. Gray with a metallic sheen to it. Steelweave, a Level 45 material. Marcus pulled it out and held it up. It was clearly a bustier robe in the same style that Kulrigiizhai now wore.

“Ooh, ooh,” Iris cooed as she swooped down. She examined it. “Swift Steelweave Bustier Robe. Damage will not disrupt your spellcasting while wearing this. And when you activate it, you'll cast spells at double speed for thirty seconds.”

“Useful,” said Kulrigiizhai. She slid the robes into her pouch. “But hardly seems beneficial.”

“We still have this to investigate,” Marcus said and produced a gold bracelet with three skull charms dangling from it.

A macabre item, thought Dëshoma.

“A Soothsayer's item,” whispered Iris, glancing at Dëshoma. “The Bracelet of Second Chances. It has three uses only. Just three and then it is just a pretty bauble. Each time you use it, you fully restore someone's Hit Points who lies on death's door. No silence can stop you. In a heartbeat, boom, they are no longer unconscious and dying but fighting at full capacity.”

“This,” whispered Dëshoma as she took the bracelet with reverence, “is to which what mine Goddess has led us.”


Chapter Sixteen: Responsibility

Maria du Marne

Maria and her companions had to fight through more of the zombified halflings along with cultists of Rahwikal who were driving slaves about the ruined halfling city. It was terrible what they found. It sickened Maria with every step deeper into the city.

“What issssss that?” hissed Twist. She pointed ahead.

Maria peered through the smoke. She could see something shimmering in the distance. It was purple. “The border?”

“I thought we were heading to the center,” said Deillae. “Surely we could not have missed this pit and have reached the far side of the city.”

Maria furrowed her brow. “It's purple, but it's only before us.”

“Like an island,” Twist said. “Another location in the middle of the city?”

Maria shrugged.

“I think this is something that we should investigate,” said Thūwhi from the front of the party. She had her shield ready and her morning star in hand. She turned back to look to Maria for a decision, her ruddy face questioning. “Do you agree?”

“Yeah,” Shorhe said. The orc peered ahead. “Though I can't see nothing. Aphounga's shattered sword, this smoke.”

“Let's investigate,” Maria decided. Is this the pit? Something else? Another trap?

Traps scared Maria the most. Leading them into an ambush or into a teleportation trap like they had encountered in the Temple of Dihhomamer a few days ago worried Maria. She hated not knowing that was the right choice to make. Questions gnawed at her. Should you have gone right instead of left? Why did you choose that direction? Why not the other way? What if you get them killed attacking this group?

Now, What if going to this purple barrier gets us all trapped? nibbled at her certainty as Thūwhi and Shorhe led the way, Twist and Maria following. Deillae walked at the rear with a confidence Maria envied.

They all had such surety in their steps. Maria's heeled boots felt like they dragged, her feet barely lifting enough to cover the ground. She felt sick as question after question after question plagued her. She rolled her shoulders, wondering if she could truly do this.

Who was she fooling? She wasn't cut out for leadership. Why would Marcus trust her with such responsibility? She was an idiot who hadn't been able to figure out that she loved Marcus until she had been forced to face life without him.

Don't think those thoughts, she reminded herself. Marcus trusts me. He does. We've overcome every enemy. He chose the perfect team. Made sure I had all the support I needed.

Still, why couldn't those words be enough to encourage her?

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The closer they came to the wall, the more obvious that it was around a small portion of Ghébchal. It was like the barrier around the pieces of the shattered world. Questions echoed through her mind as they came closer and closer. How? They moved through the winding halfling streets, passing homes that were occupied.

Many doors had been kicked it, replaced by curtains that were frayed. Halfling children peeked out, looking in frighten at them, their faces smeared in soot. Many would run back inside, crying out in fear. Twist hated this place.

All these chains!

She enjoyed killing the cultists.

They came upon a rise and saw that the barrier emanated from a wall that encircled a pit. Or, at least, a depression. The wall was made out of a brick lined with large crystals that had been melted into the structure somehow. The crystal appeared big, the size of Twist, and glowed blue.

“That hexagonal pattern,” Deillae said. “They have figured out a way to erect the barrier. Do those crystals exist on the edge of the shattered edges of the land?”

“Don't matter,” Twist said.

“It does if that's the pit we're trying to liberate,” said Shorhe. “How can we get through the barrier? No one's ever fond a way past those.”

“We won't have to,” said Twist. “The wall is how we get through.”

“Okay,” Thūwhi said. “How do we break it down? We don't have Kulri with us. I don't have any abilities that will knock down a wall. Maria?”

“I... I don't know,” she said. “We could probably chisel through... it...”

Twist's laughter drew all their attention. It was so obvious to the dragonborn Spy. “There's a gate.”

“Where?” asked Maria. She peered around.

“I don't know where,” Twist said. “Somewhere piercing that wall is a gate. It'll be guarded by those foul cultists. They need a way in, so there's going to be an entrance made for us. We just got to be bold.”

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Twist's idea made sense to Maria.

Still, she bit her lower lip. It was what Marcus would do. The pit was the heart of the cruelty inflicted upon the halflings. Maria and her friends couldn't just ignore it. They had to get in there and stop it.

“Let's circle it and find the gate,” said Maria. “We can figure out how to get in there once we do.”

“Yesssss,” Twist said.

“Right or left?” asked Thūwhi.

Maria's stomach twisted. She looked around, surveying what she could see. Neither looked more promising than the other. She swallowed and then said, “Right. I guess.”

“Good enough for me,” Shorhe said. “We'll find it eventually.”

They moved around the circle, using the hilly homes to provide cover. Twist made periodic climbs up the hill to spot their progress. They moved slowly, not wanting to run into more ambushes. They, instead, encountered more halflings fleeing into homes. They were entering the part of the city where most of them lived.

Perhaps it was a lie that those who went into the pit were never seen again.

The crack of a whip echoed. Shouts and screams came from ahead. Twist darted up the hill while Maria waited, her stomach twisting in horrible knots as she waited to find out what was happening. Was the enemy hurting those they were here to save? It sounded like the cultists of the God of Pain were spreading their deity's regard.

Maria's hand tightened on her rapier hilt.

Twist rushed down. “We're almost there.” She pointed ahead to a crossing street. “That leads right for the gate. Some hundred halflings are being driven in by the cultists. They're fighting. Many of them look like they would rather die than go into the pit.”

“We have to hurry!” Maria shouted and broke into a run, passing Shorhe and Thūwhi for a moment.

Then they caught up, running alongside Maria. Fear for those poor, suffering halflings filled the Fencer. They would kill these cultists, strike the halflings' chains, then venture into the pit and see that it was cleansed of all evil.

Maria and her party burst out into the intersection. She whirled to her right and stared at the gate that pressed through the walls. The open, rusting portcullis, looking like it could slam shut at a moment's notice, ended with jagged spikes on the bottom. The sharp teeth of a monster yawned wide to swallow the halflings. Cultists of Rahwikal stood by the entrance. Maria could almost feel their eagerness for the new batch of victims to be taken in and made to suffer.

The chain-gang of halflings had not reached the gate, but they were getting close, a good fifty feet out. The clerics were whipping the ones who balked. Crimson sheeted the air. They were three hundred feet away.

They could reach the cultists at a charge.

“Let's save them!” Maria Yelled, energizing herself with her pre-battle jitters. She broke into a full run.

“Dihhomamer's Saving Light!” roared Thūwhi, the demonborn Deacon racing on Maria's right, Thūwhi's cloak billowing out behind her.

“Pushijer's Defending Shield!” Shorhe Yelled to Maria's left, the orc Soldier running at full speed, the blue plume on her helm waving behind her.

Maria prepared to unleash Darling Leap to close the distance in a flash while knowing that Shorhe would be unleashing Swift Charge to blaze across the distance. Deillae would drop her Vigorous Prayer, and Thūwhi unleashed her Burning Zeal to pull threat onto herself. Twist would burst out of her Vanish, dealing devastating damage.

Maria focused on her target, a cultist raising his whip to beat a halfling. She didn't notice the activity at the gates. She didn't care that they had been spotted. The gate guards would die with the other cultists.

They vanished into the gate.

The cultists whipping the halflings broke off to the right and left, racing away from their prisoners. What? thought Maria. They know we're here and will kill them. The cowards flee!

“Free the slaves!” Maria shouted. “Let them run!”

“Wait!” shouted Twist. “It's a trap! Stop, Maria! Stop. It's a trap!”

Maria turned her head and looked back at Twist. The Spy had such fear on her scaled face. It struck Maria. She had never seen such an expression on Twist's face before. Maria stumbled to a halt, Thūwhi and Shorhe slowing, too.

“What?” demanded Shorhe.

“My Hunch triggered!” Twist shouted. “They're going—”

BOOOOOOOOM!

The ground before the gate, right where the chain gang of halflings marched, vanished in the burst of fire and smoke that erupted across the ground. A wall of white gas whipped across the ground and struck Maria and her companions. The blow slammed into her, dealing her a quarter damage of her Hit Points. She hit on her back, groaning.

Chunks of muddy ground slammed into the earth. A cloud of dirt and blood swept out from the explosion while the black cloud rose above it. Pieces of halflings rained onto the earth, their chains still attached to limbs.

“NOOOOOO!” Maria screamed in horror, her stomach sickening at the crater only a hundred feet away. They would have reached the halflings if Twist hadn't shouted.

They're dead because I charged us out to save them, Maria thought, reeling from the calamity that struck her.

Tears spilled down her cheeks as she stared at the pieces of those poor halflings torn apart by the mighty explosion. Her body shook. This wasn't supposed to happen. She was supposed to save them. That was her purpose for coming here. Why she had come to Ghébchal. Her stomach churned. Bile burned up her throat.

She turned her head and wretched to the side.

“Those monsters,” Deillae hissed. “Those bastards killed them.”

“Damn the Gods of Chaos and Darkness!” Shorhe snarled. The orc stood up. “Where did those cultists go. I'll rip them apart with my bare hands.”

Maria continued to vomit, her entire body shaking. They were so innocent. Bait to draw them in. Her fingers dug at the soil as her entire body shook. This was all her fault. She got all those poor halflings killed.

“NOOOOO!” she sobbed, her shoulders shaking.

Metal groaned in the distance. The ground shook beneath her.

“Maria!” Twist shouted.

The human Fencer sobbed for the lives she had failed to save.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

“Maria!” shouted Twist as the three machines stepped through the gate. They stood the height of a one-story building, maybe taller. Steam burst spilled out of gaps in the armored plate. Heavy sheets of steel hammered around the frame of some clockwork device. Steam burst from the back of one as it raised its arm and aimed, not a hand, but a series of barrels that were bound into a circle.

Twist's eyes widened. “Maria! We're under attack!”

Thūwhi stepped before the distraught Maria as the barrels spun. A whining sound erupted and then gunfire filled the air. Bullets slammed into Thūwhi's shield, driving her back a step. The other two machines raised their guns.

“Let my prayer enhance the health of the faithful who hear it!” chanted Deillae. Her health buff fell on the party as bullets lanced out.

Shorhe raised her shield, the bullets hammering against her. They burst with arcane sparks. They were magical bullets. The force ripped through her shield and armor, damaging her. The second spat bullets at Deillae.

She dove for the ground. The mud at her feet burst with impacts. She rolled behind a mound of dirt and began casting Prayer of Redemption to heal the party. The machines marched on. Another barrage of bullets lashed out, this time two of them striking Thūwhi. She gasped as they struck her legs. Blood spurted from the cambion.

Suddenly, a shield appeared before her made of divine energy. It blocked a barrage of bullets and winked out. Healing energy fell on the party, restoring the damage they took from the barrage. Shorhe advanced behind her shield, Thūwhi with her.

“Maria,” Twist said. She lifted her lover's face with gentle fingers.

“I... I killed them,” Maria croaked, her voice broken.

Twist shook her head. “The fucking cultists of that masochistic ass-fucking god of theirssss did it. They put those halflingssss there knowing we would go to save them.”

“But—”

“No fucking butssssss!” Twist stared into Maria's hurting, green eyes. “Thisssss city wasssss already being butchered before we arrived. We have saved a hundred or more from slavery. And we will save more, but not if you sit here weeping like a bitch over the crimesssss of another.”

“Crimes?”

“I'm a fucking thief! I know crimesssss. They are never the fault of the victimsssss. The criminalsss are always the onessss responsible. Not the victimssss nor those blessed soulssss who rush in to save them. You, Maria, you tried to do something.”

BRRRRRRPPPP!

The ripping staccato of the gunfire of the machines rippled the air. Bullets struck metal. Deillae continued dropping Prayer of Redemptions on the party, healing Thūwhi and, especially, Shorhe whose gear didn't resist any non-physical damage.

Whistling cries came from the machines as gouts of steam erupted from their backs. They plodded forward, the ground shaking more and more. Twist had to get through to Maria. She had to get her back in the fight.

“Those machines are coming to kill usssss. The ones who control them... Those are the fuckerssss that killed those halflingssss. Not you. You're the wonderful soul who tried to save them.”

“Failed...”

“And what would have happened to them if you did nothing?” Twist arched her eyebrows. “Huh? Would they have lived long and happy livesssss? Or were they being taken into that terrible pit where more of their kind suffer and die. Worked to death by the cruel fucking sadists of Rahwikal! You gonna let them get away with that fuckery? Or are you gonna stand up and fight? Thūwhi and Shorhe are marching into battle.

“What the fuck are you going to do, Maria? Be useless, or save some more fucking livesssss!”

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

She glanced over at the machines marching closer and closer. Twist was right. She could still save people. I should have thought it out, though, Maria thought bitterly. I'm still responsible for not thinking it through. She's wrong about that.

But the followers of Rahwikal are even more to blame. And they... They have to pay for what they did.

Tears staining her cheeks, she grabbed her fallen rapier and parrying dagger. She glanced at Twist, nodded. The dragonborn Spy winked at her and drew her dagger. Then Maria's red-scaled lover Vanished from sight.

Maria focused on the machine on the right flank and Daring Leap. She had a new skill she'd gained that she hadn't had a chance to use. Weaken Defense. It was a fate. She soared through the air towards the enemy shooting at Thūwhi.

“You're mine!” she snarled and Dueled the enemy.


Chapter Seventeen: Clockwork Machinations

Maria du Marne

Maria danced before the steam-powered clockwork monstrosity. Her Duel gave her quicker reflexes, aided by slipping into Perfect Form, a stance that aided her fighting. A Fencer ability that built upon her Duelist foundation. She held her honor blade in one hand and parrying dagger in the other.

Steam burst from the machine as it raised its left arm. This one had a rusting, chopping blade that thrust from the stump of the wrist. A thick cutlass that would cut her in half with ease. It slashed down at her, but she was ready.

She flowed around it and unleashed Weaken Defense. For only 5 TP, half the cost of her attack abilities, her parrying dagger slammed in and struck a joint of armor, prying it open and revealing the clockwork innards.

She unleashed Needle Strike. No blood spurted, of course, but her rapier struck those gears. A metallic grinding sound burst from the machine. More steam burst as she danced back and dodged another slash from its heavy blade.

“Shorhe! Thūwhi!” shouted Deillae. “Get ready to run in! You have twenty seconds!”

Suddenly, a diamond sprang about Maria. She gasped in shock, forgetting to dodge the next attack. It struck the shield and was repulsed. Deillae had used her Pure Diamond Pendant. Thūwhi and Shorhe ran forward at the other two clockwork machines, bullets bouncing harmlessly off the protective auras around them.

Shorhe flung her sword at hers, unleashing Mighty Throw. Her blade struck the enemy and returned to her hand, leaving a dent across the chest plate.

“Yes!” Maria shouted and used Weaken Defense a second time, creating more openings for her to attack with ease, giving her a better chance of bypassing the machine's heavy armor.

Her Needle Strike struck true.

Another spell fell on Maria that increased her defenses. Prayer of Safety. Deillae closed the distance after that. Thūwhi and Shorhe's weapons fell on the enemy machines, denting armor while the changeling Nun, her yellow veil fluttering behind her, reached a position behind Thūwhi and began casting another spell.

“Fill me with a confidence so profound that it harms the evil about me!”

An aura spilled off of Deillae. Energy sizzled across the armor of the machines, attacking the metal and corroding them with divine damage. Holy Confidence, a spell that risked the Nun by forcing her to stay close to the enemy.

The bubbles protecting everyone ran out.

Maria dodged the next attack and thrust with Needle Strike.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

As the dragonborn Spy closed in on the machine that Shorhe fought, she saw the orc activate her Marauder Elf Silver Cuisses and Greaves. Her next three attacks struck hard, vital spots on the clockwork machine, pieces of metal snapping off.

The damage was not as effective as it could be, though. The enemy had Damage Resistance. Shame we don't have Kulri, thought Twist.

Thūwhi's Champion's Elf Silver Bikini Bottoms and Greaves glowed, giving her additional damage for the next three attacks. Her morning star fell. She blocked a hit from the chopping blade on her shield, the blow driving her back, some of the damage shuddering through her shield.

You might be heavily armored, fuckers, but I have something for you, thought Twist. She used Know Weakness on the enemy Shorhe fought, pinpointing just where to strike to do the most damage on the enemy. She padded up, ducking a slashing blow aimed at Shorhe and which almost took off the dragonborn's head. She moved around it to the vulnerable inch. Steam puffed from stacks there, the armor covering the main drive wheel and cogs.

Twist activated her Shadowy Elf Silver Dagger so her next three attacks would bypass armor, and then unleashed her Fused Red Sardonite Ring to deal more damage from stealth. Then she stabbed forward with Mug, a single-target attack to maximize her damage.

Her silvery blade, now looking insubstantial, passed right through the armor and struck the gears. Metal groaned. Bits of steel pinged around the inside. A klaxon wheeze burst from inside. The machine turned.

“Hey!” roared Shorhe, her Taunting Yell yanking the machine's attention back on her. Gears whirled as it turned to face her. “That's right. I'm your opponent.”

Shorhe's sword fell. Bits of the armor were sheared off. Twist smiled as Shorhe used Armor Break to peel off the exterior plates and leave the core open. The sword slammed down, hitting her shield and cleaving through the top part. The blade struck deep into her.

Shorhe screamed as her Hit Points plummeted. Then the gun armor came up as Twist unleashed another Mug. The gun fired, slamming bullets into the reeling Shorhe at point-blank range. They tore through her body, blood spurting as her HP evaporated.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

The enemy raised its gun and aimed it at her. She dove to the right. Bullets burst out and struck the ground. They chased after her. Shorhe screamed in pain in the distance, her life being shredded by a barrage of bullets.

Prayer of Redemption fell on the party, surging up Shorhe's Hit Points only for the Gatling gun to rip them away from her again.

Maria tumbled, dodging the enemy, but it swung its arm around fast. Arcane bullets struck her torso. Prayer of Safety blunted them, but they still ripped through Maria's body. Her naked breasts and abdomen burst in pain. She staggered, heart pounding.

She unleashed her Iceblight Heeled Boots.

A wave of ice burst from her body and struck the enemy. The joints flash-froze, immobilizing the machine. The barrel stopped spinning. The gun stopped firing. Ice spread out from the joints, metal creaking and popping as a DoT damaged the machine with every second.

Then she activated Swift Skyshark Leather Dildo Panties.

Throughout the day, she had gotten used to the dildo buried in her pussy. Now it hummed to life, reminding her suddenly of its presence. She gasped, her eyes bulging as the stimulating pleasure increased her attack speed for the next thirty seconds.

The pleasure banished the pain as she lunged in at the immobilized creature. She had a free window to deal it as much damage as she could. She thrust over and over again, burning through her TP to deal every last Needle Strike she could.

“Bastard!” she screeched, the dildo humming away in her cunt. Prayer of Redemption fell on her, healing the wounds on her body.

Her rapier blurred as she plunged into the weakened spots in the armor, damaging the gears. Her TP ran out, but she kept thrusting away, her arm a blur as she drove attack after attack into the monster, eager to dispatch it.

To finish it off.

As her thirty seconds wore off, a great, shuddering whine came from the machine. It lurched and shuddered. Steam exploded from its every joint. The scalding vapor flashed over her body, burning her. She screamed and stumbled back, Hit Points plummeting. A great screech burst from it, metal straining against metal.

The innards burst. The armor ripped apart as chunks of gears and pieces of the boiler exploded in every direction. Metal whizzed past the screaming Maria. She fell back, her face and tits reddened from the scalding steam.

The machine crashed over. Dispatched.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The Spy struck with her dagger, still insubstantial for one more attack. She bypassed all of the mechanical monstrosity's armor with Mug, dealing devastating damage. But it wasn’t enough to finish off the beast.

It still had life in it. It still threatened to kill Shorhe, the bullets ripping through her body. Thūwhi was faring better. Her cloak flared, giving her immunity from the next three attacks as she slammed her morning star into the enemy.

Shorhe dropped.

“No!” screamed Deillae.

She darted forward as the machine swiveled around to unleash its death on Twist. An explosion burst from the one Maria fought, but that didn't matter to Twist as she fought the urge to Vanish. Who would pull threat next?

Their healer.

It went against every instinct that Twist possessed, but she did not run. She dove for the ground as the bullets fired at her. She unleashed Triple Throw, her shuriken striking the weakened monstrosity three times.

She dealt damage and, as she twisted around to dodge another burst of fire, used Triple Throw again. Her shurikens flashed through the air, the magical weapon split into three golden stars of death that ripped into the innards of the damaged machine.

“No, no, it's going to blow and kill Shorhe!” Maria shouted, stumbling out of the wreckage of hers.

Twist gasped. There was no stopping it.

Deillae reached her lover and fell to her knees. The shurikens slammed into the machine. Great clouds of steam burst from the engine. It shuddered and then something burst inside of it. Metal flew out of the machine as gears shattered.

The machine detonated.

Shorhe's Hit Points surged up to full in a heartbeat. No spell cast. Just a touch.

Twist dove for the ground. Metal struck her. It ripped through her body. Pain flared from each hit, her HP vanishing beneath the onslaught. Deillae screamed, struck by shrapnel. It pinged across Shorhe's armor and struck Thūwhi. The exploding wreck left them all battered.

The last one blared a warning klaxon.

Electricity danced across it. Twist rolled to her feet, half her Hit Points gone. She panted as she stared at the lightning flickering across its armor plates. The machine shook. She groaned and then bolts of white-hot plasma fired from the machine.

They struck everywhere. A storm of lightning struck the ground. Twist dodged a bolt hissing by her. Thūwhi screamed, thrown back by a burst of electricity. Her chest smoked from the impact, a quarter of her Hit Points vanishing.

Deillae gasped, an oddly sexual sound. Twist realized she activated her Nun's Invigorating Butt Plug to cut in half the MP of all her healing and buff miracles.

Prayer of Redemption tumbled from her lips.

*  \ * /  *

Maria Du Marne

The Fencer groaned, her right boob smoking from the lightning blast. She stood up and stared at the storm of lightning bursting around the last remaining hulk. Shorhe stood up. Deillae had used Heal, a single touch that could restore a person to full Hit Points. An expensive spell to cast.

She had used up much of her MP.

Now death lanced around them.

“We have to finish it off before it kills us!” Maria shouted. “Shorhe, Weaken Armor.”

“On it!” Shorhe shouted and threw herself at the machine. Lightning struck her shoulder. She staggered but resisted getting thrown on her ass. She swung her sword, cleaving off chunks of armor.

Twist's shuriken flashed into three golden streaks which slammed into the weakened opening. Then Thūwhi charged up and slammed her morning star down hard. Maria reached it and wished she had any TP left. She could only strike with her honor blade, doing minimal damage.

Lightning sizzled past her head. She dodged it as the others slammed their weapons. Prayer of Redemption fell on the party, surging up their Hit Points. Twist screamed, struck down by lightning. Thūwhi grunted. Deillae gasped, flung back ten feet, her veil smoking. She hit and groaned then resumed her spell casting.

Hunks of metal sheered off as Shorhe burned through the last of her TP on Armor Break. Their resources dwindled, but they attacked. Prayer of Redemption healed their wounds.

Shorhe's Angelic Champion's Longsword burst with holy damage that slammed into the creature. They were on their last fumes. They had to defeat it. Maria activated her Shield Ring to give herself damage resistance for 30 seconds.

A lightning bolt struck her. She absorbed most of the damage but her body still spasmed.

Another blast struck Deillae, cutting off her miracle. Shorhe cursed, her body smoking from a strike Maria had missed. The orc Bandaged, a minor self-heal Soldiers learned. She quickly knotted a strip of linen around a wound and then swung her sword again.

Maria stabbed, her sword plunging deep.

A great grinding of gears screeched. She flinched from the sound. The lightning stopped. Steam burst from it. She turned and ran for cover. The machine shook. Then burst. A piece of armor struck her in the back driving her to her knees.

She felt Hit Points fleeing from all her party members. Then came the slam of experience. They had barely made it to Level 44. Despite the danger of the battle, the meter didn't quite carry them over into Level 45.

She groaned, rolling over. “Are we alive?”

“Yeah,” Twist groaned. “What the fuck is this? There's a... Nose ring buried in the meat of my ass.” She pulled out a gold yet ghostly ring. “Huh, it's a magic item. A Ghostly Nose Ring. It'll give me faster movement when I wear it and, once per day, I can go spectral and be immune to physical damage for thirty seconds.” She looked at the wreckage around them. “Fuck, that would have been useful. I'm keeping this.”

“There's a shield here,” Thūwhi said. She pried it out of the wreckage and concentrated on it.

Maria pushed herself up. To her shock, halflings from the surrounding homes were rushing forward. They were finding wounded who had been damaged by the explosion. Not all of them had been ripped apart. Maria trembled as they picked up the injured and hurried them away.

She watched in awe at the work of the beaten and abused halflings coming to their neighbor's rescue.

“This might be useful,” Thūwhi said, holding the arcane tin shield polished to a mirror finish, a bright burnish. “It increases dodge and, once a day, can burst with light that dazzles enemies, impairing their ability to hit and damage for a minute.”

Maria nodded.

“You!” a halfling called. “Shardhunters! This way!” A male halfling waved at them. “Hurry! The cultists ran, but they'll be coming back, and you do not look like you can fight them.”

Maria looked at her companions and nodded. She gave the command and they joined the fleeing halflings carrying the wounded to safety. Maria felt stunned. Drained. She had charged in without thought. Though there were survivors, it didn't take away the weight on her heart.


Chapter Eighteen: Terror

As I led the others out of the dead end that held the treasure we would need to complete this quest—which worried me considering what Dëshoma now wore on her wrist—I remembered I wanted to talk to Kulri about how she was doing.

I kept thinking I had gotten through to her, but it was becoming increasingly clear she was lying to me. Pretending everything was fine when it wasn't. And that was never a good thing. Worry twisted my stomach.

“Kulri, can you walk up here with me,” I said as we left the room behind. We had just crossed this stretch of tunnel, so it was probably safe.

“As you command, Marcus Aurelius,” she said, her voice flat, “this elf shall obey.”

Yes, something was wrong with her.

Dëshoma gave me a supportive smile as I waited for Kulri to catch up to me. My elf's large breasts bounced, the gold nipple clamps and their connecting chain swinging before her. She walked with her usual grace, all willowy sways and distracting jiggles. But the tips of her ears were not as perky as they should be. They drooped.

When she reached me, I put my hand on the small of her back, her robe made of such fine fabric. The heat of her skin bled through. I liked the feel of her beside me. I wished I wasn't wearing my heavy armor to fully enjoy it.

“I am growing concerned,” I said, being blunt.

“I had thought we covered this, Marcus Aurelius,” she said, smiling. “Everything is fine.”

“It's not.” I gave her a piercing look. “You're worried about something.”

“Are you not worried about the others in Ghébchal?”

I gave her a look. “That's not what is worrying you.”

“What would be?”

“Your sister.”

“I am not worried about her.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Really? Why not?”

She shrugged and kept walking beside me.

“Talk to me, Kulri.”

Her soft eyes flicked up to me. They held a dullness to them. “Is that an order?”

“No.” I didn't want to order her. That wasn't how you treated a loved one. It had to come from her willingly. “You're closing up again. I'm worried about you. Your master takes you to a dark place. You're becoming like you were. What's happening to your heat? That passion that we found together. I miss it.”

She blinked. “I do not know what you mean. I am the same as I was.”

“Stop lying, Kulri,” I said. “Is it fear?”

She flinched at that and looked down.

My stomach tightened. I pulled her closer to me. “I know he's a monster. I know that he hurt you. I won't let him do that to you again.” I slid my hand around her hip and stroked her side. “I'm here for you. To protect you. You don't have to be afraid.”

“I'm not,” she said, lifting her head.

I stopped and turned to face her. She did the same and lifted her eyes to meet mine. “It's okay if you are.” I cupped her cheek. “There's nothing wrong with it. Everyone feels it.”

I leaned in and kissed her. My lips met hers. They were so warm. I was going to get—

The ceiling exploded.

Dirt showered around us. I pulled Kulri to me as something dropped through before us. A hoary worm, pink and glistening with ooze. Thick, bristling hairs thrust out from it. A mouth made of three jaws opened, teeth lining them all.

“Fuck!” I growled and thrust Kulri behind me. It lunged in and struck my shield I held in my left hand, teeth grinding on metal.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Shock rippled through the elf as the foul monster bit Marcus Aurelius's shield. Kulrigiizhai's ears twitched. Her hand grabbed her staff. She would need to have all her focus. She was not afraid of her master. She had to destroy him. He needed to suffer for what he'd done.

He had to be locked away so he could never hurt anyone again.

“Oh, sweet sister,” Viujaakuya called from the tunnel. Mocking laughter echoed down. “A gift for you from Master! He's looking forward to hearing your cries again.”

Something snapped inside of Kulri.

“NOOOOOO!” she screamed and flung herself to the ground. She pressed her face into the dirt of the tunnel. “He can't touch me! He can't! NOOOOO!”

Her sister's mocking laughter rose above Marcus's Yell and Dëshoma's prayers. The elf pressed her face into the dirt as memories of the arcane lash that he had whipped her body with burned through her. The decades of torment and degradation burst through her, a flood of rancid sewage that covered everything wonderful and decent that she had given him.

He would collar her again. Parade her around. She would kneel and beg to be beaten. He would fuck her pussy until she bled and laugh and laugh. He would ruin her. She dug at the soil, screaming in fear.

*  \ * /  *

“Fuck,” I Yelled as Kulri sobbed behind me. “You can tell that master of yours that I'm going to shove a fucking spike up his ass and carry him as my new fucking banner!”

I drew my double-headed ax as the worm scraped fangs across my shield. Then I realized something horrifying. It was growing. The body was swelling to fill up the large tunnel we were in. My eyes were wide with shock as the jaws biting my shield grew wide enough to grab the sides.

“Cocksucker!” I growled and slammed a Divine Blow into the monster. The power burst over it but did nothing to the creature save to make it roar.

Its mouth opened wide now. Spittle rained down on me. It was as wide as the tunnel. Earth spilled down from above as the very ground around us groaned. It was growing and stretching out the tunnel. Then it lunged at me.

There was no blocking this. Its jaws were digging into the ceiling and floor. More soil fell around me as the monster swallowed me whole. I tumbled, buffeted by the muscular tongue, and then felt myself being squeezed down an esophagus. The muscle squeezed me, crushing my body and dealing me damage. Digestive juices sizzled around me, burning my skin.

I sucked in a deep breath and activated magic items. Gauntlets of Might to deal double damage on my next attack and Crusader's Elf Sliver Cuisses and Greaves to gain heavy damage resistance for twenty seconds.

I had to cut my way out of this fucker.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The Theological Litany Dëshoma had been casting to give Marcus a HoT fell from her lips. Horror struck her as the jaws closed on Marcus. Éjyona cursed and ran forward. She Vanished and then reappeared, gun firing. Her bullet struck the monster, blood spurting.

It roared and opened its mouth. There was no sign of Marcus.

Instead, a glob of spit flew out and struck Éjyona. She fell back, sizzling in pain from the attack. Dëshoma almost lost herself in the horror of what she witnessed, but she caught herself. She had to be strong.

Activating her Maiden's Veil as she cast Arcane Healing, Dëshoma focused her passion on the worm. She couldn't do much damage, but she would do what she could to defeat this vile creature. Éjyona's gun fired again as she jumped to the side, dodging another glob of spit.

The healing miracle finished. Her veil fluttered as it smote the enemy for divine damage. A flare of white sizzled along the exterior of the creature. It roared in pain. Then Dëshoma activated her Faithful Nightmare Silk Skank Skirt. The thin strip of cloth fluttered as she gained the ability to roll twice on her next three luck miracles and then choose which effect she wanted.

“I beseech thee for thine lucky favor to prevail,” rolled from her lips. Luck's Favor would allow her to buff a random spell. Normally.

She had the choice between Strength and Intelligence. Her gambit paid off as she selected Intelligence. Her healing would be even more effective, combined with the seventy percent she had from Fortune's Fate.

More importantly, Kulrigiizhai's magic would deal more damage.

The tassels dangling from Éjyona's pasties spun as she activated it. She pulled the trigger and three bullets burst from her gun in a single attack, striking the worm. It howled and snapped at her. She jumped back, barely dodging the attack.

“Kulri!” Éjyona shouted. “We need you!”

“Yes, yes, Lady Kulrigiizhai,” gasped Dëshoma. Clutching her bible to her chest, she raced over to the whimpering elf. Dëshoma fell to her knees beside her lover. “Lady Kulrigiizhai.”

Rapid elven, broken by sobs, poured from the terrified elf's lips. She shuddered there, shaking her head. Tears spilled down her cheeks.

“Lady Kulrigiizhai,” Dëshoma gasped. “I know not the source of thy terror, but Lord Marcus needs thee to unleash the might of thine arcane and elemental prowess. He doth needs his Evoker to stand proud and strong and unleash such devastation upon our rude enemy which hath so savagely devoured our noble Marcus.”

“Yes!” Éjyona shouted Then she jumped back, the worm getting closer. “I can't fend this bastard off.”

Her gun barked over and over again.

“Please, Lady Kulrigiizhai,” Dëshoma pleaded. “The monster doth get closer. Lord Marcus needs thee. Willst thou fail him, or willst thou rise to the occasion and unleash thy magic?”

The elf didn't seem to hear the dragonborn. Dëshoma's halo pulsed. Iris buzzed around the ceiling, whimpering in fear. This was such a terrible circumstance. Never had Dëshoma been so afraid for her stalwart Knight. Before, Lord Marcus had seemed invincible.

Now he needed Kulrigiizhai's help, and she was not responding.

Though it did hurt Dëshoma to do this, the Soothsayer grasped the chain connecting both of the Evoker's nipple clamps. With a savage yank, Dëshoma pulled on the clamps. Kulrigiizhai's ears twitched. She gasped in pain, her head snaking up.

“Lord Marcus hath been devoured by yon worm!” roared Dëshoma. “He needs thee now!”

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Pain burst across the elf's nipples. She snapped her head up, Dëshoma's words spilling through her. The agony biting into her nipples cut through the terror clawing her soul. The worm, sent from her master, was approaching her. It would devour her and carry her to him.

But it had also swallowed Marcus Aurelius. The one man who had ever stood up for her. Who had loved her? He had risked himself time and time again to keep her from experiencing pain. He had stood before the beast and been devoured protecting her.

It was all so clear to her in that moment. Marcus Aurelius risked so much for her, and she could not repay that sacrifice by sobbing like a useless cow. She had to stand and fight. She had to defend him. She had to rise to this moment.

She stood up, staff clutched in hand. “Thank you, Dëshoma.”

“You're welcome, Lady Kulrigiizhai. Though, may I suggest a retreat down the tunnel to buy us time to slay the beast.”

Kulrigiizhai nodded. The two darted down the tunnel. The worm had to widen it to advance, greatly slowing it down. Éjyona followed. She Camouflaged and vanished from sight. Then she appeared, a spurt of blood bursting from the inside of the worm's mouth.

“Yes,” she said and twiddled with her sight and fired again. Another critical hit. “I missed out on using so many skills in that prison!”

Now in a place where she could cast spells, Kulri activated magic items. Pain flared in her clit as she activated her masochistic piercing. The surge of agony increased her spell damage. Then she triggered her Bronzewood Staff of Elemental Mastery to double-cast a spell for zero MP. She just had to use two different elemental types.

There was only one thing to do in this situation. They needed replacement Marcus's. Her newest spell was that. Elemental Golem.

“Let the element of Ice form into my servant.”

“...Let the element of Lightning form into my servant.”

For no MP, she summoned not one Golem but two. Before her, two forms grew. One was made of chunks of ice, mist billowing off the frosty, crystalline-like structure. The second was made of lightning. Its body was formed of crackling limbs of sizzling lightning. It never stayed in the same shape, it's flesh zapping and crackling like lightning, always changing. Around it glowed a plasma-like form.

They threw themselves at the worm and slammed their fists into it. They pummeled the mouth and stopped its advance. Frost and lightning damage coursed through the beast. Kulrigiizhai nodded in satisfaction.

Would it be in time to save Marcus Aurelius?


Chapter Nineteen: In the Belly of the Worm

I slammed my ax into the stomach lining of the worm. Even with my damage resistance active, it was damaging me. Bit by bit, my Hit Points dwindled. I was still aware of the others. Éjyona was taking the damage right now.

The best they had for a tank.

Kulrigiizhai wasn't casting spells. Her MP wasn't moving.

Not good.

I couldn't do much stuck in here. I could hardly swing my weapon. But I couldn't miss it. Divine Blow after Divine Blow struck the creature, burning through my MP fast. I didn't care, I slammed into it, my Hit Points dwindled more and more.

“Mother fucker!” I howled in the tight darkness. It squeezed about me, crushing me. I growled, hating being trapped in the stomach acids.

I couldn't breathe. I would soon run out of air and start taking suffocating damage. I came closer and closer to death. I slammed another Divine Blow and ran out of MP. Seven left, not the eleven I needed for the attack.

I thrust my hand into my pouch and pulled out a Potion of Blessed Angel Passion. I gulped it down, my Hit Points surging up. My extra damage resistance ended. Pain sizzled over me. I was almost out of breath, too. I would die in here if I couldn't get out. I chugged a Blessed Potion of Angel Milk to regain my MP.

Not all of it. But a few more Divine Blows.

I slammed my next one into the monster, agony burning around me. Kulrigiizhai's MP drained. She was casting spells, but was it in time? Could they get me out of this thing before I expired? I didn't want to die in the belly of a fucking worm.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The ice golem and the lightning golem held back the wyrm as Kulrigiizhai launched into casting Elemental Storms.

She unleashed her magic. The corridor was filled with explosions. A burst of fire and gushes of water. Earth, lightning, wind, and ice all assaulted the creature as her golems held the thing at bay. Dëshoma's buff to Intelligence only spurred on the creature.

“Hurry,” Dëshoma said. She was attacking, too. The golems could not be healed, so Dëshoma had nothing to mend. Instead, she used her Level 4 ability Bright Hope to deal divine damage to the creature. It wasn't much; the spell had never been that effective when Dëshoma had been low level. She had never upgraded it, but it was still damage.

Éjyona burned through her TP using Tweak Shot to raise her crit and Snap Shots to unleash a barrage of bullets that ripped across the creature's body. The Sharpshooter stood behind the golems, whittling down the creature.

“Lord Marcus hath begun to suffocate!” cried Dëshoma. “We must needs free him ere he succumbs to the crushing gut of the foul and abominable worm.”

Kulrigiizhai nodded.

“Let the six elementals erupt in a chaotic storm!”

The words to the next Elemental Storm unleashed a barrage of damage. Kulrigiizhai burned through her MP. She had waited too long, and now Marcus Aurelius died. She had been consumed by weakness, and this was the result.

Devastation exploded around the monster.

“Let the six elementals erupt in a chaotic storm!”

As she cast the next spell, she seized the silver chain of her nipple clamps and yanked. They bit into her nubs. The pain flared. She threw back her head and howled out in rapture. Her head tossed from side to side. Doing that activated the magic item.

And restored half her MP.

The next Elemental Storm tore into the monster. It attacked her golems as she did so. The ice burst into shards, collapsing from the teeth of the monster. Now only the lightning golem stood, and its body flickered, the glow dimming.

Éjyona's Keen-Eyed Goggles seemed to flash for a moment. Then she unleashed another Snap Shot. All five of the attacks seemed to crit, tearing into the monster. All her TP lost. She just whooped as her goggles did their job.

The lightning golem flicked out of being. The worm roared and surged at Éjyona. She gasped and clicked her Silent Sky Shark Heeled Boots. She went invisible. The worm bore down on Dëshoma and Kulrigiizhai, digging through the skinnier tunnel. Dirt fell before its maw. Its fetid breath spilled over them.

Éjyona appeared beside Kulrigiizhai, her normal gunshot taking the creature on the plate for minimal damage. Dëshoma unleashed another Bright Hope as the monster came closer and closer. Dëshoma whimpered.

The monster roared. Its mouth opened and it sprayed bile out at them. The liquid sizzled over Dëshoma, Éjyona, and Kulrigiizhai. It cut off her spell. The pain burned over her skin. And then, rolling out of the monster's mouth, was Marcus Aurelius.

“Mother fucker final vomited me up!” he roared, dripping in the creature's bile. “Thought you could take me on. Let's go, fucker!”

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Lord Marcus's freedom sent such delight through Dëshoma, but his Hit Points were in the critical. The monster lunged at him. He raised his shield and blocked the attack, stepping back to avoid getting swallowed.

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

Her Arcane Healing engulfed Marcus, surging up his Hit Points, but her MP was getting low. All those Bright Hopes she had chain cast had eaten into her MP. So she activated her Angel Teardrop, the belly piercing she wore. Her halo burst with white light and a Healing over Time fell on the party, ticking up their HP even more.

She grabbed a Potion of Blessed Angel Milk and guzzled it down, restoring her MP as the worm bit Marcus's leg. He slammed his ax into it, using Defending Strike. That would increase his defense and it used his TP. Good thing since he had no MP left.

“Let mine understanding of the positive energy of this world flow out and heal my companion!”

*  \ * /  *

I slammed another Defending Strike into the beast. My new ability had been useless in the belly, but up here, it was perfect. I needed that extra defense to keep the fucker from swallowing me. He kept biting me, tearing into my armor but, so far, I avoided being devoured again.

Elemental Storm burst around the beast as my ax slammed into the monster. It growled, blood oozing from its tattered body. The blasts battered the tunnel. Then It groaned and, to my relief, it collapsed.

The surge of experience slammed through us. We shot up to Level 45 in a wave of burning euphoria. I whooped. Iris descended and flew around me. She spread her pink dust as she squeaked her delight.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she shouted. “Marcus! Marcus!”

Then Kulri threw herself at me. My elf hugged me tight, sobbing into my chest. I squeezed about her. The level up had cleaned off all the foul stomach acids on me and restored my gear. I had never been more thankful for that.

“I... I...” she sobbed, her ears drooping.

“It's okay,” I told her, remembering how her MP had not been used right away. She must have frozen. “We're going to kill your master and free your sister.”

“I was terrified,” she whimpered. “That worm... He created that worm to feed his enemies to. It's a terrible fate. He sent it to me and... I thought I was strong.”

“You are strong,” I told her. “Everyone has a bad day once in a while. That's why we're here for you. You're never alone. If something is frightening you, we're going to face it together.”

“Together?” she whispered.

I winked at her. “Together.”

Kulri kissed me hard. She thrust her tongue into my mouth. I held her tight. I would have kept kissing and hugging her but a disgusting sound of gurgling and the foul stench of bile filled the air. I broke the kiss and turned to look at the monster.

The body of the worm deflated. Out of its guts, more vomit flowed, including a treasure chest that was soaked in stomach acids. I frowned at that. The lock snapped off, melted through, and then the chest creaked open to show off the loot inside untouched by the bile.

“How convenient,” I muttered and noticed the Ädfomer Star on top of a set of cuisses and greaves. There were also some leather pasties.

“Éjyona,” I said, grabbing the two red, leather pasties. They had golden glitter on them. “New chest protection for you.”

“Sweet,” the halfling said, racing over, the tassels dangling from her current pasties swaying back and forth.

“Ooh, those are Explosive Blessed Leather Pasties,” said Iris. “You can tell it's blessed leather thanks to the sparkle. The special property lets you deal fire damage while the once per day will allow you to deploy a bomb with a five-yard-radius explosion within ten yards of you.”

“That is so steampunkish,” she said, ripping off the tasseled pasties, exposing her dark-pink nipples for a moment. Then she stuck the new ones on. “Ooh, hot.”

“And Marcus, those are Waterborn Arcane Tin Cuisses and Greaves.” Iris landed on them. “The special property lets you add water damage to your attacks.”

“And does the special ability let me walk on water?” I asked.

“No, silly. They let you unleash a burst of water that damages and knocks down enemies.”

“Nice,” I said. We were Level 45. It was time to put on the gear we had collected and press on.


Chapter Twenty: The Mini-Abyss

I donned my new helm, the arcane tin possessing a reddish hue and marked with runes. It fit comfortably on my head and instantly I felt that my vows cost one less Magic or Technical Point to use. I already had on my new greaves and cuisses. I drew my ax.

Water dripped from the crescent blade.

Kulri had on her new steeelweave robes, the gray fabric possessing a magical sheen. It cupped her breasts, lifting them and leaving her nipples exposed. Like all her robes, it fell open in the front to show off those black, silk panties she wore.

“Marcus Aurelius, would you do me the honor?” she asked, holding out her new Elemental Platinum Nipple Clamps. They had the same alligator teeth and were connected by a chain like her last pair.

“Gladly,” I said.

Éjyona chortled. “I bet she cums.”

“Gambling is an unseemly act, Lady Éjyona,” Dëshoma said.

“You're a Soothsayer, all you do is gamble with luck miracles,” said Éjyona.

“I put mine faith into the hands of my gentle and loving goddess, Ëshuxeri. It is not the same as wagering upon the outcome of a mundane event like whether Lady Kulrigiizhai's masochism will trigger a most pleasant delight for her.”

“Definitely pleasant,” Kulri groaned, her ears twitching. Her nipples had impressions from her previous clamp, leaving her nubs looking pinched. They beaded with milk. She could lactate, too.

I opened the clamps wide and clipped the first one on her. She gasped, her back arching. Her ears twitched and she let out a low moan of delight as it bit into her nipple. She swayed, her cheeks blushing bright red.

Smiling, I opened the other one and held it to her nub. All I had to do was release, and it would snap down hard on her nipple. She stared at me, trembling, waiting for the moment when I would. My heart beat fast.

Ten beats.

Still held.

Twenty beats.

Kulri whimpered.

Thirty beats.

Dëshoma quivered.

Forty beats.

I winked at my elf.

Fifty beats.

I let go.

The teeth clamped down on her nipple. She threw her head back and howled. Her body shook. Through the slit in her crotchless panties, a gush of pussy cream squirted out and splashed on the earth floor of the tunnel.

“By the First Tree and Acorn!” she moaned, her body trembling.

“You knew she would cum,” Éjyona gasped. “That's why you did not take the bet.”

“Of course it was clear to me that Lady Kulrigiizhai would find her release at the ministration of Lord Marcus's skill,” Dëshoma said, “but that doth not change the truth that gambling is a waste of both time and material upon those that doth engage in its unseemly and churlish practice.”

“Naw, you just didn't want to lose.” Éjyona smiled. “I'm on to you.”

“Think as thou doth please,” Dëshoma said. My angelborn beauty turned to me, her halo pulsing with satisfaction. “Shall we continue now that thou and Lady Kulrigiizhai hath donned thy new accouterments?”

“Yeah, not as fast as changing pasties,” said Éjyona, her red ones looking fetching atop her jiggling, bronze tits.

“True,” I said.

I carried the three women across the deflated corpse of the worm, Dëshoma and Kulri perched on the crook of my arms, my strength enough to hold their lithe forms. Éjyona rode my neck like a child, her boobs rubbing into the top of my head.

They were all grateful they didn't have to step on that disgusting, bloated corpse. It was a queasy trip. But we were quickly on the other side and reached the hole that had been punched into the ceiling. I climbed up first and found another tunnel. With Kulrigiizhai's sister using it, this seemed the better way to go.

Perhaps that was what Dëshoma's Insight had truly meant. Maybe it wasn't her bracelet that was the fortunate way but this tunnel. We might have found a shortcut.

I pulled my women up with ease and then we set off.

It wasn't long before we were attacked by gnomes. These ones had blowguns. They fired them all at me, slamming shards of crystals that buried into my skin. They hurt. Yelling, I unleashed my Dwarven Elf Silver Thrower to use Holy Swept as a ranged attack. The ax swung out and struck three of them in the throat.

I charged forward after, the darts tearing at my flesh. I snarled through the pain as they tore at me. I was losing Hit Points alarmingly fast. Those little slivers were finding every gap in my armor. I was at a quarter of my HP by the time I reached the little fuckers.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The damage Marcus took in the opening attack of the gnomes alarmed Dëshoma. After getting a thirty percent buff to healing with Fortune's Fate, she activated Book of Redemption's once-per-day ability, allowing her to double cast all her healing spells for 30 seconds.

“Let mine understanding of the positive energy of this world flow out and heal my companion,” she chanted.

“...Let mine understanding of the positive energy of this world flow out and heal my companion,” echoed.

Two Arcane Healings dropped on Marcus right before the darts tore him apart.

Consecrated Ground burst from him while Éjyona used Snap Shot to hit multiple enemies at once. Dëshoma kept double-casting spells. Though the gnomes dealt an incredible amount of damage, they could not withstand Elemental Storms, Éjyona's gunshots, and Marcus's ax swinging. They were cleared from their path in moments.

They kept going, Marcus leading the way. The tunnel spiraled down, weaving between roots, and then went straight. It seemed to open up into a black void. Dëshoma's guts writhed. Something about what lay ahead had her squirming.

The tunnel didn't spill into a large opening, it ended at a deep fissure. Marcus peered down it and then looked up. He whistled as Dëshoma, Kulrigiizhai, and Éjyona joined him. Dëshoma gasped at the rift.

It had sides unnaturally smooth. She could see the roots of the tree that had been cut cleanly. None spanned the section. Éjyona rubbed at some exposed minerals in the wall beside them. Her brow furrowed.

“It's not changed color,” said Éjyona. “That's serpentine. The surface always gets a greenish hue. It's only gray if it gets broken open.”

“This was done recently,” Marcus said.

“A group ritual,” said Kulrigiizhai. “Some sort of teleportation effect, I surmise. The Circle Breakers transported a chunk of this stone to another location.”

“Why?” Marcus asked.

Dëshoma's stomach sank as she stared at the severed roots. “I fear it is to kill the tree by destroying its foundations, the roots which doth wind through the depths of the earth and bring sustenance and support to the mighty oak above.”

“Shit,” he groaned, looking up and down. “We need to get across that, don't we?”

“It's where the path leads,” said Kulrigiizhai. “I can cast Arcane Jump but that does not let me take another.”

“I got it,” Marcus said. “Time to become Archangel.”

“Who?” Éjyona, Kulrigiizhai, and Dëshoma all asked at the same time.

*  \ * /  *

Well, why would they know about that X-Men?

I activated my Angelic Blessing that Dezösh gave me in his dying moments. I didn't get a bible or a blade or a belly chain or a throwing star. I got the ability. I could never lose it. It could never be taken from me. It was sunk into my skin.

Hopefully, I wouldn't need the unholy damage resistance for the rest of the day.

Wings sprouted out of my back, my armor reshaping to allow them to thrust out of me. White and pure. They were angelic. Graceful. I had never used them, but they would let me fly for two minutes. I looked back at my women. “Well, I carried you across the worm's carcass. This should be far, far more pleasant.”

“Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said, staring at me in awe. “Thou dost look so magnificent with thy feathery raiment. Verily shall thee soar with grace as mine father once had and I shall delight in being borne by thy strong arms as my mother did when he did carry her through the heavens.”

“Or across an underground canyon,” I said. “Not much heavenly under here.”

“I would beg to differ, Lord Marcus, for thy wings are of such a magnificent quality and such supernal perfection.”

“Supernal?” asked Éjyona.

“The opposite of infernal,” Kulri said.

“I love them!” Iris cheered. “Not as cute as my wings, but they fit you!”

It was just like how I carried them across the worm's carcass. I scooped Kulri and Dëshoma into my arms. This time, Éjyona hopped up beside Dëshoma, a big smile on her face as she perched on my wrist. I had the strength for this. I threw myself out and spread my wings wide.

There was one second where I feared I had made the biggest mistake in my life as I jumped off. Then my wings spread wide and I soared across the pit, the wind ruffling my hair. I smiled as we flew, my delight palpable.

My women laughed in delight. The walls had shaved through crystals. The light shining from Iris as she zipped around us and from Dëshoma's halo reflected off the facets. They twinkled, even the ones that were beyond the limits of the light, looking like stars all around us. Instead of a rift of earth, it was a rift of space.

And then we were on the other side. It was over far, far, too fast. As I landed, I missed it greatly. I settled my women down and looked back at the rift. I wanted to jump out and fly over it again, but we had a quest to continue.

I drew my shield and turned.

Just in time to see the walls burst open and snakes made of fist-sized rocks joined together lunging at us. They opened their mouths wide. One struck Dëshoma, sinking fangs into her exposed midriff. She gasped in pain as they injected venom into her body.

A DoT ticked away at her.

Éjyona jumped over one lunging for her and another crashed into my newly drawn shield. Kulri gasped in pain and swayed as a wound on her thigh bubbled with the green venom. She gripped her staff, a sickening tinge spreading through her flesh.

“Rock snakes!” shouted Iris.

More of them poured through the walls.

I Yelled and dropped a Consecrated Ground. I unleashed my Zeal and the snakes all lunged for me. They struck, stone fangs scraping off my armor. One found exposed flesh and the nauseating venom shot through me.

Kulri leaned over and vomited. She gripped the wall, unable to cast her spells. Dëshoma groaned and joined her a moment later.

“Fuck,” I growled as I unleashed Holy Swipe on the enemies.

It was a tedious fight.

The rock snakes didn't do much damage, but they kept pouring out of the walls, biting and spreading poison. A few shots from Éjyona's gun or hits of my weapon would kill them. Dëshoma and Kulri spent the battle vomiting. Our Hit Points were dwindling fast as the DoTs ate away at us. Éjyona and I burned through our TP and MP until we were nearly out.

By the end, Kulri got off a single Elemental Storm before being bitten again. She wiped out the enemies and the experience we got was nowhere near enough to hit Level 46. We were all looking sick. I had puked a few times.

We found a pocket that opened up enough for a camping spot and collapsed on it, all groggy. We had reached the limit for the day.

“Fucking snakes ruined the joy of flying,” I muttered.


Chapter Twenty-One: Twist's Comfort

Maria du Marne

Maria sank down in the basement of the halfling home. The ceiling was low, the walls earthen, but somehow that was comfy. There were faded carpets spread across the floor that kept back the chill of the ground.

The human Fencer stared ahead, shaken by what had just happened. She stretched out her legs and stared at her hands. People had died because of her. Innocent people because she just blundered in there without understanding the situation.

A numbness fell on her, the weight of those poor halflings blown up tore at her. The fact that they didn't all die when the cultists had detonated the bomb was scant comfort to her. She felt lost, dizzy by what had just happened. Dazed by events that felt so beyond her control. How could she deal with any of this?

She was just Maria. Not Marcus. He would have been stalwart. Found a way to save those lives. He never failed.

Twist sank beside Maria. The dragonborn Spy slid her red-scaled arm around Maria, pulling her closer. Maria resisted. She didn't want to be comforted. To be hugged. She wanted to be castigated. She glared at Twist.

“No, no, you're not going to run away,” Twist said. “I tried that. It doesn't work.”

“Run away?” Maria's mouth tasted of ash. “I want to curl up and weep. Why aren't I crying? I should be. They're dead. Marcus would—”

“Have done the same thing you did,” said Twist. “He would have just charged out after them to save them. Do you think he would have spotted the trap that you and I had missed? He never spots traps. That's not his skill set.”

“He would have found a way to save them,” Maria whispered bitterly. “He would have made better choices. The right choices.”

“You think Marcus doesn't make bad choices? That he doesn't regret the things he's done? He's made mistakes. Of course, he has. That's how life goes.”

“What mistakes?”

“Dezösh.”

Maria frowned.

“We failed to save Dezösh. Marcus was too cautious. He didn't want us getting hurt, so he made sure we were ready. We missed saving Dezösh by minutes, Maria. Minutes. You think that doesn't weigh on him? Dëshoma's father, a mighty angel who would be a valiant ally, is dead now because Marcus made a mistake.”

“He couldn't have known the delay would cause Dezösh to die,” said Maria.

“He knew it was a chance,” Twist said. She stroked Maria's bare arm. “Of course he knew, but he didn't want to risk us unnecessarily. And if he had spotted the trap that sent us to the prison.”

“We didn't spot it,” protested Maria. “Marcus can't blame himself for that.”

“Really?” Twist asked. “Because he missed seeing a trap that he triggered? That's not his fault?”

“Oh,” Maria said. She shuddered. “I just... I just wanted to save them. I wanted to protect them all.”

“I know,” Twist said. “I know.” She pulled her closer. “I know you did. I would have loved for you to have had that moment, too. To have been triumphant and save them. But it was those cultists who did it.”

“Still.” Maria closed her eyes. “If I had just done something different.”

“That's life. Asking yourself, 'What if I did this?' or, 'What if I did that?' There'sss never any way of knowing if things would have been different. They could have turned out even worse. We're still alive. Tomorrow, we're going to march into that pit and clear it out.”

“Will we?” Maria asked.

“Don't.” Twist stared into her eyes. “Do not doubt yourself. Marcussss believessss in you. He'ssss a pretty good judge of character. He knew me better than I knew myself, didn't he? Just like he knowsss you can handle this.”

Maria blinked, her eyes beading over with tears. She swallowed, the emotion choking her throat. Then she nodded, her chest rising and falling with the swelling emotion. Marcus had chosen her. This was a burden, but he thought she was strong enough.

“We're all here for you,” said Twist.

“All of us,” Thūwhi said, the cambion settling on the other side, her armor stripped off. Her ruddy breasts jiggled. They were large and soft. She pressed against Maria's side, those wonderful boobs engulfing her arm. Thūwhi's soft lips kissed at Maria's bare shoulder.

Twist's hand cupped Maria's exposed breast, squeezing the plump mound. “Have faith. Dëshoma would bleat to you about it in her long-winded way. Too many words, but they would be true words, wouldn't they?”

“They would,” Maria said.

“So just imagine she'sss speaking them,” Twist said. “Me... I'm more a fucking doer than a thinker.”

Twist kissed Maria on the lips. The human Fencer shuddered at the feel of those lips, soft around the mouth and then fading to hard scales. She groaned, Twist's pierced tongue penetrating her mouth and swirling around in her. A shiver ran through Maria. She groaned, loving this delight.

Her tongue danced with Twist's, the stud rubbing against the roof of Maria's mouth. Thūwhi kissed the human's neck then licked up to her ear. A shiver ran through the human. Then she groaned as a naked Shorhe and Deillae knelt to attack the lacings of her boots.

Her pussy clenched down on the dildo attached to her panties. She quivered, the heat rushing through her. Maria's and Twist's tongues danced about in each other's mouth. The heat rushed through their bodies. Pleasure trembled. She shivered through this amazing bliss.

Her boots came off as Thūwhi whispered, “We're here, too, Maria. You don't have to carry this burden alone.”

Maria broke the kiss, tears spilling down her cheeks. “Thank you,” she groaned, turning her head to stare into Thūwhi's gray eyes. “Thank you so much.”

The human Fencer kissed the demonborn Deacon.

“We got you,” Deillae said with such perky delight. With her wimple removed, her bright-blue hair flowed around her face. She bent down and suckled a toe into her mouth. Maria gasped at how great that felt.

It was amazing to have their support.

Then Shorhe sucked on her other toe, the orc Soldier nursing harder than the changeling Nun did. Maria groaned, her cunt clenching about that naughty dildo in her panties. Her tongue danced with Thūwhi's. Her lips so sweet.

Twist ducked her head down and suckled on Maria's nipple. She gasped at the feel of the hard tongue stud rubbing across her areola and into her nub. It contrasted with the softness of Twist's lips. She groaned into the kiss with Thūwhi.

The cambion broke the kiss. “Mmm, that looks like so much fun.”

She ducked her head down and sucked Maria's other nipple into her mouth. The Fencer gasped in delight, both her nipples in their mouths. Her hands thrust out, sliding down Thūwhi's silky stomach and the bands of Twist's pink belly scales. The Spy had gotten completely naked while Maria had been lost in her tormented thoughts.

Nothing stopped her fingers from cupping both women's hairless pussies. She rubbed at their hot flesh, the plump cambion vulva and the scaly dragonborn vulva. Both had slits with soft petals that dripped juices over her digits.

She thrust two of her fingers into both, fencing with their cunts. They moaned around her nipples. She groaned, savoring that wonderful delight. It was incredible to feel. She quivered from the pleasure they all gave her.

“This is so wonderful,” Maria moaned, the orc and changeling dragging their tongues around her toes, licking them. They were dirty and the pair didn't care. “You are all so wonderful.”

“Marcus knew what he was doing grouping us together,” Shorhe said, her fierce and gorgeous face staring up at Maria.

“Yes, he did,” she moaned. “I just... I didn't have faith in myself.”

“We all doubt ourselves,” Deillae said. “Unless there's something wrong with us. That's natural. Nothing wrong with it, even when you're as fantastic as me.”

“And you are very fantastic,” Maria groaned, her pussy so hot around the dildo buried in her cunt.

“Want to see,” Deillae asked, “how fantastic Shorhe and I can be together?”

Maria nodded eagerly.

A smile spread over Maria's lips as the pair gazed at each other. They were all lovers, united by the magic of Marcus's harem, but like Twist and Dëshoma had their special bond, so did Shorhe and Deillae. The love they shared a little bit different than what they had with Maria or Twist or even Marcus. And that was okay. No love should be the same.

The orc's and feyborn's hands slid up Maria's thighs up to her leather panties. She almost didn't want them to pull off her panties—the dildo felt wonderful in her cunt—but she also craved their lips licking and lapping at her pussy.

Maria lifted her ass off the earthen floor as they tugged off her panties. Her nipples throbbed in Thūwhi's and Twist's mouths. The pair suckled with such passion, shooting delight down to her cunt gripping the dildo sliding out of her depths. The friction was wonderful.

Then the toy popped out and her panties whisked down her legs.

“Yes!” Maria moaned as the orc Soldier and changeling Nun ducked their heads down. Pale-olive cheek pressed into green moments before the two nuzzled their faces into Maria's fiery bush.

Her curls spilled over their lips, and then they were kissing her pussy. Her fingers thrust faster into Thūwhi's and Twist's pussies. The demonborn and dragonborn moaned and suckled. Maria's nipples throbbed, shooting bliss down to her cunt. She trembled as two sets of tongues licked at her pussy.

“Yes!” she moaned as they stroked her. It felt incredible to her. Just an amazing delight. “Oh, you four, I love you all.”

“We love you,” Deillae moaned and thrust her tongue into the human's cunt.

“Yes, we do,” Shorhe said and then suckled on the human's clit.

Maria gasped, her pussy clenching down on Deillae's tongue. The Fencer's clit throbbed in Shorhe's mouth. The Soldier suckled with hunger, nursing on that bud like Twist and Thūwhi suckled on Maria's nipples.

The pleasure swelled through her pussy. It built and built as she squirmed there. She loved every moment of it, her moans echoing through the halfling basement. Her green eyes squeezed shut as she shuddered.

“Oh, that's so good,” she moaned. “I love it. You're going to make me cum!”

“Good!” purred Twist, her lips popping off Maria's nipple. “Then I'm going for that asshole of yours.”

Maria grinned and then gasped as Twist re-engulfed her nipple.

The sucking and nursing and tongue-probing swelled Maria closer and closer to her orgasm. She groaned, loving every moment of it. Deillae's tongue danced around in the human's cunt while Maria's clit throbbed in the orc's powerful mouth. Sparks burst from both of Maria's nipples, showering her twat in sizzling delight.

Her eyes squeezed shut as her orgasm built and built. She rose towards that burst of delight. Every bit of her felt amazing. She plunged her fingers faster and faster in and out of Thūwhi's and Twist's cunts, stirring them up as they all made her feel amazing.

Her thumbs found the dragonborn's and demonborn's clits. She massaged them. They both suckled hard on the human's nipples. Maria whimpered. She shuddered. Shorhe nipped her clit with her teeth. A quick bite that burst delight through the human.

She exploded.

“YEEEESSSSS!”

Maria's pussy convulsed around Deillae's tongue and then gushed a flood of cream that bathed both women's faces. It was incredible to experience. Her head tossed back and forth as the rapture surged through her body.

“Oh, that's so amazing,” she whimpered, fingering Twist's and Thūwhi's cunts. “Yes, yes!”

Shorhe and Deillae licked and lapped at the human Fencer's pussy, gathering up the spicy-sweet cream gushing out of her cunt. Maria bucked, the pleasure sweeping over her mind. Her moans echoed through the basement.

Then Twist ripped her mouth off Maria's nipple and hissed, “Fuck, yessss!”

The dragonborn's pussy writhed around Maria's digits, pussy cream gushing out around them to soak her hand. Joy swept through the cumming human at making one of her loves burst in delight. Then Thūwhi moaned.

Her pussy spasmed.

“Oh, yes, yes,” Maria gasped, hitting the peak of her orgasm, Thūwhi suckling so hard as the Deacon trembled through her orgasm.

Maria hit the peak of hers. She hovered there, floating on rapture and joy. She smiled as she shared in the love of the four women. They were all Marcus's. Even away from him, they were united by passion.

She would lead them true. She would see them safe.

“Time to eat that asssssss,” Twist said.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The dragonborn smacked her lips, ready to eat out that saucy human's asshole.

Maria fell onto her hands and knees, thrusting her cute rump at Twist as she bent over and planted her face into Thūwhi's pussy. The cambion moaned, her large breasts jiggling as the human feasted. Maria wiggled her rump and moaned her delight.

“Mmm, that's good,” Maria purred.

I'm glad she's no longer being pulled down by that fucking guilt, thought Twist, her red-scaled hands grabbing the human's soft ass. She squeezed those silky cheeks and then parted them. She doesn't need that fuck. It's useless.

“Mmm, look what I brought,” Deillae purred. She pulled a golden strap-on out of her pouch. “An Okzira original. “Ak.”

The command word caused the toy to hum to life, buzzing with such energetic delight. Twist shuddered as she lowered her face to Maria's butt-crack. The dragonborn's face slipped into the valley, nestling between the soft hillocks her hands kneaded. The sour scent of asshole filled her nose. A fantastic and wonderful delight.

She rimmed Maria's asshole, pressing her tongue stud against the velvety hole. Maria moaned, her butt-cheeks clenching about Twist's scaled face. The human moaned into Thūwhi's pussy as Twist danced her tongue around that sour hole. The flavor suffused the dragonborn's mouth.

“Deliciousssss,” she groaned in delight.

“I bet it is,” Deillae moaned. “I think I'll have a taste.”

The feyborn's gentle fingers parted Twist's butt-cheeks. A rush of delight washed through the dragonborn. She shuddered as a face nuzzled into her butt-crack and kissed her right on her asshole. A hot shiver ran through Twist. She shuddered as a hot tongue danced around her sphincter. She swirled her tongue faster around Maria's anal ring.

SMACK!

The stinging sound brought with it Deillae's moan. Shorhe purred her delight. Twist had a hunch that Shorhe had the dildo strapped on and was in a position to fuck Deillae with the buzzing toy. A moment later, Deillae gasped in delight.

“Fuck my ass, Shorhe, love!” Deillae moaned and then danced her tongue around the dragonborn's asshole.

She savored that wicked touch swirling about her. It was incredible to enjoy. She loved every moment of it. Savored every second of that wondrous passion dancing around her. It was such an awesome delight. She clenched her butt-cheeks around Deillae's face while Maria's silky hillocks gripped the dragonborn's scaly cheeks.

Twist loved feasting on the human's sour asshole while having her butthole devoured by the feyborn and her wicked tongue. The slap of flesh on flesh echoed, Shorhe fucking Deillae hard. The Nun moaned into the Spy's asshole.

Incredible, thought Twist, thrusting her pierced tongue against Maria's asshole. That tight anal ring spread and spread. Then Twist's tongue popped in. She buried to the hilt in the girl's asshole and swirled it around. The tongue stud rubbed into Maria's hot flesh.

“Oh, yes,” Maria moaned into Thūwhi's pussy. “Twist! Twist!”

“She got that naughty tongue in your asshole?” the cambion asked.

“Yes!” Maria gasped, her bowels clenching on Twist's probing tongue.

“Good idea,” groaned Deillae.

A moment later, the feyborn Nun's tongue pressed against Twist's asshole. Her anal ring parted and that wicked tongue slipped in. Twist groaned, savoring that wicked delight dancing around in her asshole. The pleasure melted down to her pussy. Her juices dripped down her scaled legs.

Deillae rocked forward every time Shorhe thrust into her. Twist felt the force as the wicked feyborn's tongue darted around in her asshole. The Spy loved the feel of that wicked tongue dancing, playing, inside of her. It felt incredible.

The heat melted to her cunt. Her pussy grew hotter and hotter with every second.

Twist fluttered her tongue around in Maria's asshole, stimulating the human. The earthy flavor was so intense. Twist savored it, her bowels clenching around Deillae's tongue. The feyborn moaned, getting fucked hard by Shorhe. The sound of their flesh smacking together echoed through the room.

“Oh, yes, yes, Maria,” moaned Thūwhi. “Aphounga's shattered sword, that's good. That's so good.”

“Mmm, drown me,” Maria purred, her bowels squeezing down on Twist's tongue.

Thūwhi gasped. “That thumb! Oh, Maria, work that thumb in and out of my asshole.”

“Gladly!”

That gives me an idea, Twist thought, her pussy growing hotter and hotter from Deillae's naughty probing.

Twist slid her thumb down Maria's butt-cheek to attack her cunt. The dragonborn slid into the human's silky bush and found her pussy lips. Fucking her tongue in and out of Maria's asshole, Twist thrust her thumb into the Fencer's twat.

Maria moaned, her cunt squeezing down on Twist's scaly thumb. The naughty dragonborn Spy swirled her fat digits around in Maria's cunt. Twist's tongue swirled around in that sour asshole, pleasing her.

“Oh, Twist, yes!” Maria moaned. “Ooh, you're going to make me cum.”

“I want to make you cum!” groaned Deillae.

She thrust four of her digits into Twist's cunt. The dragonborn Spy groaned, feeling those four fingers stretching out her cunt. Deillae's tongue dove back into the dragonborn's asshole, swirling about and teasing her.

Twist's orgasm built and built. She shuddered, her pussy drinking in the delight of those digits while her bowels clenched about that wonderful tongue. She savored that amazing delight as she devoured Maria's asshole, her pierced tongue wiggling about in the human's anal depths.

Yes, yes, make me cum, Deillae, thought Twist, her tongue too busy dancing about in Maria to speak. Make me fucking cum.

“Oh, Deillae,” Shorhe groaned. “I love fucking your cunt with this dildo. Its base is buzzing away against my clit.”

“Good,” Deillae purred. “Ooh, fuck me so hard. Ram that dick into me. Churn me up and make me cum. I want it. I want to cum so badly.”

Deillae's fingers plunged deep into Twist's cunt. Then they balled up into a fist. The dragonborn groaned at how great that felt to have her pussy stretched out by the feyborn's hand. Twist moaned into Maria's asshole in delight.

Deillae fisted the dragonborn's cunt.

She jammed her balled-up hand in and out of the dragonborn's snatch. Twist shuddered, savoring that wonderful pleasure building and building in her pussy. Deillae rimmed Twist, adding that delight to being fisted.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes!” Thūwhi groaned. “Oh, that's it, Maria! Yes!”

Thūwhi's orgasm echoed through the room. Maria moaned, her butt-cheeks clenching down on Twist's face. The human's cunt and bowels squeezed about the dragonborn's thumb and tongue. Twist thrust harder as her pussy drank in the delight of being fisted by the feyborn.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” Shorhe moaned. “My sweet Deillae. I'm going to cum.”

“Me, too!” gasped Deillae, her fist jamming deep into Twist's cunt. “Aphounga's shattered sword!”

The sound of her orgasm combined with her fist pumping in and out of her pussy sent Twist bursting into rapture. Her cunt convulsed around the thick hand, pussy cream gushing out around the fist. She whimpered and moaned, savoring that delight.

“Yesssss!” she hissed into Maria's asshole. She slid her lips down to the human's pussy. “Fuck, yessss!”

She sucked on Maria's clit.

“Oh, Twist!” squealed the human.

Her sweet-spicy pussy cream gushed out of her cunt. Twist drank that delight as the pleasure rushed through her body. Rapture spread over her mind. She groaned, savoring the bliss, stars bursting across her vision.

“Oh, damn!” Shorhe moaned, her voice thick and bursting with delight. “Love it!”

Twist shuddered, Maria's cunt cream bathing her scaled face. Twist reveled in them, rubbing her lips into that hot cunt. Pleasure burned through her body, her cunt convulsing around Deillae's fist. That wonderful rapture consumed her. Maria, Thūwhi, Deillae, and Shorhe moaning with her.

“Oh, thank you, thank you,” Maria gasped. “You four are amazing.”

“So are you,” Twist hissed, her orgasm hitting that peak. She shuddered, floating on bliss while knowing tomorrow they would crush that pit.

They would free these halflings from bondage and make all those cultists of Rahwikal suffer.


Chapter Twenty-Two: Sweet Moments of Life

Kulrigiizhai

The elf still felt shaken up by what had happened. Fragile. Though she had rallied, though she knew Marcus would defend her, she had realized just how weak she was. She had used the hatred of her master as a shield to protect her heart.

And it was not strong enough.

She had spent too many years being brutalized by him before she escaped to find the Black Heart Diamond. Now that she had it, she had to capture him because she was terrified of him. His freedom threatened everything that she had in her life.

Only now did she understand it.

“Kulri,” Marcus said, his voice soft as he stripped out of his armor for the camp. Dëshoma tended the fire, heating the meals that Shelly had prepared for them. “You are stronger than you think.”

Can he read minds? the elf thought. She looked at him.

“And you are stronger with us than apart,” he said. He reached up and plucked off a hair from her head, the pale-gold strand reflecting in the light of Dëshoma's halo. Marcus pulled it taut and then snapped it in half. “Look at how easy that was. A single hair. I tore it without a problem.”

She frowned.

Then he grabbed her long hair in both hands, holding a hand's width of her tresses before her. He squeezed hard and then yanked taut, pulling all the hairs tight. She felt a slight tug on her scalp but no discomfort.

“Look at that,” Marcus said. “Didn't break a single one of them. Together, they are stronger than apart.”

“I see what you mean, Marcus Aurelius,” the elf said, her ears twitching.

His blue eyes stared into hers. “I know you're afraid of him. You have every right to be. But you're standing with me, with Dëshoma and Éjyona. Maria, Twist, Thūwhi, Shorhe, and Deillae are with you. We're aided by Shelly and Haîcze. Okzira, Aebussi, GeeGee, Nîya, and Ashi. They all are with us. Together, we're powerful.”

Kulrigiizhai nodded. “I understand what you mean.”

“Strip,” he commanded.

She gasped and hastened to obey. In the past few days, she had felt it a burden to submit to him. Her fear had driven her away, reminding her of her weakness. She had wanted to distance herself from the others, her terror making her yearn for his destruction. Now... Her pussy clenched with true eagerness to obey her new master.

She craved that submission. She yearned for it.

She undid the buttons of her robe, letting it spill down her body. Her large breasts jiggled, her platinum nipple clamps pulling on her nubs in such exciting and painful ways. She loved it. Her pussy clenched, juices flowing.

She peeled off her crotchless panties next, sliding the dainty cloth past her stockings. The belly chain she wore rustled while her tits swung before her like heavy pendulums. The clamps swayed even more, tugging on her nipples.

She moaned.

Marcus unstrapped the armor protecting his thighs and shins as she knelt before him, her hands at the small of her back. She stared up at him, the muscles working across his strong and hairy chest. His black hair spilling about his rugged and handsome face.

He would protect her. She believed it. He had grown so strong. Her master could never stand up against Marcus Aurelius. Her pussy clenched as he stood before her, so strong and virile in his leather pants and boots.

“Shall this elf remove your boots, Marcus Aurelius?” she asked. She never called him Master. He was her Master, the owner of her heart, but that was what she called him and would never use that word for this wonderful man before her.

“Yes,” he said, smiling.

“Is it weird that I want to smack her tits around as they dangle from her chest?” asked Éjyona. She was naked and sitting on her bedroll, legs spread wide, feet pointing towards the fire.

“I know,” Iris said. The pixie came to a hover near the elf's tits. “They're so ponderous.” She hugged Kulrigiizhai's tit, burying her little face into the heavy mound, wings buzzing as if she was trying to push them forward.

But Kulrigiizhai's tits were too big for the small pixie to do much. Their swaying was more from the elf's movement than anything Iris did. Still, Kulrigiizhai liked the sensation of the pixie rubbing her body on her heavy boob.

One by one, she unlaced Marcus's boots and pulled them and his wool socks off. Then she rose and asked, “May this elf remove your pants, Marcus Aurelius?”

“You may,” he said, smiling. He only acted this way with her because he knew that she appreciated it.

She leaned in, hands behind her back, and grabbed the lacing with her teeth. She tugged at it, her boobs really swaying now. Iris gasped in delight, hugging tighter to the elf's right breast. Kulrigiizhai jerked her head and the lacing came undone.

“With your mouth, huh?” Marcus asked.

“You did not tell this elf how she may do it,” Kulrigiizhai purred. “Was it not to this elf's discretion, Marcus Aurelius?”

“Do it however you want,” he growled.

She opened his fly with her teeth then tugged the pants off, her boobs swaying and smacking together. The pixie chortled in delight. A bead of liquid ran down Kulrigiizhai's tit from the pixie's small pussy, a ticklish delight.

With care, Kulrigiizhai worked the pants down his legs. She had to move her head from the right leg to the left, tugging a few inches here and there until they fell to his feet. He stepped out of them and smiled, his cock thrusting out hard before him.

“Do you wish this elf to worship your cock with her unworthy mouth?” Kulrigiizhai asked.

“It's not dirty,” he said, winking at her. “I don't need you to clean it yet, do I?”

“Of course, Marcus Aurelius.”

“Is your pussy wet?”

“This elf is a whore for you, Marcus Aurelius, so of course her pussy is dripping with excitement.”

“Such excitement,” Iris moaned, humping away.

“Good,” Marcus said. “You're not allowed to touch your pussy until I permit you. I would tie you up, but given where we are...” He looked around. “Well, let's not be that reckless.”

“Pity,” she said and meant it. Being bound would be wonderful.

“Let's eat and then...” Marcus glanced over at Dëshoma. She wore her wimple and veil but was otherwise naked. “Then we'll relax and forget about the stresses of today. Let's leave that shit for tomorrow.”

“Wise, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said, “for the travails that we shall face tomorrow will undoubtedly poise dangers to us that we can scarce imagine.”

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

“Shelly, I doubt you'll hear this, but that was amazing,” Marcus said as he sucked the juices from his fingers. The reheated chicken had been amazing; the red spice berry marinade sauce that had soaked the meat had made Dëshoma shudder.

“So good,” Éjyona said. “Now I just need some cock.”

“I doth agree with thee, Lady Éjyona,” Dëshoma said, glancing at Marcus as he sat by her, “for verily doth mine pussy crave the feeling of Lord Marcus's cock plunging into my nethers and making me gasp in orgasmic delight.”

“Kulri,” Marcus said, “lick Lady Dëshoma's pussy. She needs to be well-lubed for my cock to fuck her.”

“Yes, Lord Marcus,” Kulrigiizhai said.

Dëshoma stretched out on her back, humming in delight. She could hardly remember how embarrassing sex had made her when she first had encountered Marcus. Now she found it as natural as breathing to make love to him and the women of the harem.

She had always thought her destiny was to love one man like her mother loved her departed father, but the Goddess Ëshuxeri had other plans for the angelborn Soothsayer. She wanted Dëshoma to love one man and many women. To be as affectionate as she could.

The elven Evoker crawled between Dëshoma's thighs, big tits swaying. The nipple clamps gleamed in the firelight. Dëshoma admired that Kulrigiizhai could withstand so much for her pleasure and Marcus's. The Soothsayer had no illusions that she could endure that sort of pain on her sensitive nubs.

The elf's long ears brushed the angelborn's thighs. A shiver ran through Dëshoma. She whimpered as those lips came closer and closer to her blue bush adorning her pussy. Then those gentle lips nuzzled in and found her pussy.

“Oh, noble Ëshuxeri, yes!” Dëshoma moaned. “I am so thankful from the bottom of my heart to have the love of Lord Marcus and the gorgeous women who doth make up his harem.”

As she spoke those words, Kulrigiizhai licked the Soothsayer's virgin slit, sending pleasure rushing through Dëshoma's body. The tongue stroked over her hymen and grazed her clit. She gasped and bucked, her round tits, topped by golden nipples, jiggled. Her halo pulsed with her pleasure.

“So,” Marcus said, tracing one of Dëshoma's golden nipples with his finger, “what should we do with her tits, Éjyona?”

“Suck on those nipples!” the halfling Sharpshooter squealed.

Dëshoma beamed. “Lady Éjyona, thou art such a kind and loving soul who doth stir such deep and abiding affection in me for thee.”

“I thought that was Kulri's tongue doing that,” Éjyona said.

“Lady Kulrigiizhai's tongue doth stir a different affection in mine wanton and virginal nethers,” Dëshoma moaned, savoring that tongue licking and lapping at her slit and brushing over her maidenhead regrown by her veil.

Marcus and Éjyona both ducked their heads down and engulf the angelborn's golden nipples. She gasped, her halo flaring with bright, white light at their passion. The human Knight suckled hard, the whiskers of his chin and cheek rubbing across her flesh. The halfling Sharpshooter nursed with gentler passion, her lips soft and plump as they lightly nibbled on Dëshoma's nub.

The twin delights surged down to her pussy and burst to life in her wet depths. At the same time, the elven Evoker lapped at the angelborn Soothsayer's pussy, feasting on that hot flesh. Dëshoma gasped, her face scrunching up with the delight of the moment. She tossed her head from side to side, loving every moment of her lovers pleasuring her body.

“Lady Ëshuxeri, mine thanks for delivering this to me!” Dëshoma gasped.

Marcus sucked harder, drawing all of her golden areola into his mouth. She groaned, her face squeezing tight. Kulrigiizhai licked with passion. Her tongue pressed against Dëshoma's hymen, stretching out that naughty membrane while the elf's lips massaged the angelborn's labia and clit.

Sparks flared. They showered through her cunt while lightning zapped down from her nipples. Éjyona kept nibbling with her soft lips, teasing Dëshoma's hard nub. She would have such a huge orgasm. Just a mighty blast of pleasure that would burst out of her.

It would be an outstanding delight. She groaned, shuddering on the floor. She humped into the delight, loving every moment of this passion. Her face scrunched up as they suckled and licked at her body. The three of them worshiped her.

“Thy lips and tongues do carry me towards yon burst of succulent euphoria which shalt drown me in a sea of rapturous passion,” moaned Dëshoma.

Marcus popped his mouth off and squeezed her tit with his strong, calloused hand. “Good. I want you to cum hard. Then I'm going to fuck you.”

“Then thou shalt deliver unto me a rapture more intense than the bliss that doth build inside of my nethers from thy sucking and Lady Kulrigiizhai's licking.”

Marcus winked a blue eye at her and then sucked her nipple back into his mouth.

Dëshoma gasped, her body shuddering. She squirmed on the bedding, the three of them delivering such bliss to her body. Kulrigiizhai's tongue slid up to Dëshoma's clitoris and licked it. The elf danced around it. Pleasure burst from it.

Dëshoma climaxed.

“Oh, that is it!” she squealed, her body bucking, two magnificent mouths sucking on her nipples while the elven Evoker lapped up the pussy cream that gushed out of Dëshoma's virgin pussy. She savored that delight as she bucked and shuddered through her bliss. She whimpered and groaned. The pleasure shot through her body.

The waves inundated her mind as she craved Marcus to mount her. She yearned for her rugged and handsome Knight to plunge his cock to the hilt in her pussy. Her flesh quivered for that as she trembled through her bliss.

“Lord Marcus,” she cried out. “Oh, Lord Marcus, I need thee. Please, please take me hard. Plunge thy cock into me and stir me to those frothy delights.”

“Kulri,” Marcus growled as he pulled his lips from Dëshoma's nipple.

“Her pussy is ready for you, Marcus Aurelius,” the elf said as she moved out of the way, pussy cream dripping down her face.

Marcus and his pierced cock moved between the angelborn's thighs. She shuddered at the sight of her Knight's mighty dick thrusting at her blue-furred muff. Dëshoma quivered there, her body ripe and ready to be fucked.

She was so eager to have his dick ram to the hilt in her. She yearned for it. Every bit of her craved that moment. He leaned over her, his weight resting on his left elbow as he guided his shaft to her nethers with his right hand. He slid onto her, his cock nuzzling into her pussy lips. He found her hymen. She smiled and then gasped as he pushed against her maidenhead.

Her virginity tore in a flare of innocent pain followed by wanton bliss as he penetrated her pussy.

“Damn,” he groaned, staring down at her as he slid his pierced dick into her depths.

She shuddered as the cock ring massaged her pussy lips, increasing the pleasure of his shaft penetrating her. The hard circle and his thick shaft stretched her open. He filled her up with more and more of his cock.

“Oh, Lord Marcus!” she moaned as he sank deeper and deeper into her cunt. He pressed into her cervix. “Thy mighty cock hath filled mine pussy to the very brim and delivered unto me the ultimate satisfaction of a woman.”

“Isn't that when I cum in you?” Marcus asked, lowering his weight fully onto her. His hairy chest pressed into her delicate breasts, her nipples wet and throbbing.

“That is when the ultimate role of a woman is found as thy life spills into her womb and sparks the potential for creation as the Gods of Light and Order hath ordained. It is why they have created pleasure.”

Marcus grinned at her. “And love?”

“And love,” she said, her arms sliding around his neck. “I do love thee, Lord Marcus.”

She pulled him down and kissed him. His rough lips on hers, his hairy chest rubbing into her breasts, and his cock filling her pussy. She felt utterly complete. Fulfilled. She reveled in this delight, her thighs wrapped tight around him.

Then he pulled back.

Her cunt squeezed about his cock, his ring massaging her pussy. She savored that delight, her tongue dancing with his as he thrust into her cunt's depths. He plunged into her, filling her up. She groaned, loving the feeling of his cock stretching her out.

Their tongues danced as he pumped in and out of her. She groaned, the cock ring shifting around in her pussy, massaging her hot flesh. She quivered beneath him, whimpering into his kiss as her orgasm built and built.

This is the most perfect moment, thought Dëshoma. When Lord Marcus is in me, everything feels so complete.

He pumped away at her with harder and harder strokes. He buried into her with power. She groaned, savoring his strokes as they plunged hard and fast into her. She groaned into the kiss, loving the way his tongue danced with hers while her pussy clung to his pierced cock.

He broke the kiss, “Fuck, my lady. Goddamn, but you are incredible.”

“And so art thee, Lord Marcus, for surely thine cock doth deliver ecstasy to mine quivering flesh with thy every plunge into my juicy nethers.”

“Fucking so juicy,” he groaned. “Lady Dëshoma!”

Joy surged through her as she heard his passion. Recognized the pleasure in his voice. He thrust harder and harder into her pussy. He stretched her out. It was magnificent. She shuddered, building towards her orgasm.

She craved that delight with his every plunge. She hurtled closer and closer to her orgasm as his cock thrust into her body. She clung to him, her nipples rubbing against his muscular chest and his curly hairs. Her pussy clenched down on his cock, drinking in the friction.

She whimpered, holding him tight as she came closer and closer to her moment of cumming. Closer and closer to bursting in rapture. She whimpered, staring into her Knight's blue eyes. They shone with such passion.

“Lord Marcus!” she groaned. “Oh, Lord Marcus!”

“My Lady!” he groaned, driving his cock into her cunt. “Let me feel that pussy going wild on my dick. I want you cumming hard.”

“Oh, yes, yes, yes, Lord Marcus!” Her body shuddered beneath him, her pussy melting around his cock. She hovered on the edge of bliss.

He slammed into her pussy and she gasped. That moment of effervescent bliss burst over her. She groaned, her twat squeezing down hard on him. Then she burst into rapture. She exploded, her pussy going wild on his dick. She bucked and shuddered, cumming hard.

“Lord Marcus!” she howled.

He drilled into her pussy. He buried deep and hard into her cunt, groaning. She reveled in his pierced cock burying into her depths. Dëshoma loved the feel of him plunging into her again and again. It was such a magical moment.

“Lord Marcus, yes!” she gasped, her head tossing from side to side. “Your cock has stirred my passions to their frothy climax, and mine cunt now doth quiver and convulse around thy mighty rod aching for thy fecund seed to fire into my most fertile depths and bathe me in thine masculine passion!”

“Yes, Lady Dëshoma,” Marcus groaned and slammed to the hilt in her cunt.

He erupted.

She gasped, her pussy convulsing and spasming around his cock. She bucked beneath him, loving the way his jizz unloaded in her. His seed splashed against her cervix, soaking her womb. She trembled beneath him, aching for that miracle of life to quicken in her. It would be such a delight.

“Oh, yes, yes, Lord Marcus!” she moaned, her face scrunching up. “Thy seed doth baste mine womb!”

“Hot!” Éjyona moaned. “Right, Kulri?”

“Yes,” the elven Evoker moaned.

Dëshoma shuddered, the pleasure sweeping through her body. The bliss splashed over her mind. She quivered through the ecstasy, loving every moment of it. She shuddered, tossing her head as she trembled through all that wonderful rapture.

She hit the wonderful peak of her bliss and shuddered there as her pussy milked out the last of Marcus's cum. The angelborn's halo pulsed a few more times, then it glowed with the satisfaction and euphoria that shuddered through her.

“Oh, thank you, my Lord Marcus,” she whimpered, “for thine most stirring and passionate lovemaking which hath delivered onto me not only the delight of thy seed soaking into my fertile womb, but the joy of my orgasm shuddering through me and bathing me in the ecstasy of thy passion.”

“You are most welcome, my Lady Dëshoma,” Marcus groaned and then kissed her.

She savored it, holding him tight, enjoying it while it lasted for she knew that she could not monopolize Lord Marcus. As much as she might crave to, he had other women to love. Éjyona and Kulrigiizhai needed him to shower them in ecstasy, too.

But for this moment, she had Marcus all to herself. Even in the depths of the earth with so much at stake, the grief of her father's death still a shadow on her heart, she treasured this moment. For these sweet delights were why they fought.

If the Hierophant and the Gods of Dark and Chaos had their way, all the moments that make life worth living would be stripped from them.


Chapter Twenty-Three: Strong Together

“Let me see that steampunkish ass,” I growled.

Éjyona wiggled her rump as she bent down between Dëshoma's thighs. The naughty halfling was eager to drink some of my cum flavored by Dëshoma's jasmine passion. The Sharpshooter breathed in that aroma and quivered.

Dëshoma did have an amazingly scented pussy.

Then she pressed her face into Dëshoma's curls to enjoy her twat. She would lick and lap at her cunt, devouring all of my cum that was brimming in the Soothsayer's pussy plus she'd lick up the jasmine cunt cream.

All while I fucked her ass.

Dëshoma had taken off her veil and wimple, her blue hair out. I didn't want her virginity to regrow. So before I pulled out of her pussy, I had her take those off. Otherwise, she would have a hymen in the way, trapping my cum behind her innocent barrier.

“That is perfect,” I groaned, staring at the halfling's bronze rump. She might be as short as a child, but she had a woman's ass. A woman's curves. Éjyona was a delicious beauty.

I pressed my cock, soaked in Dëshoma's pussy cream, into Éjyona's butt-crack. I would pound her hard. I would fuck her and make her cum. It would be amazing. I couldn't wait to hear her gasping and moaning as I fucked her bowels. I would pound her. Slam into her depths.

Cum in her.

I pressed my cock into her crack and slid down. It would be an awesome delight. I shuddered, my cock finding her asshole. Her anal ring quivered. I glanced over at Kulri. She sat there, pussy dripping juices down her thighs, her hands behind her back while her big boobs jiggled.

I winked at her.

“Marcus Aurelius, fuck her ass,” the elf moaned. She wanted me, but she would be patient. She enjoyed being made to wait, her pussy dripping with passion.

“I'm going to fuck the hell out of her asshole,” I groaned.

“Ooh, are some hot demonettes going to pop out?” asked Éjyona.

“Pray, let us hope that something that disturbing doth not happen, Lady Éjyona,” Dëshoma said, “for verily it would be a disaster for the lusty mood which doth prevail in our campsite if we must do battle with the denizens of the darker demesnes.”

“I figured Marcus would just fuck them hard,” Éjyona said and pushed her asshole back against the pierced tip of my cock, her anal ring widening to swallow some of my dick. The velvety massage of her asshole made me groan.

“That does sound perfect,” I said and then thrust into her asshole.

I shuddered as her anal ring slid over the rest of my cock, brushing my piercing. Then my dick was in her. I slid into her depths. I groaned, her asshole taking more and more of my thick shaft. Her bowels massaged me with her velvety delight.

She moaned into Dëshoma's pussy, licking up my cum as I sank deeper and deeper into Éjyona's anal sheath. The halfling moaned, her bowels clenching about my cock. It felt incredible. I loved every second of being in her.

Kulri whimpered; the platinum chain connecting her nipple clamps jingled.

I snagged it and pulled. She gasped, her ears quivering as those teeth bit even harder into her nipples. Her large breasts stretched. The pleasure on her face and the moans of pain and rapture echoed around us.

“Marcus Aurelius,” she whimpered, her ears twitching even more.

I released her chain and winked at her.

She panted, hands still behind her.

I grabbed Éjyona's hips and drew back. Her asshole clung to my cock, my piercing shifting around as her bowels massaged me. I groaned at the pleasure, my nut drinking in the heat melting down me. It was incredible to enjoy.

I thrust back to the hilt in her bowels. I savored that hot flesh engulfing me. It was fantastic to enjoy. Just the best. I pumped away at her asshole. I fucked her hard and fast. I plunged to the hilt in her flesh, savoring how her cunt squeezed about me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” the halfling moaned as she feasted on the angelborn's cunt. “Fuck my ass, Marcus. Fuck it hard!”

I thrust away at her bowels, wanting to do just that. I craved to fuck her hard. I wanted her cumming on my dick. Just gasping and moaning. It would be such a sweet delight to experience. I pumped away at her velvety sheath.

Dëshoma shuddered. Her face twisted while her blue hair spilled loose about her face. She groaned and shuddered as Éjyona devoured that cunt. It was such a delight to witness. I loved the sight as I thrust away at the halfling's asshole.

I pounded her bowels, her velvety flesh massaging my pierced dick. My cock ring twisted around through my spongy crown, adding that extra bit of delight. It was designed by Shuwëmeri, Goddess of Fertility, to give pleasure. One day, I would breed a woman with it.

I just had to wait for the right opportunity.

“Goddamn,” I groaned, thrusting into her pussy and pulling back. “That's fucking it. Yes, yes, Éjyona, I love that asshole about my cock.”

“Oh, Marcus,” she moaned. “Mmm, I licked up all your yummy cum. Now to make Dëshoma cum.”

“I doth greatly desire to have that most effervescent of delights rippling through mine body from thy wonderful and naughty tongue, Lady Éjyona,” the angelborn moaned, her halo pulsing around her.

“Yeah, yeah, make her cum,” Iris cheered. The pixie landed on the chain that connected Kulri's nipple clamps.

To my utter delight, the naughty pixie started kicking her legs and swinging on the chain. Kulri whimpered, clearly enjoying the added pleasure that gave her. I grinned, my hips hammering forward. I buried my cock to the hilt in Éjyona's asshole. Her bowels squeezed about me, bringing me closer and closer to cumming.

“Fuck!” I growled as I pumped away at her. “That's it. That's fucking incredible.”

“It is!” she squealed. “Oh, yes, yes! I'm going to cum on this dick!”

“Good,” I growled, the pressure building and building.

Kulri's whimpers, Dëshoma's moans, and Éjyona's groans all filled the air, mixing with the sound of my crotch smacking the halfling's rump. My balls tightened, the heavy nuts thwacking into her taint. I groaned, so close to cumming.

Dëshoma squirmed, her head tossing back and forth. Her eyes squeezed shut and her golden nipples waved atop her jiggling breasts. Then she cried out in rapture as she came. Her body spasmed through her bliss.

“Oh, yes, yes, Lady Éjyona,” gasped Dëshoma. “Thou hast delivered unto me such wondrous delight and effervescent joy!”

“Yummy!” the halfling squealed as I buried my cock into her bowels. Éjyona's metallic silver hair shifted as she rubbed her face into Dëshoma's pussy. “Ooh, ooh, bathe me and... and... Steampunk!”

Her bowels went wild around my dick. I groaned at the feel of her flesh convulsing around me. She felt incredible. Her bowels rippled and writhed. I savored the heat surging down my dick. I gripped her hips as I drilled into her convulsing bowels.

Iris swung faster, watching with big eyes. Kulri whimpered. I groaned as I slammed my pierced dick to the hilt in Éjyona's bowels. I threw back my head and howled out my rapture. My cock erupted into the halfling's asshole.

“Fuck, yes!”

“Marcus!” she gasped. “Flood my steampunkish ass!”

I pumped her bowels full of my cum. The pleasure shot through my body. I groaned, savoring the bliss. The heat swept through me. It was this incredible bliss. I groaned, savoring the pleasure as I unloaded over and over again into her. I pumped her asshole full of every drop of spunk I had. I groaned, stars bursting across my vision as I did it.

“Shit,” I growled, my heart hammering. “Oh, shit, that's good. Goddamn!”

I fired more and more of my cum into her bowels, her velvety flesh massaging it out of me. I groaned, savoring that wonderful delight. I shuddered through the pleasure. She felt amazing drawing out all my cum.

“Damn,” I panted, holding her hips.

“Yay, Marcus!” Iris cheered, swinging on that chain, Kulri's boobs jiggling.

“Elf,” I growled, drawing my cock out of Éjyona's asshole and turning. I grabbed a fistful of her pale-blonde hair and yanked her head down. “Suck that dick clean!”

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Marcus Aurelius yanked the elf's head down to his cock, pain flaring across her scalp. She opened her mouth moments before he rammed his dirty dick past her lips. He groaned as he did, slamming the sour shaft to the back of her throat.

The elf sealed her lips around the dick, her hot pussy prickling. Iris laughed, still perched on the chain connecting Kulrigiizhai's nipple clamps. The naughty pixie kicked out her legs and swung beneath him.

She groaned around Marcus Aurelius's dirty dick, the pain in her nipples throbbing through her body. Pussy cream ran down her thighs.

Marcus gripped the sides of her head and fucked her mouth hard and fast. He jammed his dirty dick to the back of her throat over and over again. She suckled and slurped on him, her hands held behind her back. She fought the urge to touch her molten pussy.

It burned so much. Her cunt needed to be rubbed. Her fingers had to plunge into her flesh. But she would be good. She would not touch herself. She nursed on his cock instead. She suckled on him with such hunger. Drool ran down her chin.

Pussy cream spilled hot down her thighs. She swirled her tongue around his cock, the heat washing through her flesh. She felt so wicked and wanton like this. Her fingers twitched as he pumped his cock in and out of her mouth.

“Goddamn,” he growled, slamming his dick to the back of her throat and pulling back. “That's it, suck my cock clean with that naughty mouth, elf!”

Her pussy clenched.

“Yes, yes, suck it!” Iris squeaked, the chain she sat on swinging back and forth.

The pain in the elf's nipples shot down to Kulrigiizhai's pussy. She groaned, sucking as hard as she could on the dick in her mouth. She nursed with such hunger. She suckled on him with passion, her tongue dancing around his cock.

He gripped the sides of her head harder and slammed his dirty dick to the back of her throat. Only this time, he kept going. As his tip plunged down her gullet, the elf sputtered and choked. She savored being so roughly used by her Marcus Aurelius.

The sour flavor of Éjyona's ass swelled through the elf's mouth as she polished the lower lengths of his cock. He grunted and drew back. She moaned, her fingers twitching as she held her hands behind her back.

“Goddamn, that's it!” he snarled and buried his pierced cock down her throat again.

His hairy balls smacked into her chin.

She moaned, her boobs swaying from Iris's swinging. Her nipples throbbed as she slammed his cock down her gullet over and over again, the cock ring rubbing against her esophagus. She whimpered, loving every moment of it. His balls smacked into her chin as he used her.

“Just going to dump my cum into your stomach, elf!” he growled.

She whimpered, ears twitching in joy.

He used her, and she loved every second of it. She suckled hard on his cock, nursing. Her cheeks hollowed as he buried into her mouth over and over again. Her eyes squeezed shut. Her hips wiggled, cunt on fire.

She had to touch herself.

Rub her burning cunt.

Frig her dirty twat to an orgasm.

But Marcus Aurelius had not ordered it.

She submitted to him.

Kulrigiizhai endured and reveled in her horny suffering.

She suckled with all her might, the flavor of Éjyona's asshole fading. The elf swirled her tongue around his shaft. She cleaned up every bit of him she could. It was a joy. A pure delight. She groaned as he buried to the hilt in her again and again.

“Fuck, yes!” he growled. His blue eyes stared into her as he buried his cock to the hilt in her mouth.

She stared back up into him boldly.

Something in him relaxed. His expression changed ever so softly as he drew back his hips. He sees that I am fully here. That I am not pretending or consumed by my fear of him. Marcus Aurelius wanted to make sure I was better.

A joyful thrill rippled through her at how much he cared. She suckled hard as he slammed to the hilt down her gullet, his balls smacking into her chin. She groaned as his hot cum pumped straight into her stomach.

She shuddered, his jizz warming her up. She squeezed her eyes shut, loving every second of his seed basting her. She quivered, loving this passion. Her eyes squeezed shut as she gulped down every bit of his cum.

Every last drop of his jizz.

“That's it,” he panted. “That's fucking it. You like that, don't you? You love that you don't even get to taste it. You're just my cum dump, elf.”

Her pussy clenched and her ears wiggled in joy.

“Yeah, you love it” he growled. He threw back his head. “Fuck!”

More and more of his cum pumped straight into her stomach. She never had to climax again. She just had to please this man. He was so happy that she was happy. And she was. Her nipples throbbed from Iris swinging on the chain connected to the biting clamps, her pussy burned from her need to cum, and Marcus's jizz flooded her stomach.

He groaned and then smiled. The last spurt of his jizz filled her belly. The warmth spread to her aching cunt. She clenched, fingers twitching as she fought the urge to get her own satisfaction. She just needed to touch herself. Rub herself.

But he hadn't given her permission.

With a groan, he pulled out of her gullet. She suckled and gurgled. Then his cock popped out of her lips, drool spilling down her chin. She panted and straightened up, her boobs bouncing. Iris giggled as she kept swinging.

“Iris,” Marcus said.

The pixie jumped off the chain and soared into the air. She buzzed around and then landed on his shaft and straddled him. She humped her pussy on it, her pink glitter spilling around his shaft. She moaned her delight.

Marcus hooked the chain and tugged.

The nipple clamps bit hard into Kulrigiizhai's nipples. The pain flared down to her pussy. She shuddered, savoring that wonderful delight. Her face twisted in rapture. She shuddered, her cunt dripping with her excitement.

“Cum,” he ordered her and yanked hard.

She gasped as the pain shot down to her pussy. He pulled harder and harder, stretching out her breasts. She relaxed all her self-control. She sank into the pain as she stared into his blue, commanding eyes.

“Yes, Marcus Aurelius,” she moaned, the pain bursting from her nipples.

He yanked hard on the chain, her boobs distending. Her nipples stretched, teeth biting hard into them. The elf threw back her head, her pale-blonde hair dancing. Her ears twitched as her suppressed ache in her pussy swelled and swelled. Her sensitive nipples throbbed.

He relaxed the pressure on her nipples and then yanked again.

“Marcus Aurelius!” she howled and exploded.

The pleasure burst in her core. As the pain from her nipples slammed through her body, rapture swept out of her cunt, washing over the agony burning in her nipples. Her entire body quivered. She cried out her euphoria.

“By the First Tree and Acorn!” she gasped, her pussy gushing juices that spilled down her thighs. “That's so good. That's amazing. Yes, yes, yes!”

Her head swayed from side to side. She whimpered, hot cream spilling down her thighs. She quivered through the waves of bliss washing out of her pussy. And then Marcus's strong arms were about her. He pressed her face into his chest.

She breathed in his salty musk. His manly aroma. She quivered, moaning in the arms of Marcus Aurelius, the man who owned her. She whimpered her delight. She would face her fear because she was not alone.

She had her Knight and his harem of beauties to stand with her.

“Marcus Aurelius, this elf loves you!” she moaned as her orgasm hit that exciting peak.

“Good,” he said, smiling down at her.

He kissed her. She quivered in delight, savoring the feel of his strong lips on hers. His whiskers rasped on her soft cheeks. She would go where he led. Follow him into even the very lair of her master. She quivered, her body trembling.

She would be strong.


Chapter Twenty-Four: Mechanical Problem

Maria du Marne

The next morning, after they had camped and refreshed all their Hit Points, Technical Points, and Magic Points, Maria led them from the halfling home and right into a patrol of cultists prowling the neighborhood.

The followers of Rahwikal died quickly and the party surged into Level 45.

That meant they could at least don the new gear they had found. For Maria, that meant putting on her new pearl necklace. The choker fitted tight about her throat, the pearls making her feel even more dexterous and ready to fight. Twist had two things to don. She now had a ghostly gold ring that pierced her nose like she were a bull. It gleamed there, making her look so delicious. Then she replaced her red straps with gray ones. Her scales suddenly looked harder, like she had more armor.

Twist hissed her delight as she adjusted the straps to just cover her nipples.

As she walked, she moved faster, the nose ring somehow giving her more speed. Sometimes magic items made little sense, like the dildo panties that Marie currently wore, the shaft stretching out her pussy.

Shorhe took off her armor to pierce her nipples with the gold bars. She shoved them through the fat nubs, pain washing across her face before it faded. Maria couldn't help but brush her left nipple, pierced by a shadowy ring, remembering that pain.

It did fade fast.

Deillae had a similar piercing to don, only it was for her bellybutton, left exposed by the yellow habit she wore. She pressed the charm through her naval and winced. But then the silver fairy dangled down towards the waistband of her skirt. She nodded, a big smile on her face.

Thūwhi replaced her silver bikini bottoms and greaves for gold ones. They modeled to her ass and were cut high in the front to show off the red flesh of her groin, but hiding her pussy. She hefted her new shield, burnished to a bright, orange gleam, resembling bronze. It was impressive, shaped like a kite, and she seemed to be more maneuverable in it.

Easier for her to dodge.

Maria led them onward, slowly growing used to her new choker that fit snug about her neck. The dildo shifted around in her pussy as she walked, stimulating her in such delicious ways. If their mission wasn't so important, she would easily get lost in the delight of that toy.

But she resisted the urge to succumb to the delights that it offered.

Her boobs jiggled in her halter bra as they reached the edge of the hobbit houses and the clear that led to the gate. She swallowed, the memory of her crushing failure pressing on her. But she resisted letting it squash her. She was strong enough. Marcus believed in her.

“Twist, scout it out,” Maria whispered.

Twist nodded and scampered up the hill. She reached the top and peered over. Then she slid back down, shaking her head.

“What?” Maria asked.

“There's a fucking mechanical dragon guarding the entrance.”

Maria felt faint for a moment, but then she shook it off. She wouldn't let her fear overwhelm her. She wouldn't let it control her. She would rise above this. She was strong. She could handle anything. So she asked Twist questions.

Then they came up with a plan.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

“Let my prayer enhance the health of the faithful who hear it,” prayed Deillae. Their plan was set.

As she chanted that, Shorhe pulled out a Splash Potion of Protection that GeeGee had made for the party. She slammed it down, the liquid bursting over all of them. Twist felt even more defended than she already did from her new leather straps.

Deillae's spell fell on them, giving them all the healthy buff. They would receive more healing from her. It was perfect.

Maria looked around. “Okay, Thūwhi, you're going to hold aggro. The rest of us are going to attack. We'll want to weaken its defense.”

“I'll Armor Break it again and again,” said Shorhe, drawing her sword.

“Fuck it up,” Twist said, her heart beating fast. She was eager for this. She drew her dagger and her throwing star. Her dagger had a stony glint to it now. It dealt earth damage, which she thought was so interesting.

“On three,” Maria said, looking around. “One, two, THREE!”

Her Yell echoed around them. Twist Vanished and scrambled over the hill while the rest ran around it. The dragonborn Spy rushed down the other side while the group raced into sight. Thūwhi, Shorhe, and Maria together, Deillae trailing after them.

The dragon suddenly moved. It was a mechanical monstrosity made of plates of iron riveted together. Steam burst out of the dorsal spines. A segmented tail whipped behind it. Wings made of foil stretched between metal frames spread wide. Lightning flickered across the surface. Its mouth opened wide. White mist spilled around its sharp, triangular teeth. Electricity arced around its maw.

Shorhe Yelled and then Swift Charged forward. She hurtled across the field and reached the dragon, slamming her sword into the armored surface with a loud clang. The dragon drew back its front leg and swiped dagger-sharp claws at the orc Soldier.

“Shorhe!” shouted Thūwhi. She blurred across the battlefield thanks to Defend the Weak. She came to a stop in time to catch the claw on her shield, blocking it. Then she roared out her Burning Zeal. The dragon's jaws snapped down at her, catching her shoulders and crunching into her flesh.

Deillae stopped running and began chanting Prayer of Wrath, a party buff, while Maria Mighty Leaped to close the distance. She landed besides Thūwhi and Shorhe. Bits of the dragon's armor spilled off as Twist moved in closer and closer, taking her time, letting her allies weaken the dragon as she came in from the flank.

The dragon's maw opened.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Maria's parrying dagger struck another seam of the armor, popping rivets with her Weaken Defense ability. Prayer of Wrath fell on the party, increasing all their damage. Shorhe's sword carved off hunks of armor. Claws struck Thūwhi's shield, scraping over her protection. She then slammed her morning star hard into the spots weakened by Maria and Shorhe.

“That's it!” Maria shouted.

The dragon's jaws opened. Lightning arced between all of its teeth. The hairs on Maria's arms and the back of her neck stood up. A great, crackling roar boomed through the air. White-hot chains of plasma burst out from the dragon and struck her.

She screamed out in pain as the energy sizzled through her body. She spasmed, stumbling back. She resisted falling stunned, but barely. Her mind ached as the current stopped. A chunk of her HP had evaporated.

So had Thūwhi's and Shorhe's.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” groaned Shorhe.

“Just don't let up!” Maria shouted. “Keep Armor Breaking the beast, Shorhe. Thūwhi, keep the monster's attention. Let's get spread out and not all bunched together.”

“Yeah, I should have realized it has a breath,” she shouted. The jaws snapped down and bit her again. She screamed, her Hit Points low.

Suddenly, her Hit Points ticked up as she used her Faith Regens ability to gain a HoT. She moved to the side as the dragon swiped its claws again. Steam burst from the dorsal vents and spilled down hot, washing over Maria's feet.

She hissed at the pain and stumbled, barely staying upright. She felt slower, but she didn't need to run. The dragon would go down. She thrust her rapier again, burning through her TP to weaken its armor.

The tail swung at her head.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Maria ducked the tail. Twist nodded, a smile curling on her lips. She was close now. Ready to unleash her damage. The tail scythed through the air. Twist tumbled to avoid it as it swung to the other side, striking Shorhe's shield with a metallic ring.

Twist came up and activated her Shadowy Elf Silver Dagger. Her next three attacks would bypass all armor that the enemy had. Her dagger became insubstantial. She smiled and drew back for her attack that would rip through its armor and deal it devastating damage.

She unleashed her Know Weakness and suddenly knew where to strike through its armor to deal the most damage.

She Mugged the mechanical dragon.

The air rippled around Twist as she reappeared, her dagger sinking through the plates to strike at the mechanism beneath. The crunch of stone and the clang of metal rang out. An expensive cog made of gold popped into her hand and vanished into her pouch.

The dragon roared, wings spreading wide as Twist Shadowcloaked and disappeared to Mug the dragon a second time and a third. She would rip its mechanical innards to pieces. Electricity crackled over her head, arching across the foil membranes stretched between its segmented, mechanical wing bones.

As her dagger struck, Twist gazed up at the wings. They stretched thirty feet in both directions.

“Fuck, thisssss isssss going to hurt,” she hissed and Shadowcloaked a second time. She jammed her dagger into the dragon to get off one more Mug.

Steam hissed from the dragon. It roared, a metallic clang that thundered in triumph. The air came alive with static charge around Twist.

Lightning burst from the wings. The electricity arced around her. It danced, striking the ground torn up by the explosion yesterday. The bolts of plasma struck at random. Thūwhi shouted, her Hit Points dropping when she was hit. Deillae screamed, thrown back by the blast that struck her. She landed smoking on the ground.

Twist dove into a roll, lightning cracking into the ground behind her. She rose to her feet, dodging and weaving beneath the bolts of white-blue plasma that rained down from the wings stretched overhead. Shorhe stumbled, taking back to back hits that dropped her HP low. Maria twisted out of the way of one bolt only to take another in the belly. She screamed in pain.

The dragonborn Spy threw herself to the right, a bolt sizzling the ground before her. She hit and tumbled up onto her feet. She reached it, her speed augmented by her nose ring. She had to get clear. Deillae didn't move. Not dead, but stunned.

Lightning cracked behind Twist and a bolt struck her in the back.

The pain burst through her. She flew forward, the current arcing through her body. It danced across her mind. She spasmed on the ground, unable to move, her thoughts reeling from the stunning electricity that had smote her.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

“No!” Maria hissed. Twist was done and so was their healer. The lightning storm ended, smoke rising from the ground. “Thūwhi, can you get her back up?”

“I have to get to her,” Thūwhi said, her shield raised to take the claws battering her. “If I run for it, the dragon will tear me apart.” She touched herself. Healing power surged into Thūwhi, mending some of her wounds, but not enough.

“Shorhe!” Maria shouted. “You're up.”

“Right,” the Soldier grunted. She shifted to Guard Stance, reducing her damage output but increasing her threat generation. Then she Bandaged, deftly tying a linen strip she produced from her pouch to restore some amount of HP. “Good thing I just picked this up at 44. Hey, you bastard, take me!”

Taunting Yell yanked threat off of Thūwhi. The cambion Deacon pivoted smoothly and rushed to where Deillae lay stunned. Claw attacks slammed down on Shorhe. She kept her shield raised, blocking the attacks. Then a bite snapped down and crushed through her leg.

Shorhe cursed. The crit tore through her Hit Points. Already damaged from the lightning blast, the critical hit was just enough to drop her below 0. She collapsed; was at death's door. Maria gasped in alarm. The dragon turned its head to who had generated the next most amount of threat.

Thūwhi.

“Watch out!” Maria shouted, hard rapier plunging into the dragon to Weaken Defense. “Thūwhi!”

The cambion reached Deillae and bent down to touch her as a bolt of sizzling lightning burst from the mouth of the dragon. It shot straight at the cambion and struck her in the back. Lighting burst out in all directions. The force threw Thūwhi onto her belly. The cambion didn't move. She had been stunned by the attack and nearly killed.

Still holding threat, the dragon flapped its wings as it snarled at Thūwhi. A buffet of air hit Maria and threw her back. The dragon took off from the ground, steam bursting out of its dorsal vents. Maria rolled on the ground, thrown back by the force. It whipped at the grass. Deillae's unconscious body tumbled a few feet. The dragon landed with a hard thud.

“Noooo!” Maria shouted as the head reared up to unleash a snapping bite. At her current Hit Points, Thūwhi was dead.


Chapter Twenty-Five: What Horrors Metal Hides

Maria du Marne

Horror curdled through Maria. Twist, Thūwhi, and Deillae were stunned and Shorhe lay dying. She was the only one up, and she had nothing. She couldn't even pull threat. She wasn't a tank. She didn't have those abilities.

All she could do was sprint to the monster in a desperate attempt to save Thūwhi's life. The poor, stunned Deacon was vulnerable. On her back. Stunned. At a third of her Hit Points. Maria jumped with Daring Leap, burning through the last of her TP to soar through the air.

But she wasn't the only one moving.

Deillae rolled up and darted the few feet to the prone Thūwhi. The Nun had been stunned. Hope burst in Maria as she realized Thūwhi had touched Deillae right before the blast of lightning had struck the noble cambion. She had used Faith's Power to remove the status effect on Deillae. And now the Nun repaid that generosity.

She touched Thūwhi. All her Hit Points rushed into her just as the bite crunched down on her helpless body. Deillae had unleashed one of the most powerful healing miracles. Heal. Her touch restored every bit of HP Thūwhi was missing.

She needed them.

“Get Shorhe up!” shouted Maria.

Deillae nodded and slapped another Heal on Thūwhi, restoring the chunk of Hit Points, nearly half, that she had lost. Then the Nun launched into Prayer of Redemption. The dragon drew back for another bite.

Maria thrust her rapier into the gaps in the armor. Her blade struck gears and innards. Something snapped inside the dragon. Maria gaped as steam burst out of the hole and scalded over her. She screamed and fell back, her Hit Points melting away.

Deillae chanted Prayer of Redemption, but Maria knew it wouldn't top her off so she drank a healing potion.

Good thing, because the dragon's tail slashed in at Maria and struck her. It threw her to the ground. She groaned and then gasped as the dragon attacked her. She had drawn threat with that critical hit that broke something in the dragon.

She rolled to the right, claws tearing at the grass. As she did, she activated Graceful Sky Shark Leather Halter Bra. Boobs bouncing, she danced around the dragon's claws slashing down at her. Prayer of Redemption fell on the party, healing everyone as Maria dodged and twisted. The tail slashed over her. She backflipped from the snapping bite. Claws slashed the air.

She struck. Her sword buried into gaps of the armor. Though only regular attacks, they still destroyed important machinery. Shorhe groaned and then Taunting Yelled at the dragon, pulling it off of the human Fencer.

The dragon turned to meet the Swift Charging Shorhe. She slammed her sword into the dragon's damaged snout. Metal flew. Maria joined the attack, thrusting at the beast. Its wings spread wide again. Lightning built up.

“Drop it before it can attack!” screamed Maria.

Deillae chanted a new miracle, Holy Confidence. “Fill me with a confidence so profound that it harms the evil about me.”

Maria thrust and stabbed as a burst of holy light surged from Deillae. It stayed on her as she launched into Prayer of Redemption. The holy energy sizzled over the metal of the dragon, damaging it while she prayed with such authority.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The stun wore off. The dragonborn Spy shook her head and then saw the dragon building up to another attack.

“Fuck!” she hissed and rolled to her feet. She grabbed her golden throwing star and unleashed Triple Throw.

Her star burst into three and surged across the battlefield. She ran after in their wake. They plunged into rents into the mechanical dragon's armor opened by Shorhe's Armor Break attacks. The wings hummed louder, lighting rippling across the foil.

The dragon shook. A great burst of steam exploded from its side. Bits of metal pinged out. Twist dove to the ground as a chunk of armor hurtled over her head and struck the ground hard behind her, leaving a furrow in the dirt.

One of the wings collapsed, crashing into the ground, lightning arching off it in a dozen different directions. The legs collapsed. More gouts of roiling white spilled from cracks and rents in the armor. Another detonation blew off the tail, sending it hurling through the air and striking one of the cultists guarding the gate, crushing the watching villain.

The other fled.

“Fuck me up the fucking assssss,” Twist hissed as she pushed herself up and caught her returning golden shuriken. She'd killed it. She thrust it into the loop on her straps. Experience crashed into her and the rest of the party.

She hit Level Forty-Six, refreshing, everything topping off. HP and TP restored. She had the urge to upgrade one of her abilities. She whistled as she approached the wreckage, eager to loot it and find coin and gear while settling on Ranged Combo for the ability to upgrade. She was having fun stabbing things and throwing her shurikens. She had hardly used that aspect of her class as a Rogue and a Thief. But as a Spy, she had some fucking awesome abilities.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

In the wreckage of the mechanical dragon were three halflings, naked and bound in the innards. Strange cables wrapped in something black and leathery were thrust into the heads of the halflings. They had metal sockets installed on their temples that the cables plugged into. They were whimpering in pain.

Maria swallowed and stopped before them. She stared at the halflings. They were held suspended in harnesses. Their eyes twitched. They shot to Maria, pleading with her as they spasmed and kicked, foam flecking their lips and noses. They had other hoses that were attached to their cocks and assholes.

To gather their waste, thought Maria in horror.

“Cut them down,” she ordered. “Remove the cables from their heads.”

Shorhe reached in with a surprisingly gentle touch. The orc Soldier snapped the harness straps and then pulled the cables from the first halfling. He groaned and slumped in her arms. He wheezed as she carried him out and set him down. Deillae was there, the nun kneeling in the mud to examine the poor creature.

“T-thank you,” the halfling wheezed.

Twist cut down the next one, the dragonborn Spy being as gentle as Shorhe. Maria went for the third, using her parrying dagger to saw through the harnesses. She unplugged the cables and carried the poor, abused halfling to lie by his brethren.

“Thank you, thank you,” he said, staring up at her, his eyes watery. He squinted as though the day was too bright for him to handle.

How long was he shut inside of that beast? Maria wondered.

“Are you from the pit?” she asked, staring at him.

The halfling nodded, shuddering. “You have to stop them,” he croaked. He grabbed her hand. “They are building a weapon at the bottom to destroy the world. To finish the shattering and to leave it forever ruined!”

Maria's stomach lurched.


Chapter Twenty-Six: Crystals Stolen

The thrill of leveling up spilled through me.

“Damn,” I groaned as I hit Level 46, standing over the last body of the dead erinyes who had attacked us.

It was the next morning after camping in the tunnels. We would reach the bottom and uncover just what diabolic acts the Circle Breakers wanted to do to the First Tree. The erinyes had ambushed us, but the demons had not stood a chance against our party, especially with Kulri's Elemental Storm tearing through their ranks.

“What are you going to upgrade, Marcus?” Iris asked. She was always so excited at an upgrade level. She knew what abilities I could get; she was my tutorial helper after all. She never could know which skills I would upgrade. Just like she couldn't know if I would choose Knave or Crusader at Level 50. The last class choice.

Of course, for any of the Faith classes, even a Strength/Faith hybrid like me, the choice seemed to be embracing the Gods of Light and Order or rejecting them. So she probably knew that I was picking Crusader as she knew Deillae would pick Abbess over Heretic, Dëshoma would pick Seer over Demonologist, and Thūwhi would pick Martyr over Flagellant. For the others, though, the choice was probably harder to guess. Would Kulri choose Elementalist or Psionicist?

Well, okay, that one was probably easy to figure out, too.

Would Shorhe become a Weapon Master or a Berserker? Maria a Ronin or a Samurai? Twist could become an Assassin or a Ninja—both seemed fitting for her. Éjyona had the choice of Sniper or Spitfire.

“So, so, what are you going to pick to upgrade?” asked Iris. “Huh, huh? I want to know. Tell me, tell me!”

“Defending Strike,” I said. A skill I hadn't used much, but as the only melee fighter in the current party, the ability to increase my chance to block for ten seconds after I attacked would be valuable. In that moment, I made the choice and felt the power increasing in damage output.

And in TP cost.

“Ooh, nice,” she said. “Kulrigiizhai! What about you?”

“Elemental Storm,” Éjyona and I said at the same moment.

“Yes, that is what I have decided on,” Kulri agreed.

“You like to blow things up,” said Éjyona. “I totally respect that. I went with Vital Shot. Nothing kills an enemy faster than leaving them bleeding out.”

“DoTs are always a good option,” I said in agreement. “Dëshoma, what healing ability are you upgrading? Fortune's Fate again?”

“Arcane Therapy,” she answered. “It doth seem evident to me that Fortune's Fate hath been upgraded enough to be as effective as possible in the chance to randomly buff the efficacy of my healing ability, so it will be more beneficial to the group if mine healing abilities themselves are further increased and thus gain more efficacy from Fortune's Fate's buff.”

“Smart,” I said and continued down the tunnel.

It grew hotter and hotter as we went deeper. No longer did the tunnel go around the tree's roots. Often it bored through great sections of them that were so thick, we were surrounded by wood as we passed through them. Kulri ran her hand over the damaged sections, a sappy liquid coating her hands.

They were killing the tree, boring through its roots, damaging it as the tunnel wormed its way deeper and deeper into the earth. Where the roots had not been tunneled through, great gouges had been chipped into them, scars left behind prying out the crystals that grew in the woody tendrils.

“There's water in them,” Éjyona muttered. “Where they've pried crystals out of the roots.”

I leaned in and stared down at the holes. There was a blue liquid in them. It had a deeper hue than the liquid should be. “Is that Shardpool water?” I asked. “I mean, it looks like it, right?”

“It does,” said Kulri. “These crystals they are pulling out of the tree remind me of the crystals used to make portals.”

“That makes a certain sort of sense,” I said, my stomach sinking. “If these roots really do spread throughout the world, then that might explain where the shards come from. And if the shards are pieces of the tree and they are also the source of Shardpool water, then using them to make the portals the Circle Breakers employ makes sense.”

“So what are they needing with all these crystals?” Éjyona asked.

“Yes, this is a troubling idea, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said.

“Yes, it is,” I said.

We continued, passing more and more evidence of the excavation. It was all over the place. The tunnel sometime following the length of a root, leaving dozens of scars behind. Kulri muttered that they could build dozens of portals with these crystals.

It was disturbing as the tunnels went deeper, following the roots further into the bowels of the earth. The temperature only grew worse and worse. I sweltered beneath my armor. I kept drinking from my water skin. It wasn't the searing heat of the Bronze Furnace, but it was becoming a hot, summer day.

“How deep do these roots go?” I asked, sweat spilling down to my eyebrows and soaking through them to sting my eyes. “In my world, the deeper you go, the hotter it gets until you can't stand it.”

“I know not, Marcus Aurelius,” said the elf. “Some say they descend to the very core of the world. The tree's roots held it together before the shattering.”

“Like a forest's roots anchoring topsoil and keeping the rain from eroding the hillside,” I said. When I had been a teenager, a great mudslide had happened in Oso, Washington, crushing homes and killing dozens. The trees on the hills above had been chopped down for lumber and the rain had washed the topsoil down into the valley below.

“Do the roots still cross the world?” asked Éjyona. “Because it's kinda broken now.”

“Was the world shattered to kill the Tree?” I asked. “Is that the real reason the Hierophant wanted it broken apart? We know he lied about wanting to punish the hubris of the races for becoming corrupt.”

“It is deeply troubling to me that the Hierophant could be the villain behind all of this,” said Dëshoma, her voice tight. “He was chosen by the Gods to be their witness in the mortal realm and judge how righteous and wicked we are. How could he have fooled them?”

“You can only be betrayed by someone you trust,” I said, following the bend around the corner to find another length of roots stripped of their crystals. I frowned. “How long have they been doing this?”

“Doing what, Lord Marcus?” Dëshoma asked. “The villainy of stealing the crystals and destroying the roots of the First Tree?”

“Yeah,” I said. “This tunneling is excessive. I can't believe that they did this all in the last day or two. This must have taken years to dig out.” I glanced back at Kulri, her ears drooping and her face gleaming in sweat. “When was the first portal made?”

“A decade or so ago,” she said. Then she gasped. “My former master has been digging out these roots for even longer. He's been collecting what he needs to move around the world freely, not relying on finding Shards and opening up new pools.”

“I bet he didn't even start out trying to destroy the world,” I said. “He was just finding a way to break the circles, right? The walls around the shattered pieces of land.”

“True, Marcus Aurelius.”

“But now he's in bed with the Hierophant and your twin,” Éjyona said. “He's going far, damaging the tree now. Digging out the crystals. That has to be bad for it.”

“I fear what we shall find at the bottom of these tunnels, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said. “A great shadow doth cloud my heart with worry and dread.”

“I know what you mean, Lady Dëshoma,” I answered. “No choice. We have to keep going lower and lower. We have to find out what they're doing and crush them.”

“Yes, we do,” said Kulri. She stroked her hand through one of the scars in the roots that had held a crystal, her fingers dipping into the Shardpool water. She held them out, watching the blue drops run down her digits. “This crime must be stopped. If the First Tree dies, I fear the world will die with it.”


Chapter Twenty-Seven: Twisted Acrobatics

Twist

“Well, well, well,” Twist said. As the liberated halflings were carried off, she had found a chest buried in the innards of the dragon. She almost asked, “Where did you come from?” but knew that chests could end up in the strangest of spots.

Inside were coins, some cloth to make equipment, and a set of metal boots. Heavy sabatons with an orange hue on them. After a few moments of concentrating on them, she learned they were Stable Arcane Tin Sabatons that would keep the wearer from being knocked down.

“Nice,” Twist said. “Shorhe, you should put these on. Keep you from getting knocked on your cute ass.”

“It is a cute ass,” said Deillae, a smile appearing on her delicate lips.

“I know,” Shorhe said. “What else do they do?”

“You can plant your feet and, for thirty seconds, you can't move, but you'll deal a fuck lot of damage,” Twist answered.

“What is a fuck lot of damage?” asked Shorhe, arching an eyebrow.

“No idea,” Twist answered. She had learned from Marcus the versatility of that word 'fuck'. “But it's a lot. You'll love it.”

As Shorhe pulled off her leather boots to done her arcane tin ones, Twist pulled out a pair of crystal, stiletto heels. Deillae gasped and rushed over, gushing, “Those are so cute. I bet they're mine. They look like Acolyte gear.”

“Probably,” Twist said, concentrating on what turned out to be diamond shoes. “They'll let you resist silence and, once per day, remove all status debuffs on the entire party.”

“Oh, that would have been useful,” Deillae said. She took the crystal shoes and doffed the cloth slippers she wore. She slipped her stocking-clad feet into the diamond heels and smiled in delight as she moved around in them, her skirt fluttering around her thighs.

“Definitely you,” Twist hissed, nodding her head in approval.

“Love 'em!” Deillae said as she moved about around the mechanical dragon. They made her look elegant and graceful.

“Anything else?” asked Maria. She was standing and facing the open gates. The guards had fled. Well, one had remained crushed beneath the tail of the dragon that had blown off.

That amused Twist.

“Nothing useful,” Twist said. “Shall we?”

Maria nodded and marched towards the open gate. “Be ready. I smell a trap. They're going to do something to stop us from entering the pit.”

Twist nodded, ready for her Hunch - the passive skill she had gotten a few levels back - to trigger and alert her of any trap. Her shoulders rolled as she walked on Maria's right. Thūwhi and Shorhe marched to the left, both in sabatons that rang with their every step. Deillae brought up the rear, the feyborn Nun striding forward with her back straight.

The walls loomed higher and higher. The purple barrier soared above it. The hexagonal panels were identical to the walls around the edge of every shattered bit of land. It thrust upward from the thick wall of stone built around the pit.

Something gleamed at the top of the walls right where the barrier started. Twist cocked her head. “Are those crystals that have created the wall?”

Maria lifted her head. “I suppose so. They have to be made somehow. Why not crystals?”

“They're pretty,” Deillae said.

“You can't have one,” Shorhe said.

“I know that,” the feyborn muttered.

The gate yawned before them, a portal through the wall. A strip of darkness and then the pit lay beyond. Twist's stomach clenched. She clicked her tongue stud into the back of her teeth, just waiting for something to happen.

Anything.

She could feel it. The world itself quivered. She rubbed at the back of her scaled neck. What would happen when they passed through the portal? What sort of monster would leap down at them? What dangers would they face?

They reached the gate. The opening pierced through the wall. Beyond, lay a vast, open hole in the ground with scaffolding on the edge that vanished down into the Pit. They stepped into the shadows. Twist looked up at the ceiling, expecting to see murder holes dropping slimes or burning acid on them.

Nothing.

“What the fuck?” she hissed as they stepped out of the gate on the other side.

“They just let us through,” Maria said, moving to the scaffolding. She stepped on it, tense as if she expected it to fall. “Did we kill too many of the cultists?”

“They don't expect us to make it to the bottom,” Thūwhi said.

Twist stepped onto the scaffolding. She leaned out over the railing and peered down. The hole stretched down and down and down into the earth. The scaffolding spiraled down the inner walls, reaching deeper and deeper to the bottom. Birds soared inside of the pit. Vast condors that looked like they had something metal on them. Sparks flared on the birds like they had seen on the dead halflings.

“How horrible,” Deillae said. “Are those undead condors?”

Their cries echoed up.

“They are,” Maria said.

“Fuck, guess what we get to fight,” Twist hissed. She let out a sigh, knowing that they would be mobbed by those birds on the way down. “Wish we had Éjyona here.”

“Or Kulri,” Shorhe said. “An Elemental Storm or two would rip those bastards up.”

“Nothing to do but go down,” Maria said. A very Marcus-like sentiment. Twist nodded. Maria was doing better now that she lifted her head out of her doubts. She had survived the catastrophe of yesterday. Adversity had made her stronger.

It either did or it broke you

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Maria led the way down the stairs. It wasn't wide enough for them to go down side-by-side. It creaked and groaned as she descended. Thick bolts of rusted metal held the structure to the stone wall of the pit. It was gouged out unevenly, the mark of tools scarring the rock.

“They hacked this out of the stone,” Shorhe said.

“Those poor halflings were worked to death to excavate this,” Thūwhi said. “It goes so far down.”

Maria nodded, her heeled boots thudding on the steps. They cracked. There was no railing. One bad step, and they would go over the edge. Her breasts bounced, left exposed by her halter bra. The dildo in her pussy shifting around as she hurried down the next set of stairs.

Between ten and thirty stairs led from platform to platform. Those were wider, the planks made of graying wood. They shook as bad as the rest of the structure. Some of the bolts twisted in the rock face as they slowly worked free. If it came off, they would fall to their deaths. No amount of Hit Points would save them.

Nothing to do but keep going down. It was out of Maria's control.

“Condors!” shouted Deillae. She was at the rear of the part, with the best view. “Get ready!” She launched into Vigorous Prayer to drop the health buff on the party.

Maria and Shorhe Yelled. Battle's exhilaration washed through Maria as she drew her rapier and parrying dagger, adopting Perfect Form. She stood on the next landing, Shorhe at her side. Thūwhi was on the stairs, holding her shield out before her. Twist Vanished, leaving Deillae at the top, her yellow veil fluttering in the wind around them.

The health buff fell on Maria moments before the first condor soared up into view. The bird's plumage fell off. Rotting eyes fixed on Maria as she thrust out her rapier, a Needle Strike burying into the enemy. Blackish ooze spurted from the wound.

Shorhe's sword slammed down, cutting into the enemy, spilling up rotten guts that rained down on the ground below. The condor didn't care. Electricity sparked from the rig bolted into the bird's corpse. Lightning arced out.

Maria dove to the right, rolling and coming up right before the edge. The scaffolding groaned, rocking. Shorhe cursed as Maria's stomach lurched. She shifted her balance, a second condor's beak tearing at her exposed breast.

Pain burst through Maria.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The condors did hit and run tactics. Thūwhi's morning star struck one, the spikes at the end of the round ball tearing through feathers. Shorhe's sword flung out, a Mighty Throw that sent it slamming into a condor out over the pit. It ripped through the undead bird then boomeranged back to the orc Soldier's hand.

Twist focused on one, scrutinizing it with Know Weakness. The harness around the creature was its weakness. She burst from her Vanish as she unleashed Triple Throw. Her golden shuriken burst apart into the three sections and hurtled out at the bird, striking the metal. Sparks burst. The condor lurched, rotten wings flapping.

One swooped in at Twist. She dove on the stairs, rolling down them a few steps. She came up to see the bird climbing. A Prayer of Redemption fell on the party, healing those that were hurt. Lightning crackled through the air. Shorhe's sword hurtled out again.

Twist Shadow Cloaked and watched for her next opportunity. She clicked her tongue stud into the back of her teeth, her eyes drifting. She found the one she had hurt again. Triple Throw slammed three golden shurikens into the bird.

A condor streaked over her and flapped its wings hard. A wind slammed down. Deillae gasped. She fell, grabbing the stairs. Twist gasped as the wind struck the wall behind her and then rebounded and pushed her over the edge.

She fell.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Lightning slammed into Maria.

She fell back, smoking. She growled through clenched teeth. Prayer of Redemption fell on her, mending the pain in her body. She thrust her rapier, Needle Strike puncturing another hole in the enemy as it flapped away.

“Bastard!” Shorhe snarled. She swung her sword hard into the condor that had just slashed into her stomach. Then a great wind burst. It slammed down the stairs. Thūwhi resisted it and Shorhe stood solid in her new sabatons. The wind struck Maria. She gasped and fell down the next set of stairs, rolling.

Twist screamed.

Maria gasped, catching a glimpse of Twist falling off the scaffolding. Then she was gone, out of sight. Horror twisted her guts. That couldn't have happened. She pushed herself up to her feet, tears stinging her eyes.

“TWIIIISST!” she shouted.

A condor slashed claws at her. She Riposted out of instinct, blocking the claws with her dagger and then thrusting with her honor blade, punching through the beast's guts. The damage tore at it. Then the bird keeled over and fell towards the ground far below.

Where Twist had gone.

“No,” Maria groaned, staring up the stairs at Shorhe throwing her sword, Thūwhi blocking a beak strike with her shield, and Deillae picking herself up, clutching her bible in her hands.

No Twist.

How will I tell Marcus I lost her?

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Her stomach lurched as she plummeted to the ground. The cliff wall blurred past and then another scaffolding appeared. She thrust her dagger into its sheath and reached out with both hands. She grabbed the wood, her claws scraping down the planks.

Slivers of wood curled from her claws as they dragged towards the edge. Then they bit. Pain burst in her shoulder joints. Twist gasped, her feet dangling off the edge. She kicked, hissing out in shock that she was still alive.

“Fuck me up the fucking assssss!” Twist shuddered then stared up at the condors fighting above.

One fell dead, hurtling past her and striking a stair farther down. It spun from it and was lost to the bottom of the pit.

Twist hissed and then dragged herself up. She panted, staring at the wall before her. She had to climb up that fast. Good thing she was a Spy. She didn't think she'd use her newest skill this soon, but Climb would let her ascend anything for only 5 TP. Cheap since it wasn't an attack ability.

She threw herself at the wall, activating it. She grabbed the rocks, finding handholds. Her boots dug into the cracks. She scrambled up it at speed. Oh, she could have climbed this on her own, but not this fast. In the time it would take for Kulri to cast Elemental Storm, Twist had reached the scaffolding above.

She was beneath it. It thrust out over her head. She would have to climb on the outside of it. That would be difficult. She could use another 5 TP on Climb, or she could do something fun. She spotted one of the condors rising for an attack.

Twist jumped from the side of the cliff. The air rushed by her scaled body. She activated her Rocky Blessed Leather Straps and landed on the back of the condor. She seized a fistful of its feathers and plunged her dagger into its body.

The stony weapon penetrated in and then burst with rock damage. It tore through the guts of the creature. Sparks zapped from it. The bird stopped flying, its corpse torn into two thick pieces. Falling, Twist jumped again.

She had five more bursts of earth damage to unleash.

Hissing, she soared down at the next one and landed on it. The bird soared over the side of the scaffolding. She slammed her dagger into its back. The stone shards burst from inside of it, ripping the corpse to pieces.

With a laugh, she jumped off and landed on the scaffolding next to a shocked Maria.

“Twist!” Maria gasped.

Twist winked at Maria. The dragonborn Spy's straps gave her next five physical attacks an extra burst of stone damage. She had three more left. Twist ripped off her shuriken from its holster on her straps and unleashed Triple Throw.

She threw them at the three remaining condors.

“Fucking easy as fuck,” Twist said, certain that it was something Marcus would have said.

Maria could only gape at Twist as the three shurikens struck the condors. Bursts of rocks exploded out of them. They were flying creatures, and earth elemental damage ripped them to pieces. Gore rained down on the pit below.

“There,” Twist said as the experience rose in them, getting them about halfway to Level 47. “No—”

Maria threw her arms around Twist and kissed her with passion. Delight rippled through the Spy that she was cared for. She kissed Maria back, their tongues dancing together while the scaffolding groaned beneath them, Shorhe, Thūwhi, and Deillae rushing to hug and kiss Twist, too.

Damn, it is nice being in a family, thought the dragonborn Spy.


Chapter Twenty-Eight: Muddy Encounter

Kulrigiizhai

The realization of just how her former master made his teleportation circle had her feeling incredulous. How had Kulrigiizhai not have figured it out? It was so obvious. Shards were clearly pieces of these crystals that had broken off.

It was like when the world was shattered, something had a plan in place to ensure that something would still keep it together. The First Tree... She had grown up in its shadow. Something so momentous. So magnificent. So...

Commonplace.

She'd lived in the shadow of majesty, but everything lost its effect. And for the rest of the world, broken off from her city for so many years, they had forgotten the majestic, too. Sure they had heard of the big tree, but it was the elf's tree.

Now Kulrigiizhai understood just how important the First Tree was. It had to be protected. More important than imprisoning her ex-master in the Black Heart Diamond. They had to save the life of this tree. Her shoulders rolled.

“Marcus Aurelius, I fear I know why mine bastard ex-master has sided with your doppelganger.”

“Why?” Marcus asked as he led them deeper into the sweltering earth.

“They have harvested a massive amount of crystals. They are going to open their portals everywhere. The Shardpools are no longer necessary to his plans of domination. All commerce will have to flow through his portals. He can tax as much as he wants. Amass wealth and thus power, which he craves more than anything. Shardpools are a threat to that, and if the Shardhunters ever find the way to mend the world, it would be an end to all his ambition.

“So he thinks slaying the tree will keep the world from being mended not knowing that it may be what destroys it.” Kulrigiizhai glanced at Marcus. “If they succeed in killing it, that will be the end, will it not?”

“Yeah,” Marcus said. “Fuck, that makes sense.” He marched them down the tunnel, Kulrigiizhai hurrying after. Her master terrified her, but she had her family. She had her Marcus Aurelius.

*  \ * /  *

The gnomes died fast, our experience climbing. We swept them aside with ease as we kept moving down. Kulri's theory whipped at me. Made my stomach twist and turn. I swallowed, glancing at these roots. How much could this ancient tree take?

The First Tree, huh. I rolled my shoulders and kept going. We had to keep moving. The tunnel wound down and then it widened. A room appeared before us, Iris's pink light spilling over the ground. It was a large space that had thick roots bursting out of the ceiling and diving back up. A tangle of them. A knot of roots that had all been mined out.

Puddles of blue Shardwater littered the ground in depressions. My danger sense tingled as I looked around at it. I held my shield ready, my eyes scanning the area. Where would the threat come from? The ground was muddy from the Shardwater of all the mined crystals. I took a step and it squelched beneath my feet.

I didn't feel like teleporting. It wasn't a proper Shardpool but Shardmud.

“Éjyona? You see anything?” I asked.

“Nope.” She moved up beside me, her gun held ready in her arms. She had her goggles on, her head swiveling back and forth. “I don't see anything at all. Wherever the threat is coming from, it's blended in well.”

“Dëshoma, buff us.”

“I beseech thee for thine lucky favor to prevail,” she chanted, her words echoing around us. Luck's Favor would give us a random buff to a primary stat. What would it be?

Dexterity.

Éjyona grinned and I felt myself gain a few more TP and HP that might make the difference. In addition to that, I had a bit better chance to dodge attacks. Not that my dodge was all that great. For Éjyona, though, it meant more damage.

I stepped into the room as Dëshoma chanted Litany of the Sky to increase our chance to hit.

My eyes glanced around. I was so wary. Where would the attack come from? The mud squished beneath my heavy boots. I stepped into a puddle of Shardwater. A slight tingle ran through me almost like I could teleport, but it just wasn't enough of it, I supposed.

“I'm almost to the middle of the room,” I said. “Get ready.” I activated Iron Defense to double my defense for the next two minutes.

“Let the element of Fire form into my servant!” Kulrigiizhai's words echoed around me and then a burst of fire appeared beside me. The golem took the shape of a human, the flames dancing off the head nearly touching the roots above. It marched at my side.

“Thanks,” I said. “I—”

The ground before me burst upward. A fist of mud slammed at me. I raised my shield and caught the blow. It threw me back. My feet sliding in the mud. I fought for balance and resisted the knockdown. The earth groaned as the mud rose in a mound before me.

Another fist struck the fire elemental. Flames crackled. It attacked back, a whip-like arm of flame slashed into the rising hulk of mud. Two more were stepping up behind me, flowing out of the ground and forming into hulking gorilla-like shapes.

“Mud elementals!” squeaked Iris as she zoomed over my head.

Kulri already chanted her Elemental Storm spell while I Yelled and dropped my Consecrated Ground. Divine energy sizzled around me, attacking the elemental in my face. Éjyona's gun cracked as I cried out, “Come get me fuckers!” unleashing all my Zeal.

The mud elementals all turned and lumbered towards me.

“I vow to defend you, Kulri!” I shouted, unleashing Vow of Defense so half her aggro redirected to me. She was about to put a hurt on these mud elementals.

Defending Strike slammed into the first one, my ax hitting it hard, increasing my chance to block for ten seconds.

I needed it.

Two muddy fists flew at me from the right and left. I caught the first on my shield, the blow knocking me back a foot and almost on my ass. Then the second crashed in from the left side. I just managed to turn my shield and tank it.

Elemental Storm erupted around me. A storm of chaos and destruction. The wind and water, fire and lightning struck the elementals hard. But one was hit by shards of rocks that just bounced off harmlessly. Ice cut into another, though, ripping out chunks of flesh.

They were all on me.

The fire golem lashed its arms, striking flaming blows across the creature's back. They all were on my Consecrated Ground, the mud elementals sizzling with the damage rising from my feet. My ax swung, striking hard on them. It chipped away at the mud, hewing off chunks that fell to the ground.

I slammed my foot down. My Earthstomp Boots activated. The ground shook around me. The mud elementals all reeled and struck the ground, disrupting their attacks before they could land. A Theological Litany fell on me, a HoT ticking away.

I slammed a Defending Strike into the fucker on the ground before me as they struggled to rise.

Then their fists all slammed at me.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The damage Lord Marcus inflicted with his ax did not seem to harm the mud elementals much, or so Dëshoma thought. Their fists all flew in at him. She began praying Arcane Healing as they did, knowing some would strike home.

He blocked two of them, the muddy fists slamming into his shield and being rebuffed. But two more struck his back. They dented his armor. His Hit Points dropped from the two blows to nearly half his health despite Iron Defense active on him. It would have killed him without it. He grunted against the pain, her Theological Litany ticking him back up as they drew back for another round of blows.

Arcane Healing went off as they pummeled him. Marcus reeled from the attacks, almost falling as they slammed their fists into his armored body. Éjyona cursed and then her gun fired a bolt of lightning from the barrel. It slammed into the nearest mud elemental and arced to the next. It left a sizzling hole in the first while the second hardly seemed to react.

“They are resisting the damage,” Éjyona shouted.

“I can see that,” Kulrigiizhai said.

Dëshoma was already casting her next Arcane Healing. She had a bad role on Fortune's Fate, only twenty-five percent, the lowest buff to her healing she could get, and it showed in how her spell barely topped Marcus off before he was struck again.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

A plan formed in Kulrigiizhai's mind. Her Elemental Storm spell had a one-in-six chance of doing no damage to the enemy. That was not good odds. Area of effect spells were out of the question unless she used some less powerful ones.

So she tried a new idea. “Let my arcane power disrupt the natural elements!”

Elemental Disruption was not an offensive spell, per se. It let her manipulate natural elements. Earth, ice, fire, lightning, air, or water that formed naturally. She focused it on the mud elemental that was the least hurt.

The ground opened up beneath it and it dropped into the hole Kulrigiizhai had fashioned. Then, before it could crawl out of it, she activated her Slippers of Arcane Delights to instantly cast her next spell.

Arcane Wall appeared over the top of the hole to seal the monster in and keep it from getting out.

She could not do that again. It had already been about to climb out. If she had wasted even a second, it would have escaped the pit. She had given a temporary reprieve from one of their enemies.

Now they just had to deal with the other three.

*  \ * /  *

The three remaining mud elementals pounded me hard.

Their fists pummeled my armor. They struck me from all sides, sending me reeling. Dëshoma's healing struggled to keep up. I kept slamming Defensive Strikes, burning through my TP faster and faster. In between, I activated Shield of Righteousness, using my MP to deal divine damage every time I blocked a hit.

I couldn't stop attacking. I had to keep unleashing Defensive Strikes to keep my block chance up. I had to keep cutting up the enemy. I couldn't let them win. The Arcane Wall wouldn't last forever. We had to get these three bad boys killed fast.

But my Hit Points crept closer and closer to 0. Dëshoma healed me, but it was never quite as much as I took. I blocked as much as I could, blazing through my TP and MP together. I slammed my next Defensive Strike and ran out of TP.

Two fists struck my shield, divine energy sizzling across the enemies. Elemental Storm burst around me, but two of the elementals were hit with earth and did nothing to them. The fire golem lashed and slashed, leaving hardened patches of cracked mud on the enemy.

A blow hit me from the right. Then from behind. I grunted, my Hit Points plummeting to nothing.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

With a click of her crystal heels, she activated their once-per-day ability.

“Let mine understanding of the positive energy of this world flow out and heal my companion!”

Dëshoma's healing fell on Marcus, adding a HoT to the direct damage she healed. It started ticking away, raising his Hit Points more, giving her the edge she needed. She clutched her bible tight as Marcus swung his ax in hard blows.

Next, Dëshoma activated her Dreaming Nightmare Silk Habit. Her next healing spell would give haste, triple attack speed or one-third casting time, on whoever she healed.

She already chanted her next Arcane Healing.

Éjyona's rifle fired. It struck a mud elemental and it sloughed into the muck, forming a mountain of brown ooze. Hope surged through Dëshoma at the death of one of them. Then Marcus slammed his ax. White energy burst from the Divine Blow, using up the last of his MP.

The mud elemental collapsed.

Kulrigiizhai switched to chanting Arcane Shard, her most damaging single-target spell. With Elemental Affinity, she turned it into a watery attack. The three diamonds slammed into the last remaining one in bright splashes. The mud elemental staggered and then collapsed.

“Yes!” Marcus roared as the haste fell on him.

“Get ready!” Kulrigiizhai shouted. Then the arcane barrier she had conjured vanished. The last mud elemental crawled out as Éjyona shot her gun and Marcus slammed his ax down. Kulrigiizhai chanted and more watery Arcane Shards slammed into the monster. Marcus raised his shield, blocking the blows and sliding back from the monster. He attacked with blurring speed, hacking away at it and decimating the monster.

It died fast.

The experience didn't come.

The ground groaned behind Dëshoma. She turned around and gasped to see two more mud elementals rising behind her. They were both focused on her. She gasped as they approached her. She would never survive one of their blows.

“I beseech thee to let the probability of where I am located change!” she chanted, crying out her newest miracle. The fist swung down at her.

Dëshoma vanished.

She had a sensation of motion and then she popped back into existence. She stood near Marcus and the last elemental to die. She shuddered, using Probable Location for the first time. It randomly teleported her to somewhere in her sight. She trusted Ëshuxeri to lead her to safety.

She could be no safer than here.

*  \ * /  *

With the haste on me, I charged at the monsters. I had no MP or TP and didn't care. I slammed my ax into the first monster with such blurring speed. I hacked and cut and slashed, leaving only silver streaks and chunks of mud flying.

It might have damage resistance and be able to tank my hits, but I was tearing through the monster's Hit Points anyway. The second drew back a fist to slam into me, but then Arcane Shards crashed into it, cutting into the beast with watery splashes. Its attack was thrown off, missing me by inches as I tore into the first.

I roared, the haste so exhilarating. It was running out, so I couldn't stop. I hacked and swung and cut out the legs from the mud elemental. It collapsed and gurgled into a pile of ooze. I turned to attack the other just for my haste to run out.

I groaned, suddenly feeling so sluggish. The fist crashed into my breastplate. I groaned, flung back by the attack. I slid on the mud and kept my footing. I roared and jumped in for the attack. Another barrage of Arcane Shards cut into the beast while Éjyona's gun boomed, unloading into it. Arcane Healing soothed away the pain.

The monster died.

This time, we hit Level 47.


Chapter Twenty-Nine: Distracting Loot

Maria

The tingle of hitting Level 47 surged through Maria as the last cultist slumped off her honor blade.

She kicked the body off of her weapon and the sadistic follower of Rahwikal fell off into the pit.

“Don't do that,” Twist hissed. “We lose the loot when you do that.”

“Oh, sorry,” Maria said.

They had descended further down the scaffolding when a group of cultists had jumped them. It had been a quick and vicious fight. Their bodies were left bleeding on the stairs, Shorhe's sword cleaving through them to devastating effect.

“And they're all scattered into pieces,” Twist hissed, clicking her tongue stud against her teeth. “Makes it harder.”

“Is this really our priority?” Shorhe asked.

“Do not try to come between our Spy and her loot,” Thūwhi said, a smile on her ruddy lips.

“Nope,” Maria said. “She's almost gotten herself killed trying to get it.”

“It's important,” Twist said. “Ahh, here we are. A ring. She held it in her hand. “You can have it, Maria. It's useful for most of us, but you're the leader. And it'll look pretty on you.”

Maria caught the ring. It was made of platinum, a delicate band. She concentrated on it and saw that it would give her more TP. In addition, she could make two attacks for no TP. A useful once-per-day ability.

“Thank you,” Maria said, touched that Twist had thought of her. She slipped it on her finger and instantly had more TP to draw on. One more attack. It also went nicely with her shield ring on the finger next to it.

They headed lower and lower, moving down the wooden stairs. The scaffolding followed the inner curve of the pit. They swept around it, her heart racing. What would they find at the bottom? She didn't know, but they just had to stop the mad plan of the cultists.

As they passed about the halfway point, Twist shouted in alarm. “They're dismantling the stairs!”

Down below, a group of the pain-controlled halfling corpses was beginning to tear apart the stairs. They had already removed several of them, working their way up towards the party. The gap wasn't big, but if they didn't stop them, they would be in serious trouble.

Maria Daring Leaped.

She soared out over the pit itself, the wind rushing over her exposed breasts. Her pussy clenched down on the dildo in her pussy as she hurtled towards the stairs. The fastest way was a straight line. She shortcutted straight for the halflings. If she misjudged this...

She hurtled down faster and faster. The platform with the undead halflings hurtled closer and closer. She Yelled against the fear that was swelling through her, red hair whipping behind her. Her heart pounded as she...

Landed on the stairs.

She slipped into Perfect Form as she thrust with her rapier at the first of them, running it through in the back. She ripped her blade free of the enemy and then spun to the right as one lunged at her. She missed the attack and then stabbed again.

Then the halflings did something horrifying. They jumped over the hole, abandoning her. They tore at the next step. Maria hissed in shock as they threw it down into the pit, the gape widening. Then they tore off another. The others were hurting.

She used her new ability Quick Step.

She jumped onto the wall, running across it so fast she defied gravity. Twelve steps taken in a heartbeat. She fell among them and stabbed as part of her attack, burying in the back of one of the halflings.

Lightning zapped at her. It struck her and knocked her back. She stumbled, nearly falling down the stairs. She caught herself as another stair ripped up, the gap growing larger. The others were running down, Twist at the lead. Another plank ripped off before Maria recovered.

“NOOO!” she shouted and unleashed Stab and Slice. Her rapier plunged into one and her parrying dagger slashed at another. Their bodies oozed black sludge.

Electricity sizzled on their pain harnesses. She dodged to the right, escaping the first one but getting hit by the second. Her Hit Points dropped beneath half. She had to stop them before they tore down more of the stairs.

Shorhe's sword slammed into one, smashing hard before it boomeranged back to the orc Soldier. She stopped at the gap, staring at it and shaking her head. She couldn't jump that. Thūwhi either. Maria didn't see Twist.

I'm on my own, thought Maria as one of the halflings turned and thrust a hand crackling with electricity at her stomach.

She Riposted, knocking his hand to the side with her parrying dagger and then plunging her rapier into his chest. She plunged smoothly through his chest and then ripped the blade free. He sizzled and sparked.

She jumped back, dodging an attack, fear thudding through her with every beat of her heart. She swallowed her terror and fought.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The Spy Vanished as she ran at the wall. The others couldn't get across, but she could. She threw herself at the wall and used Climb. She grabbed the stones and scrambled over as Maria Riposted. The thief focused her gaze on her target.

She activated Know Weakness, finding the perfect spot to strike. With her new Level 47 ability, Vital Stab, she would unleash devastating damage. It worked best when she knew the enemy's vulnerable points.

Leaping off the wall, she landed silently behind the one Maria had just stabbed. Her blade struck the undead halfling in a vital spot, automatically critting. Thanks to Know Weakness and being invisible, it dealt even more damage.

The halfling hissed and sparkled. He turned to stab at her. She darted around it, Shadowcloaking to avoid the attack. She unleashed another Vital Stab, tearing into the creature. Maria shouted her delight and then she blurred, a streak of red hair, and then she planted her rapier in the back of another one.

The halflings all turned on them and attacked.

“Just hold on!” shouted Shorhe as Deillae's Vigorous Prayer fell on the party, giving them the health debuff.

Shorhe Mighty Throwed her sword. It flashed across the space and struck into the halfling's back.

Twist flowed to her right and then used her Flamebreath Tongue Stud. A gout of flame burst from her mouth. She bathed the four halflings in fire. They didn't scream as their flesh sizzled and burned. She Shadowcloaked and dodged the incoming lightning.

Blasts struck the wall behind her.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Prayer of Redemption fell upon her, healing her as she Quick Stepped again, dodging attacks by blurring out of the way and stabbing with her rapier. She struck the smoking halfling. Electricity sparkled.

The current zapped through Maria.

She screamed in pain and stumbled, her foot on the edge of the gap. She shook her head as another punched in at her. She activated her Flash Bright Ring. It blinded the enemy. The halfling stumbled, tripping on a step and missing her.

“Nice!” Twist hissed and then Vital Stabbed the halfling, punching into its vulnerable spot.

The halfling dropped from the damage.

Shorhe's sword flashed down and struck another halfling, knocking it back. Prayer of Redemption bathed Maria in healing energy. The three remaining halflings grabbed the plank she stood on and pried it up. It bucked, nails popping off. She leaned as her booted feet slid, a moment from plummeting off the edge.

“No!” Twist hissed and stabbed one.

Heart thundering and stomach lurching, Maria Quick Stepped and blurred off the plank. It fell into the pit below. She stabbed the same halfling Maria had and the poor thing collapsed. Sparks sizzled off the harness, but the body just twitched, too damaged to be controlled.

The other two halflings didn't last long. Maria's body ached from the electric burns, but Deillae's soothing Prayer of Redemptions soothed away the pain. As the last one died, sliding off of Maria's rapier, they shot up to Level 48.

Maria panted.

“How are we getting across?” Thūwhi asked.

“Rope?” suggested Shorhe.

“Toss it to me,” Maria shouted as Twisted hissed in delight.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

“What do we have here?” Twist asked herself, hardly noticing the rope being tossed to Maria. It was a narrow, nasty looking dagger made of coppery arcane tin. It flashed extra bright when it caught the sunlight, almost blinding her.

She concentrated and saw that it would increase her chance to hit and, once per day, it would burst with light to blind nearby enemies.

“Fuck, that's a score,” she hissed and drew her Shadow Elf Silver Dagger. She thrust that blade into her pouch and sheathed her new weapon. “Upgrade!”

She dug around in another halfling and found a leather halter bra. It was white and looked to cup the tits but not cover them. She looked up to see Shorhe climbing over a rope, Thūwhi waiting her turn while Deillae squirmed.

“Maria, found something for you.”

Maria turned. “Have you been looting?”

“Yep.” Twist held up the bra, concentrating on it. “This will increase your dodge and make your boobs grow bigger. It's a Distracting Blessed Leather Halter Bra. It also will let you stun enemies once per day.”

“Bigger?” she gasped, staring down at them. “I mean, I know they're not as big as yours or Kulri's, but mine are nice, right?”

“More than nice,” Twist said. “But you can give Marcus a titty fuck with these new tits.”

Maria bit her lip then she snatched the bra. She reached behind her and undid the gray halter bra she wore. She pulled on the new one. The cups were too large for her round tits, but the moment she fastened it behind her back, her tits blossomed. She gasped as they grew into two large mounds that filled out her quivering cleavage, her nipples even getting bigger.

“Wow,” Maria said. She bounced on her heels, really making them heave.

“Distracting,” Twist hissed, watching them bounce, her pussy getting juicy.

“Oh, my,” Thūwhi said, climbing off the rope.

“Stop that, Maria!” Deillae groaned. “I have to cross over now. That's so distracting.”

“That's the point,” said Twist. She flicked Maria's unpierced nipple, making the boob jiggle and Maria gasp, her face contorting with pleasure.


Chapter Thirty: Pitfalls of Adventuring

“Ooh, ooh, this is for Kulri,” Iris cooed as she darted around over the half-cape of leaves I had found in the mud elemental.

Somehow it was completely clean despite coming out of the muck.

“That's an Elven Leaf Half-Cape. Elves only.” The pixie landed on it. “This increases intelligence and, once per day, you can double-cast two different spells.”

Kulri took it from me and draped it over the metallic-gray bustier robes she wore. The green really stood out against the drabber collar that she currently wore. I smiled, nodding in approval at how fetching she looked in it. The leaves fluttered as she walked like a wind blowing through the canopy of a tree.

Éjyona's new tongue stud clinked against the back of her teeth as she marched along behind me. It made a nice, rattling sound. It would increase her dodge and, once per day, she could teleport (or blink, hence the name of her Blink Tongue Stud) anywhere within her line of sight.

Should be useful for her.

We left behind the excavated room. I wanted to wipe at my sweaty brow, but that was hard when I was carrying a kite shield and an ax. I didn't want to let my guard down. We were deep underground now. Anything could grab us. I had to be on my toes. It was imperative. At any moment, a monster could burst out of a hidden alcove. Something could drop down from the ceiling. I could round a corner and be struck by a projectile weapon.

I had no idea what I would encounter, so I had to be ready to avoid it all. That was my mission as a soldier. That was my job. I took it seriously. My eyes scanned everything as I marched ahead. Where would the attack come from?

It turned out, the floor.

I took a step and then—

“FUUUUCK!”

I fell. I barely had time to realize it before I struck the ground. Hard. My knees burst with pain. Fall damage burst up through my body. My knees bent like shock absorbers. I clenched my teeth, my face scrunching up.

“Goddamn fucking shit!” I snarled.

Growls answered me.

“Marcus!” Iris cried.

My pixie zoomed in from the hole in the ceiling and danced around me. The hole behind her closed up, sealing us off. Her pink glow spread out in time to show three black, demonic hounds around me. They opened their mouths as they growled and flames licked up around their teeth.

“Shit,” I growled and activated my Black-Tinged Elf Silver Breastplate and Pauldrons. A white aura burst around me, washing over the curs.

Flames erupted from their maws a moment later. It looked like fire, but it wasn't. It was unholy damage. Hellfire. My aura gave me resistance to unholy damage. Which was good, because they barbecued me. The flames rippled over me, burning me with infernal damage.

The aura didn't only just protect me from unholy damage. It also weakened demons, like these fuckers right here who had just bathed me in their breath weapons like the asshats that they were. I Yelled out my fury and dropped a Consecrated Ground as they lunged in at me.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

“They are killing him!” Dëshoma cried out. She stared down at the place where Marcus had vanished. “Lady Kulrigiizhai, I cannot effect my magic upon him without a clear line of sight to him.”

“Aphounga's shattered sword,” cursed Éjyona. She stood where Marcus had vanished. “It released.”

“Elemental magic used as part of the trap,” muttered Kulrigiizhai.

“Lord Marcus is taking damage from whatever foul denizens are down there!” Dëshoma shouted.

Kulrigiizhai gripped her staff. She focused her gaze on the ground and chanted her spell.

Elemental Disruption slammed into the earth and dug a hole where Marcus had vanished. Only it didn't reveal him. There was just more dirt. Kulrigiizhai's ears twitched in worry. Dëshoma whimpered as Marcus fought below.

The elf Evoker continued chanting.

*  \ * /  *

I activated Clarity, my new buff ability.

I would hit with my next five attacks. I roared, activating my Gauntlets of Might to deal double damage on my next attack, and slammed a Defending Strike into the face of the nearest demon dog. My shield blocked the next one. I had gotten it up in time to deflect its teeth. They scratched at the face of the shield, scoring down the metal.

I slammed Defending Strike after Defending Strike at the enemy, slamming down as fast as I could. In seconds, I had hit five times while they savaged me.

I blocked two out of three attacks, but that third hurt. Even with them weakened, their teeth savaged me. I dropped below half Hit Points, then a quarter. I slammed my last auto-hit Defending Strike into the demon dog.

He dropped.

“Mother fucker,” I growled and sheathed my ax. I raised my shield, managing to block the next two attacks, and drew out a healing potion. I downed the alchemical elixir brewed from angel cunt juices and felt the surge of Hit Points rising in me.

It held nothing on one of Dëshoma's healing spells.

But it kept me up as I drew my ax and swung a Defending Strike at the next devil dog.

It snarled and dodged, snapping in at my knee. It slipped beneath my shield and crunched into my exposed flesh. Pain lanced through me as it tore at my leg. My Hit Points dropped, losing most of what I had gained.

I was fucked.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

“Let my arcane power—”

Kulrigiizhai chanted her third Elemental Disruption while Dëshoma quivered, ready to cast her newest miracle, Invincible Fate. It would heal the party from one to four attacks, making them utterly immune to damage or effects.

Dëshoma clutched her bible. Please, Lady Ëshuxeri, let this spell burst through.

“—disrupt the natural elements!”

The ground burst and then pink light flooded through. Marcus battled beneath, his Hit Points perilously low.

“I beseech thee to ward—” she prayed while activating her Crystal Orb Earrings. Éjyona jumped through the hole and Vanished from sight. “—I beseech thee to ward!”

Marcus was engulfed in an aura of pink. Thanks to her Crystal Orb Earrings, she chose which luck effect would occur. She gave him immunity from the next four hits. At the same moment, two beams of water fired from Kulrigiizhai, her new cape rustling behind her.

She had used it to cast two Elemental Beams, her Level 47 ability. At the same instant, the two beams slammed into the demon dog that lunged in to bite Marcus. The spell slammed into the beast, cutting into the flesh. It howled in pain. As it did, Dëshoma prayed her next miracle.

Arcane Healing.

*  \ * /  *

Everything seemed to happen at once.

Pink protection fell on me, blocking an attack; twin beams of water struck one devil dog, and Éjyona appeared nearby and struck another one so hard, her Fused Red Sardonite Ring gleaming in the near dark. Her bullet tore into the monster.

“Took you long enough,” I shouted and slammed my ax into the monster.

“Had to make a steampunkish entrance!” she said and fired at the monster again. It dropped.

Arcane Healing fell on Marcus, surging him up to full as the last demon dog tried in vain to bite him through the protection that Dëshoma had placed on him. Another beam of water slammed down into the beast, punching through its hide.

“Ha ha, take that, bitches!” Éjyona shouted. “You hardly even needed our help.”

“Yeah, just about to get torn apart. No big deal.”

The experience rush shot into us and slammed us up to Level 48. Hit Points increased, Strength and Faith swelled. More TP and MP. No ability or upgrade, but it felt good nonetheless to have the extras stats.

“There's a chest,” Éjyona said, darting over to it, her breasts bouncing. Her leather pasties were always fetching. She studied it. “No traps.”

She opened it and pulled out a pair of metal gauntlets. They were completely white.

Iris darted down and swarmed over them. “These are Gauntlets of Faith. The—”

“Increase my Faith?” I asked.

Iris shot me an annoyed look. “No, they increase your Magic Points. In addition, your next two abilities that cost MP will instead cost nothing.”

I nodded and then drew off my current gauntlets. I had used their once per day already. These would prove more useful. More MP meant more Divine Blows. I could even get two off for free. Or I could use one of my Vows. I thrust the old ones into my pouch and pulled on the others.

The second magic item in the chest was a Steelweave Exhibitionist Habit. It was clearly meant for Dëshoma. I threw that over my shoulder. By now, Kulri and Dëshoma had hooked up a rope. Éjyona already scampered up it. I pocketed the gold coins—Twist would kill me if she learned I'd left loot behind—and then headed up the rope after them.

When I got up, I presented the robes to my Soothsayer. They were made of gray, metallic material with a wide oval cut out to show off her breasts and nipples. Just what my exhibitionist loved.

“My thanks, Lord Marcus, for procuring me these new raiments to wear and adventure in while showing off the gorgeous shape of mine bosom for all to admire,” she said.

“They are gorgeous, Lady Dëshoma,” I said, ogling her tits. I'd grope them, but it just wasn't the same squeezing tits while wearing gauntlets.

No tactile delight.

As she put it on, Iris explained that her new habit would increase her MP, too. This one's special ability was to distract the enemy with her gorgeous, stunning tits. As Dëshoma put them on, the oval cutout squeezed her boobs together and made them somehow more exciting.

“Oh, yeah, those are going to distract some people,” I said, grinning.

“Distract you, Marcus,” Éjyona said.

“Don't they distract you?” I asked, staring at those lovely breasts.

“I find myself staring at them, Marcus Aurelius.” Kulri's ears twitched.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Iris said and then landed on Dëshoma's right nipple, standing on the hard, golden nub. “Yes, yes, those are amazing.” She hugged the boob.

“Need you to light the way,” I reminded Iris as I ripped my gaze from those lovely tits. Sighing that I had to walk at the front, I made my way down the tunnel.


Chapter Thirty-One: The Sweatshop

Maria du Marne

Two hours down, and they started finding roots of a large dimension that thrust out of the wall of the pit. They ended at hacked-off stumps. Maria could not fathom where they came from. They were deep down the excavated hole. No tree could grow this deep.

“The size of them,” Deillae said as they came across one root stump that was wider than Shorhe was tall. The feyborn Nun ran her fingers about it, shaking her head.

“This is wrong,” Thūwhi said. “Dihhomamer's light, they are doing something terrible down here.”

“We already knew that,” Twist said. “Maybe roots running through the ground are normal. Don't the elves claim some big tree of theirs grew roots across the world?”

“That's just a legend,” Shorhe said. “My grandfather would laugh about it. My ancestors were miners, but our village was cut off from our mines by the Shattering. He claimed they would find great roots underground that had crystals in them. Blue ones.”

“Like the crystals that line the wall?” Twist asked. “That makes the barrier.”

Shorhe shrugged. “It was just stories. Or so I thought. Maybe it's true.”

“The roots that hold the world together,” Deillae said. “But the world was already shattered, so does that still apply? These can't be connected to that big tree. It's over in Giijyuashuyarrio.”

“Where Marcus went,” Maria said, a shiver heading down her spine. She didn't like that.

“I don't like that,” muttered Thūwhi. “The bottom of this pit is full of steam, I think.”

“Let's continue on,” Maria said.

Not long after that, they came across a large landing. There appeared to be a structure carved into the wall. The sounds of hammering came from it. Maria glanced at Twist, nodding at her. She Vanished.

“Let my prayer enhance the health of the faithful who hear it,” Deillae muttered.

The healthy buff fell on the party.

Then she cast another spell. Meditation. Her MP increased when she finished casting it, replacing what she had cast. Deillae had increased her Faith, or so Maria thought. Then she cast a third spell, Concentration. That would let her increase her casting speed.

“Go,” Maria hissed and rushed down the stairs, Shorhe and Thūwhi behind her.

Yelling, Maria drew her weapons. A cultist appeared, thrusting his head out and cursing. He pulled out a lash. Maria Quick Stepped to him. In a blur, she was behind him and ramming her rapier through his back, punching the weapon out his side.

To her right, she could see a large workshop. Heat broiled out of it from the forges. Halflings were busy making those pain harnesses. The cultists moving through the room whirled and glared at her. She grinned as they rushed at her.

Shorhe Swift Charged down the stairs and slammed her sword into a cultist, cutting in deep. Thūwhi ran down and stood beside Maria. The cultists were surging in. Thūwhi raised her shield before her.

Faithful Burst exploded from her, a wave of divine damage that struck all the cultists. They rushed at her to kill her, shouting out their fury.

“I challenge you to a Duel!” Maria cried and pointed at one. She slipped into Perfect Form. The one she shouted at rushed at her, raising the lash.

She Quick Stepped to dodge it, blurring the six paces to him and slamming her rapier through his chest. Then she Stab and Sliced him, unleashing damage upon him. The halflings all gaped at the sight of her fighting in their workshop.

Twist appeared, her dagger slamming into a cultist's kidney. The man howled in ecstatic pain and turned around to lash at her, but she was already flowing away and Shadowcloaking to escape his blow. She appeared a moment later, delivering another critical blow to the enemy.

Maria danced with hers, her Perfect Form giving her better dodge. Her rapier blurred, stabbing over and over into him. With a gurgling sigh, the cultist collapsed at her feet. The nearest halfling gasped and then stared at her in shock.

Maria winked at the halfling then charged forward.

Twist's new dagger ripped open the cultist's guts. He spilled forward dead. Shorhe cut off her enemy's head while Thūwhi slammed her morning star down hard, her shield blocking their attacks. They were mopping through them with ease now.

They had gained so many levels since they first fought them.

Maria ran through one. He stiffened and collapsed. Thūwhi's morning star brained another. In moments, it was over. Deillae came down the stairs, looking disappointed. She shook her head, holding her bible to her chest.

“I didn't have to cast one healing spell! All my buffs went to waste!”

“Better this way,” Maria said. “Twist, stop looting and strike the halflings' chains.”

“Fine,” Twist hissed. “You're the leader.”

“I am!” Maria was. She was the leader and she was in charge.

They were all standing up now, their legs manacled to their workstations. They had dirty faces, their clothes draped over their emaciated forms. They were being worked to death and... Maria glanced at the pain harnesses.

They force them to make the very items that will control their corpses. Maria spat on a dead cultist.

The halflings all looked stunned as they were freed. They began milling around her. They didn't know what to do. Where to go. She smiled at them and knelt to stare at the woman who had watched her kill the cultist.

“We cleared the way and the gate's open,” Maria told her. “There's a gap in the stairs. Bring building material to create a bridge, but you can get across. Just keep going. The city's mostly safe now.”

“W-who are you?” she croaked and then rubbed at her throat like it hurt to speak.

“Shardhunters.” Pain filled Maria's eyes. “I'm sorry we took so long to get here, but you're free.”

“They're... they're going to destroy the world. Down there in the pit.”

Maria's brow furrowed. “Do you know how they're going to do it?”

The halfling shook her head. “You just have to stop them. Please, please, you have to.”

“We will.” Maria stood up. “That's why we're here.”

She whirled and marched out of the workshop and continued down, the rest of her party behind her. That was why they were here. She had to be strong enough to see it through. She rushed down the stairs, the fumes that boiled at the bottom of the pit growing more and more clear to her sight. It hid some sort of devilry that had to be stopped.


Chapter Thirty-Two: Stuck

The sound of axes striking wood echoed through the cave.

“What is that?” I muttered, glancing at Éjyona. I arched an eyebrow at her.

She Vanished, starting the two-minute cooldown. She would rarely get to use it more than once in a battle, but that didn't mean she couldn't scout ahead for us. I didn't hear a sound. I wanted to mop at my brow, but I'd have to take my gauntlets off.

“Here, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said. She produced a handkerchief from her pouch and wiped at my brow. “The heat doth soar higher, and I doth fear that we approach the limits of our stamina and shall falter before we reach the end.”

“Kulri's sister made it,” I growled, “so can we.”

Éjyona melted into view beside me, her gun slung low in her arm, barrel pointed at the ground. “Gnomes are mining out the crystals from the roots ahead.”

“We're catching up,” I said, smiling. “Let's put a stop to it.”

“Must we attack the gnomes, Lord Marcus? They are innocent in this, enslaved by the foul magic of the Circle Breakers.”

“Kulri, can you cast Dispel Magic on them?” I asked.

She nodded. “I will have to cast it one by one. How many are there?”

“Ten.”

“Then I'll hold them on me while Kulri does her thing,” I said. “Dëshoma, I'm counting on you.”

“Of course, Lord Marcus, thou hast not to fear when I am calling up mine Goddess to soothe thee with her succor and love.”

I nodded and marched out, making all the noise I could. The sound of thunking stopped. I rounded the corner, Iris buzzing over my head. Her pink light fell upon another room. It looked to be excavated by the gnomes. A tangle of roots passed through here. They were cutting out the gems from the middle to the outside. The newest ones dripped with Shardwater. The liquid fell on the ground and soaked into the dirt.

The gnomes scuttled at me, all of them holding hatchets. Their beady eyes focused on me. I could see the pain in their eyes as they charged. I marched towards them and activated Iron Defense. I thought about bubbling with Shield of Faith, but it was damn hard to hold aggro doing that.

“I vow to protect you, Lady Dëshoma!” I roared, activating Vow of Defense. With her healing, she would be generating aggro. Normally, she couldn't compete with the threat Kulri's spells generated as she laid waste to the enemy.

Zeal burst from me, and then the enemy was on me. I weathered their swinging hatchets. They slammed into my shield and armor. One struck my knee. I grunted at the pain. Dëshoma's Theological Litany fell on me, the HoT ticking away.

The ten bastards were on me. They were hacking fast. Kulri chanted her spell.

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

The first gnome staggered and then was set free. He gasped and threw down his ax. Without a look, the ingrate dove into the ground. It flowed out of the way and then vanished behind him.

I endured the pain of being hit by the gnomes, but they weren't threats. I just blocked, and grunted whenever an ax found my vitals. Dëshoma healed me. Éjyona whispered. Kulri cast Dispel Magic over and over again until the last one swung his ax in impotent fury, unable to get through my shield.

“You're free,” I told him as Kulri's spell ended. I felt like I was in a 90's kid movie saving a whale.

The last gnome threw the ax hard. It struck the wall and bounced off. Then he dived down into the dirt. We didn't even get experience for it. I didn't mind. Éjyona gasped and ran to a chest in the corner. She fell to it and began picking the lock.

“I don't even feel like we've earned whatever is in there,” I said.

“I know,” Dëshoma said, her boobs jiggling out of the corner of my eye. They were such fetching boobs. I could just bury my face...

I shook my head and looked away from those hypnotic tits.

Éjyona threw open the chest and gasped. She pulled out a thick-barreled weapon. It was almost like a shotgun. She held it and grinned, thrusting her old one into her small belt pouch. It vanished out of sight. It had an orange-red barrel with a black wood stock. Runes were inscribed down in the metal, marking it as arcane tin.

“An Arcane Tin Flechette Blaster,” Iris announced. She landed on the barrel, inspecting it. “Ooh, ooh, when you are making normal attacks, it'll hit three targets who are within ten yards of each other.”

“So it is like a shotgun,” I muttered.

“And, once per day, you can use a special ability that will hit three targets,” Iris added.

“I'm in love,” Éjyona squealed, joy flashing across her face.

“And there is a necklace in here,” Iris said. “A Glittering Emerald Necklace. It'll give one of our casters the ability to resist being silenced.”

That wasn't a status effect we had encountered much. Who was more important to be able to spell cast? The answer was easy. “Lady Dëshoma,” I said, bending down to pick it up. It was a delicate chain of silver set with emeralds. I held it up for her. “This is for you.”

“Lord Marcus,” she said in delight and held back her Maiden's Veil so I could put it around her wimple-wrapped neck. It dangled down to just above the oval cutout, looking great against the steel-like cloth she wore.

“It also will let you silence one enemy for a minute, Dëshoma,” Iris said.

“Many thanks for thy succinct explanation upon the property of this delightful necklace that I am honored to wear.”

“No problem!” Iris squealed. “It's my job!”

We headed off and descended another tunnel. It wrapped around and the sounds of thunking into wood grew louder and louder. Another group of gnomes was mining out the crystals here. The clink of them being placed into a container echoed.

A flowing voice spoke in a flowery tongue that sounded much like Kulrigiizhai's name. I froze and glanced at my elf. Her ears twitched and her face set. She glanced at me and nodded before I could ask the question.

We had found her sister once more.

“Dëshoma,” I whispered, “buff.”

“I beseech thee for thine lucky favor to prevail,” she prayed softly.

Her buff fell on us, and the random stat increased was Faith. More MP for three of us and more damage that those abilities would deal or more health they would heal. It did little for Éjyona save give her more Resistance, a secondary ability to withstand status effects. It was made of Strength and Faith combined.

Immediately, Dëshoma cast Litany of the Sky to buff our chance to hit with our attacks. Then we headed down the hallway. Éjyona Vanished. I moved at the head, ready to get into battle. The tunnel widened into an even larger cavern, the floor dug out, forming a downward slope to where the gnomes were working on fresh crystals.

At the far end of the room, in bustier robes similar to Kulri's, was an elf. She looked almost identical to her sister, though her breasts were small and modest. Both her nipples were clamped, the chain swaying between them. She also had a chain dangling from a slit in her panties with a small bell on the end that tinkled. It must be attached to her clit, a weight to cause her pain.

“Viujaakuya,” Kulri whispered, her voice strained.

“Well try to take her alive,” I told her. “But she's a type of Mage.”

“A Warlock,” whispered Kulri. “I can tell by the bell. She's gone the Faith path for a moment before returning to Intelligence. She was a Mage then a Preacher and then a Summoner. At Level 50, she chose Warlock.”

“How do you know she's Level 50?” I asked.

“The mud elementals. Warlocks summon elementals. That's where they excel, Marcus.”

“Then let's put her down,” I growled. “Overwhelm her. She's still a mage. Her HP will be terrible.”

“Just...” Kulri stared at me.

“I'll try to keep her alive,” I told her. “I will, but if she's tearing my women apart, I'll do what I have to. I'm sorry.”

Kulri nodded, her eyes downcast. “I do understand.”

“Then let's go!” I Yelled, the shout bursting from me. It was such a minor buff at these levels, but it was free. I rushed down the slope. The gnome workers all snapped their gazes towards me.

A bell rang out across the room as Kulri's sister began her chanting. I didn't like that bell nor the way her staff glowed. Her spells seemed to tumble out in a second. Faster than it should. Then the ground before me heaved.

I slid to a stop on the muddy ground. My feet dug two furrows before I halted. The ground groaned as a lumpy head appeared. And then shoulders. An arm thrust up and slammed down beside me, pushing up with its bulk. I shifted my stance as the mud elemental rose higher and higher and higher. It was immense.

“The bell!” Iris called. “It must be a summoner's bell. She called for a bigger elemental than she should be capable of conjuring.”

“Of course,” I growled, my head craning back to see the mud elemental reaching towards the cavern's height. It smashed into mined out roots, snapping them with ease. Bits of wood rained down around me. I thrust up my shield.

“She's ordering them to mine out a big crystal!” Éjyona shouted nearby. I couldn't see the halfling Sharpshooter, but I could sense her. She was dodging the falling debris with the rest of us.

My boots squelched in the mud, sinking an inch or two. The elemental slammed its fists down in the ground. The mud rippled. A wave washed out of the depression, but not a big one, the crest three inches. It washed over me and clung to my sabatons and...

Rooted me to the spot.

“Fuck, I'm immobilized!” I growled.

“Me, too!” Éjyona gasped.

“Fuck!” I snarled.

Kulri's sister shouted in elven.

“She's ordering them to mine out a gemstone!” Kulri shouted from behind me. “They are out of my spell range. They are digging at it.”

“You're stuck, too?” I demanded. “Goddamn it!” I threw a look over my shoulder to see Kulri and Dëshoma at the bottom of the slope. The butt of Kulri's staff was stuck in the ground.

I peered through the elemental's legs and saw a massive crystal they were digging out of a thick root at the end. All the gnomes had fled for it, and there was nothing I could do about it. I was stuck to the ground, rooted by the hulking mud elemental.

Who slammed a hard fist down at me. No dodging, not that I was any good at it. I raised my shield. The blow hit it and mud burst around my shield and slammed into my face. It was like getting hit with wet cement. It hurt.

My Hit Points dropped.

I slammed a Defending Strike into the monster's legs, cutting out a chunk of mud with my ax. Éjyona's rifle went off. She appeared beside me as her bullet struck the thing in the head. She cursed in annoyance.

“No stun,” she hissed, using Incapacitation Shot.

“Yeah, big fucker's not going down,” I growled. “You got a shot on the sister?”

“She moved behind the crystal. I can pick off the gnomes, but there's a lot of them.”

Another crushing blow slammed into me as a watery Elemental Beam slammed into the monster's chest, washing away some of the muck. A Theological Litany embraced me with a soothing HoT just as the monster slammed another fist into my shield, the blow jarring my hand. More mud burst around my shield and slammed into my face.

I reeled and shook my head. The brute punched hard. If I didn't block, I'd be in trouble.

I dropped a Consecrated Ground and then used Vow of Defense to take half of Kulri's aggro. Another of her water beams struck the monster in the chest. It roared in fury and slammed its fist down at me.

My block failed. He hit me just right to knock my shield out of the way. He slammed hard into me, wanting to knock me over. If I fell, I knew the mud would grip me, but I held my position. I resisted his blow even as my Hit Points dropped in half.

Pain burst through every bit of me. My bones felt the impact. My knees screamed in agony from absorbing the blow. My feet were stuck. I couldn't shift them. It made me more vulnerable to be tripped. He raised his fist again to slam into me.

I landed a Defensive Strike for that block bonus. I would need every bit of it.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Worry for her sister drifted on the edges of her concentration. Marcus weathered the blows. Dëshoma's Arcane Healing restored his HP but the fists were coming down hard. The arcane words tumbled from the elf's lips.

She was stuck in place. Her feet were not placed right. She had to grip her staff just for balance, but she couldn't shift it either. It was uncomfortable, but she wasn't getting hammered like poor Marcus. Her spell finished.

Elemental Beam slammed another watery attack into the monster, washing way mud from its chest, leaving gouges in it.

“Hurry!” her sister cried out in elven. “Dig out that crystal! Get it! Master wants it!”

I will save you! Kulrigiizhai thought. She contemplated using Arcane Jump to teleport on the other side of the mud elemental and unleash her spells on the gnomes mining the crystal. But then Kulri would be vulnerable. Éjyona was firing attacks at the gnomes as they worked.

It had to be enough.

Besides, I might kill my sister if I unleash my powers. And what would her sister do? She was controlling her summons, of course, but she might have abilities that let her cast other spells. Kulrigiizhai wasn't too familiar with the Faith path of the Mage. She had gone Intelligence, after all. A purist.

As the next Elemental Beam spell tumbled from her lips, the summoned monster roared and raised its fists and slammed them into the ground. A mighty wave of mud rose from it and washed out across the room. It slammed out and surged over everything. Marcus screamed as it crashed over him. Éjyona squeaked in fright. Then it rushed at Kulrigiizhai and Dëshoma.

Before she could finish her spell, the mud slammed into Kulrigiizhai. Scalding liquid that hit with the force of a stone wall crashed over her. Hit Points vanished from the elven Evoker. She screamed as the mud burned her, clinging to her skin as the wave crashed into the wall behind her.

“Lord Marcus!” Dëshoma whimpered, her body drenched in the sizzling mud. Steam rose from them.

All of them had a DoT. They were all dying. Already, Kulrigiizhai's Hit Points were dangerously low. She gritted her teeth through the pain, holding her staff tight, and focused on her spells. On killing the monster before it unleashed another burst of power like that.

“Let the elemental power focus into destruction!”

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Pain blazed along the angelborn Soothsayer's body.

She gripped her bible, the scalding mud covering her face and exposed breasts. The words to Arcane Therapy tumbled from her lips. She had a mid-range buff from Fortune's Fate active, fifty percent.

Marcus kept slamming his ax into the monster, his HP burning away as she prayed. Another blow slammed into his shield, burning through his life. The healing energy channeled through her bible and fell on the party.

It didn't take away the pain of the burning mud caked on their skin, but it surged most of them to near full Hit Points. Marcus took another hard blow, but the HoT from Theological Litany was still active.

Dëshoma cast another Arcane Therapy, topping everyone off. The DoT was wearing off. The mud drying out and cooling down. She shifted her feet, or tried to, stuck to the ground like the rest of them.

“They're getting closer to getting the crystal out!” shouted Éjyona. Her gun fired again. “Aphounga's shattered sword, they're too many of them!”

“Just keep trying!” Marcus shouted, his ax falling again and again.

Dëshoma's was about to start another healing spell when the monster roared. She recognized it.

“I beseech thee to ward mine allies—” she chanted as the fist slammed down at them.

The ground shook. The wave started, a wall of mud that would wash over all of them.

“—with a fate invincible!”

Just before the wave washed over Marcus, her spell went off. Protection from damage from the next two attacks for the entire party. Not the worst, but not the best, either. Still, it shielded everyone from the wave washing over them and the pain that would follow.

Invincible Fate would not be defeated by the mud elemental.

*  \ * /  *

The wave of mud washed over me, doing nothing. I laughed, feeling Invincible Fate protecting me for one more hit. I laughed and slammed my ax down. I had to kill this mud elemental and stop them from breaking out the crystal.

I had to somehow capture Kulri's sister.

“Let's go, you ball of putrid muck!” I roared and slammed a Divine Blow down on it to conserve my TP for my Defending Strikes.

The monster slammed its fist down on me. It hit hard. But I didn't care. Dëshoma's prayer warded me from the next hit. The muddy blow rebounded off the protective aura. It winked out and I slammed a Defensive Strike into its body.

“They're prying out the crystal!” shouted Éjyona.

“Just keep firing at them!” I shouted as I raised my shield. The next blow hit hard. My arm felt the impact, pain bursting at my joints. Heavy mud slammed into my face, dealing me some damage. “Stop them!”

“Trying!” Éjyona shouted.

Her gun barked over and over again. She fired three shots per trigger pull, hitting three enemies with her normal attack. She was trying to put them down as fast as possible while Kulri and I tried to take down the big fucker.

Another water beam gouged out more of its chest. We had to be getting close. I slammed my ax down, Divine Blow bursting with white energy when I hit. No chance of stunning, but the damage was hacking out chunks of muck from the brute.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” Éjyona cried.

A loud snap resounded. Then something heavy thunked on the ground. A groan rose from the earth all around us. A shudder ran through the world. Not an earthquake, but the tremble of something in pain. Roots that ran through the room burst into dry pieces. A gray hue spread through them.

“The First Tree!” screamed Kulri. “It's dying!”

“Fuck!” I roared and slammed my ax into the monster, Defending Strike upping my block chance.

“They're carrying the crystal to the exit!” shouted Éjyona. “Your sister is using it as cover as she retreats.”

“Take them down!” I roared.

“Let's try this!” Éjyona's snowflake-pattern necklace draped over her nearly naked tits gleamed with bright silver. She activated its once-per-day to let her next five attacks have a chance to slow the enemy.

She fired. Three flechettes fired out from her gun, whizzing through the air. BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG!

“Got them all!” she shouted. “But only half were slowed. The gem's teetering. They're losing cohesion.”

“Drop it, you fuckers!” I roared, the mud elemental raising its fist for another wave attack.

Everyone but me would be fine. Dëshoma's Arcane Healing topped me off. The fists slammed down. The wave washed out around us. It rippled over Éjyona, not touching her as she kept firing. The pain sizzled over me, half my Hit Points melting away. The DoT sizzled on me as the fist slammed down. I raised my shield to block.

Not fast enough.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Lord Marcus screamed as he was thrown back, his feet rooted to the spot. He crashed on his back, nearly dead. The monster drew back for another punch, and then Shield of Faith popped over him. The fist slammed down on the unbreakable protection.

The mud elemental shot its gaze to Kulrigiizhai. It flung a projectile of mud that hurtled at the chanting Evoker. The elf didn't flinch. Her beam of water fired from her staff moments before she was struck by the blow.

She screamed as the mud burned across her body. Her Hit Points evaporated from the blow.

Dëshoma chanted Arcane Therapy to heal everyone.

“They're getting away!” Éjyona shouted. “They're gone. Marcus, they're gone!”

“Shoot the mud elemental!” he cried as Kulrigiizhai staggered. Another blob of mud flew at her.

Dëshoma's spell went off, healing Kulrigiizhai moments before she was struck again. The elf screamed. Éjyona's gun went off. Marcus's bubble vanished. He was back to full Hit Points and lying helpless on the ground.

“Come get me, you bastard!” he screamed, a Challenge ringing in his voice.

The mud elemental stopped drawing back for its next attack and slammed its fist down on the helpless Marcus. The blow struck hard. He screamed, his armor crumpling. Half his Hit Points evaporated. Dëshoma changed Arcane Healing. She could keep him alive.

Elemental Beam fired from Kulrigiizhai. The elf, dripping in mud, ignored the pain of the DoTs sizzling on her flesh. Her attack struck the mud elemental in the chest. It cut through the outer layer and then struck the core.

The mud fell apart.

*  \ * /  *

Mud crashed down on me. The head of the elemental landed on my body. It slid over my head, smothering me. A final, deathblow attack to finish me off. I couldn't breathe. I was still rooted in place, stuck, and couldn't draw in any air.

Suffocation's timer started going.

Fuck, I was going to die like this?

The weight of the mud crushed down on me, hurting me. It applied a DoT on top of the suffocation. I screamed into the muck, struggling to move. I fought and battled against it. I wasn't going out like this.

There was no fucking way this was how I died. No fucking way at all.

I struggled and thrashed to get free. I would battle my way out of this muck. I would survive. Nothing would stop me. I strained against it, but the weight was too much. The mud gripped my body, pinning me to the ground.

The pain swelled. I couldn't breathe. My lungs hurt. My brain throbbed. The more I struggled, the faster my suffocation meter went down. This couldn't be it. Lights danced at the edge of my black vision. They swirled, closing in on the center.

I thought of my women. All of them. They all smiled at me in my mind's eye. Those in my party, with Maria, and back at base. They all needed me. I couldn't go out like this. I was their Knight. I had to protect them all.

The mud shifted.

It lurched off of me and I gasped for air. No one was over me. No one had excavated me, and yet I was clear.

I sucked in deep breaths, gulping down the air.

“You did it, Kulri!” Éjyona cheered.

“Thy sorcery proved most effective in excavating Lord Marcus from the terrible calamity which had befallen him, Lady Kulrigiizhai.”

“Elemental Disruption?” I asked.

“Yes, Marcus Aurelius, this elf used that spell to save you.”

“Thanks,” I breathed. “Fuck.”

Then the mud stopped holding me. Experience crashed into us, shooting us all up to Level 49. The urge to Upgrade an ability washed through me. Even better, I could stand up. I bolted to my feet, my armor repaired by the level up.

“After them!” I shouted, rushing across the muddy field to the tunnel where they vanished. The ground shook. The tree groaned. It was dying. That large crystal had been important. Its removal had damaged it. I wouldn't let them get away. My HP, MP, and TP were all restored. I was ready to kick ass.

I upgraded Defensive Strike as I crossed the battlefield.

“We are with you, Marcus Aurelius,” Kulri called.

“Yes!” Éjyona shouted, running at my side.

We reached the tunnel and found a circle drawn in the ground. It glowed with a golden light. The tunnel ended behind it. Kulri's sister had fled through this. She had gone somewhere else. I stepped into it.

“Kulri, you can use this?” I asked.

“Of course,” she called.

Éjyona jumped over the golden circle and landed beside me. Kulri and Dëshoma followed, their bodies free of any the mud, cleaned by the level up. Dëshoma's and Kulri's exposed breasts quivered, my angelborn's so enticing, my elf's so fetching.

Kulri planted her staff and then the light glowed around us. It was blue. Like a Shardpool. It swept around us and then we lurched, teleporting after the gnomes and her sister. We had to save the tree before it was too late.


Chapter Thirty-Three: Wallcrawlers

Twist

Maria raced down the stairs ahead of Twist, Shorhe and Thūwhi hot on the human Fencer's heels. They were approaching the heavy smoke that pervaded the bottom, almost there to stopping whatever devilry the Cultists of Rahwikal were up to.

Twist's Hunch itched a warning across the back of her neck.

“Ambush!” she cried, looking up. “There!”

Three mechanical lizards jumped down from above. Twist's warning let Shorhe and Thūwhi raise their shields. The monsters crashed into the raised defenses, metal ringing and the wood scaffolding groaning beneath the two women's feet. Maria rolled forward, hers landing where she had just stood, cutting her off from the rest of the party.

The mechanical lizards burst with steam. Their joints screeched as they moved. Their tails swished back and forth, made up of segmented joints. Razor-sharp blades lined them. Their eyes glowed with a sinister, red light.

“Twist!” Deillae shouted.

Frowning, the Spy turned to look behind her as she Vanished. There was Deillae, her skirt swirling, and then suddenly a spell fell on Twist. Deillae had cast it in an instant and not lost any MP doing it.

Hasty Prayer galvanized Twist into action. She had the Haste buff on her. Three times her attack speed. As Maria Dueled hers and Thūwhi and Shorhe tanked theirs, Twist flew into the fray, feeling so light on her feet. She used Know Weakness on the one Thūwhi fought. The Deacon could not negate armor like Maria and Shorhe did.

Already, Shorhe's blows peeled off pieces of her mechanical lizard's armor. Maria used her ability to pry up segments and thrust in damaging attacks. With Know Weakness active, Twist didn't have to remove the armor for Vital Stab to work.

She knew just where to plunge her stony dagger to deal the most amount of damage possible.

Hissing her delight, she did just that.

Metal groaned, and she laughed.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Weaken Armor tore off another chunk of metal. Slashing claws, crackling with electricity, lashed out at Maria. She Quick Stepped around it and thrust her rapier into another gap she had ripped open in the mechanical monstrosity's side. Her sword plunged into the innards. Gears snapped. Steam burst out.

She loved this ability. Quick Step was amazing. It let her dodge and attack at the same time through the sheer speed of her movement. It cost her TP, but that was fine. When she ran out, she would have Duel and Perfect Form to give her all the help she needed.

Hissing, the mechanical monstrosity slashed its razor-sharp tail at her. She parried with her dagger and unleashed another Weaken Armor. More rivets popped as she pried up another plate from the exoskeleton. Then a Quick Step to dodge slashing teeth and she was on the other side. She thrust her rapier into its belly.

Prayer of Redemption fell on her. She didn't need it, but Thūwhi and Shorhe did. They were getting trashed by their mechanical lizards. But Deillae had skill. She was as good a healer as Dëshoma.

Marcus only loves the best! Maria thought.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she laughed as she dodged another attack.

The teeth flashed in while Weaken Armor struck the monster's side. She went to activate Quick Step, but she was too late. It landed on her side, biting into her hip. She gasped at the serrated teeth holding her in place and screamed out in pain.

It gripped her and slammed her down into the scaffolding.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Maria screamed in pain. She glanced over at the enemy and hissed. Maria was grabbed in its bite. Twist went to help her, but a serrated tail slashed down at her. She leaped back, dodging the blow and rolling up beside Thūwhi.

“I see!” Thūwhi shouted and then her shield burst with a dazzling light.

The mechanical lizards hissed, the glow in their eyes flaring bright. Heads shook like they were living creatures. Whatever they saw the world with had been dazzled, giving them a penalty to hit and damage. Twist hissed her thanks and darted forward.

She Shadowcloaked and ducked beneath the pathetic attack that tried to hit her. She rolled and used Know Weakness on the lizard holding Maria. The human Fencer screamed in pain. Twist landed and plunged a Vital Stab into the neck joint of the monster.

Sparks flared.

The mouth opened, spilling out a bleeding torrent at Maria. She had weeping wounds across her torso and back. She rolled to her feet and roared with fury. The lizard turned to fix red eyes on Twist.

They flared bright.

“Fuck!”

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Twist dove to the right just as twin beams of red light lanced out from the eyes. They struck the wall, burning into the stone.

“Fuck me up the assssss!” hissed Twist, and then she Vanished.

Maria, her side throbbing and the bleeding wounds draining her HP, thrust her rapier forward. As she did, she activated her Honor's Blade. It allowed her to deal triple damage on her next attack while Dueling.

She plunged a Quick Step attack into a gaping hole in the creature's armor. Its tail slashed at her while her blade buried into the innards. Metal burst and clanged around inside of it. She jerked it out and ducked low.

The tail hissed over her head. She straightened only for the tail to slash back at her. She Quick Stepped around the monster and thrust her next attack into the very spot that Twist had attacked. She buried it in deep.

Sparks flared from the blow. They sizzled out. She wrenched her blade free and the lizard collapsed. Steam burst out of its body. A Prayer of Redemption soothed her hurt, but blood spilled down her from the bleeding wounds.

Ignoring that, she rushed to Thūwhi's lizard, the Deacon struck in the face by a slashing tail. She reeled back, blood spurting.

Maria unleashed her last TP on Weaken Armor, opening up a hole in the defense for Thūwhi to stab.

“Thanks!” Thūwhi shouted and slammed her morning star into the gap.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

She appeared beside Maria and thrust a Vital Stab into the monster's side. Her dagger struck gears. She loved the sound of them breaking. Electricity arced over the body of it. A spasm twitched it. Thūwhi thrust her mace into the air.

Radiant Zeal burst from her and sizzled over the two mechanical lizards. The divine damage didn't care about their armor. It tore them apart anyway. The one Shorhe fought collapsed, a leg breaking off.

The bleeding orc laughed. She rushed over and slammed a hard sword strike onto the neck of the mechanical lizard. Weakened by the Radiant Zeal, Shorhe's blow decapitated the creature, exposing copper wires wrapped in leather. The creature collapsed.

Level 49 crashed into Twist.

She shuddered as she surged up with more HP and more Dexterity. The urge to upgrade fell on her. Vital Stab was the only thing she could pic. She loved using it. The thrill of hitting an enemy for critical damage every time, so long as Know Weakness was going, was exhilarating.

“Time to loot!” she hissed.

“Loot,” Thūwhi said. “We are almost to the layer of fume. The devilry the enemy is unleashing is right below us.”

“And?” Twist demanded. “We have to see if there is better fucking gear.” From the mechanical lizard, she dug out a clit ring with a ruby on it. “See.”

Concentrating revealed it to be a give resistance to damage from demons. Its special ability allowed one to deal more damage against demons for a short time. Twist spun it in the air and then flicked it to Thūwhi.

“Irony demands that you pierce your clit with that, demonborn,” said Twist.

Thūwhi frowned and then gasped. “Oh, my. That is ironic but... This is going to hurt.”

“Probably,” Twist said. “But you'll have something pretty for Marcus to love when we see him again.”

A smile spread across the cambion's lips, dimpling her ruddy cheeks. “True.”

More searching, and Twist found a skank skirt, like what Dëshoma wore, but this one came with a g-string. They both were purple but held a metallic glint to the fabric. She tossed those to Deillae, saying, “Looks like your sort of gear.”

“Wow, a g-string and a skank skirt.” She giggled. “If I was Dëshoma, I'd forget to put on the panties.”

“Yesss, she's a delicious slut.” Twist missed Dëshoma.

“Well, this is Fey-Blessed Steelweave. I'm the only one that can wear it.”

“More of that changeling only stuff,” Shorhe asked. “Why is there no orc only gear?”

“Right?” Thūwhi asked.

“It ups my primary stat bonus.” Deillae grinned. “Wow, it could be any of them, but for me, that's Faith. Then... Ooh, I can polymorph up to three enemies into sheep for 1 minute.”

“Get changed, and let's keep going,” Maria said. She glanced down at the top of the fume.

Lights flickered through the cloud like the strobe of lightning. A sizzle hiss rose followed by the grinding of metal. Twist clicked her tongue stud against the back of her teeth. She did not like the sound of what they would find down there.


Chapter Thirty-Four: Outnumbered

Maria du Marne

They plunged into the fume, Deillae in her new skirt and g-string. Maria's large breasts bounced as the acrid smoke rippled over her body. Her eyes stung as they moved through the heavy vapor. It tickled the back of her throat, the urge to cough rising in her.

She covered her mouth as a few rasping ones barked from her mouth. She didn't like it. Her nearly exposed body felt grimy. Particulates floated in the vapor that clung to her body. She wanted to bathe. Her cunt clenched down on the dildo buried in her cunt. It shifted around in her as she descended further down into the pit.

The smoke grew thicker and thicker. The world was darker and darker. Her eyes burned worst. Tears sprang up at the corners. She blinked rapidly. More coughs burst from her and those behind her. The pollution swirled around them.

“Fuck me, thisssss isssss nasty fuck!” Twist hissed.

“Yeah,” Deillae said. “So grody.”

More lightning flashed. The sound of sizzling grew louder. The arc of electricity zapping into metal. Voices spoke. Shouts ordered. They were drawing nearer. Excitement and nervousness fluttered through Maria.

What would they find?

The fume suddenly vanished. They were in a dim world, a twilight worse than any overcast day. Smoke belched from some strange machine in the center. A group of spindly men, the size of halflings but not them, was carrying a large crystal to it. An elven mage, slender and graceful, watched them. The sound of a bell tinkling came from her.

One of the cultists that were around the bottom shouted in alarm.

The elven mage snapped her head around. She looked so much like Kulri but with a crueler gleam to her eyes. Then she started chanting. The cultists barked orders. Twelve spiky demon dogs surged through the pit and rushed at the base of the stairs.

Maria stepped off of them onto the rocky ground to the pit. It was broken, cratered. Dead halflings littered the ground.

No, they were rising. Electricity zapped from their bodies. The twelve demon dogs charged around them as ten of the possessed halflings stumbled towards them. Maria's stomach tightened as she readied herself.

Vigorous Prayer fell on the party. Twist Vanished while Maria and Shorhe Yelled. The buff settled on Maria as the first of the demon dogs rushed in at them from three sides. They snarled and then crashed into Thūwhi's and Shorhe's shields with snarling barks.

One lunged at Maria. She Quick Stepped out of its attack and thrust her honor blade into its side, piercing deep.

Then the ground groaned. Bursting from it were four brutes made of mud. Ten feet tall, bodies thick and arms long. They had just mounds for heads. They lumbered forward, following the possessed halflings twitching their way closer.

There were so many of them. Maria Dueled the demon dog that had almost torn her in half, using her Fencer's Elf Silver Parrying Dagger once-per-day ability. While she was dueling, she would have an increase in her hit, damage, and parry chance for the next thirty seconds.

Then she activated the power of her Distracting Blessed Leather Halter Bra and her huge tits. They bounced and heaved in such a fetching manner. The effect swept over the enemies. Most of the dogs collapsed, twitching. They were stunned by the majesty of her boobs. Seven of the possessed halflings crashed to the ground.

None of the lumbering mud monsters were affected.

That gives us a fighting chance, thought Maria, not sure how they would survive so many enemies.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Activating her Fused Red Sardonite Ring (to deal extra damage on a surprise attack) and her Spy's Clit Ring (next three attacks automatically deal critical damage), Twist moved through the stunned enemies to the real threats.

The mud elementals.

Inspire Faith burst from Thūwhi as she seized all the aggro. Then three of the possessed halflings, the three not stunned, suddenly polymorphed into sheep. As the mud elementals lumbered for Thūwhi and Twist stealthed forward, Deillae's diamond pendant flared with light.

Twist, and the rest of the party, became immune to damage for twenty seconds.

The rest of the demon dogs were attacking Thūwhi, slamming into her shield. Shorhe's bustier breastplate rang with a mighty note. A sonic attack knocked down the spiny dogs. Then one of the mud elementals crashed to the ground. Shorhe then slammed her sword down on one of the prone dogs, her cuisses and greaves bursting with silvery light.

Her next three attacks would crit, too.

Maria charged at one of the mud elementals, Dueling it, and thrust her rapier into its foot. She dodged and attacked while Twist reached her target. She used Know Weakness and found the perfect spot to bury her dagger. The extra earth damage her dagger dealt would do nothing, sadly, but she would still do a double critical Vital Strike.

She plunged her knife into the monster's leg. The attack cut out a large chunk of muck. It didn't roar, but it turned to face her. She was already rolling out of the way. The fist slammed into the ground. She slashed at it with her dagger, dealing a normal attack.

It critted.

Her Knife Combo rose as she delivered another critical hit for even more damage. Every blow she landed with her dagger without being hurt would only increase her combo. Increase her multiplier.

She Shadowcloaked and darted out of the way of its next attack, plunging a Vital Strike into its knee, mud flying. The mud squelched beneath her boots as the ground grew soggy, making it harder to move.

Hasty Prayer fell on her, buffing her attack speed.

Twist grinned.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

The ground around the mud elemental grew thick and sludgy. She sank a few inches into it. Her dodge rate went down. A massive fist flew at her. There was no parrying that battering ram attack. She tried to dart out of the way, but it hit her hard.

Her Hit Points evaporated.

She fell beneath half her HP from that blow. She hit the ground hard, groaning. A minor stun ran over her, keeping her pinned to the ground for a moment. Deillae chanted as the monster wound up for another blow.

Maria recovered and rolled to the side. The blow hit the ground by her, mud flying. The ground grew thicker around her as the monster turned to face her. She groaned, her huge tits heaving, and activated her Shadowed Nipple Ring.

Her form became insubstantial, almost wraith-like. She would take half damage for twenty seconds. A foot lashed at her. She dodged, but not fully. It clipped her hip and sent her tumbling to the side. She groaned, now below a quarter of her Hit Points.

Groaning, she gained her feet and activated her Swift Skyshark Leather Dildo Panties. The shaft in her pussy, the one she had almost grown used to being in her, buzzed to life. Pleasure shuddered through her as her attack speed tripled.

Hasted, she Quick Stepped to dart around the mud elemental and thrust her rapier in for powerful damage. She thrust two more times, her rapier a blur. Then another Quick Step as a Prayer of Redemption fell on the party, bringing her above half her HP.

The battle raged around her. Two of the mud elementals battered at Thūwhi's shield. Shorhe slammed her sword into demon dogs while Twist dodged and danced around the last mud elemental, her dagger cutting in thick slashes. However, her movement slowed as the mud grew thicker and thicker around her feet.

Three sheep baaed in fright. The stun from her breasts still kept most of the enemies down. They had to finish these monsters off. The strange, brown men were putting the large crystal into the machine belching all the foul smoke.

Whatever that was, it had to be stopped.

Another Prayer of Redemption fell on Maria while she burned through her TP using Quick Step to deal damage. Her normal attacks flicked out. Her rapier tore through the mud. The creature staggered from her damage, her blows coming so fast, spurred on by the dildo humming away in her cunt.

Her tits heaved as she leaped back. A fist clipped her, knocking her down. The damage was blunted by her spectral ring. She hit the ground and then became normal, her magic item wearing off. She only had seconds left of her increased attack speed.

Quick Step blurred her around to the back side of the monster. Her rapier rammed into its ass. She thrust it in deep. Then her arm blurred as she attacked with a lightning's fervor. The med elemental groaned and then collapsed.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

She couldn't afford to take damage. Not while hasted and with her Knife Combo building up. So as the mud grew thicker about her feet, slowing her down, Twist activated her Ghostly Nose Ring.

She became spectral, like Maria had, but for Twist, her higher level magic item produced a higher level effect. She didn't take half-damage. She took no damage from physical attacks. The foot kicked at her and passed right through her body.

“Gotcha, fucker!”

She slashed with the haste buff on her while her Knife Combo built. She tore through the mud elemental's leg, ripping through the joint. Then she slashed at its torso. The lumbering monster swung impotent fists as her damage multiplier swelled and swelled.

Then it collapsed. It fell forward onto her. She didn't care. Its corpse passed through her insubstantial body. She laughed and rolled out through it, looking around. Her body went solid as she reveled in the huge combo she had racked up.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

The stun wore off.

All the dogs and the seven halflings stunned rose to their feet and rushed at the party. The damage protection was gone. Thūwhi, getting pummeled by one mud elemental now had a second one lumbering for her plus the previously stunned enemies.

The three sheep popped and those halflings were back to normal. They shambled in. Maria swallowed. Her group had only taken out two of the enemies. The most dangerous, but two nonetheless.

Twist slashed into the halflings. Her knife ripped through them. She was dealing so much damage with Knife Combo that she killed one in three hits then flowed to the next, her blade a blur as she murdered them.

Thūwhi's cloak fluttered as she activated it. The mud elementals punched at her, slamming into her hard. Maria ran to help her and stabbed one of the mud elementals in the back of the knee. Her rapier ripped and she thrust again.

Twist killed another halfling. Three of them were down.

Lightning crackled. Twist hissed in pain. Her Hit Points dropped but only for a moment. Another Prayer of Redemption fell on the party. But it killed her Knife Combo. The spy hissed in fury as Maria thrust again.

Shorhe fell into Protective Stance as she had six or seven of the devil dogs on her. They were slamming into her shield, her sword's Sweeping Strikes cutting into them, leaving thick wounds in their hides.

Deillae chanted as fast as she could to keep the two tanks going. Thūwhi had the mud elementals and the halflings all attacking her. Lightning sizzled through the air. Shorhe screamed as a dog bit her leg.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” the orc Soldier snarled. Light flared from beneath her armor and suddenly her attacks swung with more damage. Her next Sweeping Strike cut into the demonic hounds attacking her, threatening to tear her down.

Three of them died. It did little good as all nine of them were now on her, attacking her from all sides. Prayer of Redemption fell on her, but was it enough? She was taking damage so fast. And Thūwhi's protective aura from her cloak wouldn't last much longer.

Have to kill the mud elementals then clear out the lesser enemies, thought Maria and stabbed again into the mud elemental's thigh, plunging in deep and ripping apart the substance that kept it together.

One of the halfling corpses controlled by the pain harness shuddered. Lightning sparkled across its body in a way that Maria hadn't seen before. Then a burst of pink lightning arced from it and struck everyone in the party.

Maria gasped as it zapped through her. It didn't do any damage to Maria. She stumbled back and the world swirled around her. It rippled and spun. She groaned, stumbling to the right, unable to catch her balance.

A figure appeared before her, distorted by her vision.

Enemy! screamed through Maria's mind.

She attacked.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Maria lurched away from the mud elemental. She looked drunk. Shorhe stumbled, too.

Twist shook her head, the pink lightning crackling across her skin for a moment. “Did that fucker just confuse them?”

Shorhe's shield shimmered and then she straightened in time for the devil dogs to tear at her. She managed to block two of the attacks, her armor stopping a few more, but they sunk fangs into her green flesh and hurt her.

Least she could fix herself.

Maria stumbled right for Twist, a dazed look on the human's face. Her red hair bounced about her shoulders and her large tits heaved. Twist reached for the human to shake some sense into her when Maria recoiled and...

Stabbed.

Her sword rammed through Twist's guts.

Pain screamed through Twist. She gasped in shock at how much damage Maria dealt. Half of Twist's HP evaporated from that hard strike. Twist stumbled back as Maria drew back and thrust again, the tip of her rapier dripping with Twist's blood.

“Maria!” Twist hissed as she parried the rapier, knocking it to the side. “Wait!”

Maria's parrying dagger cut at Twist's side, taking off another quarter of her HP. Fear washed through Twist. Maria was going to kill her. She hissed in frustration, unable to attack back. She retreated as Maria rushed in, her sword thrusting hard for Twist's guts.

Fuck me!


Chapter Thirty-Five: Dregs

Twist

The Spy knocked back the blow moments before it connected.

The confused look on Maria's face showed no hint that she was trying to murder her lover. Maria only saw Twist as an enemy. The thief didn't know what to do. If Maria landed another hit, Twist would be dead.

Prayer of Redemption fell on Twist, swelling her over half Hit Points and topping Maria off. Risking the attack, unable to think of anything else, Twist thrust her dagger at Maria. She didn't want to hurt her, but...

She plunged into Maria's side.

The human Fencer gasped. Her eyes bulged. She looked down at the knife in her guts then back up at Twist. Horror dawned on Maria's expression, the confusion banished by the sudden pain that had plunged into her.

“Oh, no,” Maria gasped. “Oh, no, Twist? I'm so sorry.”

“Doesn't matter,” hissed Twist. “Get your fucking assssss back into the fight!”

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Feeling like such an idiot, she embraced the pain. She turned and rushed back to the mud elemental she was fighting. Shorhe and Thūwhi were barely staying up. Deillae was chanting, burning through her MP at an alarming rate.

Activating her Fencer's Bracelet, she tripled the damage her rapier could do. Almost out of TP, Maria burned it on Quick Step. She danced around the mud golem and slammed her sword hard into its ass.

The damage overcame it. She jumped back as it toppled toward her to bury her in the mud. She rolled clear. The ground shook from the impact.

Twist had gone for the other mud golem. Suddenly, her Flashing Arcane Tin Dagger burst with light. The demon dogs and the halfling corpses still standing reeled from the blinding light. The mud golem kept battering at Thūwhi's shield while halflings stumbled around her.

Maria rushed over to help her kill the mud golem. Her rapier stabbed while Twist's dagger buried into the summoned monster's muddy flesh. Twist's Knife Combo built and built until she was ripping it apart.

The blindness gave them a reprieve, letting Deillae get Shorhe's and Thūwhi's Hit Points topped off. Then the Nun chugged an MP potion. The last mud elemental groaned and then collapsed into a mass of slurry.

The blind wore off. The halflings and demon dogs launched back into the fight while across the battlefield, Maria heard chanting. She looked and saw the crystal was closer to being slid into the machine while the mage watching them thrust her staff up high.

The ground bulged again and four more mud elementals appeared. These were even bigger. Maria's heart lurched. How could they fell those four? They were burning through their resources so fast now.

The mud elementals all roared together.

A tsunami of mud washed out before them. Maria gasped as it swept at the party. The halflings and demon dogs seemed to ride over the wave, but not Maria and her lovers. The mud crashed into her. She screamed as it slammed her down on her back and gripped her.

The muck washed over her and she groaned, held in place by it. Twist struggled beside her. Shorhe and Thūwhi shouted in fear. Even Deillae was stuck on the stairs. All of them were immobilized. Helpless.

“No!” Maria shouted.

Diamond light burst from Deillae's diamond stilettos. Suddenly, Maria was free of the mud. The slurry no longer gripped her. She burst to her feet. So did everyone else, standing in time to block attacks. A halfling punched a crackling fist at Maria. She dodged it and thrust with her rapier.

Thūwhi's bikini bottoms and greaves burst with an aura of holy energy. It washed over them all, striking the mud elementals lumbering forward. Three of the halflings sizzled and then collapsed while the other four reeled. Three of the demon dogs collapsed into smoking ruins.

Needing TP, Maria pulled out her Potion of Infernal Succubus Passion and downed it. She wasn't the only one. Shorhe and Twist also drank theirs as the Mud Elementals sizzled from the aura bleeding off of Thūwhi's armor.

The mud elementals lumbered closer and closer. Thūwhi threw out Radiated Zeal. The divine energy slammed into the approaching mud elementals. They all lumbered towards her. She moved to meet them, giving herself the space to be surrounded by them while Shorhe's sword hacked demon dogs and pain-rigged halflings.

Maria rushed to deal damage to one of the mud elementals. They were all big and threatening. They slammed fists down at Thūwhi. She shouted out in fury and then the fists hit her, but they weren't dealing as much damage.

Resist the Heretic, thought Maria as she Quick Stepped to stab one of the elementals. She plunged, her dagger in hand. Then Twist appeared out of her invisibility. It melted off of her as she plunged a Vital Stab into the groin of the mud elemental.

“Let's kick its asssss!” Twist hissed.

“Yes!” Maria shouted, Thūwhi weathering the blows, Resist the Heretic giving her damage reduction. But it was running out.

*  \ * / *

Twist

Her weapon flashed and slashed. She cut into them as they fought. Shorhe's sword cleaved in the background. She focused on the halflings, killing them as Twist and Maria burned through the TP they'd recovered with their potions..

Knife Combo rose. Chunks of mud flew off of them.

Can we do this?

Already, Deillae's MP dwindled. She was casting Prayer of Redemption as fast as she could, but it blazed through her resources. Twist's ability to use Vital Stabs decreased. She only had two left. They were all running out of their points.

Can that bitch summon more?

Twist could feel that Warlock out there watching them. She was behind even more enemies as they put that crystal in. Part of Twist wanted to go over there and fuck them up, but she would be out of healing range. On her own.

They had to just kill them and hope. The demon dogs and halflings dwindled. Thūwhi weathered the blows.

Twenty seconds ran out.

Thūwhi burned the last of her MP on one more Resist the Heretic. It was the only thing keeping her alive. That damage reduction was the difference between her dropping and the party with her. If she went down, the elementals would butcher the rest of them.

“Die, fucker!” Twist hissed, her stomach churning. She thrust a Vital Stab up into the groin of the mud elemental.

It groaned and swayed. Then it collapsed back on her.

She tried to dodge, but the muck around her feet slowed her down. She hated fighting these things. The dying elemental slammed down on her, burying her in the mud. Her Hit Points crashed. She lost so many of them.

She squirmed and dug and then ripped her hands free. She spilled out, panting, mud spilling off of her. She had come close to dying. Her heart pounded as she shook. She clicked her tongue stud into the back of her teeth. They had killed one.

Three more of the big fuckersss remained.

But the enemies were dwindling. Then suddenly Shorhe slew the last of the halflings. She turned and slammed her sword into a demon dog tearing at her leg. She rammed her sword through it and it was dead.

It was just the mud golems.

Shorhe charged in and shouted, “I'm going to cleave your ass in half!”

Taunting Yell turned one of the golems to her. Hope surged in Twist. They could do this. Just barely. She and Maria attacked the one that Shorhe tanked, Thūwhi weathering the other two. If her Resist the Heretic ran out, she could take this damage.

Could Deillae keep up?

She had to.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Shorhe, Twist, and Maria all stabbed and hacked at the beast. Shorhe stood in Cleaving Dance Stance now, dealing more damage at the cost of her defense. She took hard blows from the mud elemental, but Prayer of Redemption just kept her going.

Maria was out of TP, so she just stabbed with her rapier. Her blade pierced into the muddy body over and over again. She flicked and stabbed, piercing its hide again and again. She fought in Perfect Form, eager to kill this enemy and finish the last two.

Twist's Knife Combo climbed and climbed. Her slashes and stabs were tearing off huge chunks of mud. Shorhe slashed with her sword, cutting through the creature's knee. It tottered and swayed, falling forward.

“No!” Maria shouted. Deillae was in mid-chant. Shorhe had only a third of her Hit Points.

It would kill her.

The orc Soldier threw herself to the side. She wasn't a dexterous character in her heavy armor. Maria's heart clenched so tight in terror, it stopped beating. Shorhe hit the ground, rolled, and then the mud elemental crashed down. She vanished out of sight.

“Shorhe!” screamed Maria.

But she didn't sense Shorhe's Hit Points dropping. A second later, Shorhe stood up, having just cleared the edge of it. Such relief billowed through Maria. She panted, her heart racing. But she couldn't just stand there.

They had two more mud golems to kill.

They rushed at the next one. Now there were four of them attacking it, and Twist's Knife Combo soared to heights none had ever seen before. The enemy was ill-suited to dealing with her. They only attacked one target.

Thūwhi.

Twist's dagger tore off huge chunks of mud. The muck flew through the air as she tore through the enemy. Thūwhi's morning star fell, Maria's rapier stabbed, and Shorhe's sword cleaved. Maria almost wanted to stop fighting and watch the dragonborn Spy unleash her devastation.

It was breathtaking.

The third one fell, everyone scattering out of its path. It crashed with a heavy thud. Thūwhi held her shield up, blocking the attacks, not letting any hit her. Deillae stood panting, out of MP. She had her hand poised to drink a potion.

If they killed this one and had a break, they would gain a level. As much as they had killed, they had to hit Level 50. That would give them all new classes. Maria would become a Samurai. She would fight with honor and skill.

Twist's dagger tore the last mud elemental apart. It was so much damage. Thūwhi lost threat. The monster turned to attack her. It slammed fists at her. Twist cursed and backflipped out of the way. Muddy fists hit the ground.

Thūwhi's morning star slammed into the monster's ass. Maria stabbed at its side. Shorhe hacked at its chest. The monster ignored them, pummeling at Twist. Blows struck around her. She dodged. Weaved.

Was struck.

The muddy fist clipped her hip and spun her around. Her Knife Combo ended. She spun in the air and hit the ground, hissing in pain. More than half her HP lost from that blow. She rolled as another fist slammed down at her.

Maria thrust her rapier. Her honor blade glittered before it vanished into the monster. It stiffened and groaned. It tottered over and as it fell, chanting rose across the battlefield. Maria groaned as she heard the elf summoning something else.

How can we fight anything more?

Deillae drank another MP potion. She gulped it down as the air above them split open and a horde of bleeding demons dropped down around them. They were twisted fiends with hides torn up. Some of them had cruel hooks pulling their wounds even further open. Blood poured out of them and steamed where it touched the ground.

“We're so fucked,” Twist hissed.

“Yeah,” Maria said, retreating to form a circle with the others. Deillae stood in the middle of them now, chanting her Prayer of Redemption. Shorhe and Thūwhi held their shields, both ready to start tanking this new enemy.

Maria rolled her shoulders, fear squeezing her heart and...

From across the field, a blue light glowed. A circle flared bright. Maria groaned as more enemies arrived. The light flared bright and then died away. Four figures stood in the circle and...

Maria's heart caught.

“No fucking way,” Twist hissed.

“Marcus!” Maria screamed in relief. He had come to save them. Somehow, Marcus, Dëshoma, Kulri, and Éjyona had arrived.


Chapter Thirty-Six: Wings of an Angel

The light died down.

The four of us were standing in a large, circular room. Above, smoke boiled, obscuring the sky. I frowned and saw Kulri's sister watching the gnomes loading that large crystal into some sort of machine. Cultists holding bloody flails stood around them and—

“MARCUS!”

The sound of my name drew my attention. To our right across the muddy ground, a group of hideous, bleeding demons surrounded five people. Maria, Twist, Thūwhi, Shorhe, and Deillae. Suddenly, I felt their information. Their status. We were one party and...

They were at the end of their resources.

They need us to save them, but that crystal was about to be thrust into that machine. I didn't know what would happen when it was, but I couldn't see how that would be a good thing. This could not be allowed to happen.

“You three, help Maria and the others!” I barked. “I'm going to stop them thrusting that crystal into the machine.”

“How, Marcus Aurelius?” asked Kulri. “There are cultists between you and them.”

I activated my angelic blessing.

Wings burst from my back. A buff to my abilities fell on me. I felt energized. Engaged. “Just go! Help out Maria's group. I'll be fine!”

With a mighty flap of my wings, I Yelled and soared into the air.

The ground fell away. I climbed toward that ceiling of rank fumes that boiled overhead. The cultists shouted at me as I activated Iron Defense. The cultists snarled and rushed up to the machine where Kulri's sister stood. She glared at me and then started chanting. The gnomes thrust the crystal into the machine. There was a lever right by it. Whatever it did, they hadn't activated it.

Yet.

I plummeted towards the top of the machine, my wings folding in tight. Kulri's sister glared at me, the arcane words bursting from her lips. The gnomes surged in at me. The cultists clamored up the machine. I had to keep them from using it.

I activated Waterborn Arcane Tin Cuisses and Greaves.

A burst of water exploded from me. It washed out in every direction. It didn't hurt them, it just hit them with such force that it battered them off their feet. The chanting elf screamed as she was knocked into the water, cutting off her casting. The gnomes were swept along the sides of the machine. The cultists climbing up shouted as they were knocked back down.

I would have to conserve my resources. The cultists were already getting up. Three of them hadn't been washed down at all and were rushing at me. So I used Gauntlets of Faith. My next two MP abilities would cost 0 to use.

I activated Shield of Righteousness. Every time I blocked, I would deal divine damage to whoever hit me. My shield glowed. Then I slammed a Divine Blow into the first of the cultists who had climbed back up.

He dropped, stunned.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

“He came for us!” Maria shouted, feeling energized as the bleeding demons rushed in to attack. She had 5 TP left. Just enough to use one more Duel. “Unless you are a coward, fight me!”

The demon closest to her roared at her and charged in. The hideous thing had deep gashes across its belly, held open with metal clips buried in its flesh. Its ropy guts squirmed inside. Blood spilled off of it.

Its mouth opened and vomited blood.

She dodged to the right, the steaming crimson landing on the ground behind her. She thrust her rapier into its open belly, tearing into its organs. It only hissed in delight as if it enjoyed the pain. Foul demons of Rahwikal.

Maria didn't care. Help was coming.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Éjyona fired her gun as the elf Evoker planted her staff and activated its once-per-day ability. She could double-cast the same spell for 0 MP, but it must deal two different elemental damages. Ears twitching, she chanted.

“Let the element of Fire form into my servant!”

Both fire and wind golems burst into being behind the bleeding demons. Crackling with flames, the first golem slashed at the demons with long tongues of burning fury. They struck their backs, sizzling the flesh. The second looked more like a living twister, a vortex that sucked up the ground. Spinning arms lashed out, striking the enemies with furious winds.

As Kulrigiizhai started chanting Elemental Storm, Éjyona laughed. A bomb appeared behind the bleeding demons fighting Thūwhi. Conjured by the halfling's leather pasties, the bomb detonated. A great burst of flame and smoke engulfed the enemy.

The halfling whooped and then fired her gun, multiple flechettes striking into a demon's back.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

As Kulrigiizhai conjured her golems, Dëshoma activated the power of the Book of Redemption. She felt her father's love flowing out of the bible and into her soul. She quivered as she gained the ability to double cast her healing miracles.

Marcus was out of range, but she could heal Thūwhi, Shorhe, Twist, and Maria who were all hurt. The bleeding demons were vomiting blood that sizzled and slashing claws that struck shields, armor, and flesh.

“Wow, Maria's tits got big!” said Éjyona between shots.

Dëshoma's Arcane Therapy fell on the party twice, healing everyone up to full Hit Points.

Dëshoma nodded in delight then activated her Faithful Nightmare Silk Skank Skirt once-per-day ability.

She would roll twice on her next three luck miracles and choose the effect she wanted. She then cast Invincible Fate. She had upgraded it on the level up. Now it could negate two to six hits instead of one to five. It fell on the party, a low role of only two and three. She chose the better of the two.

Those were three attacks that would not hurt those she loved.

*  \ * /  *

The gnomes and cultists were on me in a flash. I slammed a Defensive Strike into a gnome, battering it back and increasing my block chance. My shield rang and burst with divine damage as the enemies' attacks fell on it.

Kulri's sister cast a spell and then a mud elemental appeared. It rose between me and her, slamming a fist down at me. I raised my shield. The fist slammed into it and knocked me back. Divine energy burst from it.

She chanted again as I slammed another Defensive Strike into my shield.

Purple, arcane lights appeared on all sides of me that turned into shards of glass. They shot down at me. I gasped as they buried through my shield and armor to pierce my body. I staggered beneath the pain, my Hit Points melting away.

“Bitch!” I snarled and blocked another attack with the shield.

She chanted the same spell.

I darted to the right and threw my Dwarven Elf Silver Thrower. My ax surged out and struck her in the face. She screamed as it cut her, cutting off her spell. She staggered back, blood spilling down her face.

“Sorry!” I growled. “Just stay quiet and let me mop up!”

I slammed a Divine Blow into a cultist, knocking him back then a Sweeping Strike into the gnomes swarming me, hitting them hard. The mud elemental slammed his fist down. I blocked the punch again, staggering from the blow.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Elemental Storm exploded across the battlefield. It slammed into the bleeding demons, tearing them up. Twist hissed in delight, immune to the next few attacks. She slashed in at the demons, being reckless with her daggers, building up her Knife Combo again.

One vomited on her. The blood hit the protective magic around her and melted away. Twist didn't know what spells Dëshoma had picked up since they parted back at Level 40, but she had gained a few new tricks that Twist liked.

She stabbed with her knife, plunging it hard into the demon's body. She aimed for the cuts and wounds held open. Blood spurted, but she dodged the attacks and slashed from the other side. They had to finish these off so they could help Marcus.

The idiot was being brave.

Of course the fucker is, Twist thought and smiled.

Kulrigiizhai's Circle of Stars around her forehead exploded with light as she chanted the words for her next Elemental Storm. Her spells were about to deal even more damage. Twist laughed as she thrust her dagger into the monster's back.

She grabbed her Blinding Star in her right hand and activated it. Light burst from her, blinding the demons near her. She stabbed into their vulnerable spots, dealing more damage as they flailed around. They stumbled and snarled in fury.

“Let's kill these fuckersss and help Marcus!”

*  \ * /  *

The spell hurt, and now the cultists and gnomes were hitting me hard. The whips were coming down. I blocked one with a whip and the divine damage struck him down. He hit the ground, spasming and in pain.

I smiled and then activated my Elf Silver Defender's Shield to take half-damage for the next thirty seconds.

I slammed my ax into the gnomes as the mud elemental slammed his fist into my back. He hit hard, but my Sweeping Strike finished them off. I whirled and slammed a Defending Strike into the cultist still standing, gaining a boost to my block.

The mud elemental's fist slammed down at me.

The elf pulled out a horn from her pocket and blew it. The very air rippled before her. It resounded hard. The entire world shook. My ears burst from the pain of it. The horn sounded like it was calling something.

It shattered in her hands, the pieces falling around her feet.

“Yes!” she shouted. “Come to my aid!”

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

A horn resounded as the Elemental Storm tore through the enemies. Several of the bleeding demons died. The air split and then... the dead began rising. The enemies they had already killed, not the mud elementals, but the demon dogs and the halflings were standing up.

“The Horn of Resurrection?” gasped Deillae. “Why would they have the Hierophant's horn?”

“I thought that was a legend,” Maria gasped in shock as more enemies were standing up around them.

They rushed in.

Maria found herself standing back to back with Twist as the enemy surged in around them. She stabbed a demon dog. A halfling punched her with a lightning fist. Shorhe fought to defend Deillae while Thūwhi slammed her shield into the enemy.

Elemental Storm erupted, slamming damage into the enemy. Arcane Therapy fell on the party, keeping their Hit Points up. Éjyona's gun fired, tearing into the enemy.

Despair squeezed at Maria's heart. How much more of this could they endure? And how long could Marcus battle alone? He needed them to come to his rescue. But how could they when they were trapped by all these enemies?

*  \ * /  *

Holy Sweep cut into the cultists that had come back to life. Marcus snarled, the mud golem slamming its fist down at him. He was pinned down. Kulri's sister smiled at him.

Then she headed for the machine. For that lever. All she had to do was pull it to activate whatever this device would do.

Fuck that.

I activated my Challenger's Belt. Every enemy within twenty yards of me, including her, had to attack me. She snarled and whirled to face me. Her ears twitched as she slammed her staff down into the ground.

She chanted with fury.

Shards of arcane glass slammed into my body.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

With all the new enemies on the field, Kulrigiizhai could afford to hold nothing back. She activated magic items across her body.

The Elemental Platinum Nipple Clamps bit hard into her nubs, sending pain shooting through her but also doubling the damage she did with elemental spells. Her Swift Steelweave Bustier Robe rustled as she doubled the speed she could cast spells. Agony exploded in her clit when she activated her masochistic piercing to increase her spell damage.

She unleashed devastation.

“Let the six elementals erupt in a chaotic storm!”

The words to the spell spilled from her mouth. The storm tore through the enemies, ripping into the halflings, demon dogs, and bleeding demons. She gripped her staff, the next Elemental Storm tumbling from her lips. The first one had barely stopped when she completed the words for the next.

Fire exploded. Wind howled. Earth burst. Ice slashed. Water slammed. Lightning crackled.

The enemies were battered and burned, cut and fired. Her third Elemental Storm erupted, destroying her enemies. Her voice resounded with such feverish command. She held nothing back as she demolished the enemy.

And drew their ire.

With both Thūwhi and Shorhe out of ability points, they had no easy way to maintain threat. Kulrigiizhai's spellcasting outstripped everyone else's damage. She pulled aggro.

Demons threw themselves at her. The protection of Invincible Fate saved her from the first three attacks. Long enough for her to get off the next Elemental Storm. Then they tore into her. Claws raked across her naked breasts. Teeth bit into her thighs. Lightning slammed into her flesh. She screamed in agony.

Dëshoma's Arcane Therapy did little to stop the inevitable. Kulrigiizhai was an Evoker. She had walked the pure path of the Mage. She was a glass cannon. She had unleashed her powerful attack, and now she shattered.

*  \ * /  *

Pain tore through me. Everyone was attacking me. The mud elemental and the cultist. I couldn't block everything, especially not the spells from Kulri's sister.

My Cloak of Ethileri's Tears fluttered as I drew on it to heal one person with a touch. I slammed my hand holding my double-headed ax into my chest. The Hit Points surged into me. I growled and then slammed my ax into the mud elemental, Defensive Strike increasing my block damage and felling the enemy.

“Yes!” I roared in triumph.

“Yes!” Kulri's sister cried.

She darted for the machine. She was free of the Challenger's Belt. Fuck!

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Horror seized the angelborn Soothsayer as Kulrigiizhai fell to the ground, her body ripped to shreds. She was about to die. One more blow, and she would be killed. The enemy was all around her. The Invincible Fate spell she prayed for wouldn't matter. She would never get it off in time.

So she used the first charm on her Bracelet of Second Chance.

Kulrigiizhai shot up to full Hit Points. She gasped awake just in time for a bleeding demon to ram its claws into her chest. But she could take that blow. The rest of the party were racing to her aid. Éjyona fired her gun.

Invincible Fate cast, Dëshoma rolled a three and a five. She selected the five and gave Kulrigiizhai immunity to the next five hits. Then she launched into a healing spell, activating her Dreaming Nightmare Silk Habit in the process.

Her next healing spell would give someone haste.

As Arcane Therapy bathed the party, she cut Kulrigiizhai's casting time by two thirds.

Elemental Storms exploded around the party.

*  \ * /  *

Kulri's sister lunged for the machine. I activated my Dreaming Chthonic Ring.

Tentacles burst from my body. Four of them that I surged out at her. They flew over the cultists' heads and the gnomes. Attacks struck me as I grabbed her body. I wrapped her form up and yanked her from the machine.

“No, you don't, bitch!” I roared.

She swung her staff and hit the lever.

The gemstone inserted into the machine burst with blue light. A great rumble shook the world. The machine groaned. I heard it building up towards an explosion. She laughed in my tentacles' embrace, cackling with madness.

“Too late!” she screamed. “There's no stopping it.”

I released one of the tentacles from her and grabbed the lever. I thrust it back up.

The machine kept growling, not caring. The ground shook beneath me. The air vibrated, shaking my skull. My teeth rattled. The thing was building towards an explosion. I had failed to stop it. I stared in horror as she kept laughing with mad glee.


Chapter Thirty-Seven: Redirected Destination

“Shit, shit, shit!” I shouted as the machine roared louder.

The ground groaned. Cracks burst in the earth. I glanced at my women. Elemental Storms tore apart the enemies they fought, ripping them to pieces. I had to get to them. We had to flee. I almost dropped Kulri's sister, but...

“Fuck it!”

As the cultists swung at me, I launched into the air. I was down to a quarter Hit Points and flying fast. My wings stretched out. I soared over the battlefield. My women were fighting, hacking down demon dogs and bleeding demons. The enemies were falling before them.

I landed by Kulrigiizhai. She stood amid the dead enemies piled around her. Dëshoma flashed a gaze to me. Her eyes were wide, her halo flickering. Iris buzzed around my head, her screams lost to the building cry of the machine.

“We have to flee right the fuck now!” I roared, pointing to the magical circle we had arrived in.

Everyone gasped and nodded. We all fled for it, the ground shaking. My women surged around me. I held Kulri's struggling sister in my arms. She kicked and fought. She bit my tentacle, tearing into the flesh.

“Bitch!” I snarled.

“Let me go!” she howled. “This is my freedom. I get to die! I get to be free of him! He promised! He promised I would die! Put me down! It's coming. The end of the world! Let me witness the fire. Let it burn me to ashes!”

“Viujaakuya,” croaked Kulri as she ran at my side.

“Go, go, go!” Shorhe roared from behind.

The ground burst before me, great rents. I jumped over one. Dëshoma shrieked. I turned to see her scrambling not to fall in. She had jumped but hadn't cleared it. Shorhe picked up Deillae and jumped. Twist and Maria followed. They grabbed Dëshoma and hauled her up.

“Keep going!” Éjyona shouted, running ahead of me on her short legs.

“The halflings!” Maria cried, looking up. “What's going to happen to them?”

“I don't know!”

The machine shook. Cracks appeared across the crystal. An ear-piercing hum screeched through the air. It slammed into my ears. I stumbled, shaking my head. I pushed on, pounding towards the circle. We would die.

Light danced from the crystal. Rainbow beams that burst out in all directions. They swept around us, bathing over my face, the figures of my women. We rushed up the slope to the circle. Stone fell from above, crashing into the valley. The cultists were bowing to the machine. They worshiped the impending catastrophe.

I leaped into the circle. Éjyona fell to her knees beside me, gasping for air. Kulri stumbled after. Then came Shorhe holding Deillae. Iris buzzed around my head. Thūwhi stumbled in, sweat gleaming on her ruddy face. Twist and Maria ran with Dëshoma between them, their naked breasts bouncing and heaving.

“Hurry!” I shouted. “Kulri, activate the circle.”

“They're not in yet!” she gasped.

“They will be when it fires!” I shouted.

The ring glowed blue. The light rose. I dropped Kulri's sister and shot out my tentacles. They seized my three women still outside. They gasped as I yanked them forward. They screamed as they all crashed into me.

The crystal detonated.

Blue fire flashed from the machine. A wall of destruction swept at us. My stomach clenched. The circle was glowing brighter and brighter. The flames surged over us as the circle engulfed us in blue light.

I felt the circle taking us back to the tunnels beneath the First Tree. Only things wavered. Twisted. Bent. The explosion had struck us just as we teleported. I wanted to scream, but I couldn't. It battered us around. It knocked us in every direction. The world inverted on itself and then it—

Spat us out.

I fell to my hands and knees, panting. Red light bathed me. I groaned. Iris buzzed overhead. She spun around me as I forced myself to stand and look around. There was nothing here but the earth beneath our feet and that damned, red light.

“Where are we?” I asked.

“I don't know, Marcus,” Iris said.

“You stopped me from being consumed in flames!” screamed Kulri's sister. “I could have found my freedom!”

A staff struck me in the back.

“Bind her and gag her!” I growled as the level up then crashed into us. We had defeated so much in that place. We had fought hard and surged up to Level 50. I could feel the potential wanting to fall on me. To shape me. “Then we have to figure out where the fuck we are.”

“I got her,” Shorhe said. The sister's ranting and staff strikes stopped.

I looked around. Twist stared up at the ceiling while Dëshoma stood by her, clutching her bible to her breasts. Thūwhi helped Shorhe tie up the sister while Éjyona shoved up her goggles, blinking her eyes as if she could see better. Deillae held her own bible low, her gaze introspective. Kulri stood by her but watched her sister being bound, a look of horror on the elf's face. Maria...

Was on her knees weeping.

I rushed to her and knelt before her, ignoring the demand to choose between Crusader and Knave. I slid my arms around her and pulled her to me. She pressed her face into my breastplate, her body shaking.

“What's wrong?” I whispered.

“Did they all die?” She stared up at me. “All the halflings we saved, did they just die?”

I stared into her eyes, the pain in them hard to witness. “I don't know,” I croaked. “I don't know what happened. Where we are. I...”

I swallowed.

“We failed, Maria.” I closed my eyes, pain stinging them. We failed.

Now we would have to figure out where we had ended up and get out of here. Today was a loss. A bad one, but there still had to be hope. We were still alive. We had reunited. And we had captured Kulri's sister. Perhaps... Perhaps we could undo what had been done to her.

Maybe one good thing could have come about today.

I had to believe that, or I would crack like Maria.

The whole world... That was too much weight to put on one guy's shoulders.

Twist knelt and hugged Maria from behind. Then Dëshoma was there. Éjyona. Shorhe, Thūwhi, and Deillae pressed in, too. Kulri fell in last. All of them around Maria and me, hugging us. Supporting us. Iris landed on Maria's head and hugged her, too.

I wasn't alone, was I? I had my women. My harem. It had to be enough.

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Harem's Hot & Wild Romp!
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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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