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Naughty Excerpt from “Harem's Hot & Wild Romp”

“Yum,” Twist said, clacking her tongue stud against the back of her teeth.

“You didn't take off all your gear,” Maria pointed out.

“True,” Twist said and reached down between her thighs and grabbed the silver clit ring piercing that naughty bud. She twisted it and shuddered. “I couldn't resisssst! Feelssss so good.”

“Mmm,” Kulri purred in delight and grabbed her own clit piercing. She twisted it, her large tits shuddering. Her soft-pink nipples beaded with milk. “This elf loves her clit piercing.”

The laughter echoed again.

Shorhe grabbed the gold bars piercing her nipples. “They are delicious.” She twisted them around, her fat nubs looking so suckable. “Ooh, that's good.”

Maria smiled, but there was something still off about her. I had to do something about that. Brighten her up. And I knew the best way to do that. I reached across to her and grabbed her legs, drawing her into the middle.

“Marcus!” she gasped as I leaned down and pushed her legs apart. Her trimmed, red bush looked so fetching. The sweet and spicy musk of her pussy filled my nose. It was such a wonderful treat. My mouth watered, eager to just devour her. “What are you doing?”

“Eating you out,” I said and winked at her. “What does it look like? You need some cheering up. You had a bad day.”

“We all did,” she said.

“And I'll cheer them up, too.”

I pressed my face into her bush, her silky curls spilling over my face. I could feel all the others just watching this moment, witnessing me nuzzling into my first party member's pussy, though not the first member of my harem. That went to Haîcze. I hoped the girls back at base weren't freaking out.

My tongue licked out, caressing Maria's pussy lips. They weren't wet, her musk faint. She gasped as I slid over her clitoral hood. No little bud peeked out. I licked her again, shoving my hands beneath her rump and holding her ass. Her boobs jiggled.

“Marcus,” she groaned as my third lick came with some cream. I slid over her clitoral hood and felt her little bud sprout. “Oh, Marcus.”

Her large breasts jiggled, enlarged by that cupless halter bra she wore. That was a naughty thing she had found in the halfling city. I loved the way her big boobs jiggled as she squirmed. I licked and lapped at her. I caressed her with my tongue, savoring the taste of her pussy. She had such a yummy cunt. I would make her explode.

And I would drink down every drop of pussy cream she gushed. I would gulp it all down. I loved my women's pussies. I could drown in their cunt cream all week long. It was the sweetest ambrosia in the world.

I thrust my tongue into her depths. I stirred it around in her, licking and lapping. I feasted on her, loving the taste of her. She was just such a treat to devour. I licked and lapped at her. I devoured her with gusto. I was a Cunnilinguist, a master of eating poon.

And she had a sweet and spicy one.

“Oh, yes, Marcus,” she moaned, her face contorting in delight. “Mmm, that's so good. Oh, that's really good. Marcus, Marcus!”

I thrust my tongue into her cunt. I loved the taste of her. I swirled around in her snatch. I licked and lapped at her. I feasted on her with hunger. She tasted so good. I hungered as I devoured her. It was a fabulous delight. My tongue danced around in her. I licked and lapped at her cunt with hunger. I swirled about in her.

She groaned, her face twisting with delight. Her moans echoed through the strange fog. I thrust my tongue into her depths. I soaked in her cream. I loved the taste of her. It was such a wonderful flavor to love. She would have such a big orgasm. A mighty burst of pleasure that would just explode from her.

That was what I had to do. I had to make her gasp and moan and cum. She had to scream her delicious head off for me. That was what I needed. That would just be perfect for her.

“Oh, yes, yes, Marcus,” she moaned, the others watching on. I could tell they were all happy for Maria. She needed this. “Please, please, make me cum.”

To find out what happens next, read on!


Other Fantasy Stories

Ultimate Harem Fantasy 1: Fighter Awakens in the Naughty World

Ultimate Harem Fantasy 2: Elven Mage's Submissive Passion

Ultimate Harem Fantasy 3: Naughty Duelist's Nubile Delights

Ultimate Harem Fantasy 4: Sultry Rogue's Wicked Desires

Ultimate Harem Fantasy 5: Submissive Mage's Wild Delights

King of the Monster Girl Harem 1: Taming the Naughty Monster Girls

King of the Monster Girl Harem 2: Disciplining the Naughty Monster Girl

King of the Monster Girl Harem 3: Taming Monster Girls' Passion

King of the Monster Girl Harem 4: Dominating the Naughty Monster Girl

King of the Monster Girl Harem 5: Monster Girls' Harem Passion

King of the Monster Girl Harem 6: Monster Girls Gone Wild

King of the Monster Girl Harem 7: Saving the Naughty Monster Girls

The Rogue's Harem 1: Rogue's Sultry Women

The Rogue's Harem 2: Rogue's Wicked Harem

The Rogue's Harem 3: Rogue's Passionate Harem

The Knight and the Acolyte 1: The Acolyte's Passion

The Knight and the Acolyte 2: The Mage's Passion

The Knight and the Acolyte 3: The Thief's Passion

The Knight and the Acolyte 4: The Shaman's Passion

The Knight and the Acolyte 5: The Knight's Passion


Chapter One: World of Red Mist

We were in a world of red light and fog.

It was alien. So different from anything I had seen since crossing the Digital Barrier and entering the environs of Inferius, the adult MMORPG that I had been playing. I had paid for the biggest loot box of all time, $50,000, and it was worth every penny.

I had found a world to fight for. Even if it was all created in a computer, this world was more real to me than the “real” world that I had left behind. No more being the sad sack who got dumped all over. No longer that idiot who married a cheating whore and had lost all the best years of my life working to provide for her and her kids. No, no, this was a world that was worth fighting for.

I had women that were worth dying for.

Loving women.

A harem of them.

The ultimate harem fantasy had been promised. Sure, it came with a lot more life-and-death danger, but that just made the beauty of this world more apparent. The more evil I saw, the more good I wanted to protect.

And that had led us here. Wherever here was. It wasn't where we were supposed to go, but the explosion in the bowels of the Pit had slammed into us as we used the teleportation circle. It had blown us way off course, as it were. A magical storm that had carried our teleporting “craft” to... who knew where.

I had all my active women, the ones who had Shardhunter classes and could come fighting with me. We had been reunited just in time to fail to stop the enemy from using their plan. The world might have just been destroyed.

Maybe that was why everything was a red fog.

Not something I wanted to contemplate.

“I know we've all been through hell,” I said to my demoralized women. I swallowed as I stared at them. I stood tall over them. Proud. I was Marcus Aurelius, a Crusader for all that was good and beautiful in this world. I had progressed far from that simple Fighter with a cheap ax and shield. I had been a Paladin, then a Knight, and now I had taken my final class choice. Crusader. Faith and righteousness empowered me. “I know we just got our asses kicked, but we haven't lost the war. They bloodied us. Hurt us.”

Maria looked down. My redheaded Samurai, her choice, looked the most shattered by what had happened. She had been in command of the second party, tasked with investigating the halfling city of Ghébchal. She feared the explosion that had blown us here had killed all of them. She was a strong woman, walking the Fighter path like me. She had gone the Dexterity route not the Faith like me. Her large breasts, which were a delightful shock thanks to the cupless halter bra she wore, quivered. A shadowy ring pierced her left nipple. She had leather panties on and thigh-high boots. Her rapier and parrying dagger were sheathed on her side.

“But we're going to hurt them back,” I told her. “Right, Maria?”

Maria lifted her green eyes to me. She stared at me and nodded. “We will, Marcus.”

“I know we're lost, but Shelly packed us plenty of food.” Shelly was one of the girls who didn't go on the adventure. A support lover. She cooked our food. She must be worried silly for us. She had a strange sense of when we'd return. The destruction of the gem, taken from the dying First Tree that held the broken world together, would have consequences. “So we're going to rest here. We all need it. This place feels empty.”

“It seems to me, that none are supposed to tread upon the strange lands in which we find ourselves, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said, her halo glowing bright around her angelic face. A nephilim, half-angel and half-human, she had some of the celestial qualities of her father. A white wimple hid her hair and framed her face, a maidenly veil draped over her shoulders. Her round breasts were left exposed by the exhibitionist habit she wore, her nipples as golden as the light shining around her. She sat on her knees, her skirt not covering her pussy, her turquoise bush on display. She was one of our two healers, a Seer now.

“Yeah, this place feels pretty desolate,” Shorhe said. She stood behind the other woman. My orc Weapon Master was a green-skinned, Amazon beauty in a bright and shiny breastplate that molded to her round tits. Tribal tats peeked out, covering her cleavage. She was a powerful fighter. Once my enemy, she was now my lover. Like Maria and I, Shorhe was a Fighter originally, but she walked the path of pure Strength. “I think we're safe.”

“Shorhe has great instincts,” Deillae said. My changeling Abbess was dressed similar to Dëshoma. Both wore veils and wimples like nuns would, but Deillae's covered her tits and while her skirt was as short as Dëshoma's, Deillae wore a thong. She didn't have the Exhibitionist trait like Dëshoma did. She was our other healer who had gone the pure Faith path while Dëshoma had gone down the Intelligence path. “I trust her.”

“Yeah, I agree,” Thūwhi said. She had also begun her journey as an Acolyte like Dëshoma and Deillae but you would never know it from the martial gear Thūwhi wore. She was kitted out like Shorhe and I. Armor, weapon (a morning star for her), and shield. She was a Martyr. Her ruddy skin and crimson hair were proof of her demonic heritage. Little horns peeked out of the curls. A cambion or demonborn, she was Dëshoma's opposite. Thūwhi even had a penumbra about her, a shadowing. But she was devoted to fighting against the unholy forces, rejecting her heritage in favor of serving the Gods of Light and Order. “The last two days have been... harrowing.”

She, Shorhe, Deillae, and Twist had been with Maria's team. A melee-heavy group I thought well-balanced together.

Twist snorted. My dragonborn Ninja lounged, leaning back on one hand. She wore leather straps that crisscrossed her scaly boobs. Red covered most of her body with pink belly scales that ran down her chest, tits, and to her pussy. A thong and thigh-high boots completed her outfit. She looked the epitome of a Rogue, the class she had started out as. She had joined us for money but when she had enough to pay off her debts, she had come back to help save the world.

And to admit that she loved me.

“If Marcus Aurelius thinks it is safe,” Kulri said, her large, naked tits jiggling. The elven Psionicist, which I thought was an interesting choice for her to make for her final class, knelt at my side, her nipples adorned by platinum clamps connected by a delicate chain. Our Mage. She could unleash untold levels of destruction. She also had the Masochist trait and had become my sex slave and lover. “This elf has much to think about.”

She glanced over to where her bound sister, who had been brainwashed by the very bastard who had broken Kulri, lay. We had had to gag and tie her up. She had been shouting about how she was meant to die. That she would be free of what he had done to her.

That prick had a lot to answer for.

“I'm down for it,” said Éjyona, the last member of my harem present. The halfling Spitfire had her gun across her lap, polishing it. She had shoved up the goggles she wore, exposing her cute face. She was short but feisty. She whistled as she worked. Originally a Rogue, she had ventured down the Intelligence path and started using guns. Now she could fire elemental bullets and make explosions.

“Iris, do you have any idea where we are?” I asked the last member. She wasn't technically part of my harem. The little fairy, standing a few inches tall, buzzed around my head. She had a pink glow to her and trailed pink pixie dust in her wake. She was my helper AI, assigned to me when I had first crossed over into this world.

“Beyond,” she said and shivered. “This is Beyond.”

“Beyond what?”

“The world.” She flitted around. “We're not in the bounds of my world any longer. I feel... disconnected from my knowledge.” She puffed out her cheeks as she hovered before me. “That's really annoying, you know that?”

I smiled. “Yeah, I bet it is.” Outside the world. Just where the fuck were we? “Well, I think we're safe, and I could use something to eat. Let's get some food eaten and water drunk. Then let's pitch camp.”

“It's not hot or cold here,” noted Maria.

“That doth seem improbable,” Dëshoma said. “Unless we truly are beyond the confines of the world. This doth not feel like the Heavenly Domains nor the Infernal Pits.”

“Yeah, it's more a neutral place,” Deillae said. “Not sure how we're going to get out of this.”

“That's tomorrow's problem,” I said. “Twist, Shorhe, get the camp set up. Kulri, Maria, I want you on food. The rest of you, let's take stock of our resources. Figure out how long we can survive. I know it'll probably only be a few days, but that'll be enough for us to get back, okay?”

“Let's do it!” Iris said, her naked form hovering before me. She thrust an arm into the air and then buzzed off, excited.

They all moved into action, opening up their pouches. We all had these small pouches that could hold all our gear. Extradimensional space that you could fit multiple suits of armor into. Food was being pulled out, all wrapped in handkerchiefs by Shelly. Cold chicken infused with herbs, sausages, jerky, and several types of biscuits. All the sorts of things we ate on our adventures. Things that didn't have to be cooked, but were improved by heating up.

The tents were set up, but I doubted we would use them. Bedrolls were set up around the “campfire”, the spot in the middle. There were no trees around us to have the resources to make a fire, and I didn't want anyone wandering off on their own to find anything flammable.

Our gear was stripped off. Kulri helped me out of my armor. I groaned as the plates were removed. I stripped naked, my dick thrusting out before me, my cock ring gleaming gold threaded through the glans. Others were getting equally as naked. We were all lovers, all united together. We would share our passion tonight.

We needed to share it.

But first, food was eaten. We all shared in it, feasting on our favorites and passing treats down. Iris buzzed around us, her pink aura and Dëshoma's halo the only light we had that wasn't the red. Laughter was shared. Jokes traded, Twist leading it.

“I see Maria's the only one who didn't get naked,” Twist said. “Like having those big boobiesss?”

“I finally can give Marcus a titty fuck and a blowjob,” Maria moaned. None were better in the part than her at sucking my dick. She had the Fellatist skill. Her blowjobs soothed in addition to making me cum. “I couldn't give them up.”

“Just wanted to have big titties like me 'n Kulri,” Twist said, shaking her scaly boobs at Maria.

Laughter echoed around the campfire.

“Dëshoma and I are still wearing our butt plugs,” Thūwhi said. “And she still has her veil on.”

“I must preserve mine virginity for the amorous delights of Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma answered in her delightful way of speaking. “If not for that pressing concern, I would doff mine veil and wimple and allow mine hair to flow free like the rest of us.”

“Not all of us,” Éjyona said. She hopped to her feet, her round tits jiggling, and ran her hand over Twist's smooth head. The dragonborn had not a bit of body hair.

“What's so great about hair?” asked Twist.

“Marcus can pull on it when he fucks you,” Deillae said.

“It can sway about your face as you ride his cock,” Shorhe added.

“You can pull on it when you have a cutie eating your pussy,” Éjyona said.

“A thick and lustrous down of pubic hair doth feel magnificent upon thy lips and cheeks when enjoying the delight of giving cunnilingus to a woman thou dost love,” Dëshoma added.

Twist grinned. “Got me there. I'll make sure I enjoy your thick bush the next time I eat your cunt, Dëshoma.”

“I wouldst enjoy that, Lady Twist, and verily do I declare that I wouldst cum with most effervescent delight upon thy wonderful mouth and shower thee in all mine pussy cream.”

“Yum,” Twist said, clacking her tongue stud against the back of her teeth.

“You didn't take off all your gear,” Maria pointed out.

“True,” Twist said and reached down between her thighs and grabbed the silver clit ring piercing that naughty bud. She twisted it and shuddered. “I couldn't resisssst! Feelssss so good.”

“Mmm,” Kulri purred in delight and grabbed her own clit piercing. She twisted it, her large tits shuddering. Her soft-pink nipples beaded with milk. “This elf loves her clit piercing.”

The laughter echoed again.

Shorhe grabbed the gold bars piercing her nipples. “They are delicious.” She twisted them around, her fat nubs looking so suckable. “Ooh, that's good.”

Maria smiled, but there was something still off about her. I had to do something about that. Brighten her up. And I knew the best way to do that. I reached across to her and grabbed her legs, drawing her into the middle.

“Marcus!” she gasped as I leaned down and pushed her legs apart. Her trimmed, red bush looked so fetching. The sweet and spicy musk of her pussy filled my nose. It was such a wonderful treat. My mouth watered, eager to just devour her. “What are you doing?”

“Eating you out,” I said and winked at her. “What does it look like? You need some cheering up. You had a bad day.”

“We all did,” she said.

“And I'll cheer them up, too.”

I pressed my face into her bush, her silky curls spilling over my face. I could feel all the others just watching this moment, witnessing me nuzzling into my first party member's pussy, though not the first member of my harem. That went to Haîcze. I hoped the girls back at base weren't freaking out.

My tongue licked out, caressing Maria's pussy lips. They weren't wet, her musk faint. She gasped as I slid over her clitoral hood. No little bud peeked out. I licked her again, shoving my hands beneath her rump and holding her ass. Her boobs jiggled.

“Marcus,” she groaned as my third lick came with some cream. I slid over her clitoral hood and felt her little bud sprout. “Oh, Marcus.”

Her large breasts jiggled, enlarged by that cupless halter bra she wore. That was a naughty thing she had found in the halfling city. I loved the way her big boobs jiggled as she squirmed. I licked and lapped at her. I caressed her with my tongue, savoring the taste of her pussy. She had such a yummy cunt. I would make her explode.

And I would drink down every drop of pussy cream she gushed. I would gulp it all down. I loved my women's pussies. I could drown in their cunt cream all week long. It was the sweetest ambrosia in the world.

I thrust my tongue into her depths. I stirred it around in her, licking and lapping. I feasted on her, loving the taste of her. She was just such a treat to devour. I licked and lapped at her. I devoured her with gusto. I was a Cunnilinguist, a master of eating poon.

And she had a sweet and spicy one.

“Oh, yes, Marcus,” she moaned, her face contorting in delight. “Mmm, that's so good. Oh, that's really good. Marcus, Marcus!”

I thrust my tongue into her cunt. I loved the taste of her. I swirled around in her snatch. I licked and lapped at her. I feasted on her with hunger. She tasted so good. I hungered as I devoured her. It was a fabulous delight. My tongue danced around in her. I licked and lapped at her cunt with hunger. I swirled about in her.

She groaned, her face twisting with delight. Her moans echoed through the strange fog. I thrust my tongue into her depths. I soaked in her cream. I loved the taste of her. It was such a wonderful flavor to love. She would have such a big orgasm. A mighty burst of pleasure that would just explode from her.

That was what I had to do. I had to make her gasp and moan and cum. She had to scream her delicious head off for me. That was what I needed. That would just be perfect for her.

“Oh, yes, yes, Marcus,” she moaned, the others watching on. I could tell they were all happy for Maria. She needed this. “Please, please, make me cum.”

“I want your pussy cream drowning me,” I growled. “I want to gulp it all down. Just give it to me.”

“Yes, Marcus!” she moaned, her face contorting with delight. “Oh, that's it. That's so good. Yes, yes, yes!”

It was so hot hearing her gasp and moan. She made such wanton sounds. They were amazing to hear. I loved every second of feasting on her. I devoured her with everything that I had. I licked and lapped at her with hunger. I drove my tongue into her depths. I churned her up. She groaned, her face contorting with delight.

Her thighs squeezed about my head, her rump clenching beneath my hands. Her juices grew hotter and hotter. I slid my thumb into her butt-crack and found her asshole. As my tongue lapped up to her clit, I jammed my fat digit into her backdoor.

She squealed in delight at that. She moaned, her back arching. Her asshole squeezed down on my thumb. It was a delight to work my thumb in and out of her bowels. To churn her up. She shuddered and groaned, her passion echoing through the fog. I suckled hard on her clit.

“Oh, Marcus, I love you!” she squealed.

Her pussy cream gushed into my mouth.

“Yes!”

“Go, Maria, go!” Iris cheered, flying around her. “That's it. That's what you need. Yes, yes, yes!”

She danced in the air, her small breasts quivering. The other women were cheering, too.

“Lady Maria, thou art blessed with such rapture given to thee by our Lord Marcus.”

“This elf is so envious.”

“Yessss, that lookssss so hot!”

“Oooh, ooh, that's how I want to cum, Marcus! Just a steampunkish explosion of bliss.”

“Mmm, Shorhe, that's how you make me cum.”

“Lucky Maria. She must be cumming hard.”

“Oh, yes, she must be. It's making my horns quiver.”

“I'm cumming so hard!” Maria shouted, her pussy cream drowning my lips with all that wonderful cunt cream.

I gulped it down. I loved every second of drinking her passion. I gulped it down, my dick throbbing so hard. I knew she would give me a great orgasm now. She shuddered, her big boobs jiggling and swaying.

God, they were lovely tits.

“Oh, Marcus,” she groaned, her orgasm passing. “Mmm, I have to give you a titty fuck now.”

I grinned and lifted my dripping lips from her snatch. “Yes, you do.”


Chapter Two: Relaxation

Maria du Marne

Marcus stretched back and laid his head on Kulri's lap. The elf stroked his brow, her large, natural tits swaying and beading with milk. Maria finally had tits that big, but they came from a magic item. Still, this was her chance to give Marcus a titty fuck.

“Mmm, get to sliding those tits up and down his dick, Maria,” Thūwhi said, the cambion moving behind the human Samurai. “I'm going to eat you out.”

“Thanks, Thūwhi,” Maria said, a big grin spreading over her lips. “This is going to be so wonderful. I can just tell.”

“Yes, it will be,” Thūwhi said. “Enjoy.”

“I know I will,” Marcus said, his pierced cock thrusting up from his black bush. He had heavy balls swollen with cum.

Marcus's blue eyes stare down his muscular body at her. He was such a handsome man. She was glad she had found the courage to love him, freeing herself from the chain of expectation that she would have been Derrick's wife. He was a good friend, but she had only thought she loved him because she hadn't known the real thing.

Maria wrapped her breasts around Marcus's cock. Her big, soft, pillowy mounds engulfed his hard dick. The warmth of him bled through. She shuddered at the feel of her tits wrapping around him. It sent such a naughty thrill through her as she slid her boobs up his cock for the first time.

“Damn,” he groaned. “That's nice. That's real nice.”

“I'm glad you enjoy,” she groaned, licking her lips. “I want you to enjoy this, Marcus. I truly do. I want you just to cum so hard that you shower my face in all that wonderful cum.”

“Facials are so hot.” Twist groaned and she grabbed a fistful of Éjyona's hair and pulled the halfling into her cunt. “That's it, you naughty slut, eat my pussy. Mmm, thisssss hair is nice.”

“So nice,” Éjyona moaned, her rump wiggling. A sight that Dëshoma clearly could not resist as she ducked her head down and started tonguing that pussy.

On the other side, Shorhe, on her back, pulled Deillae on top of her. The pair fell into licking each other's pussy with such casual ease. They had been lovers long before they had met Marcus. The wonderful cock that Maria worked her tits up and down had seduced the lesbians into the harem.

“Mmm, that pussy,” Thūwhi moaned before she nuzzled into Maria's red bush. Hot lips kissed the human's cunt. The cambion licked.

Maria groaned.

She squeezed her enlarged tits around Marcus's cock and worked them up and down his shaft. She massaged him with her pleasant plumpness. She worked her tits up and down his dick, loving how he twitched and throbbed in her embrace. His cock ring twisted when she reached the top.

Pleasure flowed through Maria. Thūwhi licked and lapped with hunger. The naughty cambion ate out the human's pussy with hunger. It sent such delight rushing through her. She moaned, her face twisting with delight. She groaned, embracing this passion. It swelled in her. She would have herself a big eruption. A mighty climax. She couldn't wait for it to burst through her.

“Oh, yes, yes,” she groaned, loving the way that naughty tongue slid through her folds, lapping from clit to taint. “Thūwhi!”

“Mmm,” the Martyr moaned as she feasted on the Samurai's cunt.

“You're making Maria feel great,” Marcus said, his voice a deep baritone. “She's squeezing those wonderful tits tight around my dick.”

“As tight as possible,” Maria moaned, her eyes staring up at him with this naughty twinkle in them. She was so thrilled that she could do this event. She could work her boobs up and down his dick and make him cum. “I just want you spurting hard.”

“I will,” he groaned, his face contorting. “Damn, that's good. That's real good.”

Maria smiled, glad that she was giving him this pleasure. She hummed, working her boobs up and down his cock. Her pussy clenched, the pleasure swelling in her. She would have such a big orgasm. Thūwhi would give the Samurai such a mighty burst of pleasure.

Thūwhi's tongue dove into Maria's cunt. The cambion Martyr flicked her tongue around in the human's pussy, eating her with gusto. Maria loved it, her hands working her tits up and down Marcus's dick.

She watched his face, loving the way pleasure crossed his features. He groaned while the others moaned; the sounds of tongues licking at juicy twats echoed around them. Maria needed this. After today, she was glad Marcus had eaten her out.

He knew what she needed.

She smiled at him, her pussy clenching around Thūwhi's swirling tongue. “Mmm, Marcus, I want you cumming on my face.”

He winked at her.

She grinned at him, sliding her tits faster and faster. She ducked her head down, her red hair spilling about her face. Then she flicked her tongue out and brushed over his cock. He groaned, his face twisting in delight.

She licked him again. And again. Every time the tip of his pierced cock emerged from her pale tits, she lapped across his slit, gathering up the precum. He groaned, his cock throbbing between her boobs when she did that.

She knew just what she did to him. She drove him wild. It made her smile to do that to him. She licked at him again and again. She lapped at him, contorting his face with bliss. She hummed her delight, her tongue dancing across the crown of his dick.

“Damn,” he growled. “Goddamn, Maria, that's good.”

“Are you going to cum on my face?” she purred, her pussy swelling with her own pleasure. Thūwhi's tongue felt amazing.

“You know it,” Marcus said. “Just splatter your face with all my spunk.”

She smiled at him and then sucked on the tip of his cock when it emerged, her tits sliding down his long shaft. She popped her lips off as she worked them back up, engulfing the pierced crown of his dick in her soft boobs.

He groaned as his dick emerged. Her lips pounced, sliding over his cock and nursing hard, her tongue batting his cock ring. His moans grew louder every time she did it while her pussy grew hotter and hotter.

“Mmm, Maria,” the cambion moaned. The demonborn Martyr fluttered her tongue through Maria's folds. “You taste so good.”

“Yes, she fucking does,” Marcus groaned. “Damn, yes.”

As Maria sucked his cock into her mouth, she squealed in delight. Thūwhi's lips had found Maria's clit and now suckled on it. The Samurai's bud pulsed and throbbed in the Martyr's mouth. Thūwhi nursed with all she had.

So did Maria. But only for a second.

Then she popped her mouth off and slid her tits up. Her orgasm swelled and swelled while Marcus groaned. His face contorted with the delight of this moment. Then he growled out his delight and erupted. His cum fired out of his dick and splashed her face.

“Fuck, yes!” he growled.

His cum painted across her face. The jizz spilled over her lips and cheeks. She groaned, loving the way he coated her. He painted her with everything that he had. He groaned, spurting over and over again. He coated her forehead and nose. She loved it. She savored the way his jizz spilled over her face. It felt incredible. She reveled in it splashing across her features.

“Oh, Marcus. Yes!” she moaned and opened her mouth.

Cum splashed on her tongue as her pussy burst with pleasure.

Her cunt convulsed. Juices gushed out of her cunt and spilled into Thūwhi's mouth. She drank them down with hunger. She gulped down the human's cunt cream, swallowing every drop of that spunk. Maria moaned, her face contorting with delight. She panted and gasped and moaned, her body quaking. Her breasts jiggled and shook. They bounced before her as the pleasure blazed across her thoughts.

“Oh, my god,” she moaned, more cum painting her face. “Oh, Marcus, yes, yes, yes! I love you.”

“Love you, Maria,” he growled, his face twisting in pleasure. The Crusader emptied his balls on her face and she loved it.

She hit the peak of her own rapture. The ecstasy burning inside of her snuffed out to euphoric smoke. She quivered, Thūwhi's naughty tongue licking up the last of the cream. The Samurai felt so much better.

“Oh, yes,” she whimpered, her tongue licking her cum-covered lips. “I needed that.”

“Ooh, cum!” Éjyona squealed, ripping her face from Twist's cunt. “Yay!” She scampered over.

*  \ * /  *

I grinned as Éjyona crawled over. The halfling Spitfire was clearly eager to lick up my cum off Maria's face. And I was eager to watch. I shifted out of the way. Thūwhi lifted her face from Maria's cunt and looked around. Dëshoma caught her up and the pair kissed and slid to the ground.

Twist was grabbing her strap-on while Shorhe and Deillae continued their sixty-nine. Éjyona scampered before me and started licking up the cum on Maria's face. My cock throbbed as I stared at the bronze ass wiggling before me, a tight, juicy slit peeking between a pair of slender thighs.

I couldn't resist. I brought my pierced cock to my halfling's cunt. I pushed my tip against her hot flesh and rubbed up and down her folds. I stroked her, loving the feel of her against me. My cock ring twisted, sending pleasure through me.

“Fuck her,” Twist hissed as she slid her strap-on dildo up her thighs and started adjusting the harness. The dildo thrust out before her, a shaft of gleaming gold. The work of Okzira, my dwarven blacksmith. “Fuck her hard.”

Éjyona moaned, “Ooh, yes!”

She kissed Maria, the pair sharing my cum, snowballing it back and forth. I pushed my cock against Éjyona's pussy lips. I groaned as her folds slid over the pierced crown of my dick. Then I sank into the heaven of her pussy. It was wonderful to slide back into her.

Kulri watched on the periphery, not touching herself. She knew better than to do that without permission. Being forced to wait for her turn would only make her ache more. To be denied satisfaction was something she enjoyed.

“Fuck,” I groaned as I sank deeper and deeper into Éjyona's pussy. Don't ask me how she could be half as tall as my other women and still take every inch of my long dick. But she could. Her cunt swallowed my cock.

I groaned as I bottomed out in her. I loved the feel of her cunt clenching around me. She felt awesome. I groaned as I throbbed in her. It was amazing to enjoy. A big grin spread on my lips as I bottomed out in her.

I held her hips tight and drew back. She moaned, her pussy clenching down on my cock. Her cunt suckled at me. She held me tight. I loved it. I groaned and thrust back into her. I fucked into her pussy with hard strokes, my cock ring twisting about in me.

“Mmm, that'sss hot,” Twist hissed as she moved up behind Maria, aiming the golden dildo for the Samurai's cunt.

“So is that,” I growled.

Twist winked her blue eye at me. Then she plunged her dildo into Maria's cunt.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned, her red hair dancing. “Mmm, Twist, thank you.”

“Just take it, slut!” Twist thrust away at Maria's cunt with the same rhythm I fucked Éjyona.

The halfling Spitfire lapped up my cum off Maria's face. The naughty halfling flicked her tongue, gathering up the spunk. She did it with such hunger. Such wonderful alacrity. It was a thing to behold. I loved witnessing it. My heart pounded in my chest as I watched the sight before me.

My cock ring shifted around, giving me extra pleasure as it massaged Éjyona's cunt. Her twat squeezed down on me. She gripped me with such pleasure. I groaned, loving every second of thrusting into her. I fucked into her hard and fast. I buried to the hilt in her, loving the way her twat clenched down on me. It was incredible.

“Damn,” I groaned, thrusting in hard and fast. “Oh, damn, that's good.”

“It is,” she purred, squeezing her cunt down on my cock. “Ooh, yes, yes, pound me, Marcus. Aphounga's shattered sword!”

“Twist! Twist!” moaned Maria. She rocked back and forth, taking the dildo with ease. “That's so good. Yes, yes, yes!”

I smiled, loving the sight as I plundered Éjyona's cunt. I rose towards my climax. I hurtled closer and closer to it. My dick throbbed. I ached to explode in her. To fire spurt after spurt of my cum into her snatch. I buried to the hilt in her again and again.

The ache swelled in my nuts smacking into her clit. Her twat squeezed down on me. Her hips wiggled back and forth while her bronze asscheeks jiggled. I slid my hands up her sides and found her little, round breasts.

“Shit,” I groaned, squeezing her tits. “Oh, shit, that's good.”

“It is,” she whimpered, squeezing her pussy down around my pierced dick. “I'm going to cum!”

“Yes, me, too!” moaned Maria.

“Yes, you fucking are going to fucking cum!” Twist snarled, her huge, scaled tits bouncing as she buried into Maria's cunt with those powerful strokes.

I buried to the hilt in Éjyona. She squealed and then her cunt writhed around my cock. Her hot flesh suckled at me. My balls tightened as I pumped away at her cunt, the pressure swelling at the tip of my pierced dick.

The wonderful suction of that halfling pussy was intense. Amazing. It was just the sort of bliss that a stud like me wanted to enjoy. I groaned, plowing hard into her, my piercing shifting in my cock. The pleasure of this moment burst through me.

“Fuck, yes!” I growled, spurting my cum into her snatch.

“Ooh, ooh, ooh, that's it!” gasped Éjyona, her cunt convulsing around my dick in such a spectacular way.

The pleasure shot through me with each eruption of cum into her snatch. I rode that wonderful, dizzying bliss. I threw back my head, clutching her round tits in my large hands as her wonderful cunt milked me. She worked out everything that I had. She milked my dick dry.

It was fantastic.

Stars danced before my eyes. It was such a fascinating delight. I groaned, hitting that wonderful peak of pleasure. I growled through my clenched teeth as I pumped the last of my spunk into her snatch.

“Twist!” Maria moaned, her head tossing and red hair dancing. “That's so good.”

“Yes, it fucking is!” hissed Twist as she plunged forward, burying her dildo into Maria's pussy.

The dragonborn Ninja threw back her head, her tits bouncing and heaving as she shuddered through her orgasm. She hit the peak of her pleasure, a great, big grin on her lips. I smiled at her, glad she was enjoying herself.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The angelborn Seer broke her kiss with the demonborn Martyr. They both had started out as Acolytes but walked different paths. The opposite. Intelligence versus Strength, mixing Faith with both. Not surprising, perhaps, given the opposite nature of their origins.

But as they pulled their fingers from each other's pussy, they had shared something wonderful. A mix of supernal and infernal. All brought together by the majesty of Lord Marcus's harem. Something Dëshoma found inspiring.

“Lady Thūwhi, it is always a treasure for me to finger thy pussy and to feel thee take mine virginity and deliver unto my wanton flesh the quivering release of mine shuddering climax.”

Thūwhi grinned, her black hair spilling about her ruddy face. The umbral aura around her made her even darker, but not sinister. Never sinister. “I am always thrilled to get to enjoy you, Dëshoma. What say I lick that virgin twat and play with the butt plug while I do it.”

Dëshoma's asshole clenched down on the butt plug that filled her anal sheath. She could scare remember being that innocent girl, a true virgin and not one maintained by the perverted veil she wore. She had clutched to her modesty whereas now she flouted her round breasts and blue-furred muff. She loved that she wore a butt plug and that anyone who viewed her from behind would glimpse the jewel capping it gleaming in her crack. She savored how it shifted around in her.

She had become a wanton, little whore thanks to Lord Marcus. And she was grateful that her love for him had liberated her to enjoy such wicked delights.

“I would not be opposed to thy most randy suggestion, Lady Thūwhi,” Dëshoma said, her words spilling out thick and smooth as honey. “I find them to be quite the stimulating concept and doth make mine virgin pussy weep with wanton and depraved lust for the delights that thy tongue shall impart upon my innocent petals.”

“Innocent,” purred Thūwhi. “That's a word for you. I have a succubus for a mother, but you... You are wild.”

“With mine spouses,” Dëshoma said. “We are bound in the state of holy matrimony through our bond to Marcus. All women who doth join his harem are as married to each other as they are to him. The will of mine Goddess, Ëshuxeri, is clear to me. She doth approve of this hegemony of love that our Lord Marcus hath forged.”

“Khoukiri's ugly face, I could listen to you talk all day,” Thūwhi said. “Now bend over, shove that cunt in my face, and let me play with your butt plug.”

“As thou doth wish, Lady Thūwhi. I am but thy humble and wanton servant.”

Turning, her Maiden's Veil fluttering with virgin white around her face, Dëshoma rotated in place on her hands and knees and pressed her cheek to the blanket, her rump thrust up into the air. She had heard Marcus describe it as face down, ass up, like it was something all women should do from time to time.

It is such a wicked and exhilarating pose to adopt, thought Dëshoma.

Thūwhi's fingers slid into the Seer's butt-crack and grabbed the handle of her butt plug. A magic item that increased the efficacy of her healing, it had aided the party many times. Now she groaned as Thūwhi tugged on it. Save for the slender handle that protruded from the base of the cone-shaped plug, the rest was in her.

Her anal ring had to widen for it to pop out. And that sent rapture shooting down to her cunt as it did. The angelborn Seer moaned, her halo pulsing with her aroused state. She groaned and shuddered, then gasped as it popped out.

A wicked shiver ran through her body. She licked her lips, pleasure rippling through her body from the delight she had enjoyed. She groaned, rubbing her face into the ground, her eyes squeezing shut as the cone was jammed back into her asshole, her anal ring widening once more to accommodate it.

Going in was smoother than coming out.

The sudden pop made her shiver each time Thūwhi pulled it out.

“Thou doth make mine asshole burst with such effervescent heat that doth melt to mine wanton and wicked cunt which doth drip juices that do soak mine bush while mine inner depths do crave more stimulation.”

“I don't know how you can say so many words in one breath, but I love it,” Thūwhi groaned, and licked the Seer's aching cunt. As the butt plug jammed back into Dëshoma's asshole, the cambion's tongue slid up that juicy slit from clit to taint.

Dëshoma moaned and shuddered, her asshole stretching over and over again as the butt plug was thrust in and out of her. She savored the tongue sliding up and down her slit. The cambion licked that virgin clit with such gusto that the angelborn shuddered every time.

Her halo pulsed brighter with the flood of pleasure rippling through her body. Dëshoma moaned, her veil rustling about her face. Round breasts quivered, the golden nipples topping them hard and aching to be touched. So she grabbed them and pinched them as she enjoyed Thūwhi's cunnilingus.

“Oh, Lady Thūwhi, thy tongue doth soothe the wanton itch in my naughty cunt that thine anal play hath sparked. Verily do I declare that thou are swelling me to mine most rude and delicious orgasm.”

“Good,” moaned Thūwhi.

She fluttered her tongue up and down the silt, parting pussy lips to brush across Dëshoma's hymen. The butt plug worked in and out of Dëshoma's asshole faster and faster. She moaned, loving everything Thūwhi did to her. It was a treat to the angelborn. A bliss that she enjoyed with all her being.

She twisted her nubs, pinching them. Pleasure shot down them to her cunt where her orgasm built and built. She rose towards that wonderful climax. She would have such a big one. She was so eager for it. Just ready for that pleasure to burst out of her.

“Mmm,” purred Thūwhi between licks. “Angelic pussy.”

“Demonic tongue,” groaned Dëshoma. “Lady Thūwhi, thou art bringing me to the brink of my climax. I beg of thee not to relent but to bring me to my shuddering release and soothe my wanton lusts.”

“Gladly,” Thūwhi groaned and sucked on Dëshoma's clit.

The angelborn Seer gasped. Her halo flared. It pulsed brightly as she trembled there. She groaned and whimpered, her face twisting in delight. She loved this moment so much, her bud throbbing with each suckle. The butt plug fucked in and out of her asshole.

The sensations were too much for Dëshoma to resist. She pinched her nipples hard and shuddered. Her orgasm burst in her cunt. Her pussy convulsed and her asshole spasmed around the butt plug buried to the hilt in her anal sheath.

“Oh, Lady Thūwhi, yes, yes!” Dëshoma cried.

“Mmm, that's it,” Thūwhi moaned as pussy cream gushed out, her ruddy face buried into Dëshoma's turquoise bush.

The angelborn Seer moaned as she trembled through her rapture. Stars burst across her vision as she quaked through her rapture. She trembled, loving every moment of this bliss. It was incredible for her to enjoy. She trembled, loving every last second of the rapture flooding through her body.

It was something she wanted to keep flooding through her. Her pussy convulsed and spasmed, her asshole suckled at the butt plug buried in her. Thūwhi's tongue lapped at her folds, gathering up every drop of the pussy cream that spilled out.

“Oh, Lady Thūwhi, mine thanks,” Dëshoma groaned as she hit the peak of her orgasm.

“You are so welcome,” moaned Thūwhi, who took another lick at her pussy.

*  \ * /  *

When I pulled out of Éjyona, she scampered over to Deillae and Shorhe. The changeling had just rolled off the orc when the halfling had pounced. Éjyona had planted her hot cunt right on Deillae's mouth, feeding her my cum.

“Yes, yes, yes, take it,” she moaned.

“Wow,” Shorhe said, sitting up. She had pussy cream covering her mouth. “She works fast.”

“She's always been excitable,” I said. I grinned at my orc Weapon Master. “So, want to get fucked in the ass?”

“Such a romantic,” Shorhe said. “Mmm, you know I do.”

“Marcus Aurelius has the ability to know what women want,” said Kulri. My elf watched on with those hot eyes, her pussy simmering. She would be molten by the time I got to her.

“Well, I could use a big dick in my asshole,” Shorhe said. “But I get to do the riding. I feel the need to burn off some energy. Today was hairy.”

“Fuck, yes, it was.” I stretched out on my back, my dick lubed by halfling cream. “Just park that green ass on my dick.”

Shorhe snorted. “How did I ever get defeated by a perverted man like you?”

“Tentacles,” I said, smiling.

“Right, right. Perversion from the very beginning.”

She crawled to me, her large, pierced tits swaying. Those gold bars through her nipples added something exotic to her already Amazonian form. She had that green skin like that chick Kirk fucked in Star Trek.

She threw her leg over my body and grabbed my dick. She stroked me in her hand, holding me tight. She went reverse cowgirl, letting me admire her sleek, green back and the gorgeous curves of her butt-cheeks.

She lowered her ass to my cock. She brought it right to my aching dick. I groaned as she pressed my cock into her butt-crack and found her asshole. My pierced tip rubbed right against her naughty backdoor.

“That's it,” she moaned and sank her weight down on my cock. Her anal ring started to spread to swallow my cock. “Aphounga's shattered sword!”

I popped into her bowels.

My piercing rubbed at her flesh as she sank her asshole down my dick. I groaned, loving the feel of more and more of her anal sheath engulfing my cock. It was fantastic to enjoy. A treat. I groaned, my face contorting from the delight of this moment. Her asshole engulfed my cock in heaven. It was amazing.

“Fuck,” I groaned, my face contorting. “That's so good. That's so fucking good.”

“Mmm, it is,” she moaned as she sank down my cock. Her green butt-cheeks pressed down into my crotch. Every inch of my dick had vanished into her bowels. “That piercing.”

She flexed her toned thighs and rode up my cock, her bowels clenching about my dick. The velvety massage was incredible to enjoy. I groaned as she slid back up me. She held me the entire time, squeezing about me.

It was fantastic. I loved it. I savored it. I groaned, the pleasure sweeping through me. It was a wonderful delight to enjoy. She reached the pinnacle of me and then she slammed back down me. I groaned as she engulfed my dick again.

“Goddamn, that's it,” I moaned, my face contorting with delight. “Oh, yes, yes, yes. Work that asshole up and down my dick, Shorhe.”

“Gladly,” she moaned. “Aphounga's shattered sword, I am going to cum on this dick. I'm going to milk you dry.”

“Go for it,” I groaned, my dick twitching in her bowels.

She worked her bowels up and down my dick. She rode me with such passion. It was incredible to enjoy. I groaned, my face contorting with delight. She felt amazing sliding up and down my dick. Just wonderful. I groaned as she worked her magic, her asshole massaging my pierced cock.

I groaned, savoring the velvety delight. She rode me faster and faster, her butt-cheeks jiggling around my pale shaft vanishing into her wonderful depths. She groaned as she rode me. This was the passion that I loved.

I grabbed her hips, my arms flexing as I helped the orc ride my dick. The Weapon Master worked her bowels up and down my pierced cock. My ring twisted about inside of her. Such pleasure spilled through me. It was amazing to enjoy.

“Damn, Marcus!” she panted.

“I know,” I groaned, back arching. “I love this pleasure. It's amazing.”

“Good!” she groaned, slamming her velvety asshole down my cock again.

My heart hammered in my chest as she rode me. I gripped my sexy orc's waist, reveling in everything that she was doing to me. She worked up and down me faster and faster. She was bringing me towards that moment of eruption. I would just have such a big burst of pleasure. I groaned, my cock twitching and throbbing. The pleasure swelled in me as I rose towards that big burst of pleasure. I would have such a mighty explosion.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned. “That's so good. That's amazing. Just like that.”

“Ooh, that's good,” she moaned. “I'm going to cum on this cock.”

“I want to feel that ass spasming around me!”

“Yes, sir!” she moaned and impaled her asshole down my cock.

She gasped, her flesh so hot. The pressure reached that bursting point at the tip of my cock as she rose up my shaft, her velvety sheath massaging me. Then she slammed back down me. Her head threw back.

Her bowels rippled around my dick.

My orc's hot asshole convulsed and writhed around me. She suckled at me. I groaned at that wonderful embrace. Then I erupted. I fired my cum into her hot bowels, the pleasure slamming through my body.

“Fuck, yes!” I growled.

“Oh, that's it,” she growled as she milked me. “That's amazing. Aphounga's shattered sword!”

Her bowels writhed around my spurting cock. I groaned, the pleasure bursting through me. Stars danced across my vision as I pumped more and more of my cum into her bowels. She suckled at me, Emptying me.

Iris danced around above, cheering us on. I groaned as my sexy orc worked out every drop of cum that was in my balls. She emptied me. I groaned, panting. That was just incredible. I fluttered my eyes, savoring how great that had been.

“Damn,” I panted. “Damn, that was good.”

“Yes, it was,” she moaned and rose off my cock. Her bowels popped off my dick with a wet plop.


Chapter Three: Distracting Passion

Twist

Maria slid the dildo out of Twist's cunt as she watched Shorhe sliding her asshole off of Marcus's cock. Licking her lips, her tongue piercing hard, she crawled towards him. She was eager for some sour delight. The orc had a yummy ass.

The dragonborn would enjoy her ass juices.

“Oh, can I lick the cum out of your asshole, Shorhe?” Maria asked.

“Of course,” the orc said.

“Mmm, and you just stay lying on your back, Marcussss,” Twist hissed. The dragonborn Ninja had such wicked ideas dancing in her mind. “Let me suck that dick clean.”

“While I eat your pussy?” Marcus asked as Twist threw her leg over his face.

“That would be fucking perfect.” Twist was a fan of the word fuck and its many varieties. Marcus had educated her on how versatile it could be. “Fucking lick my cunt while I fucking suck the fuck out of your dirty cock.”

“I don't know how you'll suck the fuck out of me.”

“You are insatiable.” She grabbed his cock in her red-scaled hand. “I'll try.”

She licked at his cock, her tongue stud pressed against his shaft. She dragged it up and up until it brushed the crown. He groaned and his cock twitched in her hand. The sour flavor of Shorhe's ass coated Twist's tongue.

She loved that flavor.

She licked again and again as Marcus seized her scaled ass. He pulled her down and plunged his tongue into the juicy folds of her cunt. She shuddered and licked up him again, reaching his crown. Her tongue stud clinked against his cock ring.

Such sweet fucking music, thought the Ninja.

She danced her tongue around his crown, her stud clicking against his cock ring. The sounds echoed around them. She loved it and then sucked his cock into her mouth. She nursed on him. He groaned, his dick throbbing in her mouth.

She bobbed her head, working her lips up and down his sour dick. He groaned and thrust his tongue into her cunt, his fingers digging into her scaled ass. He held her tight, kneading her rump as he danced his tongue around in her.

“Damn, Twist,” he groaned. “That is good.”

She purred around his dick as she suckled. She bobbed her head, working her mouth up and down his shaft. Her tongue stud pressed into him while his cock ring rubbed against the roof of her mouth. The sour flavor filled her mouth.

That earthy taste of ass.

She loved it. She nursed hard on his cock as she bobbed her head. He groaned, his cock twitching in her mouth. She loved him with passion. She nursed on him with force. Her mouth bobbed up and down his dick.

“Fuck, yes,” he groaned and licked at her twat with more and more hunger. He feasted on her like he wanted to make her explode.

Of course, he does, thought Twist. He loves pussy. That Cunnilinguist skill of his. Fuck, that's nice.

He licked at her pussy while she suckled hard at his cock. She buffed him clean, the sour flavor fading. The salty taste of his cum grew and grew. That exciting precum that had her squirming; her nipples rubbed into his abs. Her nipples burst with sparks.

She suckled hard. She bobbed her head up and down faster as his tongue fluttered through her folds. The more pleasure she gave him, the more he gave her. Her sucking propelled his tongue through her folds.

She moaned around him. Hummed.

“Fuck,” he growled and suckled her clit into his mouth.

He nursed.

She groaned.

Her orgasm swelled inside of her. She bobbed her head faster, working her mouth up and down his cock and loving every second of this. The sour flavor of Shorhe's ass faded as she climbed towards her climax. His mouth suckled hard on her bud.

He nibbled with his lips.

Her clit burst with sparks. They showered through her hot cunt. Fires caught. Flames burned.

Her pussy convulsed as her orgasm blazed through her. She groaned and trembled, her pussy gushing juices that he gladly licked up. She sucked hard on his cock. She nursed on him as he licked up her passion.

“Fuck, Twist!” he growled. “Goddamn fuck!”

His cum spurted into her mouth.

The salty flavor of his spunk bathed her. She groaned, gulping it down. She swallowed his cum over and over again. She loved the taste of that salty load spilling over her pierced tongue. She gulped it down as she trembled through her bliss.

It was fantastic. She whimpered and moaned, loving what he did to her. Her body shuddered as she swallowed his jizz. Her passion burned through her mind. She quivered on him, nursing out the last of his cum.

“Damn, you are amazing, Twist,” he panted, her orgasm dying to bliss.

That was what she liked to hear.

*  \ * /  *

Twist crawled off to find more fun and I watched Deillae and Thūwhi kissing each other. I grinned at them. “Which of you wants to ride my cock and which wants to ride my mouth?”

Deillae broke the kiss. “Cock! Cock! Cock!”

“Didn't you used to be a lesbian?” Thūwhi asked, her black hair spilling about her ruddy face.

“Cock!” the changeling moaned. “You just want it. I am not a lesbian when Marcus is around. I'm a cock-hungry slut.”

I grinned at the changeling. She crawled over to me, her bright-blue hair spilling around her face. She was half fey. She had a playful smile as she crawled over to me, her small breasts quivering. She had a flowering vine tattooed up from her right thigh that reached across her stomach to her left tit.

With deft ease, she threw her lithe leg over me, straddling me. She grabbed my dick and held me in her delicate grip. Her yellow eyes were sun-bright as she lowered herself to my cock, planting her hairless twat on it. Her small titties quivering, she impaled herself down my dick.

And winked in the process.

“Fuck,” I groaned as her pussy engulfed my pierced cock. Her pussy lips slid over me, engulfing me in the heaven of her cunt. “Goddamn, that's good.”

She grinned down at me, her pussy clenching tight. She did a wicked, little twist and then she slid back up me. I groaned as she did that. My face contorted from the delight of her pussy's touch. It was an amazing delight.

She slammed back down me. She took my cock to the hilt. I groaned as I savored her pussy swallowing my aching shaft. Then she slid back up me. I groaned, my dick on fire. I loved it. Her changeling cunt felt so good. My naughty Abbess rode me hard.

Then my kinky Martyr threw her ruddy leg over my face. The smoky delight of her pussy filled my nose while I stared up at the demonborn's hairless cunt. She planted her vulva on my mouth, moaning as she did it.

“Oh, Marcus,” Thūwhi moaned, her back arching. The sapphire gem capping her butt plug peeked out of her ass-crack. “Feed on me. Khoukiri's ugly face, that's good.”

“It is,” purred Deillae. She worked her cunt up and down my cock, riding me while Thūwhi ground her shaved twat on my lips.

I thrust my tongue into her snatch. I swirled around in her. I loved the taste of her smoky twat. Her juices spilled down my tongue. I groaned into her snatch while my pierced dick savored Deillae's tight cunt. The feyborn worked her twat up and down my dick, her moans singing out.

Thūwhi's joined Deillae's. My Martyr and my Abbess both groaned and gasped and whimpered. I savored the sounds as I pleasured them both. My tongue and cock pleased their delicious cunts. I feasted on Thūwhi and savored Deillae's hot twat.

“Oh, I love this dick,” moaned Deillae. “Pushijer, this is a wonderful cock. I love protecting it.”

“Dihhomamer's light led us to you, Marcus,” groaned Thūwhi. “You saved me. Rescued me from that foul evil twin of yours.”

I didn't want to think about my doppelganger. Mark Taylor. The part of me that had given in to despair after the divorce. Who was working with the Hierophant to destroy this wonderful world because he was too full of bitter hatred to see the opportunity that lay before him?

I would fight to protect it. I would kick my own double's ass if I needed to.

I danced my tongue around in Thūwhi's cunt. Her smoky juices spilled over my cheeks and into my mouth. They soaked my taste buds. The demonborn clenched her ruddy ass, her sapphire winking at me from her butt-crack. My dick ached, the pressure building at the pierced tip.

Every inch that Deillae's pussy caressed my cock sent bliss surging through me. I would have such a mighty orgasm. I would flood her cunt with everything that I had. Then I would be ready to make love to my next woman.

“Oh, Marcus,” Thūwhi moaned. “I could sit on your face until the end of time.”

“And ride this cock,” purred Deillae.

“To do both...” Thūwhi shuddered on me, her pussy lips smearing over my mouth. “That would be paradise. The bliss that is promised the faithful.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” moaned Deillae. The two were both Acolyte classes, Faith their primary stat. They both still believed in the Gods of Light and Order even if their clergy had sided with the Gods of Darkness and Chaos.

They followed the Hierophant who had tricked the Gods.

“Does sound like heaven,” I groaned. “To feel my dick in every one of my women's pussies at the same time.”

“Yes!” Deillae moaned, her cunt sliding up and down my dick. “I love how you think, Marcus. Oh, yes, yes, yes!”

“Uh-huh,” Thūwhi moaned, her butt-cheeks clenching before my face.

I danced my tongue around in her cunt. I swirled about in her. I loved the taste of her. I licked and lapped at her with hunger. I fluttered my tongue in her snatch. She tasted so wonderful. I stirred her up, loving every moment of this.

The ache swelled at the tip of my dick. I was nearly there. Deillae's changeling pussy brought me closer and closer to that moment of eruption. To spurting all that cum into her pussy. I would just flood her with spunk.

I groaned as her twat slammed down me. She took my cock to the hilt. It was fantastic. I loved it. My dick throbbed in her embrace. I loved the way she held me. It was fantastic. My pierced dick throbbed in her cunt. That wonderful twat held me tight.

“Oh, yes, yes, Aphounga's shattered sword!” moaned Deillae as she slammed down my cock.

Her pussy convulsed around me. She bucked, her flesh sucking at me, shifting the piercing around through my spongy crown. I groaned at the surge of bliss that shot down my cock to my balls. They swelled with such pressure.

I found Thūwhi's clit and suckled on her. I nursed on her bud with hunger as I growled. Then I erupted. My dick pulsed, flooding Deillae's cunt with spurt after spurt of cum. The pleasure shot through me. It was fantastic to enjoy.

Stars burst across my vision. I groaned, bliss exploding through me. Pleasure rushed through my body. It was outstanding to enjoy. I growled, loving every second of it. The rapture flooded through me with every eruption.

“Khoukiri's ugly face!” Thūwhi called and then her smoky pussy cream gushed into my mouth.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Deillae moaned, her cunt milking my spurting cock.

“Fuck!” I growled into Thūwhi's pussy. I licked and lapped at her cunt. I loved every moment of drinking down her passion. I gulped down all her pleasure as my ecstasy fired through me.

Spurt after spurt of my cum basted my changeling Abbess's pussy. I drank down my cambion Martyr's cunt cream. It was a wonderful delight to please both my women. I groaned as my passion hit that amazing peak.

“Go, Marcus, go!” squeaked Iris from above. “Woot!”

I smiled as I hit that peak of my pleasure, firing the last of my cum into Deillae's cunt. I licked at Thūwhi's pussy, savoring that smoky passion. She groaned, her butt-cheeks clenching, hiding the sapphire nestled in her crack for a moment.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The Elven Psionicist watched the others enjoying their fun. Enjoying Marcus Aurelius. The elf envied them. Her pussy burned to be touched, but she kept her hands at the small of her back, waiting for her turn. Her body positively trembled with the anticipation. Her large breasts jiggled, nipple clamps tugging on her lactating nipples.

Marcus rose, his lips stained with Thūwhi's cunt cream, his cock with Deillae's pussy juices. He strode to her, stepping over Éjyona fucking Dëshoma. A big smile spread on Marcus's lips as he stared at Kulrigiizhai.

A quiver ran through the elf. All the frustration spent watching and waiting would come to an end. He stood over her; she lifted her soft-violet eyes to stare at him, her pale-blonde hair spilling down her naked form. She licked her lips, aching to find out how she would service him.

“Kulri,” he said. “How's the pussy?”

“Wet, Marcus Aurelius,” she moaned. She didn't call him, “Master.” That was what he had insisted on being called. Her former owner, the cruel elven wizard who had broken not only Kulrigiizhai but her bound and gagged sister lying listlessly beyond the orgy. “So wet.”

“I bet,” he said and knelt before her.

His salty, masculine musk filled her nose. She loved the sight of how solid he was. No frail, elven man. He was human in all their brutal physicality. Muscled and hairy. She shuddered at that. How it made her almost swoon.

He seized the chain connecting her nipple clamps and tugged. The teeth bit into her numb nubs, awakening them to pain. She quivered, her ears twitching as she moaned out her pleasure. Agony and rapture were both ecstasy to her.

“Marcus Aurelius,” the elf moaned, her pussy dripping cream down her thighs.

“Mmm, you are such a succulent treat, Kulri,” he said. Her full elven name was too much of a mouthful for humans and most other races. Only Dëshoma used Kulrigiizhai's full name. The elf didn't mind.

“This elf is pleased to be delicious.”

He smiled, enjoying her words. He then grabbed her nipple and unclipped the right one. Then the left. Each time the clamps came undone, blood rushed into her nipples. The pain flared for one glorious heartbeat. She groaned and whimpered, her body trembling.

Then he ducked his head down and suckled on her nipple. Her milk flowed into his mouth. She slid her fingers through his dark hair as she held him to her teat. She closed her eyes, shuddering as he suckled.

He nursed from her with passion. It was an incredible delight for her to enjoy. She loved every moment of it. She groaned as he nursed out more and more of her milk. She swayed from the wicked things he did to her.

She moaned, her face scrunching up. She whimpered as more and more of her creamy treat flooded his mouth. Nursing Marcus Aurelius always felt so intimate. Even more so than when he was in her, and that was glorious.

“This elf is happy to nourish you, Marcus Aurelius,” she purred, her fingers stroking through his locks. “Drink deep.”

He groaned and did just that. He suckled harder at her. He nursed with all his passion. She gasped, her pussy clenching as she enjoyed the delight. Her ears twitched with even more passion, vibrating from the wicked things he did to her. The delight flowed down to her cunt, growing hotter and hotter.

She squeezed her eyes shut, the other women moaning as they loved each other. His hands squeezed her breasts. Milk squirted from her other nipple and into his mouth all at the same time. It was a special moment.

She groaned, her face twisting with the delight of nursing him. The passion. The delight. The rapture. She groaned, swaying as he nursed and suckled. He kneaded her tits, the white cream squirting from her nipples.

“Marcus Aurelius,” she moaned, her fingers tightening in his hair.

He popped his mouth off her nipple and stared at her. “Which hole do you wish to have my cock? Mouth, pussy, or asshole. All three will please me.”

“Asshole, Marcus Aurelius,” she moaned, her bowels clenching.

“Dirty elf,” he said.

“Your dirty elf,” she moaned. “Shall this elf kneel like a bitch?”

He grinned. “What do you think?”

Kulrigiizhai turned smoothly on her knees, bent over, and placed her cheek against the bedroll she knelt on. The position thrust her ass up into the air at Marcus. Her pussy dripped juices down her thighs as she awaited the passion of his cock ramming into her. He would fuck her hard. Just pound her with everything that he had.

He pressed his cock into her butt-crack. She shuddered as he slid his tip down and found her asshole. A quiver ran through her. Her owner nuzzled his pierced tip against her anal ring. He teased her, smearing pussy cream on her naughty hole.

Then he thrust.

She whimpered, her ears twitching.

Her anal ring widened and widened to take his cock. Her toes curled. She moaned as she enjoyed what he was doing to her. Her sphincter stretched over his tip and his cock ring. She swallowed his cock. She loved the feel of the piercing rubbing against her bowels as he slid into her depths.

Her anal sheath squeezed about him. She held him tight, loving the feel of his cock sliding into her rectum. Her heavy tits jiggled while she moaned at the velvety delight that burned in her bowels. She moaned, her flesh drinking in the sensation.

“This elf loves your dick in me,” moaned Kulri. “By the First Tree.”

She didn't know if the First Tree even still stood. If it died, the world itself might die. The Circle Breakers, led by him, had been ripping crystals out of the roots, using them to make their portals and bypass the Shardpools. The last crystal they ripped out had been plunged into the cultists' machine in the bowels of the halfling capital.

It had gone off. The world might have ended. That might be why they were in this land of red mist.

Kulrigiizhai banished those thoughts, focusing instead on the hard cock that bottomed out in her asshole. Marcus Aurelius's coarse pubic hairs rubbed into her butt-cheeks. Her asshole clenched on his cock, savoring the feel of him buried in her.

Then he pulled back.

“Marcus Aurelius!” she moaned, her bowels clenching about his dick.

“Goddamn, Kulri, I love your ass!”

That sent a pleased rush through the elf followed by the delight of his cock slamming back into her bowels' depths. Pleasure melted to her cunt. The heat soaked through her pussy juices. She loved them, groaning as he drew back and thrust into her again.

And again.

And again.

He fucked her bowels. He pounded her with force, melting blissful heat to her cunt. Pussy cream ran down her thighs while her boobs jiggled. This wonderful pressure built and built in her cunt. Her orgasm swelled in her. She would cum so hard and then milk his dick dry.

He pumped away at her, holding her hips with his strong, rough hands. Her human Crusader fucked her with passion. He buried over and over into her bowels. He slammed to the hilt in her. She squeezed her asshole about his dick. She loved his cock plundering into her. He fucked her with passion, plunging into her again and again and again.

“Oh, Marcus Aurelius,” she moaned. “Oh, this elf is in heaven. That's so good. Yes, yes, yes!”

“Good!” he growled. “Squeeze that asshole around me.”

She did, clenching tight on his pierced cock thrusting in and out of her depths. His piercing massaged her. Teased her. Brought her closer and closer to that moment of eruption. She groaned, savoring that moment bursting through her. She squirmed, her bowels clenching down hard on that cock ramming into her.

The friction built her orgasm faster and faster. He grunted. She moaned. His dick plunged into her hard, his cock ring massaging her bowels. More pussy cream ran down her thighs as she rose to that moment of eruption.

“Marcus Aurelius!” she moaned, putting all her passion into her words.

“Cum,” he growled, slamming into her bowels.

The friction and his cock both combined to surged such delight through her. She gasped, her bowels convulsing and writhing. The pleasure swept through her. She gasped, her flesh rippling and writhing around his cock. She groaned, stars bursting across her vision. Bliss washed out of her convulsing cunt.

He pumped away at her asshole. He buried to the hilt in her, his pierced cock rubbing down her spasming bowels. He grunted, his hands squeezing her tits. Fingers dug into her flesh as his cock erupted.

Hot cum spurted into her bowels. The wonderful feel of his jizz jetting into her anal sheath filled her up with his passion. She groaned, her head tossing from side to side. She whimpered, her flesh rippling and writhing around him. She suckled at him.

“Marcus Aurelius!” she cried.

“Goddamn, I know, Kulri!” he growled, pumping more and more of his spunk into her asshole. “I fucking know!”

She trembled, reveling in his cum flooding her body. She savored every moment of it. Every second of this wonderful rapture. Her flesh spasmed. She hit that wonderful peak and quivered there. She groaned, her flesh spasming around his dick. She felt amazing. She loved every second of it. Every last moment of his cum firing into her.

Then he went dry. Her orgasm peaked. “Marcus Aurelius!”

“I know,” he panted, his hands releasing her tits. He stroked her. “We're going to get out of here. We got kicked in the teeth, but we'll recover.”

“We will,” she agreed.

* \ * /  *

My women were cuddling up on the blankets. Dëshoma looked so peaceful, held by Twist's scaly arms. Shorhe cradled Deillae. Éjyona buried her face into Thūwhi's bountiful breasts. Kulri and Maria were sleeping on either side of where I sat, their hands touching me. I should join them, but I stared out at this place and worried.

Outside the world... What the fuck did that mean?

“You should sleep, Marcus,” Iris said. She hummed before me. “You need your rest after all that activity.” She giggled. “Ooh, I wish I was as big as them so you could do the same thing to me.”

I smiled. “Me, too.”

She fluttered down and hugged my cock, holding me tight. I leaned back and stared up at the rippling mist. Kulri and Maria were on either side of me. I breathed in slowly, letting sleep carry me down into dreams.

My ex-wife was in them, being a bitch as usual. But she didn't bother me. I had my women. My harem. That cunt had no power over me any longer.


Chapter Four: The Firewall

It was hard to say that “morning” had arrived. Nothing had changed in the world, but my women and I were all restless. We ate our breakfast and donned our adventuring gear. Shorhe didn't pull her shield out, though.

“No shield?” I asked.

“Weapon Master is a two-handed sort of class,” she answered. “Master the biggest and most badass version of a weapon. Of course, I don't have a greatsword. Just my longsword. But I can two-hand it. Mostly. That's important since I know how to use my weapon in place of my shield.”

“Yeah.” I held up my shield. “I need a tower shield now. This just isn't the best fit any longer. But it'll have to do.”

“Crusaders use strong shields, huh?” Thūwhi asked. She had a shield my size. “I'm thinking of just ditching mine. Martyrs want to take damage. The more I'm hurt, the more damage I do. I'm not really a tanking class any longer. But I can do it. I just won't be at my full potential.”

“Gone DPS on me,” I said, shaking my head. “Well, Crusader is still firmly in tank territory.”

“I still get to use my bible,” said Deillae. “Nothing about being an Abbess changes my support and healing role.”

“That holds true for mine class upgrade, Seer,” Dëshoma said. “Though in addition to healing, I am also blessed with the ability to summon members of the heavenly host to fight for us.”

“Summon?” I asked.

“She can summon angels,” said Kulri. “The various types of creatures that can be summoned are divided between a few classes.”

I glanced over at Kulri's bound sister. She could summon elemental monsters, being an actual Summoner class. It was why she had to stay bound and gagged.

“Gagging me would not stop me from casting my newest abilities,” Kulri said. “Psionicists do not speak our words but concentrate on our psychic attacks.”

“Interesting,” I said.

“I make things go boom!” Éjyona said. She had her goggles on which, when combined with her rifle, gave her a very steampunkish look. “Spitfire is all about elemental damage and explosions. It's going to be awesome.”

“I can't wait until I can get my instant death ability,” said Twist. “Ninjas get one as well as increase stealth. I won't break from invisibility with my first attack. Going to get me some critssss.”

Maria was playing with her rapier, pulling it a few inches out of her sheath and jamming it back in. “I need a new sword. I'm in Shorhe's boat.” The redhead glanced at me. “Samurai use katanas over rapiers and wakizashi over parrying daggers. They're still finesse weapons, but they're different. This will work.”

“For now,” said Iris. “You have Iaijutsu Draw coming up. Need a katana for that.”

“You'll find one,” I said. Loot drops always gave us what we needed.

I looked around at my women. I was feeling good. Crusader gave me Holy Blade which would enchant my weapon with holy damage. At later levels, I would gain abilities that would use that enchantment to deal greater effects.

“Iris, which way?” I asked once we were all ready. I had on my breastplate and pauldrons, with cuisses and greaves covering my legs. My white cloak, the blue tear of Ethileri's on the back, fluttered behind me. My sturdy, leather boots with plates of steel riveted to them thudded with my steps. I had my dwarven thrower, an ax made of elf silver that I could use as a ranged attack.

“Um, that way, I think,” Iris said. She pointed to the mist then darted in that direction.

I picked up Kulri's bound sister and marched after. “Shorhe, you have the rear. Thūwhi, right flank, Maria left. Dëshoma, Éjyona, Kulri, and Deillae, I want you in the middle where we can protect you. I don't know what is out here. Twist, stick near Maria.”

My women all nodded. I glanced behind me. The four I had named were bunching up. Dëshoma and Deillae side-by-side in their nun habits and skank skirts, Dëshoma's showing off her sapphire bush. Éjyona stood before them with Kulri behind them, her staff clutched in her hand. Shorhe towered at the rear, longsword draped over her shoulder. Her breastplate lifted her breasts into two lush mounds. So did Thūwhi, her shield and morning star out. She, too, had a cloak. Maria wore her halter bra, her tits naked and exposed. Twist walked at her side, leather straps covering her tits.

Éjyona had the least amount of covering while still not showing nipples, wearing only leather pasties and her panties.

We marched out, the red fog dancing before us. It was almost hypnotic the way it undulated and rippled. There was nothing around us. It felt like eternity stretching around us on either side. My boots thudded, mixing with the footsteps of the others, heels clicking from some of them. My eyes scanned from right to left while I carried the bound elf.

She just lay there, defeated.

But my thoughts began to drift to the first time I had played the game.

I had been wearing my VR Goggles and held controllers in hand. I had sat at my computer chair getting immersed in the life-like graphics. I had moved down the trail through the pleasant forest and fought a few boar.

They fired their hairs at me like quills.

Then I came across the Temple to Shuwëmeri, the entrance ruined, her statue half broken. Shelly's father had been there. My first quest. He had begged me to go into the ruins and save his daughters, promising to give me one of them. The Cultists who had taken them had planned to sacrifice them to pervert the temple.

Inside, I had fought the orcs. That was a tougher fight. Had to use some skill to drop them. But then I had come across that loot chest. It had been glowing. I had opened it and then felt myself being sucked into the computer screen.

I remembered the vague impression of being pulled into my computer monitor. The world had gone black. I had woken up in the game, Iris playing with my cock. She had fished it out of my pants and was stroking me to wake me up.

Only...

New memories arose. After I had fallen into the computer screen, I had flown through red mists while gentle hands had pulled me through it. Wings buzzed as I hurtled through this very land until I had come to...

A wall made of glowing hexagons. Red instead of purple like the ones surrounding the shattered pieces of the world. I had flown through them and burst through into the game. It had been too much for my mind to handle.

I had shorted out.

But now...

Now it was coming back to me.

“We're approaching the digital barrier,” I whispered.

“What was that, Marcus?” asked Éjyona. She was right behind me.

“Just...” I glanced behind us at the fog. If I headed in that direction, would I be able to go back to the real world?

To my world?

I could leave all this craziness behind. No more fear of being killed by a monster. I wouldn't have the weight of the world and my women on my shoulders. I could return to the sanity of the familiar and leave this all behind. It would be so easy to do. Just slink back to the wreckage of my life.

I might die trying to save the world, but at least I was living in the meantime. I hadn't lived. I had existed. I worked and worked and worked, wasting the best years of my life on a whore and a job I hated. That was why my doppelganger had no chill. He was still bitter about it.

He hadn't let go and embraced this new world.

Well, it might be fucked, but I would do something about it. I turned back to face the direction that led back to fantasy. My women were stirring behind me. Confused by what I was doing. I had to be confident.

“Let's keep going,” I said, adjusting Kulri's sister on my shoulder. “This leads back to the world. I remember crossing this place now. We're between my world and yours. The digital barrier's coming up.”

We walked on, footsteps thudding on the ground. The mist eddied in an unchanging way. Like it cycled through the same pattern over and over again. Cheap assets on repeat. Iris buzzed ahead of us, bobbing and weaving and spinning. She was growing more and more excited.

A glow appeared in the fog. Something reared before us. Red, but not the crimson of this mist. This was more alive. Ruddy. The hue of fire, like it had been captured for a moment. A snapshot where the artist had picked out one point of it and then spread it across eternity before us.

He had made a digital wall of fire.

I shook my head as I realized it was a firewall. The world beyond truly was a digital world. One that had been broken up and partitioned off by similar barriers. It was as if the world had been a single drive that someone had made into thousands. Not just a C: drive but a D:, E:, F:, etc. That was why the world seemed so broken apart and separated. One “hard drive” that had been transformed into multiple “drives” through the use of purple barrier “partitions.”

This outer wall was something like a firewall.

The red hexagons of the barrier melted out of the fog. It looked just like I remembered it. My women gasped in awe and terror. I glanced back at them. Dëshoma clasped her bible to her naked breasts. Twist whistled. Éjyona bounced on the balls of her feet while Maria shook her head in disbelief.

“Damn,” Shorhe groaned. “We have to get through that?”

“The Digital Barrier,” I said. “Your world is on the other side.”

“Our world, Marcus Aurelius,” the elf said.

I smiled. “Ours.”

I approached it and put my free hand against it. The barrier felt... accepting. It wanted me to pass or, more succinctly, that I had permission to pass. Like when my computer would pop up a message saying some app wanted access through my firewall. The admin for the world, the creator of it, had clicked YES on the dialog box. Now I could pass freely through it.

Maybe that was how we were blown out of it. I was there, so the others could come with me.

Twist put her hand on the wall. She grimaced. “It's like the barrier around the pieces. We can't get through this.”

“I can,” I said. “Everyone, you have to get your hands on me. I can get us through. Touch me.”

“You know I love touching you,” Twist hissed and trapped my wrist of the hand I held to the Firewall.

Iris landed on my brow, nestled amid my hair. Éjyona grabbed my knee. The others pressed in around me, putting their hands on parts of my body. Pushing my cloak against my breastplate, clutching my arms.

“Everyone, sound off that you're touching me,” I growled. “Maria.”

“I have you, Marcus,” she said, her voice tight.

“Kulri.”

“Yes, Marcus Aurelius.”

“Lady Dëshoma.”

“I have my hand on thee, Lord Marcus.”

“Éjyona.”

“Yeppers!”

“Shorhe.”

“Got you.”

“Deillae.”

“I'm ready,” she said. “Will it hurt?”

“I don't know. Thūwhi.”

“I'm ready, Marcus.”

“Twist has my wrist.”

“Rhymes,” she hissed.

“And Iris is riding my head.”

“Onward!” she squeaked.

The elf slung over my shoulders squirmed and kicked, coming alive. That was everyone. I closed my eyes and willed myself to pass through, pulling the others. The red light spilled over us. Engulfed us. Suddenly, I fell forward.

I screamed as I tumbled through the crimson, my body flipping around. Everyone's hands melted away from me. I didn't even have the elf slung over my shoulder. I screamed. I felt them spinning around me, passing through the firewall.

The light screamed about me. It burned. It—

I fell out of it and landed on my hands and knees. I panted, sweat pouring down my brow. I stared at cobblestones, buckled from the root of a tree growing across it. Every muscle in me trembled. My hands clenched.

I looked up and saw that I was alone.


Chapter Five: Alone

I was alone.

“Lady Dëshoma!” I roared, climbing to my feet. I stood on a street, the buildings around me crumbled. A tree grew out of one ruined home, a board oak. Some of its branches grew through a window. The rest filled the collapsed corner of the house. Creepers climbed up other buildings, the vines slowly ripping apart the stones. “Maria!”

My voice echoed back at me.

“Shorhe! Twist! Éjyona! Kulri!”

I looked around. More ruins lay behind me, one building collapsed into the streets. A skeletal arm peeked out, bones bleached white. The place felt long dead. A graveyard fallen into disrepair. I had felt my women tumbling with me through the Firewall.

Where were they?

“Deillae! Thūwhi!”

Only the distorted echoes answered me.

“Fuck!” Where was I? Was this in the world? Had we actually returned? I peered at the horizon. A purple wall, just on the edge of my vision, rose into the air. Made of glowing hexagons. I was back. But where was this?

“Marcus!”

I looked up to see Iris zooming down from a building, her pink body trailing dust. She let out a relieved squeak and rushed down to hug my nose. I went cross-eyed trying to stare at her and then closed them from the strain.

“What the fuck is going on here?” I demanded. “Where are the others?”

“I felt them passing through the Digital Barrier with us,” she answered. “They must have made it through.”

“Where are they?” I demanded and then a white light engulfed my shield.

Iris squeaked as she burst away from me. I felt the shape of my kite shield flowing. It grew rectangular and long with a slight curve to it. The light faded and I knew I now held a heavy tower shield made of scarlet bronze. Waves of distorted air, like from heat, danced around it.

I felt no warmth.

“The fuck?” I demanded.

“That's your angelic gift,” said Iris. “It upgraded all on its own. Became infernal bronze, a better metal, too.”

Before we went on our last mission, angels had given each one of us a gift. They had been delivered in thanks for the angels we had liberated from being tortured and corrupted. I could feel that it still granted me damage reduction, but more than before. Its once-per-day ability that let me take half-damage for twenty seconds had increased to thirty seconds.

“Why did it do that now?” I asked. “I mean, I'm glad that I have a tower shield, but why did it change now? I hit level 50 yesterday.”

“You weren't in this world when you chose your next path,” said Iris. “But now you've connected to Heaven. I imagine none of your abilities actually worked on the other side.”

“Makes sense,” I said. “Now we just have to find the others. Do you think they're in this city or ended up somewhere else?”

“I don't know,” Iris said, looking around. “This place feels familiar to me for some reason. I bet I can figure it out.”

Movement at the corner of my eye whirled me around. I drew my dwarven thrower as black sludge oozed out of gaps in the stones. The tar-like substance bubbled out and swelled into a bulbous form the size of a sedan. A second one appeared beyond it, the inky surface rippling as it pulled itself together.

“Oozes,” I said. “I hope they don't try to hentai me.”

“Hentai you?” Iris asked. Then she gasped. “There's one behind you.”

I had no healer. Just me.

I Yelled, my most basic buff I had gotten at Level 1. Free to use, it cost me no TP or MP. Then I dropped Zeal. I didn't need the extra threat generation, but the buff to my Strength would be appreciated. I burned MP to drop Consecrated Ground. Divine energy rippled around me, crackling in a radius about my feet that would damage them as they came closer. Then some TP on Iron Defense. I had to mitigate every bit of damage I would take. I had limited healing options. Some potions, some magic items, and that was about it.

Last, I used my new ability Holy Blade.

My ax burned white energy. Holy energy. I readied my new tower shield. It was better at blocking. Gave me more damage reduction. I would need it all as the first ooze hit the Consecrated Ground. It burbled in pain. I lunged at it and slashed.

Defending Strike slammed into the tar-like flesh. I cut in deep, holy damage burning across the black. At the same time, a buff to my block rate shot through me. The ooze's flesh rippled then a battering fist of black jelly launched at me.

I hauled my tower shield before me and blocked the blow. It rocked me back a step, black jelly rippling over the surface. Smoke rose. A stench like bile filled the air. I cursed and turned, another slimy fist hurtling at me from behind.

I took it on the shield and attacked, slashing into the body with a normal attack but it pulled back with ease. I slashed a second time, but it withdrew its bulk, the buff from Defending Strike slowly ticking down. The third one attacked, all three being damaged by my Consecrated Ground. I turned to bring up my shield.

It got through and struck me. Acidic goop splashed over my face. Damage burned into my HP.

I launched another Defending Strike as I blocked another attack. I had to keep the buff up. My ax swung down, but the creature pulled its flesh back from me. They were agile fuckers. Another blow hit my shield then my leg.

Burned around my knee.

I used Clarity, the last spell I had learned as a Knight. It let me hit with my next five attacks. I burned Defending Strike, eating through my TP. Both abilities used it. I was a hybrid class. I had both TP and MP. Which meant I had to balance the spending of both, prioritizing which abilities to use when. Consecrated Ground and Holy Blade used MP, but the more physical stuff like Iron Defense used TP.

My Defending Strike hit, refreshing the buff just in time to deflect another attack. I had five more attacks that would hit and three enemies. I switched to Holy Sweep, a multi-target attack. It also burned TP, but I had three dicks on me.

All three of them were hit once, twice, and thrice as I unleashed rapid Holy Sweeps to cut into them. Black bile flew. Their attacks shot at me while Consecrated Ground burned their flesh. Another blow hit my shoulder, dropping my Hit Points even lower.

“Fuck,” I snarled and used my last Clarity hit to get off a Defending Strike.

I wouldn't refresh TP if I didn't level up. I was burning through it too fast. I blocked another attack, my heart pounding. They were all around me, Iris shouting overhead, her words lost to the pounding of my heart. I had no healer.

No Dëshoma or Deillae. It was like those early levels before I had met her. I had grown used to having someone there to keep me up so I could take all the damage. Now I had to worry about it. I growled and slammed a Divine Blow, burning MP on the attack, at the ooze. It pulled its flesh out of the way.

“Shit!” I snarled and then hacked with a regular blow. I struck the body this time. I must hit one in five times. Terrible odds.

The black skin over the surface of it ruptured. A jet of rancid jelly shot out of it at me. I raised my tower shield and blocked the blow. It splashed over it, the stench of bile filling the air. It kept firing until a final, gurgling sigh erupted.

I lowered my shield, black jelly dripping off of it, and saw that it had deflated into a puddle of tar that no longer smoked from my Consecrated Ground. I had killed it. I had killed one of the fuckers. My odds just—

The blow struck me. I groaned and stumbled forward; my Hit Points dropped to half. Acid burned across my back despite my armor's presence. I would have taken more damage, but my shield DR was blunting it. I had two of them on me.

Clarity for the increase to hit. I had to burn the TP. I couldn't afford to die. I Holy Sweeped before me, cutting into them both. Then I slammed a Divine Blow into the ooze. I buried my ax in deep. It gurgled.

I dodged to the right, hard in heavy armor, but I cleared it. The stream shot out and hit the other ooze, splashing harmless over it. The surface of it rippled and a fist shot out. I raised my shield, taking the blow.

“You got it, Marcus!” cheered Iris.

It was mano-e-slimeo.

I slammed a Defending Strike into it, refreshing the buff. I had two more guaranteed hits. A fist shot out. Then a second. My shield took them, black spraying. I shifted my stance, my boots sliding through the tar of the dead slimes.

I roared and slammed a Divine Blow for the extra damage, not caring if the stunning effect worked. I crashed my ax down hard into the ooze. I ripped back and then slammed a regular attack, my ax glowing white from Holy Blade. I cut into it.

The beast gurgled.

I raised my shield and weathered the gush of ooze. Experience flowed into me. The stream died down. Ooze dripped off my shield. I panted and looked around the street. Then I glanced up at Iris. She buzzed over me, pink dust trailing from her.

“Where is everyone?”


Chapter Six: Experience Gain

Maria du Marne

She was alone.

Panic shot through the human Samurai. Maria looked around at the ruined buildings, her red hair dancing. Her large tits held in her halter bra jiggled. I'm utterly alone. A tingle raced through her pussy. She glanced down to see her panties, complete with a dildo that thrust up into her cunt, glowing silver. It faded and they looked different. Gray now.

A new material.

The special property that let her deal extra damage had increased and her once-per-day, letting her triple her attack speed, had upgraded to thirty seconds from twenty. She blinked, not understanding why that one piece of gear had changed.

It's the one the angels had given me, Maria thought.

That did little to help her panic.

She shouted and cried and screamed, but no one was here. She was all alone. She felt crushed by that weight. The last time she had been alone, an ooze had nearly killed her in the Temple of Shuwëmeri. She had panicked then, too.

Her heart beat so fast.

She struggled to breathe.

Spots of light danced across her vision.

She was helpless. Alone. She would die without Marcus. She clutched at her heart, squeezing her breast. The bracelet on her wrist shifted. She wheezed, the world spinning around her. She was about to be overwhelmed by it all.

And then her experience bar went up.

She gasped as she felt experience flowing into her. That meant she had to be close to the party. The greater their level, the further afield they could be and still feel each other. She had a sense of their status. Marcus had been in a fight. His Hit Points were down to half and he had burned a lot of TP. But he couldn't be more than a few miles from her.

“He's here,” she told herself.

Just knowing that the party was around her filled her with hope. She sensed them all. They all had been separated. She had to find them. She couldn't freak out. Marcus trusted me to lead the party. Remember that. You're not that same foolish Warrior in over her head. You're a Samurai now. Level 50, not Level 2 or 3.

She nodded to herself, feeling a great deal of relief. She drew her rapier and her parrying dagger and set off down the street. The buildings she passed were half-collapsed. She reached an intersection and saw rubble blocking her way to the right. Trees grew through in places. Vines covered most things.

A statue lay collapsed in the middle of the road. It had stood on a plinth. It was a woman cupping her breasts in offering. Shuwëmeri, Goddess of Fertility. That was a pose Maria had seen on that first adventure weeks ago.

“Where am I?” she asked, looking around. The place looked deserted for a hundred years or more. A city lost during the Shattering.

She marched down the next street, her heeled boots thudding on the ground, when she heard a dragging sound followed by a thump.

Drag-thump. Drag-thump. Drag-thump.

The sound grew louder and louder.

Drag-thump. Drag-thump. Drag-thump.

From around a corner, an abomination stepped. It had gray, lumpy flesh, dragging its bloated, right leg and stepping with its left. It turned to face her and she recoiled in horror. It was made of bodies fused to form itself. Each arm was one human body twisted and bent and bloated, the legs made up of two corpses. Four or five made the torso, bodies compressed into blubbery guts and chest. The head was really three heads merged into one, a single, grotesque mouth stretched between them.

It gibbered at her and lumbered at her. A putrid stench rose about it. Maria Yelled, unleashing her Warrior buff before challenging the monster into a Duel. As she did, she adopted Perfect Form. Dueling, an ability that gave her increased damage and dodge chance when she fought one on one, then triggered her new, passive ability: Code of Bushido. That let her deal even more damage in a Duel as well as attack faster. Perfect Form was just a fighting stance that maximized her dexterity and grace during a fight. All her classes—Warrior, Fencer, Duelist, and now Samurai—worked together to make her a graceful and deadly opponent when one-on-one.

I wish I had a katana and wakizashi right now, Maria thought, itching for those weapons that would compliment her new class better. But she didn't have them. Her rapier and parrying dagger would have to do.

The abomination reached her and drew back a club-like arm. It slammed it down at her. A crushing blow that would leave her reduced to paste.

So she Quick Stepped.

In a blur, she darted out of the path of the falling fist and battering arm. She appeared behind it in a heartbeat and stabbed with her rapier. The elegant blade, with a golden basket, dealt more damage while she was Dueling. Her large breasts heaved, one nipple pierced by the shadowy ring.

The monster roared, head swiveling around in bestial confusion.

Maria smiled, ripped her blade out. Blood spurted at her. She gasped and twisted out of the way, her pussy clenching down on the dildo buried in her. Boots thudded on the broken cobblestone. She unleashed Stab and Slice. She plunged her rapier into the beast and slashed with her parrying dagger, the two attacks ripping open two wounds.

Both spurted blood.

She twisted out of the way of the first one, but the second struck her. She gasped as her tits sizzled, the blood smoking across her breasts. She cursed at the pain and reeled back. Her boobs bounced as the pain continued.

A DoT effect. Damage over Time. And she could do nothing for it as it drained away more and more of her Hit Points every second. There was nothing she could do to stop it. The only type of DoT she could fix was a Bleed.

I can't afford to be hit, rippled through Maria's mind.

She used an ability she had gotten back in her teen levels. Debilitating Strike.

She plunged her blade into the joint of its arm. She dodged the spurt of blood as the monster roared. The attack didn't do much damage, just too low level and not upgraded, but it lowered the abomination's chance to hit. She needed every edge she could.

Bellowing, it swung around, arm hurtling at her like a bruising pendulum.

Maria Quick Stepped out of the way, ducking the blow. She flowed to the other side in an eye blink and stabbed. Her blade plunged in deep, dealing considerably more damage than the last time. Her Perfect Form let her dodge out of the way of the sizzling blood. Her own HP continued to drop, pain blazing across her chest.

The beast staggered around. She Stab and Sliced, dancing around the twin spurts of blood. The abomination opened its mouth and roared in pain. The bellow rippled the air. A sonic attack that Maria couldn't dodge at all.

It struck her hard and threw her to the ground. Her body ached, a fraction of HP vanishing from the blow. She lay stunned, her mind struggling to work. The abomination raised its club-like arm over her helpless body.

Move! she shouted at herself, but she had a status debuff on her. She couldn't break free of it. She—

BAM!

The blow struck her. Hit Points evaporated into the critical. One more hit, and she was dead.

It drew back for another blow, a mournful growl bursting from those three mouths merged into one hideous maw. The debuff ended. The arm, topped by a pulverizing fist, slammed down at her. Maria rolled to her right.

The ground shook from the impact. She gained her feet and activated her Honor Blade's once-per-day ability. While Dueling, she would deal triple damage on her next attack. She gained her feet, focusing on the enemy.

She hit with her most damaging attack. Stab and Slice.

She lunged in, rapier stabbing, parrying dagger slicing. She cut into the monster's flank and buried her blade into its hide. She ripped her weapons free and darted out of the way. She left gaping wounds in it.

The monster staggered from the damage and then collapsed. It hit the ground with a thud. Experience flowed into her. She watched her bar climbing and climbing to level fifty-two. She hoped it would make it.

Didn't.

She staggered. She had Twenty-five Hit Points left. In the critical. Less than a quarter of her total. She was in trouble. She shoved her hand into her pouch and pulled out a Potions of Blessed Angel Passion.

She gulped down the potion made of angel pussy cream treated with various herbs. The invigorating drink surged her Hit Points barely up to half. She swallowed. That wasn't enough. Not in a long part. She pulled out a second healing potion and downed it.

Her heart beat. She only had one more left. Outside of leveling up, she had no other way to restore her Hit Points. Without Dëshoma, Deillae, Thūwhi, or even Marcus around, she would not last long. She had to get to them. Fast.

She moved forward when a gleam of gold caught her attention. A chest, banded in the precious metal, lay inside a building, glimpsed through the shattered crack in the wall. A loot box filled her with hope that she would find some salvation.

She rushed to it and squeezed through the crack, her big tits barely fitting. On the other side, she fell to her knees and opened it. Inside was a pair of weapons, both curved. One was a katana, a long and graceful blade made of red bronze with a rounded hilt and cloth-wrapped handle. A dragon was worked into the metal while the air around it rippled with heat. A matching wakizashi, a shorter sword, lay next to it.

Just what she needed.

She picked them up and concentrated on them. After a minute, she understood what they did. While wielding the weapons - they were a set - she would have an increased chance to hit and to parry. The special ability she could use once per day would let her deal an attack with both weapons.

She put her rapier and parrying dagger into her pouch and sheathed her new weapons. Her scabbards changed to fit them. It was something. She could take full advantage of her class's later abilities.

Maria would rather have found Marcus or even Éjyona. Anyone with her would be a relief.


Chapter Seven: Humantulas Attack

Kulrigiizhai

The elf was alone.

Her ears twitched as she took a few calming breaths. She had to find her way to safety. She would have to be extremely careful. Marcus Aurelius and the others had to be out there somewhere. She would find them. There would be safety with them.

Before she could take a step, her staff glowed white. The energy felt warm on her hand holding it. She felt the texture of the wood changing beneath her grip. It had become a Fire Pine Staff of Elemental Mastery. It was now made of an orange wood, though the arcane runes that glowed red, blue, white, green, yellow, and gray remained the same. She could now triple-cast a spell instead of double-cast it for no MP. The spell would have to deal three different types of elemental damage.

Not the most useful for her as a Psionicist. But she had only one psychic attack, Psionic Spear, so she would still be using elemental spells for a while. And she could make her psychic spell into elemental if she chose to.

She began her search, studying the ruined buildings. Much of it was overgrown with creepers and trees. The streets buckled. Rubble spilled across her path, forcing the elf to move around them. The nipple clamps, connected by their platinum chain, bounced at the end of her heavy breasts left bare by her gray robes. The steelweave fabric possessed a metallic sheen to it.

Experience flooded into her in two different bursts. Her party was around here. She just had to find them. She rounded the corner and spotted a tower thrusting up over the rest of the ruins. It looked twisted, like a giant had grabbed it and torqued it around.

Her breath caught.

“The High Mage's Tower?” She looked around at the ruins. “Is this Regalius? It must be. That structure fits the description of the High Mage's Tower.”

A shiver ran through her. She was in Lost Regalius, the old capital of the Inferius Empire. Once the Emperor of All had ruled the world from here. The unified nation had brought prosperity to the people of Inferius. That prosperity had led to the decadence of the most extreme kind. Lavish feasts, orgies, and gross indulgences. The Gods of Light and Order were slowly ignored to pursue all manner of perversions and delights. The Hierophant had convinced the Gods that this would only lead to Darkness and Chaos. The world had to learn to treasure Order once more.

So it was broken apart.

Kulrigiizhai moved towards the tower, the butt of her staff clattering on the stone. Her eyes scanned the ruins, her pale-blonde hair rippling in a slight breeze. Her ears twitched, listening for any sound, searching for any motion.

She strode on her silver slippers, hardly making a sound with her footfall. The thunk of her staff hitting the cobblestones echoed around her. She felt another surge of experience, the third such one. She was almost to Level 51. She had to find someone. She could unleash the most damage in the party.

Marcus Aurelius calls me a glass cannon. Powerful but I break easily.

She needed a tank to survive.

Sadly, she didn't get that opportunity.

The sound of skittering behind her had her whirling around, fear spiking through her. From out of the dark bowels of a half-collapsed building, a thing crawled out, hairy and spindly that crawled about on four legs. A man turned into some hoary, spider-like thing, stomach facing up to the air.

The repulsive sight made Kulri gasp. She took a step back, almost overcome by fear. She could not afford to be controlled by her emotions. She had to dominant them. Like she used to before she had opened her heart to Marcus.

Before he had pried open her affections.

The calm fell on the elven Psionicist. She activated magical items once-per-day abilities. Her Circlet of Stars gave her increased spell damage for the next minute, her Fire Pine Staff of Elemental Mastery would let her triple cast her next spell for no MP but she must choose three different elements.

In a heartbeat, she triple-cast Elemental Golem. Three hulks appeared between her and the skittering humantula. Water rippled across the surface of one, the second made of stone boulders held together by magic, the third gleaming with frost and cracking as it moved.

Water, earth, and ice.

Am I overreacting? she wondered. That was a potent trick to use against only one enemy. A single golem would be enough to hold aggro. If she couldn't have a tank, she would make one.

But three?

Then three more of the humantulas skittered out of the ruins. Ears twitching, she sent her golems to intercept the three closest. They marched forward, the earth golem's heavy steps booming. She concentrated on the last.

Psychic spells required no chanting. They all came from mental focus. It still took time to draw it up. The spider-thing rushed at her, hairs bristling. Then a lance of blue force fired from her forehead and slammed into the beast.

Psionic Spear pierced the abomination's body, dealing it a great deal of damage. But it lived.

“Let Fire surround me and ward me from my enemies,” she chanted, casting Elemental Defense to protect herself. Fire whirled around her. Flames that crackled with heat. Would it deter the enemy?

No.

It rushed in and gibbered. A hairy fist flew at the fire, striking the flames. They burned the creature before it struck Kulri in the tit. She gasped in pain, a large chunk of her Hit Points evaporating. She groaned and stepped back.

The golems battered into the others, slamming fists of rock, water, and ice into the enemies and holding their attention. She was on her own dealing with this horror. She had no way to heal herself. Not even a healing potion.

She wasn't supposed to be in such danger.

She activated Slippers of Arcane Delights as the horror drew back its next fist. She insta-cast her next spell. Arcane Jump leaped her back down the street. The moment she landed, she concentrated on Psionic Spear.

The monster charged at her.

She gripped her staff and focused her mental energy. The blue spear shot out and rammed through the creature. She gathered her will for a second, but it had crossed the distance too fast. Its fist burst through the fire. Flames burned it, hairs flaring bright and burning to ash.

The fist struck her in the face, breaking her concentration. Blood spurted from her nose. She reeled back and shook her head. She groaned, blinking her eyes and fluttering her ears. She planted her staff and shook her head.

Her Hit Points dropped beneath half. Fear flew through her as it drew back for another punch. She concentrated, but she had no time. The blow slammed into her fire. The flames burned hot and...

The beast howled and ripped its fist back from the shield of flame. The fire burned across it. Then it collapsed, the damage from Elemental Defense killing it. Kulri staggered, gripping her staff. Relief fell on her. She almost sobbed. If it hadn't died, she would have been dead in moments.

Her golems fought on, their Hit Points dwindling fast. They wouldn't last long. She had distance. The humantulas were dealing about the same damage. Her golems would all be at about the same point. If she started casting spells now, she would pull aggro.

She had to hope her golems would kill them. And if they didn't, she readied her next spell. She felt her golems coming closer and closer to death. Then, just before they all crumbled, melted, or washed away, her lips moved.

“Let the six elementals erupt—”

She was halfway through her spell-casting when her golems winked out.

The three humantulas gibbered like baboons and then charged down the road at her, mad eyes locked on her.

“—in a chaotic storm!”

A storm of elements crashed down on the charging humantulas. Fire burned, ice crashed, rocks smashed, wind howled, lightning crackled, and water splashed. The elements slammed into the enemy and ripped at them. Each one was hit with different ones, randomly being struck. One by one, they all succumbed, dropping on the ground.

Experience crashed into her. She shuddered as it shot her up past Level 51. The pain in her broken nose and on her tit vanished. She gained more Hit Points and Magic Points. She learned a new psychic spell, Mental Clarity.

A heavy sigh of relief shot from her. She had to be more careful. If she didn't, she would be killed. She would never survive to reach Marcus Aurelius's side. Kulri would let nothing stand between her and him.

Nothing.

As she turned, something sparkled on the ankle of the humantula that had reached her. A circlet. She bent down and pulled off the band of celestial gold. It had a small shield on the front. Concentrating for a minute revealed it to be a Mind-Shield Circle, a Psionicist-only piece of gear. It gave her damage reduction, something she desperately needed. Its once per day would make her immune to the next three hits.

She pulled off her Circlet of the Stars and donned the new one.

Kulri continued. She would find her way out. She would find Marcus Aurelius.


Chapter Eight: Angelic Aid

Dëshoma

The tingle in Dëshoma's asshole was the first thing she felt after spilling out of the mist. Her platinum Healer's Butt Plug had just increased in potency. As she struggled to stand, feeling the cast time on her healing spells reduced a little bit more, she stood up to look around.

Her naked breasts quivered and the skank skirt fluttered, not covering her rump or her turquoise bush adorning her pussy. She adjusted her snowy Maiden's Veil. The ruins gave her a dreadful sense of foreboding, her asshole clamping down on her butt plug.

She could sense the others, but she was alone. That was terrifying to the angelborn Seer. She had to find her way back to those she loved. She had a choice on which direction to go. Right or left. Both streets stretched out towards more dangerous ruins. Either way could be corrected.

So which one shall carry me back to mine lovers and the arms of Lord Marcus? wondered Dëshoma.

Though she had deviated from the Faith Path to walk Intelligence she had returned to focus more on Faith when she had become a Soothsayer. Now as a Seer she had gained angelic powers, rewards for her belief in her Goddess. A belief born from reasoned thought.

Insight was one of the luck miracles she had gained as a Soothsayer. Not useful in battle, but outside of it, the spell would guide her into making the correct choice. She would learn which choice was more harmful and which was more beneficial.

“I beseech thee to judge mine actions and let me know if reward or peril doth await!” she prayed.

Instantly, she felt going right was the most rewarding. Which was good, because she had to get to Lord Marcus. She felt his Hit Points, Technical Points, and Magic Points dwindle. He fought something here. Dëshoma could not afford to get into a battle.

Though she could now summon an Angel of Grace to aid her in battle, it was not a swift miracle to cast. It took twice as long to cast as most of her miracles. She pondered what she would do if she found an enemy as she headed right.

She moved slowly, casting Insight at each intersection to learn the choice to go. Her crystal heels clicked on the broken stones as she peered at the shadows. Dangers lurked around her. She would have to be careful.

Her experience bar ticked up as the others fought. Shorhe, Maria, and Thūwhi all fought enemies and won. But now Kulrigiizhai was engaged in a battle. Her Hit Points dropped fast from the powerful blows she took.

And there is naught I can do to mitigate her pain and keep her frail body from succumbing to the brutal assault, thought Dëshoma, hating this. She was a healer. She could not stomach being unable to help.

She had to find the others.

Kulrigiizhai won her battle and Dëshoma hit Level 51. She gasped at that and gained access to her next spell. Heavenly Guide was another out of battle spell. It summoned a Choir, the lowest level of angel, to guide her out of danger. Just what she needed.

She began to cast it when a fallen column nearby came to life. Bursting from the sides were a dozen insectoid legs. Thin and skittering. The column rose from the ground. Stone pincers thrust from the top that clattered together. It turned and faced her.

The columnpede scurried towards her. The madness of it almost arrested Dëshoma, but she was a Level 51 adventurer. She had gone through much strife and turmoil, honing her instincts. She activated Fortune's Fate and gained a sixty-five percent boost to her healing, a number randomly determined. Then she cast Invincible Fate, another luck miracle.

“I beseech thee to ward mine allies with a fate invincible!” she prayed, the columnpede skittering closer and closer to her.

Just as it reared up to slam its stone body down on her, the segments of the column grinding together, the miracle took effect. Invincible Fate granted all her allies immunity to the next two to six attacks. Dëshoma gained protection from three hits.

The stone body slammed into her barrier. It rippled around her as she launched into the best hope she had of survival: Summon Angel of Grace.

“I call upon the Supernal Realm to aide me in the fight against the dark!”

The second hit cracked into her barrier, the divine light flashing around her.

“I beseech thee to send me the beatific grace of thy loving angel to ward and defend!”

The pincers scythed in at her from both sides and hit the barrier, squeezing about it, trying to force their way through, but the barrier would hold as long as needed against any amount of damage to protect her from the enemy's attack.

“Let her appear before me and illuminate the night!”

The pincers withdrew, the protecting effect lost.

“Let the Supernal Realm's light spill out to this wounded world!”

Just as she got the spell off, the pincers bit into her again. She screamed in pain, her head throwing back. Her Maiden's Veil fluttered as they bit deep into her sides, piercing past her ribs into her lungs. Pain swelled through her.

But a golden light resolved into a female angel standing with a golden sword. She stood tall, her breasts large and bountiful, milk beading at the tips of her golden nipples. Wings as bright as the sun spread out behind her. An aura spilled off those golden feathers, instantly healing some of the damage Dëshoma had suffered while buffing her defense.

The Angel of Grace was a support summons, but she had a sword and could do some damage. It had to be enough. The angel—her name Öblazil—filled Dëshoma's mind. The golden blade flashed and struck the columnpede. It turned and slammed its head down, hitting the angel in the breasts and damaging her.

“Thy pernicious attacks will not fell me!” Öblazil shouted. “Not so long as I doth support and aide Gentle Dëshoma in her appointed task.”

The angel attacked. But it did little damage. Dëshoma considered her options. The angel had a large pool of Hit Points that could hold out for more than a few hits. Dëshoma went with a luck miracle that buffed.

Guided Strike granted Öblazil guaranteed hit and crit on her next three attacks. The angel swung her sword, shattering a chunk of stone from the bizarre, scuttling insect. The pincers bit at her, but she dodged and struck again.

“I call upon thy divine wrath to castigate mine foes!” prayed Dëshoma during this.

Castigation dropped a damaging aura around Dëshoma. She normally didn't use these spells, but she had to augment Öblazil's attacks. The angel of grace was not meant to be used as a tank and damage dealer.

The angel's Hit Points dropped beneath half, the busty beauty staggering back from a hard blow. Dëshoma activated her Maiden's Veil, allowing her to smite an enemy for divine damage when she cast her next healing miracle.

“Let mine understanding of the positive energy of this world flow out and heal my companion!” tumbled from her lips.

The healing spell fell on the angel. Öblazil's Hit Points shot up to their maximum.

“My thanks, Lady Dëshoma,” the angel shouted and swung her golden blade again, striking off another chip of the columnpede.

Dëshoma provided support, using Invincible Fates and Guided Shots to protect and increase the angel's damage. The Seer had to reactivate Castigate two more times. Slowly, the pair chipped away at the creature, cracking its stone shell. Finally, it burst, revealing a slender thing, a spindly tube no wider than two of Dëshoma's fingers.

Öblazil cut it in half with ease. A single swipe of her blade and she cut the beast in half. It fell apart, dead. Experience bled into Dëshoma. She let out a hardy sigh of relief and then turned to her summon.

“Many thanks for thy aid today, Lady Öblazil,” Dëshoma said, bowing her head.

“It was mine honor to fight and defend thee, noble Dëshoma. The daughter of Dezösh shall always find aide when she is in need of it. The Supernal Host doth cheer thee and thy stalwart Lord Marcus on in thy endeavor to save this poor, broken world.”

In a flash of gold, the summons ended. Öblazil returned to the Supernal Realm. Dëshoma shuddered. She had consumed a lot of her Magic Points and was nowhere near to Level 52. She looked around and was about to cast Heavenly Guide when a chest caught her attention. It had lain beneath the columnpede, half-sunk in a crack in the ground.

She went to it and opened the chest, finding a scarlet veil inside. She picked up the fine material. It had a supernal glow about it, woven from radiant cloth. She concentrated on it and learned she held a Virgin's Veil. Like her Maiden's Veil, it would keep her perpetually a virgin while wearing it while also increasing her healing. The once-per-day ability would grant her next three healing abilities an additional damage buff to the target.

Dëshoma pulled off her white veil and placed it in her pouch. Then she donned the Virgin's Veil.


Chapter Nine: Easy Peasy

Twist

Things had become interesting for the dragonborn Ninja.

First, her Spy's Clit Ring had glowed and upgraded when she had first crossed over into this ruined city, increasing her passive chance to crit and allowing her next five attacks to auto crit when she activated the once per day.

Since then, she had stalked through the ruins with care. She could feel the rest of her party fighting. She quickly gained Level 51 without having to do anything. Then poor Dëshoma was damaged, but she quickly stabilized and slowly burned through her MP as Twist ghosted down the street.

Deillae hit a spot of trouble, but she seemed to be managing.

Twist had no idea where the fuck she was. This place was madness. Ruins that had been abandoned for a century. Strange sounds echoing about it. Cries that made her scales shiver across her entire body.

She moved with care.

The sound of footsteps slapped on the ground. Two or more people. She Vanished just before a strange human-like spider scurried into view. The body was distorted and bent, chest and belly thrust upward, walking on all fours like a parody of a tarantula.

Well, well, well, Twist thought, eager for some action.

She had new abilities to test out. She added Weakening Poison to her knife, one of her new Ninja abilities. She'd gained it at the level up. Then she used Know Weakness to find the perfect spot to stab humantula.

It paused to pick at the stones with its toes, lifting them. Something scurried out. A small rat. The thing's back bent to allow its head to snap down and seize the rat. A squeak cut off with a crunch. Then the thing pulled it into its mouth, chewing on it. The pink, naked tail was the last to slurp into the monster's mouth.

If Twist had hair, every one of them would be standing up.

When she closed the distance she plunged a Vital Stab into the monster's weak point. It gibbeted in pain and jumped two feet into the air. Blood spurted from the wound. It snapped its head around, searching for the source of the attack. But Twist hadn't appeared.

She had gained the passive ability Clinging Shadows when she'd become a Ninja. The first attack she made while concealed wouldn't break her concealment. The second one would, but it gave her the chance to ram a Vital Stab with her poisoned blade into the grotesquery before her.

She rippled and appeared, jumping back as the creature gibbered and spun about. It locked its nasty eyes on her. She clicked her tongue stud on the back of her teeth as she retreated. Each blow without taking damage herself increased her passive Knife Combo.

As she was about to Shadow Cloak to go invisible again, a scabrous roar echoed from above her. She glanced up to see another one of these human-spider horrors crawling down the wall at her. A long tongue lolled out dripping with green venom.

“Fuck,” she hissed and then disappeared, lunging to the side to avoid the first's attack. She thrust a Vital Stab into it.

It swung about its arms, flailing to hit her, but she had retreated. She reapplied her Weakening Poison, which only lasted for three attacks, and darted in. She plunged a hard Vital Stab into the monster's flanks. As she appeared, it collapsed and vanished.

The second lunged at her, jumping and swinging fists. She dove out of the way and Shadowcloaked before she gained her feet. It spun to attack her only to hiss in annoyance. Twist activated Know Weakness on it and moved on silent steps into position on the monster.

Her Knife Combo had built up four times, so her next two Vital Stabs dealt even more damage. Her Weakening Poison wore off as the creature staggered. She tumbled back, not bothering to hide herself. She rolled up to her feet and grabbed her golden shuriken. She Triple Throwed it.

The shuriken split into three blurs of gold that slammed across the creature's body. It staggered and then collapsed. Twist grinned.

“Fuck me, I like being a Ninja. That was almost too easy.”

She went to looting, cutting off parts of the monster that looked valuable to sell. After wandering through the red mist, it was nice to do something proper. Kill a beast and steal its stuff. She felt like a proper adventurer once more.

Now she just had to find her party.


Chapter Ten: World Deteriorating

It wasn't long after I hit Level 51, restoring my burned resources and gaining me Holy Eruption, that I heard something scuttling. I paused in the street, Iris buzzing around my head. Something was coming. A foe that I would have to smite. That was fine with me. I was eager for it. I rolled my shoulders and worked my neck back and forth.

Time to kick some monster ass.

A strange, scuttling column came skittering around the corner. It had legs thrusting out the side like a centipede. The damn thing made my skin crawl. A columnpede or something. It was disgusting. It had pincers thrust out of the top.

It turned and saw me.

“Come on, you fucker!” I Yelled, buffing myself. Then I dropped my Zeal, Iron Defense, and Holy Blade. I was ready to fuck this thing up.

It charged at me and I activated my Dwarven Elf Silver Thrower, hurtling it and slamming a Defending Strike into the monster's stony face. The ax struck hard, bits of stone flying off in every direction. The ax soared high and then came returning to my hand.

The monster surged forward, skittering on its dozen legs. The segments of the column ground together as it scurried at me. I set my shield and used Shield of Righteousness to reflect damage every time I blocked. Last, I dropped a Consecrated Ground to damage the thing as it was in my face.

I had my rotation down.

As it surged in at me, I slammed my ax down and activated Divine Blow. I crashed it into the creature's head. I drove my ax down hard into the stone. Light flashed, using up my MP. I wanted to save my TP for Defensive Strike and...

It collapsed at my feet.

“Fuck me, I stunned it,” I said in shock. I really hadn't expected Divine Blow to do that. I raised my ax to start fucking it up. I slammed down on it.

BOOM! CRASH! CRACK!

I jumped and whirled to see stones tumbling across the street. A piece of the wall had broken out of it and moved on thicker legs. The wallroach, as I decided to call it, rushed at me, antennae at the front twitching. The sections of the wall bent and twerked.

“That is one fucked up looking brute,” I shouted.

“I don't know what it is,” Iris gasped. “It shouldn't exist. None of these should. They're nasty bugs.”

“Glitches in the world's code?” I asked.

“Yes!”

The wallroach slammed a battering blow at me, striking my tower shield. Divine damage burst out from it. I swung my glowing ax, delivering a Divine Blow. Stone burst from where I hit but didn't drop the thing. I was lucky to get one of them.

Consecrated Ground sizzled about both of them. It hissed before slamming a section of its head, shaped like a wedge out of stone wall, down at me. I raised my shield, but it slipped by and struck my chest. My armor crumpled. My Hit Points dropped, but it wasn't bad.

Defending Strike crashed into it as it struck again. And again.

The head battered into my shield, divine light exploding each time. Then it reared up. Its front legs slashed at me. Stiff hairs on the sides of it ripped across my arms. Pain burst and blood spurted. My Hit Points dropped further.

“Mother fucker!” I growled, and slashed my ax, Divine Blow bursting with light.

It hissed and spat acid that sizzled across my shield and splashed in my face. I screamed, my left arm dropping. A debuff against my block fell on me. I couldn't lift my shield as its head battered in. Hard blows slammed into me.

“Shit, shit, shit!” I growled, the battle going south. My Hit Points dropped. I took the next blow on my pauldron, the armor absorbing the blow.

I sheathed my ax and pulled out a Potions of Blessed Angel Passion. I gulped it down, refreshing my Hit Points. The debuff on my shield arm wore off in time to block two more leg attacks. They knocked me back a foot, light bursting from my shield.

I crashed a Defending Strike on the fucker's head, stone bursting from the blow. Something black and shiny appeared. The bug animating it. The thing chittered and head-butted me. I caught it on my shield. Barely.

Behind me, stone ground together. A clicking sound made my blood run cold. Iris shouted her warning. A blow struck my back. The columnpede was up. I groaned, my Hit Points dropping back down below half.

“Goddamn it,” I growled and used my new ability Holy Eruption.

The white aura of holy energy around my ax burst. An explosion of snowy pureness erupted and slammed into the enemies, consuming the Holy Blade buff in the process. The wallroach screeched and then collapsed, dead.

“Yes,” I growled and turned around to swing my ax at the columnpede, refreshing Holy Blade.

The stone was already cracked. Consecrated Ground had been damaging the monster the entire time it lay stunned. My Divine Blow cracked in hard, chipping away more of the limestone rock. I growled as its mandibles bit into my side.

Pain flowed up me as I lost more Hit Points. I swung my ax hard and fast. I crashed it down on the monster. One. Two. Three blows fell fast. Stone shattered from around it. A spindly thing appeared with beady eyes.

It bit my arm as I chopped off its head. I staggered, dropping into critical Hit Points. It almost killed me. I panted as the mandibles pulled out of my flesh. My experience rose up and up. And, barely, crossed into Level 52.

“Goddamn,” I growled, panting. The pain across my body vanished. I shook my head. “That was too close.”

“I know, Marcus.” Iris shot down. “I was so worried for you. Just so worried.” She buzzed around my head. “But you did it.”

“Yeah.”

“Ooh, shiny!”

I frowned as she flew behind me. I turned to see something poking out the pieces of the wallroach. It was the handle to an ax. There was a silver glow about the red metal. I picked it up and held a single-bladed ax. I felt my Faith increase, giving me more Magic Points and increasing my Resilience and Knowledge stats.

“That's a Crusading Infernal Bronze Ax,” said Iris. “Its special property—”

“Increases Faith,” I said.

“Spoilsport,” she said. “But do you know what its once per day is?”

“Nope.” I grinned. “Wouldn't want to take all your fun away from you.”

She smiled at me. “Once per day, it will let you fully heal yourself and gain a damage buff.”

I nodded and thrust my old ax into my pouch. I could wield a weapon made of infernal bronze. A Level 50 metal and I was Level 52. I looked around, wondering if I was still going in the right direction or not.

Well, nothing for it but—

A groan rose from the earth. The paving stones shook beneath me. I stumbled as a wall crumbled into shards of brittle masonry that burst when it slammed into the road. Ahead of me, a massive wall of purple hexagons ripped through the ground. They severed a building in half. The wall rose into the air.

The building dissected groaned and leaned outward. I cursed and whirled. I raced from the wall falling over me. A shadow covered me. My legs stretched into a full sprint, my white cape fluttering behind me.

“Marcus!” Iris screamed.

A large stone smashed to the ground beside me. Shards struck my armor, ringing off my protection. Booms echoed behind me, chasing me. A cloud of dust burst around me. Then a mighty crash. A powerful wind slammed into me and threw me down. I hit the ground and rolled.

Coughing, I gained my feet, looking around, disoriented. I heard the cascade of rocks, like an avalanche settling into place. The dust slowly cleared. I swallowed, staring at a barrier rising into the air. It was identical to the ones that separated the partitioned pieces of the world.

“How the fuck did that happen, Iris!” I roared, pointing at it.

She landed on my finger, facing me. “I think you know, Marcus.”

I swallowed. “That device. Whatever it did... The world's starting to crumble, isn't it?”

Iris nodded. “Maybe just here, since we're at the center of the world, but... It could be spreading. Causing problems.”

“How long?”

The fairy gave me a helpless look.

“Right,” I growled. “Then we better find the others and hope we're not cut off from them.”


Chapter Eleven: Wanted

Maria du Marne

The level up was a relief to Maria.

She had been badly hurt fighting a group of slimy, disgusting, black oozes. They didn't even try to grab me with tentacles once.

Though Maria would much prefer that Marcus grab her with tentacles; she enjoyed being molested. It was exhilarating when Marcus used his Chthonic Ring to pleasure her with his fleshy appendages. He would slide them over her body. Her pussy clenched down on the dildo buried in her as she let herself drift on her daydreams. Her fantasies of what would happen when she was reunited with Marcus.

The ground shook.

She gasped, snapping her eyes open. To her left, thrusting over the buildings, rose a band of purple. A barrier burst up in the middle of the ruined city. It rose and rose, stretching out of sight in the blue skies. A distant boom echoed. Like a building had collapsed.

Is that because of the device? thought Maria. Did the First Tree die? Maria had learned about the tree that held everything together only yesterday in the land of red mist.

Then she felt eyes on her. She whirled and peered up at the top of the buildings. She caught a blur of moment, and a head ducking down out of sight. There was someone up there. Not a monster—hopefully, she thought—but a person. Maybe someone who could tell her where she was or help her find Marcus and the others.

She darted for the building, her katana and wakizashi sheathed on her belt. She wore the wakizashi with its hilt thrust across her belly so she could draw the shorter blade faster while the katana hung on her left hip.

She darted into the buildings, entering into shadows. A half-collapsed stairs led up. She ran across a rotted, insect-eaten rug and up the rubble-strewn stairs. She bounded up them with speed and grace, bursting onto the second floor in a flash. She looked for a way onto the roof. Dull daylight streamed down from a hole in the ceiling. She rushed—

Pain exploded in her side. She screamed and staggered, a dagger driven deep into her vitals. She gasped; nearly half her Hit Points vanished in a single blow. A scrawny human with a thick mustache on his upper lip stood to her right. She couldn't have missed him unless...

A Rogue class.

“It's you and me!” she Yelled, her hand going to her sword. She Dueled the enemy and fell into Perfect Form in the same breath.

She charged the rogue and ripped her sword from her sheath. This was no ordinary sword draw. It was an Iaijutsu Draw. A deadly attack she could only use as her opening blow. Her Level 51 Samurai ability allowed her to deal massive damage if she hit.

Her sword flashed in a blur of silver and cut across the guts of the man. The Rogue screamed in pain, a deep gash ripped across his belly. He cursed and then ripped three shurikens from his bandoleer and threw them at her.

Triple Throw, an ability Twist used.

Maria Quick Stepped to dodge around them. In a blur of movement, she appeared behind the enemy. To the Rogue, it was as if she vanished. He gasped then screamed when her sword slashed down his back.

“Who are you?” she shouted.

“Your death, bitch!” snarled the rogue. “Unless you tell me where she is!”

“I don't know where I am!” Maria shouted.

The rogue spun to attack her. “Kill her!”

Maria activated her Flash Bright Ring.

Around her, two men shouted. They appeared out of their Vanish, clutching at their eyes. She had blinded all of them. But it wouldn't last long. She drew her wakizashi and then Disarmed one of the newcomers, his dagger falling on the floor. She kicked it off towards the stairs before she Stab and Sliced the one she had already hurt.

He collapsed spasming on the ground, dying.

She landed three Stab and Slices on the one still armed. He screamed as she cut him apart with her katana and wakizashi. The blind wore off. The disarmed one cursed and cried for his weapon. The other thrust a dagger for her heart.

She Quick Stepped behind him and cut him down. He crashed dead to the ground. The last one glanced at her. Then he cursed and jumped down the ruined stairs. She panted, letting him go. That one blow had hurt badly.

“Who are you looking for?” she muttered and kicked over the first one she had killed. Normally, Twist did the looting, but Maria was all alone. In his pocket, she pulled out a drawing of Twist. She was wanted alive, a 10,000 gold coin bounty on her.

A man named Grunt had issued it.

“What is going on?” Maria muttered. “Just where am I?”


Chapter Twelve: Ganked

Kulrigiizhai

The elf wondered where her bound sister had ended up. If she even still lived. She would have stood no chance.

Pain throbbed through Kulrigiizhai's heart. Her little sister had been a light before the pain had fallen on her. It angered her that he had twisted Viujaakuya, too. He had broken her to the point she yearned for death.

Had been promised to die when the machine activated.

Kulrigiizhai glanced once more at that barrier of purple that had ripped through the ground not long after she had gained Level 52. The elf could only surmise that the world was breaking down worse and worse.

She should wonder how much time it had left, but her thoughts kept drifting to Viujaakuya. Had one of the horrors that wandered Regalius found her and killed her?

All Kulrigiizhai could do was move slowly through the ruins. Her ears pricked for any sign of attack. Intelligence, her primary stat, combined with Dexterity to make Perception. So she had good odds of detecting the enemy. It had helped her avoid a grotesque human-spider-thing and a black ooze.

It didn't help her avoid the crossbow bolt.

The hiss was all the warning she had. Then she gasped as a bolt punched into her naked breast. Pain exploded, and not the good kind. She gasped and staggered from the pain, blood spilling out from the wound.

The elf darted for the nearest cover she could find, a pile of debris, and dove behind it. She fell on her belly as another crossbow bolt crashed down. She grimaced at the pain. Other members were hurt. Maria just took a bad wound. Fear rippled through the Psionicist.

She had to deal with this enemy. She ducked her head up and saw her attacker. A human. Good. She ducked her head back and began speaking arcane words. They spilled from her mouth, the words to Polymorph.

“Let the geometries of flesh morph my foe!”

She looked up as she finished the spell and targeted her enemy. His crossbow bolt went off as purple light engulfed him. She ducked out of sight as she felt her spell succeed. The missile hissed through the air where her head had been and hit the ground.

“Baaaa!” drifted from above. Her spell had worked. It struck her target and polymorphed him into a sheep. Taking a breath, she concentrated and cast Arcane Jump.

“Let the geometries of space enfold around me and pierce through distance!”

Blue light engulfed her and then she appeared on the roof next to a sheep who gave her a dumb look. She rolled to her feet, her body hurting from her attack. Gripping her pinewood staff, she chanted her next spell.

In a whoosh of flames, a fire golem appeared and began pummeling the helpless sheep. She nodded in satisfaction, rubbing at her wounded breast. Her golem would finish it off. A slow but efficient use of her Magic Points.

“Who are you?” she whispered aloud. “Why—”

Pain exploded in her back.

She staggered and fell to her knees at the agony tearing through her. Her Hit Points plummeted down to just 3. A stiff breeze could finish her off. Instincts screamed through her. She activated her Mind-Shield Circle to gain immunity to the next three attacks.

She already redirected her fire golem as she turned to find a man in tight, leather pants and a matching vest. He stabbed an infernal bronze dagger into her guts only for the attack to stop an inch from her.

He cursed as she concentrated. Her fire golem struck the enemy in the head, then a blue spear of psionic energy fired from her forehead and drove through his body. He screamed in pain from the double blows.

She concentrated on the next Psionic Spear and then the third Psionic Spear while her golem burned the enemy with each blow. The spears ripped through his body and dropped him in moments. She panted, sweat beading down her neck.

“Finish him,” she ordered, pointing to the sheep. She stumbled to the dead Rogue, her back throbbing.

Fear twisted her guts. She had no way to heal herself and she had suffered a grave wound. The sheep baaed. The stench of burning wool filled her nose as she searched her enemy's pocket. She pulled out a folded piece of parchment.

In pencil, someone had sketched a fairly accurate depiction of Twist.

“What?” Kulrigiizhai asked herself. She groaned and rubbed at her back, her robe sticky with her blood.

Too low on Hit Points to move, she decied to hunker down on the roof. The sheep died and reverted to another dead Rogue. She leaned against the wall and sensed her XP bar slowly filling towards Level 53.


Chapter Thirteen: Broken Circles

Dëshoma

“I call upon the Supernal Realm to guide me in my journey through the dark! I beseech thee to send me a beatific love of thy gentle choir to illuminate the night!” prayed Dëshoma. “Let her appear before me and led me through the perils of the world! Let the Supernal Realm's light flood out into this murky world!”

A ball of glowing, golden light flashed into existence before Dëshoma. She smiled as a song-like greeting chimed from the choir. Like with the Angel of Grace that she had summoned before, a name formed in her mind. Räshil.

“I am honored that thou has answered mine summons, noble Räshil,” Dëshoma said, bowing her head to the small angel. “I put my life in thine capable radiance and bid thee lead me from this foul place to where those I love doth tread this foul and broken ruins.”

The choir pulsed with a rainbow of light and a cascade of chiming rings. Dëshoma smiled at the choir's enthusiasm. Then the ball floated down the street. With confidence in her steps, Dëshoma followed after the Choir.

She still moved with caution, her head whipping around, her maiden's veil fluttering. Her family was in danger. Maria and Kulrigiizhai had both sustained injuries. Dëshoma's heart clenched in terror as Kulrigiizhai's Hit Points dropped to just 3.

Holy Ëshuxeri, shine thy love upon Lady Kulrigiizhai and sustain her in these desperate times which hath inflicted me and mine loved ones, prayed the Seer as she followed the glowing ball of angelic light.

The ball moved with purpose. Dëshoma had no doubts about where her guide led. The choir came from Ëshuxeri. The Goddess of Love would not steer Dëshoma wrong. Her faith in her goddess was absolute.

So when Räshil darted into a building, Dëshoma hurried after and crouched beneath a window. She froze, hardly daring to breathe. She peered outside to see a strange hound snuffling by. It dripped in blood, its black fur drenched in it. An infernal creature known as a bloodhound. A fearsome and deadly tracker.

She readied to cast Invincible Fate and protect herself. Even with her hiding in the building, it might have caught her scent.

Muffled voices rose. She frowned as she heard at least two people talking. The pad of footsteps and swish of clothing. Then two robed men stepped into view. Both had staffs, marking them Mages of some sort. She did not know specifics. They were following after the bloodhound. They had conjured it.

“...have her scent?” one asked.

“Maybe,” the other answered.

Her? wondered Dëshoma. It cannot be me for I have not tread upon that street yet. Is it one of mine companions they doth track?

On their backs, both men had golden circles stitched on their robes. But they weren't whole rings but broken. Circle Breakers? Dëshoma did not like that one bit.

They continued walking down the street and vanished out of her sight. For another few minutes, Räshil did not move. So Dëshoma did not, either. She stayed in place until the ball darted out. She followed. They headed in the opposite direction.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The sound of snuffling froze Twist. She pressed against the wall and then Vanished. It had a two-minute cooldown. Other than that, she could use it as much as she wanted in a day. No TP expended.

No reason not to use it when she heard something strange.

The snuffling sound grew louder and louder. Then a dog appeared dripping in blood. It turned a corner, heading down the street she was on. She tensed, her hand gripping her dagger, ready to strike the beast. But it wasn't alone.

Two robed men walked along the street after her. The dog stopped, reaching where Twist had darted to the wall. It sniffed around there. She knew it had her scent. She focused on it and used Know Weakness on the beast.

“Did it catch someone else's scent?” asked one of the mages.

“They all crossed over here. Her scent may be on one of them.”

Whose scent? wondered Twist.

The dog stared in her direction. Blood dripped on the ground. It started sniffing in her direction. She moved on soundless feet, the two mages focusing their attention on the dog. She had to take them out. She had seen Kulri's devastation. Twist did not want to be on the receiving end of that damage without Dëshoma backing up her ass.

She struck with the pommel of her knife on the first mage, Sapping him. It was a stun effect that almost always worked, especially on Mages who had lousy Resistance. He dropped in a flutter of cloth, his staff rolling out of his hand.

“What?” the other gasped, looking right at her. Thanks to Clinging Shadows, she was still invisible. Sap needed stealth to work.

She cracked the pommel of her dagger into his temple. He dropped to a heap, lying across the first one. She appeared. The dog turned and growled at her, blood spilling down its fur. She grinned at it, ready to act.

The bloody hound snarled and lunged.

She Shadow-cloaked and darted to the side, adding Weakening Poison to her dagger. The hound landed where she had been, snarling in frustration. It sniffed at the ground, struggling to get her scent. She smiled and darted to the flank and slammed two Vital Stabs in quick succession.

Blood spurted from both blows. The beast howled in pain as she appeared. The moment it saw her, it turned and snapped jaws that grabbed her leg. She gasped as the sharp teeth pierced her scales. Then the dog jerked.

It yanked her off her feet. She landed hard on the ground. She gasped as she struck there. Then it snarled and shook its head, dealing more damage to her. She shuddered, realizing as long as it held her in its jaws, she would be hurt.

“Fucker!” she hissed and activated her Thief Gloves once per day.

She acted like she was in stealth for her next attack and plunged a Vital Stab into its neck. That didn't kill it. She hissed in pain as it tore at her again. Her Hit Points fell beneath half. She had to get out of its mouth.

“You're fucking with my Knife Combo,” she hissed and plunged a Vital Stab into its neck again. It wasn't dealt from stealth, though, so it wasn't as strong.

Luckily, it didn't have to be.

The beast died, releasing her leg. She throbbed with pain as she stood up, her leg throbbing. She turned to the mages and saw that one was lying there glaring at her, his face contorted in concentration. No longer stunned.

A blue spear shot from his forehead and slammed into her chest. She screamed in pain as she staggered back. It ripped through her breastbone and tore at her lungs. Blood filled her mouth as her Hit Points plunged into critical.

“Mother fucker!” she spat, blood spewing in the air, and activated her Flashing Arcane Tin Dagger.

Light exploded from the dagger. So bright, the mage screamed as he clutched at his eyes. She had blinded him. She moved quietly to the side. Another spear shot out where she had stood. She smiled and activated Know Weakness.

She knew just where to hit. Refreshing Weakened Poison, she plunged her dagger into his throat. Vital Stab critted. The damage was so great, the mage collapsed, dead. Blood pooled from the wound. She hissed in delight only to see the other one shifting. The stun was wearing off of him. She Shadow-cloaked and dodged to the side before he could spear her. He rose and began casting a spell. Fearing an area of effect that would rip her apart, she sprinted clear.

Instead, wind howled around him. Twist recognized it as Elemental Defense. He looked around for her. She thrust her hand into her pouch, needing every drop of Hit Points to survive if he did start dropping Elemental Storms or something. She pulled out an item she'd had for a while.

Ethileri's Bottled Tears.

She downed the salty elixir and felt every one of her Hit Points return. She surged to full. She smiled and rushed in at him. He was already casting. Elemental Storm tore at her. Lightning zapped. Wind tore. Fire burned. The damage flayed away her health.

But she reached him.

She thrust her Vital Stab through his windy protection. The defense scoured scales off her arm. But her dagger stuck him in the throat. He staggered, badly wounded. Not a one-hit kill. But she had enough HP left.

She thrust again and rammed her dagger into his heart, cutting off the arcane words tumbling from his bloody lips. She staggered, nearly dead, but still standing. He collapsed at her feet. Hissing in delight, she sheathed her dagger and bent down.

The XP slammed into her. She gasped as she hit Level 53.

Humming with delight, she started looting. On the second mage, she found a pair of slippers. They were not the type designed for walking around the house. These looked to fit tight about the feet and were divided so that the big toe had its one sleeve to fit in.

She concentrated on them. Ninjutsu Slippers. They would let her deal more damage when she attacked while stealthed. And, once per day, they would refresh Vanish. She hissed in delight and pulled off her boots, thrusting the Charred Flame Crocodile Hide Boots into her pouch.

As she was finishing searching them, she noticed the emblem on their back. “Circle Breakersssss, huh? Interesting. Fucking interesting.”


Chapter Fourteen: Surprise Around the Corner

“What are you going to upgrade?” Iris asked after I hit Level 53. It was one of the levels where I could increase the effectiveness of an ability. In theory, I could keep the ability I learned at level one, Hard Strike, as strong as Defending Strike if I kept upgrading it.

“Holy Explosion,” I answered. “It was useful in that fight against those slimes.” That had been about ten minutes ago. Nasty fuckers. Having an area of effect attack was nice. Consecrated Ground was useful, but it didn't deal burst damage, just Damage over Time, a DoT.

“Interesting,” Iris said. “Well, Level 53 is a boon. I was getting worried. You were running out of Hit Points.”

“Tell me about it.” I looked around. “Right or left?”

“Left!” Iris buzzed around my head.

I headed left around the corner and marched up the street, tower shield held in readiness. I looked around, my senses as keen as I could make them. My women were all still alive and at full Hit Points. I was getting real worried for Kulri. She had been at 3 Hit Points for a while. I hoped she just hunkered down in one spot until the level up.

Another intersection came up. I had to go left. A building had collapsed, blocking off both sides. Climbing over unstable rubble was a recipe for disaster. I thought about going airborne with my angel wings, but that might make a target of me. This city was crawling with enemies. Some were even human. I had found a group of mages that had been hacked down by a rather big sword. I suspected Shorhe's work.

Sadly, I either went the wrong way, or she was moving too fast because I never found her.

I rounded the corner, marching—

A woman squeaked.

I jumped as Deillae threw herself from the wall where she had been pressed tight. My feyborn Abbess hugged me tight. Her arms clutched to me, her body pressed into my armored form. I wanted to hug her back, but I had a shield and ax in hand.

She kissed me. Her lips sealed hot on mine. My lesbian Abbess moaned with such passion as her tongue thrust into my mouth. I groaned, so glad to have one of my women in my arms. To know that I had support.

A healer.

Now we were cooking.

She broke the kiss. “Oh, Marcus, I've been so scared. There are horrible things here. I've been sneaking about. I can barely fight. I had to use all my wits.”

“I bet,” I said, staring at her. I noticed she had a new purple skank skirt on that shimmered as she moved. It came with a matching g-string that vanished between the folds of her pussy. “That's new.”

“Found it after killing these human-spider things. It's—”

“A Helpful Radiant Skank Skirt and G-String,” Iris gushed. “It'll let her cast buff spells for fifteen percent less MP. Ooh, and the once per day lets her insta-cast a buff spell for 0 MP. Nice!”

“Yeah.” Deillae preened and spun around, showing off her naked ass, the two-inch strip of skirt fluttering around her waist. “And that's not all. My bible also upgraded.” She held up her diamond Gospel. “I have more defense and Resistance and the once per day immunity to attacks lasts thirty seconds now. Came in handy. Already had to use it to keep my cute butt alive.”

“It is a cute butt,” I said, smiling. “And the same thing happened to me with my kite shield. It became a tower shield. Iris says it's because we leveled past 50 and reconnected with the world.”

“Oh, yeah, that makes sense.” Deillae smiled. “Well, shall we find the others? They're around here somewhere. This place is huge.”

“I'm just glad you're here. It means we can find the others.”

“Right!” said Deillae.

A shadow fell over us.

I groaned and glanced up to see a giant condor glowing with runes. They seared through the feathers. It saw us and cawed before diving down at us. I threw Deillae behind me and set my shield, Yelling in the process. Zeal burst from me and Holy Blade engulfed my ax with supernal white. Consecrated Ground rippled golden from my feet right before the condor crashed into my shield.

I threw it back. It flapped its wings, taking to the sky again.

“Let my prayer enhance the health of the faithful who hear it,” prayed Deillae. The health buff fell on me, causing any healing spell to have more effect on me. “Let my prayer infuse the faithful with rejuvenating faith!”

As the condor banked around, the HoT fell on me, getting me ready to fight the bird. It screeched as it dived for another attack, beak aimed right for me. Words tumbled from her mouth. I readied my ax as it surged at me.

An aura washed from Deillae, surging up my maximum HP. It washed around her. I didn't know this spell. Must be one of her new Abbess miracles. It gave a buff that just happened to act like I had more Hit Points.

The beak slammed into my shield as I crashed a Defending Strike into the enemy. My blade slammed hard into it while its beak and then talons scraped hard over my shield. It winged hard into the sky.

“Behind you!” screamed Deillae.

Something struck me in the back, punching through my armor and burying deep into my ribs. I staggered as pain burst through me. Then claws raked across the back of my legs. I turned to see another condor taking to the sky, runes glowing through its feathers. A third slashed talons across my face, tearing at my flesh.

My Hit Points dropped.

But I didn't care. I had Deillae with me.

My health ticked up from the HoT and then her healing miracle fell on me. The condors swooped in to claw me. I tensed, a grin spreading on my lips, and then I unleashed Holy Explosion. The burst of white energy ripped at their feathers.

They screeched pain before they slashed into me. Beaks and claws pecked and slashed. I blocked some, my armor deflected others, but they got through, ripping at my flesh. I swung my ax in a broad sweep, reactivating Holy Blade as I buried a Defending Strike into a condor's wing joint. It cawed in pain.

Holy light erupted from my blade again, sizzling the birds before they clawed back into the air for their next diving attack. I rolled my arms, the wounds healing from the HoT while she prayed for a miracle.

“Let my prayer strike the heretic and redeem the faithful!”

Divine damage struck the condor I'd hit with my ax while a flash of healing energy engulfed me. She hurt the enemy and mended me. I grinned as that condor plummeted from the sky and crashed into the ground.

“Come on, you feathery bastards,” I growled, holding back on using any more MP on Holy Blade. They swooped in, cawing. I crashed my ax into the first, claws ripping at my armor but not penetrating. The other buried his beak into my face. It hurt, Hit Points dropping.

I hit a second attack on the condor before it could flap away. With a screech, it fell dead at my feet. Consecrated Ground sizzled and hurt the other while Deillae's next Redemptive Strike slammed into the condor, finishing the last one off and healing all my damage.

“Nice,” I said as I watched the bird windmill to the ground and then strike hard. “We make a good team.”

“We do.”

I looked around. “So, you have any idea where we are?”

“Regalius, the old capital of the Inferius Empire. It's been lost since the Shattering. Safe to assume it had a rough time.”

I snorted. “No shit.”

She moved to me, her veil fluttering around her face and shoulders. “Do you think the others will be fine?”

“Shorhe is tough, and so are the rest of my women.” I cupped her face. “I found you. The others are probably finding each other, too. We're going to reunite and figure out what to do about the world falling apart.”

She bit her lower lip. “I have no idea how we can stop that.”

“Me, either. But we can't give up. We have to keep on fighting against the enemy.”

“Ooh, over here,” Iris shouted. “There's a chest.”

“A chest, huh?”

“Yay! Shinies!”

I blinked as Deillae rushed over to the chest ahead of me. She fell to her knees and opened it. Inside, she pulled out a shimmering habit made of some silvery material. It looked like it had a diamond cut-out in the middle.

“That's A Swift Spun Mithril Habit,” said Iris. “Spun mithril is a level 55 material.”

“No wearing it yet,” Deillae said. “Pity. I bet it would look amazing on me.”

“No doubt,” I said. “What does it do, Iris?”

“It'll give her faster cast times and once per day, she can double-cast three spells. That should be way useful.”

“I'll say,” Deillae said. “Ooh, and there's some buff, golden armor in here. Looks like your sort of gear, Marcus.”

“It is,” said Iris as Deillae pulled out a golden breastplate with pauldrons. It had wings inscribed on the chest. “This is an Angelic Celestial Gold Breastplate and Pauldrons. It'll give you resistance to unholy damage. Once per day, you can smite evil and deal massive holy damage on your next attack. And you won't miss, either.”

“I do hate missing,” I said. I took it from Deillae. Despite it being a large piece of armor, I somehow fit it into my pouch. That's just how they worked in this crazy world.


Chapter Fifteen: Risky Tactics

Maria du Marne

When Level 53 had fallen on Maria, the Samurai had no hesitation in upgrading Quick Step. The ability not only hit for great damage, but it also let her essentially teleport out of the way of danger. She moved so fast, nothing could hit her.

She kept walking through the city, the sketch of Twist in her mind. Why were these Rogues hunting her? How had they even known she would be here? Marcus lost Hit Points and then regained them. At the same time, Deillae lost Magic Points.

Two of her loved ones had found each other. That heartened Maria. She could find another. She just had to keep moving. No stopping. She would press on until she had found everyone. Her eyes scanned the ruins.

Where am I?

She reached the next street and peered around the corner with caution. Every direction looked the same: ruins with vines and trees growing out of them. She listened for any sounds of monsters. She heard the thud of flesh on metal. A woman cried out.

A battle.

Maria headed in that direction, rushing down the street. The sound of the battling grew larger. Metal struck stone. A woman grunted. Through a half-collapsed building, Maria saw movement. Metal flashed.

Hope beating in her that she had found someone, Maria darted for the corner and burst around it to find Thūwhi standing before a columnpede. The scuttling monster bit at her shield. Stone scratched on metal, the sound tearing at Maria's ears.

Thūwhi slammed her morning star into its face, chips of stone flying. It was a new weapon, red and dripping with blood. It left blood smears on the stone of the columnpede. She swung it down again, striking hard.

“Thūwhi!” Yelled Maria as she rushed forward.

As she ran in, the enemy got past Thūwhi's shield. It bit the demonborn Martyr only to take damage itself. The wound bubbled with sickly, green venom. A poison burned through Thūwhi but before it could even deal the damage, Thūwhi's Faith's Power banished it away.

“It's good to see you again,” said Thūwhi. “I was afraid I wouldn't find anyone.”

“Me, too!”

Maria reached the monster and Iaijutsu Drawed her katana. The blade slashed from her scabbard and left a long furrow in the stone. Chips flew and cracks radiated out from the damage. She grinned and changed her grip.

The columnpede spun from Thūwhi and struck Maria before she could react, not expecting Thūwhi to lose aggro like that. The pincers bit into Maria's sides. Her exposed breast heaved as the pain burst through her.

“Sorry!” Thūwhi shouted. “I wasn't trying to hold aggro.”

“It's fine,” Maria groaned and jumped back. The columnpede lunged at her again.

Thūwhi used Defend the Helpless to blur in front of Maria and block the hit, stealing aggro from the Samurai. Maria groaned in relief and moved to hit from the flank, drawing her wakizashi to use Stab and Slice.

Thūwhi's Hit Points dropped and Maria's suddenly shot up.

“What was that?” Maria gasped.

“Sacrificial Blood,” Thūwhi answered. “The lower my Hit Points, the more damage my morning star deals. And when I do get hit, Martyred Faith hurts the enemy. Now that you're here, I can be a bit reckless.”

Wow, Martyr is a hardcore class, thought Maria as she unleashed Stab and Slice, hitting with both her swords.

Now that Thūwhi was low on Hit Points, she was doing incredible damage. Maria was stunned. Thūwhi was like Marcus, a tank. One who took damage more than dealing it. But now she was doing as much as Maria. Even more, maybe.

But it came at a cost. If she took a bad hit, a crit, she would be dropped. She risked her life to kill the enemy faster. Maria was astonished by the bravery and the recklessness of it. Or maybe it was Faith in her God, Dihhomamer, that he would protect her. Shine his light upon her.

It paid off here. They both finished off the enemy with ease.

The columnpede split apart and two items spilled out of the breaking stone. A pair of celestial gold rings topped by rubies tumbled across the ground. Maria picked them up and saw they were nipple rings.

Magic itmes only she could use.

After concentrating on them, she learned they were Honor Rings. While Dueling, she would deal extra damage. They also had a once-per-day ability that would let her hit on her next five attacks. She couldn't use them for two levels, so she thrust them into her belt pouch.

“What do you have?” Maria asked as Thūwhi held a shield made of red-tinged gold with a blood drop embossed on the cover.

“Martyr's Celestial Gold Kite Shield,” the demonborn answered. Her ruddy face lit up with delight. “It increases my Faith and, once per day, lets me use my Hit Points in place of my Technical Points or Magic Points for my next three attacks.”

“Sounds dangerous to use,” Maria said, staring at that crimson drop on the front of Thūwhi's shield.

“But it's what my morning star needs,” she said, raising it. “More I'm hurt the better.”

“And your armor upgraded? Was that the gift the angels gave you?”

“Yes,” Thūwhi said. “You, too?”

Maria nodded, her cheeks growing hot as she remembered how her panties and dildo buried in her cunt had changed.

“Well, Marcus isn't here, so that puts you in charge.” Thūwhi looked around. “Direction?”

“That way?” Maria asked, pointing. She didn't want to be in charge again. She wanted to find Marcus so she could follow. She was much better at that than being a leader. She had kept all of Marcus's women alive in Ghébchal, but she had not stopped the destruction.

The two women marched that way, boots crunching on the stones.


Chapter Sixteen: Serpentine Ruins

Kulrigiizhai

The elf decided to stay on the roof and watch for her allies. She felt it was a safer ploy than wandering around the streets. She was not equipped for sole adventuring. She had come too close to dying. She would stay up here and watch for her companions.

When she hit Level 53 and dared to even do more than lie prone on her back, she'd upgraded Psionic Spear. She moved at a crouch around her roof, peering down at the streets, searching for any sign of her companions. She knew they had to be around here somewhere.

She did spot strange things. Large birds were flying in the distant precincts of the city, searching the ground for something. She kept a keen eye on them, fearing they would spot her on the roof. On the ground, strange columnpedes scuttled by, and she saw a foul thing made of creatures fused into one. A horrendous thing.

The world had broken here. More than just the rest of the Shattering. What had happened when the Gods had split the world into pieces had originated here. Regalius. The capital of the old Inferius Empire. The sight of the hubris that had led, supposedly, the Hierophant to condemn them all. The beings who had lived here were... damaged.

And now the world was falling apart. Her eyes always drifted back to the eruption of the purple barrier in the middle of the city. It reached into the sky, vanishing out of sight. It clearly just encircled a small portion of the city, but it was worrying.

If one of her lovers were caught in it—if Marcus Aurelius were trapped—they may never escape. Not if there was no Shardpool.

Kulrigiizhai was certain a Shardpool existed. The Rogues who prowled the city searching for Twist had to have entered this place somehow.

The sounds of footsteps reached her ear. She crouched low over the wall and peered down. She ached for some means of camouflage. Even an invisibility spell. But she had not chosen the path that would lead her to be an Illusionist. And she had made her final choice. Psionicist. Master of psychic magic. She would go no further. Develop no additional skills.

The footsteps grew louder and louder. Her ears twitched. She breathed slowly to control her emotions. Panic would not help her. She stared down at where the sound came from. A shadow stretched. Thick and brawny.

Marcus?

Hope beat in her heart. She tensed, aching for it to be him. She gripped her staff held low. The shadow stretched longer and longer. The boots crunched louder and louder. She held her breath, her entire body trembling with anticipation.

It was not Marcus that stepped out.

However, it was the second-best sight Kulrigiizhai could have seen. It was Shorhe.

The orc Weapon Master stepped into the street, her thick, black hair sweeping around her shoulders as she looked around. Her martial prowess radiated from her. She held a massive sword. It was both brutal and delicate. Wing-like quillons thrust from the hilt.

A greatsword.

Kulrigiizhai rose and began chanting. Shorhe whirled and raised her weapon only to relax as she stared up at the elf. She waved at her and shouted something that was lost in the distance. Kulrigiizhai focused on her target.

Purple light engulfed her as she Arcane Jumped to stand beside Shorhe.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” gasped Shorhe. The orc jumped and turned, then gasped in shock. “Arcane Jump? You almost scared the shit out of me.”

“That would make a dreadful mess,” Kulrigiizhai said.

Shorhe sheathed her greatsword on her back before engulfing Kulrigiizhai in a hug. The elven Psionicist clutched the orc Weapon Master fiercely. The elf was not alone. She did not have to brave these dangers fearing that she would take two or three attacks and die. She had a tank to defend her. To stand up to the enemies.

“I'm here,” Shorhe said. “You just stay behind me. You're too hot for me to let you get hurt.”

“I am pleased my figure stirs such devotion in you,” Kulrigiizhai said. “And since you have a great ass, I shall keep you alive, too.”

“Damn straight I have a great ass,” Shorhe said, breaking the hug. “Though I wish we had a healer.”

Kulrigiizhai nodded.

“But that won't stop me. I mean it. I won't let you get hurt, Kulri.”

“You are a lot like Marcus Aurelius,” the elf said.

Shorhe smiled. “Thanks. You know, that means a lot.” She looked around. “So, you've seen anything that can help?”

“There are Rogues here hunting Twist.” Kulrigiizhai produced the wanted poster from her pouch.

Shorhe took it and arched an eyebrow. “Well, that makes no sense. How do they know she's here and how did they get here to hunt her down?”

“I have no answer for the first, but a Shardpool must answer the latter.”

“Makes sense.” She glanced at Kulrigiizhai's staff. “Your implement upgraded, too, huh?”

“Yes. Is that why your longsword is so much longer?”

Shorhe grinned. “Guess it means I must have dick envy or something, right? Now I've got the biggest cock around.”

“No.” Kulrigiizhai shook her head.

“True. Can't beat Marcus's.” She tapped the bracers she wore. They were made of infernal bronze and had swords embossed on them. “These came in handy. Swordmaster Bracers. They give me some DR, but when I activate them, I'm immune to damage for ten seconds. I had to use them almost immediately.”

“I fully understand.”

Shorhe advanced as Kulrigiizhai explained where they had appeared. Shorhe grunted at that as she marched forward, drawing her greatsword. “So, why here? I mean, we could have appeared anywhere in the world.”

“This is the center,” said Kulrigiizhai.

“I suppose that makes sense.” Shorhe reached the next intersection and looked both ways. “Right, left, or straight?”

“We should try to be methodical,” said Kulrigiizhai. “Make our search into a—”

A loud hiss burst from a building. Through a curtain of vines hanging over a ruined section, a massive snake covered in weeping ulcers lunged down at them. It was easily a hundred feet long, its head the size of Shorhe's body. It opened wide, sharp fangs dripping with venom.

Kulrigiizhai gasped and danced back while Shorhe Yelled and entered a stance that the elf did not recognize. Brutal Stance floated through her mind, shared by that vague sense she had over her party members. A stance that let her deal incredible damage.

As Kulrigiizhai concentrated on her Psionic Spear, the snake snapped its head down to bite Shorhe. The orc blocked with her sword, knocking the attack aside like her weapon had become her shield. It was a passive technique Weapon Masters had when using their chosen weapon.

The orc darted around it and slashed, hitting with Cleaving Dash and ripping through its hide. Blood mixed with pus spurted from the wound. It hit the ground and sizzled.

“That's not great,” Shorhe muttered as the snake turned to strike.

Psionic Spear lanced out from the elf's mind and struck the snake. The thing hissed in pain and whirled around. It slithered at the elf. She stood her ground and concentrated on her next Psionic Spear, trusting Shorhe to protect her.

“Hey!” she yelled and then threw her sword. It hit the snake in the side, cutting deep. More infected blood spurted. The sword flew back to Shorhe's hand.

Taunting Throw did its job. The snake hissed and rushed to attack the orc. The jaws snapped down.

And grabbed her.

Shorhe screamed in pain as she was lifted off the ground, fangs sunk in her body. She cried out in pain, her legs kicking. Psionic Spear launched from Kulri's forehead and struck the snake in the side, bursting with psychic energy.

The snake released Shorhe, reeling from the pain. She landed hard and then did another Cleaving Dash. Her two-handed sword ripped down the side of the snake. Hissing, the tail slapped at Shorhe, looking to batter her down.

She blocked it with her sword. It should be impossible to deflect, Shorhe shouldn't have enough leverage against that tail's mass, but the orc Weapon Master roared and then threw back the attack. She slashed again while Kulrigiizhai concentrated on her next spell.

The spear of blue mental energy slammed into the serpent. It shot a baleful gaze at her.

“You're mine!” snarled Shorhe and threw her weapon again. “Come get me, you rancid, little worm!”

The greatsword crashed into the skull, leaving a deep gash above the eye. The foul blood spurted out. The stench filled Kulrigiizhai's nose, but she didn't let that break her concentration as she gathered her willpower into another focused attack.

The snake snapped its jaws down at Shorhe.

She blocked and slashed then slapped another bite attack aside again. Her Hit Points slowly worked down from the venom coursing through her legs. She stabbed. Blood spurted and splashed across Shorhe's breastplate.

She screamed in pain, a large chunk of her Hit Points melting away.

Kulrigiizhai's stomach tensed in worry. The venom burned, bringing Shorhe towards the last quarter of her life. The orc battered back another bite and then shoved her left hand into her pocket. She pulled out a strip of linen and quickly Bandaged her wounds.

Her Hit Points rose. Nothing dramatic. A sliver, but it would take the venom ten seconds to devour through it. Shorhe attacked while Kulrigiizhai slammed another Psionic Spear into the monster. Shorhe ticked lower and lower.

One mistake, and she would die.

The snake hissed and bit. Its tail swung. The venom brought Shorhe beneath a quarter of her Hit Points before the DoT finally ended. The orc swung her greatsword, cleaving into the enemy. She ripped into its attack, bringing the battle closer and closer to its end.

She is magnificent, thought Kulrigiizhai as she watched the orc fighting.

The tail struck Shorhe.

She screamed in pain, striking the ground and rolling. She dropped to the last sliver of her HP.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” Shorhe cursed as she struggled to stand.

The snake drew back for its finishing blow.

Kulrigiizhai's Psionic Spear lanced out, burning through her MP. It struck the snake in the open mouth and pierced into its brain. Smoke burst from its nose and open mouth. It swayed and then it crashed to the ground, tongue thrust out stiff.

Experience crashed into them. They hit Level 54.

A new psychic attack blossomed in Kulrigiizhai's mind: Psionic Rupture. An area of effect attack. The elf's ears twitched at that. It was a promising ability. One that would help when they faced multiple opponents.

“Nice,” Shorhe said as she stood up, her Hit Points restored. All the damage she had taken mended, her equipment returned to its pristine condition by the Level Up. “Going to enjoy Execution Blow.”

A smile spread on Shorhe's lips as Kulrigiizhai sensed what it would do. An attack that would deal a massive amount of damage.

“Yes, it will,” Kulrigiizhai said. Then she noticed the snake's stomach. A bulge pressed against it. Something large and rectangular. “The beast swallowed something.”

“So it did.”

With a slash of Shorhe's sword, she cut through the stomach and spilled the snake's entrails out along with a gold-bound chest. A foul stench rose in the air. Kulrigiizhai's nostrils twitched at it. She grimaced at the reek.

Shorhe gagged and spat to the side. “That's foul. But let's see what loot we got.”

She opened the chest and then grinned as she pulled out a pair of silver panties that had a metallic gleam to them. Then came matching stockings. The orc tossed them to the elf. She caught the fluttering cloth.

“Crotchless panties made of spun mithril,” said Kulrigiizhai.

“And a celestial gold bustier breastplate with pauldrons for me,” said Shorhe, pulling out the armor. It had a lion roaring on the front of the breastplate beneath the cups for Shorhe's large breasts.

They concentrated. Kulrigiizhai liked what she had found. While wearing them she would cast spells faster and its once-per-day ability let her insta-cast her next three spells.

“Better crit chance,” said Shorhe, nodding. “And the special ability lets me triple my damage for thirty seconds.”

“Shame we need one more level to wield them,” said Kulrigiizhai before she thrust the new panties and stockings into her pouch. “I believe we were going that way.”

Shorhe shrugged and headed in that direction, resting her greatsword on her shoulder as she marched.


Chapter Seventeen: Safety?

Dëshoma

Räshil the Choir stopped and bobbed up and down.

Dëshoma blinked as her heavenly guide no longer guided her. Dëshoma peered around. If there were a threat, Räshil would not have stopped here. Then Räshil vanished in a flash of gold, rising towards the heavens.

The angelborn Seer could only gasp in puzzlement. The summon would only end when Dëshoma had been led out of danger. But Dëshoma still felt very much in danger standing alone in the ruined city. She was not the most adept at combat so since her first battle, she had avoided any.

“Did you make that gold light, Dëshoma?”

The Seer froze at that exuberant yell. Then she whirled around, her maiden's veil fluttering and naked breasts bouncing. Atop the building stood Éjyona, the afternoon sunlight gleaming off her goggles. She had her rifle slung in her hands.

“Lady Éjyona!” gasped Dëshoma in relief. “I have finally laid mine eyes upon one of mine lovers that hath been scattered about this rude and ruined metropolis. Verily did I fear that I would not find any of thee even with my most wondrous heavenly guide.”

“It's so great to hear you speak!” Éjyona said. “I'll be right down.”

“I shall not move from this spot unless dire circumstances do force me into action,” Dëshoma said, but Éjyona was already darting out of sight. The angelborn sighed. Her compatriots did not give much to their words, instead speaking whatever inane ideas popped into their minds.

Still, her irritation was short-lived. Joy swallowed it. She was not alone. Éjyona was a bosom companion and dearest lover. Dëshoma's heart beat with the delight of their reunion. She knelt when Éjyona burst out of the building and spread arms wide in greeting.

Éjyona darted to her, metallic-silver hair fluttering behind her. The halfling's bronze-hued breasts bounced and jiggled, covered by leather pasties. A whorl of black, spiny lines encircled her left tit. The halfling reached the angelborn and hugged Dëshoma.

And kissed her.

With plenty of tongue.

Dëshoma, bible clutched in her right hand, hugged her exuberant lover back. Their tongues danced together. They kissed the other with such passion. The angelborn Seer reveled in loving the halfling Spitfire.

Éjyona broke the kiss. “I am so thrilled. I went up there first thing. Had a run-in with some condors, but other than that, I've been trying to spot anyone. Things are getting weird, though. Did you see that purple barrier erupt?”

“Indeed I did see that most unsettling sight, Lady Éjyona, and it doth fill my heart with worry for the state of the world beyond these crumbling ruins. Also doth it fill my heart with such delight to lay mine eyes upon thee as worry did grow heavier in mine beating heart that I wouldst not find any of thee, but now you are here, so I am confident—”

The crash of experience that shot Dëshoma and Éjyona into Level 54 cut off the Seer. She gasped as a new miracle, Future Damage, whispered in her mind. An offensive spell that would let her inflict damage on an enemy they were destined to take in the future. It could be from one to three attacks, depending on her luck.

“Ooh, Shotgun Burst,” Éjyona said, glancing at her rifle. “That's going to be awesome to use!”

Dëshoma smiled at the enthusiasm of the halfling. “I am certain thou shalt get the opportunity to use thine attack ere long in these unpleasant ruins that within we hath found ourselves trapped.”

Éjyona nodded. Then she gasped, “Ooh, ooh, did any of your gear just magically get better? My goggles upgraded. I get to have seven attacks hit and crit when I activate them, once per day. Isn't that so steampunkish?”

“I do concur that thou doth sound steampunkish, Lady Éjyona, and I am delighted that thou didst also have thy gear that upgraded.” Her asshole clenched on the cone buried in her bowels. “For me, it was mine butt plug. It doth grant me more healing.”

“Wonderful.” Then Éjyona hooked her thumb into the thin, sleek g-string she wore that was made of leather. “Elemental Fey-Tamed Leather G-String. I found it in a condor's claws. Lets me increase my elemental damage. Plus, once per day, I can triple the elemental damage on my next three attacks.”

“That doth sound most steampunkish, Lady Éjyona.”

“It does,” sighed Éjyona happily. Then she shook her head. “Well, let's find the others and...” Éjyona's eyes widened. “Aphounga's shattered sword! I have to be the tank if we get attacked.”

“I shall endeavor with all mine skill to keep thee whole and hale, Lady Éjyona, and not let our enemies deliver thee low and slay thee.”

“Thanks,” muttered Éjyona. “Well, let's get moving.”

Dëshoma let the halfling take the lead. Éjyona padded nearly naked, a g-string vanishing between her butt-cheeks, boots on her feet, her goggles strapped on firmly. She carried her rifle ready to be raised and fired at a moment's notice. She could shoot elemental bullets now, doing more than just physical damage.

It would be useful.

At every intersection, Éjyona slowed and peered around. She would have a much better Perception than Dëshoma. The secondary skill, made up of Dexterity and Intelligence would be her forte. While both of them walked the Intelligence paths of their initial classes, Dëshoma's primary state remained Faith and Éjyona's was Dexterity.

Dëshoma clutched to her bible, her heart thundering. Her companions engaged in battle somewhere in the city. She wanted to be with them so her healing prayers could help them out. She walked on her delicate heels, the inch of her skank skirt fluttering about her waist leaving her perky rump and sapphire-furred muff on display for all to see. Her breasts bounced equally exposed, her golden nipples hard.

Dëshoma remained an exhibitionist. She even had the trait, gaining a slight boost to her abilities while she was showing off her flesh. Her virgin pussy always had that wet ache to it, her juices beading in her sapphire curls.

“Let the six elementals erupt—” drifted from above.

Éjyona Vanished and Dëshoma darted down the street at a full run.

“—in a chaotic storm!”

Behind her, a storm of elemental damage erupted. Fire blazed, water crashed, air howled, lightning crackled, earth smashed, and ice shattered. Elemental Storm had just erupted. A male mage targeted them with the attack.

“I beseech thee to ward mine—” spilled from Dëshoma's mouth after she'd activated Fortunate Fate to get a buff to her healing.

A gunshot rang out. Éjyona appeared as ice exploded around the mage already casting his next spell. He reeled back from the hit, but that didn't break his concentration.

“—allies with a fate invincible!”

Barriers fell on Éjyona and Dëshoma. The miracle Invincible Fate could make them immune to the next three to eight attacks. She had upgraded it at Level 53. Today, she rolled a five. It gave them the protection against the awesome damage a Mage could produce.

Éjyona's gun rang out as Dëshoma spoke the words to Summon Angel of Grace. The mage took another hit, this time lightning bursting around him. Then another Elemental Storm exploded around Dëshoma and Éjyona. It did not do a thing to them.

The enemy began casting another spell, one Dëshoma did not recognize. She did not know what was about to befall them, but gunshots rang out. Éjyona unleashed Snapshots, pummeling him with fire, earth, wind, lightning, and ice bullets in rapid succession. The damage knocked the mage off his spell casting.

He cursed and pointed.

From his position, three burly gorillas with bulging muscles dropped down around them. They hooted and pounded their chests. Veins of arcane purple glowed beneath their fur while their eyes shone with violet fury.

Éjyona Camouflaged herself. She vanished as the apes turned to attack her. Then, from a few feet away, a great barrage of lightning burst from the invisible halfling. Éjyona appeared, her Shotgun Burst engulfing all three of the gorillas.

They hooted and rushed at her. They raised fists and slammed them down at her. She dodged as their pummeling attacks fell in quick succession. Another Shotgun Burst of water slammed into them, the waves slapping back the gorillas.

But they would not be deterred. Their blows struck the protection around Éjyona. She could dodge, but there were three of them. Each one took off a charge from Invincible Fate's shielding while above, the Mage cast again.

Öblazil, Angel of Grace, appeared, shedding her HoT as she charged with her sword to help Éjyona with the gorillas. Another Shotgun Burst, an eruption of fire that exploded from the barrel of Éjyona's rifle, engulfed two of the gorillas, the third behind her and slamming fists into her back.

Her Invincible Fate ran out.

Elemental Burst exploded around them.

Éjyona screamed as she took damage. The protection on Dëshoma remained while the words to Future Damage tumbled from her lips. She focused on the Mage, concentrating on taking out the spellcaster while Éjyona handled the melee brutes.

Two blows struck the Mage from the future. He gasped and staggered, blood spurting from the bullet wounds. He cursed and leaned on his staff while Dëshoma launched into her next Invincible Fate. The HoT from Öblazil helped Éjyona as she dodged a pair of fists then Camouflaged to go invisible.

Then she appeared with a burst of rocks that pelted the gorillas.

Just before the Mage got off his next spell, Invincible Fate fell on Dëshoma and Éjyona. Only the next four sources of damage would be negated. But it was enough to keep Éjyona alive as a cataclysm of damage erupted around them.

Arcane Healing spilled from Dëshoma's lips to aid Éjyona while she ripped through the gorillas with her Shotgun Bursts. And through her TP. Éjyona was running out fast, but her attacks felled the monsters, leaving them twitching and smoking.

“Got you!” Éjyona shouted and her Snapshot tore into the mage. Two of the hits struck him where Future Damage had hurt him.

The mage toppled forward and fell. He hit the ground with a bone-crunching impact, landing face first. On his back was a broken circle. Dëshoma frowned at that. She moved to the mage on her delicate heels.

“It seems the Circle Breakers doth have a presence in this ruined and forsaken metropolis, Lady Éjyona.”

The halfling nodded. Then she grinned at Dëshoma. “You are getting good at mitigating damage. Just a beast.”

“I had the revelation that mitigating damage is like healing only mine lovers do not have to suffer the pain of the injury first.”

“Smart.” Éjyona thrust a thumbs up at the Seer. “I approve.”


Chapter Eighteen: Icy Poison

Twist

Level 54 brought the use of Elemental Poison to Twist's arsenal. The dragonborn Ninja was interested in trying it out.

She moved through the street with caution, making no noise with her Ninjutsu Slippers. Her ears were primed for any sound, ready to Vanish at the first sign of danger before unleashing her considerable talents upon the enemy.

She would fuck them up.

That sounded like pure delight to Twist. She looked forward to it.

The day was wearing on. Night was approaching. She had walked for miles and felt like she had barely scratched the surface of this place. It was immense. Sprawling. But she had to keep going. She had to find the others.

Had to find Marcus. And make sure that Dëshoma's cute ass was okay.

She might talk too much, but that little slut does wonders with her tongue, Twist thought.

She clicked her tongue stud into the back of her teeth, a heat rippling through her body. She pushed it down, needing to find the others. This city was so huge and so ruined, she could be only a block or two away from one of her lovers and not know it.

She reached the next intersection and peered around. She didn't see anything. She was about to step out when she heard a shuffling sound. Something approached. Without thought, she Vanished. Her Level 1 ability had come in useful so many times. She moved out from the intersection and into the open, completely secure in the knowledge nothing could see her. Her eyes searched for the source of the sound.

A shadow appeared, something large and four-legged, walking with an ambling gait. The rasp of scales and a reptilian scent filled the air. Then a large lizard adorned in purple runes appeared. They were carved into its black scales, glowing amid them. Its head turned back and forth. A long tongue flicked out.

It paused and flicked its tongue out again. And again. Its head turned, pink tongue darting out.

Got a scent, do you? thought Twist. My scent, huh, fucker?

The lizard started ambling towards her. It was big and had serrated teeth lining its jaws. Thick claws thrust from all of its toes. She used Know Weakness on it, learning about its vital spots and that it was vulnerable to ice damage.

Smiling, she applied an ice toxin using Elemental Poison on her dagger. A mist rose from it, seen only by her. She could only have a single poison on a weapon at a time. This would benefit her more than Weakening Poison.

She moved towards it, focused on its vital spot. The lizard flicked its tongue out, knowing it was getting closer to her. Suddenly, it stopped and tensed. She realized it had detected her scent growing too strong too fast, alerting it that its prey had closed the distance.

Doesn't matter that you can smell me.

But it couldn't see her moving around to the flank, focused on the neck. She sprang at the enemy with silent footsteps.

Vital Stab plunged into its neck. Blood spurted as it roared. Clinging Shadows kept her invisible as she jumped back. It swung its head around in a blur, jaws snapping where she had attacked. It also exposed the other side of its neck.

Blood spurted from her next Vital Stab. Frost sizzled across the wound. Red crystals fell to the ground as she leaped back, ready to dodge its next attack even as she Shadow Cloaked to avoid getting bit.

Only it wasn't the jaws that came for her.

The tail whipped at her.

She back-flipped out of the way, the lashing blow whistling beneath her. She landed silent on her Ninjutsu Slippers, her big breasts bouncing in the leather straps that barely constrained them. The lizard hissed, head turning as it sniffed. She padded to her right and suddenly it spat at her.

She started to dodge only for the thick gunk to strike the ground at her feet. It burst around her and glued her in place. She hissed in frustration while it charged at her. It couldn't see her, but it knew where she was and rushed in to bite her.

She activated her Fused Red Sardonite Ring to deal extra damage on a surprise attack.

As it snapped its jaws at her, she plunged two Vital Stabs into its neck. Blood spurted and then its jaws snapped down on her leg. She screamed as she appeared, her Knife Combo ruined by the pain tearing at her leg.

“Mother fucker!” she snarled, hurt badly.

It ripped its head back and lunged in for another bite while she was stuck in place. No point in going invisible. The fucker knew right where she stood. She had no choice but to use her Ghostly Nose Ring.

Her body grew spectral and hazy. For the next thirty seconds, she was immune to physical attacks.

The jaws snapped about her leg but went right through her flesh. The lizard hissed in shock as she hacked and stabbed and slashed with her dagger in a blur of damage. Blood spurted while frost from her Elemental Poison crept from the wounds.

She slammed her dagger into its eye. It collapsed at her feet, spasming.

With a growl, she wrenched herself free of the gummy spittle and kicked it in the side, venting her fury. That bite had hurt. She was down a third of her Hit Points. Shaking her head, her tongue stud clicking against the back of her teeth, she began looting it.

The teeth were worth something, so she pried those out. As she did, she found a weapon buried in its mouth, the remnant of some poor fool who had tried to kill it. She grabbed it and ripped it free. It was a celestial gold tanto, a knife the Ninja in her wanted to use. Purple venom dripped from the blade.

“Nice,” she hissed, concentrating on it.

After a minute, she knew she held a Viper Celestial Gold Tanto. Its special property would increase the effectiveness of her poisons while its once-per-day would let her double-strike on her next three attacks. She hissed in delight.

“Next level, I'm going to fuck some fuckerssss up,” she hissed in delight and thrust her new weapon into her pouch. Come Level 55, she would be a beast.


Chapter Nineteen: A Better World

I led the way, Deillae trailing after me.

“Look at this place,” I said, noting a tower that rose high above the others, the roof half-collapsed. “This place must have been amazing. Really impressive once upon a time. I bet it would be great to see it full of people. The bustle.”

“The ladies,” Deillae said with a sly smile.

“Definitely the ladies.”

She giggled.

I couldn't help but smile as I walked down the road. With her at my back, I had no worries for our safety. Now I just fretted for my other women. But, for a moment, that tension melted away. It was good to take a break from it.

“Marcus,” said Deillae, “why do you care about this world so much?”

I frowned. “That's a strange question.”

“It's just been eating at me. You fight harder for it than a lot of the people that live here. Then most of us. You're a stranger. This isn't your world. Not your fight. When we were in that... that red, foggy place, you could have gone back to your world, couldn't you?”

“I think I could have.”

“Why not? Why fight here? Why risk your life for us?”

“Because this is a better world than the one I came from. This is a place worth fighting for. A world worth sacrificing to keep safe.”

“But why? Our churches are corrupt. Cultists abound. The very Hierophant who should be our people's champion wants to destroy everything and start over so things will be perfect.”

“Because heroes exist in this world.” I paused and glanced back at her. “Real ones who can change things. My world... I was helpless to do anything. To save my marriage. My life. I had no control over it. I had been at the mercy of others all my life. Everything I thought was mine turned out to be a lie. I was a failure. In every way you can imagine, but here...” I smiled. “My first day in this world, I saved Haîcze and Maria's lives. With my ax, I defeated the monsters trying to kill them. I made a difference. Me.”

“Still,” she said. “Is this world really that great given the putrid corruption in the followers of the Gods of Light and Order? In how they band with the cultists and the Gods of Dark and Chaos to harm this world?”

“People are shitty.” I shrugged. “Here, we're fighting to make it better. Back in my world, that's not possible. The little guys like me and you are crushed into the muck. Good doesn't win. It doesn't really exist. No good, no evil, just various systems of control. Business, governments, activists, interest groups, lobbyists, unions, politicians. They all are stepping on our backs for power. Even if someone rises to challenge it, they can't win. The machine is too strong. Too pervasive. It's out of everyone's control. It doesn't give a shit.”

“That's so sad, Marcus. There are no heroes at all in your world?”

“Only frauds that disappoint you.” A bitterness filled my mouth. “That's why I'm here. Why I'll fight tooth and fucking—”

The spear of blue energy slammed into my side. Pain burst as my Hit Points fell. Behind me, Deillae screamed, taking the same amount of damage but losing a greater chunk of her health. I looked around for the source and spotted two figures in a house staring at us with concentration.

Mages.

I Yelled as I charged them, activating Zeal and Holy Blade. My ax blazed with white energy as I jumped at them. Two spears of blue shot from their foreheads and crashed into my body. They punched through my armor like it was nothing. I staggered, my Hit Points dropping towards critical.

“Cock-sucking bitches!” I snarled at the two men.

“Marcus,” gasped Deillae. Light flared from her skank skirt and g-string. A heartbeat later, Vigorous Prayer fell on me, giving me the healthy buff while none of her MP had dropped. Then her habit rustled and as she chanted, “I pray that all who are near—”

I fell on the wizards as she spoke those words and unleashed Heavenly Silence, my new ability. It consumed the Holy Blade buff. Light rippled out from my weapon and rang like a bell. The two Mages staggered, their eyes widening in fear.

“—are redeemed and restored to health!”

Prayer of Redemption healed me to full while the two mages panicked. I had silenced them, making spell-casting impossible. I grinned at them as she started casting her next attack. The mages fled from me.

Holy Blade flared as I hit the first mage with a powerful Defending Strike. He staggered beneath the damage, screaming in wordless terror. I drew back when Hasty Prayer fell on me. Deillae's next buff tripled my attack speed.

I ripped through the first mage as the other ran in terror. In three regular hits, I had killed the first, leaving him bloody. The other raced for the stairs. As soon as his silence came undone, he would be able to cast spells again.

I chased him down. He ran up the stairs. Deillae shouted and followed after me. I took the stairs two at a time, my cloak billowing behind me. I burst onto the next floor to come across a third mage concentrating on me. Deillae appeared behind me just in time for a burst of blue energy to engulf us both.

She screamed in pain while I roared in fury and charged at the mage that wasn't silenced. I slammed a Defending Strike and two normal attacks in a blink of an eye. He staggered, roaring in pain as I ripped his robe to shreds. My next attack swept off his head.

The last mage concentrated at me. I leaped at him. A blue spear shot out and struck me. Silence had worn off. I gritted my teeth against the pain and kept charging. His eyes widened in fear. He began casting a spell.

“Let the geometries of space enfold—”

I reached him. My hastened attacks tore him to pieces. His spell faltered. He wouldn't get off his Arcane Jump to escape. I left him in quivering pieces on the floor as Deillae's healing spell fell on us, curing us.

“That was incredible,” said Deillae.

I nodded and glanced out the window. The world was getting darker and darker. The sun set. Then a barrier burst from the ground blocks away. The floor shook. Dust rose amid the purple screen that shot into the sky. Another section of the city cut off.

“That was close,” Deillae said. “If that third mage had been with them...”

“Yeah,” I said. I glanced at the darkening streets. The rumbling from the buildings that had just collapsed dying off. “We should find a place to hunker down for the night. I don't think we're finding the others. They'll be doing the same.”

“You're probably right,” she said. Worry flashed on her face.

“Shorhe is fine. They all are.”

So far.


Chapter Twenty: Biting Pain

Maria du Marne

“It's such a tragedy what happened here,” Maria said as she walked at Thūwhi's side. The sun was setting fast, darkness falling on them.

Thūwhi nodded. “It's ruined. Corrupted.” She spat. “I hate that, you know? Something noble falling into something putrid and broken.”

“Is that why you joined Dihhomamer's faith?” Maria asked. Dihhomamer, God of Light, was the chief of the Gods of Light and Order. The god's hammer decorated the cloak fluttering behind Thūwhi as she walked.

“Yes.” Thūwhi's face tightened. “You've probably wondered how I was born. Who my parents were.”

“I suppose.” Maria shrugged. “It never bothered me that one of your parents was a demon. You're not evil.”

Thūwhi stopped. She swallowed and emotion shone in her gray eyes. She shifted, her red hair swaying about her ruddy face. “My father was a noble man. A Paladin for Dihhomamer. He believed in restoring the world. A Shardhunter like us. He ventured out into those dark days when many of the cities were still undiscovered. When everyone was even more disconnected than us. He was proud and strong. Nathaniel.”

“Like Marcus?”

Thūwhi blinked. “I suppose. I never knew my father like that, though. You see, he ventured into a dungeon and there ran into a succubus. Ānguhz was her name. It means “Black Cunt” in Dēmodith. She enslaved my father. Broke him from a noble warrior into a pathetic simp. The sex slave that she degraded. She paraded him around on a collar and chain, making him crawl with a butt plug,  attached with a fake dog's tail, shoved in his ass. One day, he impregnated her and she bore me. I can remember watching her degrade him, and I was taught that it was the correct way. That my father deserved it.”

Horror filled Maria at these words.

Thūwhi cleared her throat, her emotion thick in her words as she said, “One night, I found him weeping and praying to Dihhomamer to save him. The human in me felt such pity for my father. He didn't enjoy this. He was addicted to her. To the lust and humiliating pleasure she gave him, and he hated himself for it. He wanted release but didn't have the strength to find it.”

Her gray eyes stared at Maria with such raw pain.

“After that, I didn't see what my mother did to him as right. It sickened me. I remember praying to Dihhomamer as my father did. Begging him to send his light and save my father.”

“Did he?”

“In a way.” Thūwhi glanced to the left, staring at the ruins. “A group of adventurers, followers of Dihhomamer, broke in and slew her. My father wept for them to protect me even as he begged for her to come to life. He picked up her corpse and threw himself into fires to burn with her. He couldn't live without her. This once proud and noble man had been broken and degraded and ruined by my mother.”

Maria hugged Thūwhi, the human Samurai's naked breasts pressing into the demonborn Martyr's breastplate. “That's so horrible. I'm so, so sorry.”

Thūwhi clung to her. “The adventurers knew my father. They had been searching for him. They told me about him. What he had been like before Ānguhz got her foul and slimy hands on him.”

A shiver ran through Maria. She remembered the encounters with the succubi weeks ago. How their lusts had almost destroyed the party. She had drunk her Potion of Aphounga's Wrath, using the anger the boost to her Strength gave to shatter the trap that gripped them. They were foul things.

We found Thūwhi at the end of that adventure, didn't we, thought Maria. Mark Taylor sent her to be used by and degraded by the very God of Dark and Chaos who ruled the succubi: Zadeg, God of Lust.

Anger beat in her heart. Maria wanted to stop Mark Taylor's plans even more. To thwart the Hierophant's plans and stop this unholy alliance between the followers of the Gods of Light and Order and the cultists of the Gods of Dark and Chaos.

Maria didn't want the world to end up like this broken city. Or like Ghébchal.

She prayed that the damage done when the device had activated had not devastated all the halflings she, Thūwhi, Twist, Shorhe, and Deillae had worked so hard to save.

“I was raised by the Church of Dihhomamer,” snarled Thūwhi, ripping away from Maria, “and now... Now...” She looked around at the ruins. “They are just like my father. Broken and twisted!”

“They won't get away with it!” Maria hissed. “What they are doing to the world. To the halflings that we fought so hard to save. What if we didn't save them? What if they all died? We just weren't strong enough to battle through to the machine. We were too weak.”

“At least we tried.” Thūwhi turned to Maria. “We fought. We did what was right. And we're still here. Still able to fight. So long as we keep marching forward, we have not lost! We had a setback, but it's not our fault. We did nothing wrong. They did.”

Maria nodded.

The ground shook. A distant rumble. They both glanced around, hearing the sound of a building collapsing. A new purple barrier glowed to the south of them. It reached high into the darkening sky. The sun was setting fast, the world growing dark.

“We won't be able to see soon,” Maria said, glancing at Thūwhi.

She had an umbra about her. Instead of making the world brighter like Dëshoma did, Thūwhi made it darker. She drank in the light around her.

Thūwhi looked around and then pointed at a building. “How about we spend the night in there. It looks mostly intact. We can have solid walls around us. Find a secure room to pass the night unmolested by the things wandering here.”

Maria nodded.

They headed into the building, stepping through what had once been a door. Only some rotten wood remained on the floor. A thick layer of dust led off into the dim reaches. They could barely see anything.

“I think there are stairs over there,” said Thūwhi, pointing to the deep shadows. “I think.”

“You must have better eyes for seeing than I,” Maria said, moving towards them.

“Demon blood,” muttered the Martyr.

Maria pressed forward and a set of stairs appeared out of the murk. She climbed them, her boots ringing on the stone. It led to another room. This one wasn't as dark. It faced west and caught the last rays of the dying sun peeking through the purple barrier around the city. She glanced around and moved through the room towards a hallway.

A great hum roared around her. Descending from cracks in the ceiling was a mass of insects. They slammed down on her and engulfed her in a flash. She gasped as they bit into her exposed flesh. Every inch of her burst into pain.

Her Hit Points plummeted.

Screaming, Maria grabbed her katana and Iaijutsu Drawed it. Her sword slashed out, cutting through hundreds of the bugs, killing them, but it was a drop in the bucket. Already, her HP surged down past half and hurtled towards a quarter.

She had moments to live.

“Maria!” Thūwhi screamed.

Suddenly, a large influx of Hit Points flooded Maria as Thūwhi's dropped an equal amount. Sacrificial Blood bought Maria time. She hacked at the bugs, but her sword could only hit a fraction of them at a time.

A burst of divine energy surged out from Thūwhi. Faithful Burst slammed into the swarm of biting insects tearing Maria apart. They all burst into bits of smoke. The area of effect miracle devoured them. Only ash rained down on Maria, her Hit Points down beneath half again.

And just like that, it was over. They both staggered, hurt from the attack. Maria stared at Thūwhi, shivering. “I nearly... I would have...”

“Shhh,” purred Thūwhi, grabbing her shoulder. Healing Touch mended hundreds of the bite wounds on her body. Then another Healing Touch and a third brought her up to her full HP. “That's what we do. Keep watch for each other. Keep each other alive. I'm here for you. You're here for me.”

“Yeah.” Maria shuddered. “That sucked.”

Thūwhi nodded. She looked around. “What happened here? Was it the shattering that destroyed this city or something else?”

Maria could only give a helpless shrug and stagger on into the building to find a place for them to rest and recuperate.


Chapter Twenty-One: Cracks

Kulrigiizhai

“This is why I joined the Church of Pushijer,” said Shorhe as she marched before Kulrigiizhai through the ruins of Regalius. “To find ruins like this and clear them. To make them safe to be reclaimed so that we could restore this world.”

“You like wandering through ruins?” the elven Psionicist asked.

“Love it.” Shorhe stretched her arms, her armor rattling. “Just wish we had a healer with us. Then I could be more reckless.”

Kulrigiizhai shook her head at such a sentiment.

“So it really pisses me off to find out that my church and the others are working against that goal.” The orc Weapon Master kicked a stone. She sent it flying up into the air. It soared fifty, sixty feet before crashing onto the cobblestones and bursting into several shards. “Want to ram my sword into all those corrupt bastards' bungholes. Aphounga's shattered sword!”

“I can understand such bet—” the elf started to say only to be cut off by the clatter of a building collapsing. Stones crashed to the ground only blocks away. A mighty roar swelled in the air. Her head snapped in that direction to witness that another purple barrier had erupted.

Shorhe turned to join her, shaking her head. “That cannot be good.”

“I fear it is not,” said Kulrigiizhai. “It is a portent to the fate that awaits the whole world. The First Tree has been dealt a mortal blow. If it has not perished, then it is dying. And with it all we that we love.”

“Marcus will stop it.” Shorhe rolled her shoulders. “We should find a place to camp.”

“What?” gasped Kulrigiizhai. “We have to find our friends. Escape this place. Stop the destruction from happening.”

“Sun's setting. We're going to be blundering around in the dark. We should find a place to hunker down and wait for daybreak. This place is dangerous in the day. Do you want to be on the streets without a healer come the night?”

Kulrigiizhai hesitated. “You make a compelling argument.” She looked around. “There. That Tower. Get up high to good vantage point come the morrow.”

“Sounds good,” Shorhe said and headed in that direction.

They did not get far before the ground before them burst open. A rent spitting sulfurous light split across the road. A reek of rotten eggs filled the elf's sensitive nose. The screams of a thousand-thousand damned rose from it. The agony of those condemned to the Infernal Realm.

“Reality is cracking!” gasped the elven Psionicist. “Prepare yourself.”

Shorhe Yelled as demons scrambled out of the rent. They were twisted and spindly things covered in spikes dripping blood. They hissed in delight, fire spilling out around their jagged teeth. They fixed eyes on the Weapon Master falling into her Brutal Stance.

“Get over here!” roared Shorhe, unleashing her Taunting Yell. “I'll break you bastards apart!”

They rushed on her as she swung her massive greatsword in an arc that slashed into three of them. Then they were on her, claws and spikes slamming into her armor or blocked by her sword between swings. Some found her vulnerable flesh, her Hit Points dropping.

Kulrigiizhai activated her Swift Steelweave Bustier Robe to double her spell-casting speed for the next 30 seconds. An instant later, she activated her Elven Leaf Half-Cape. It rustled behind her as she gained the ability to double-cast two different spells.

“Let the geometries of space solidify and become a barrier!” tumbled from her lips as at the same time she concentrated on another spell.

The two different spells clashed and swirled in her thoughts. It should be impossible to hold two separate ideas in her mind. She had the mental clarity in this moment to cast Arcane Wall and unleash Psionic Rupture.

The burst of blue, psychic energy erupted around all the demons, slamming her mental will into them. They howled and gibbered while she drew her Arcane Wall around two of them, isolating them from Shorhe and taking them out of the battle for a while.

“Nice!” Shorhe shouted and unleashed her Execution Blow. She cleaved one demon nearly in half, but it lived.

Another turned and snarled at Kulrigiizhai. It leaped at her before she could get off her next spell. It landed on Kulrigiizhai and tore into the arm she'd raised in a feeble attempt to parry it. The elf was thrown onto her back, pain ripping through her arm.

“Get over here, your scrawny porcupine!” roared Shorhe, Taunting Yell seizing the demon.

Hissing, it turned and charged at Shorhe and leaped at her. It struck the Weapon Master and nearly drove her off her feet. She managed to just keep upright, her sword slashing in a brutal swing that caught the demon in the skull.

Kulrigiizhai found herself unable to stand. Before she could warn Kulri, Shorhe's feet planted on the ground, her Arcane Tin Sabatons activated. She would not move or be knocked down for the next thirty seconds. And she would deal more damage.

Psionic Rupture exploded around the demons not bound in the wall. Kulrigiizhai might be prone, but she held her staff. She concentrated on unleashing her spells. Thanks to her bustier robe, the mental focus took half as long as normal.

Another Psionic Rupture slammed into them. Blue, psychic energy sizzled on them. One dropped, but the others were slamming into her. They ripped and tore at Shorhe, her Hit Points dropping lower and lower.

You cannot fall, thought Kulrigiizhai. She would last but a heartbeat against the onslaught of the demons.

The Arcane Wall ended.

The two demons leaped at Shorhe.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” roared the orc Weapon Master. Her Angelic Champion's greatsword erupted in white holy damage.

It engulfed all the demons. They shrieked as the incompatible energy ripped at them. Kulrigiizhai gained her feet and unleashed another Psionic Rupture. As the holy light died, her willpower engulfed the demons. She heard bodies dropping.

The demons were reduced to two. The ones freed from the prison. Shorhe parried with her sword and then dealt another Execution Blow, cutting a demon in half. Kulrigiizhai switched to Psionic Spear and fired a blue lance that speared the last demon in the back as Shorhe rammed her sword through its guts.

It died.

They gained experience, but it didn't heal them.

The rift in the ground shut a moment later. The screams of the damned died down. Kulrigiizhai shook her head. “Things are deteriorating even worse than I feared.”

“Yeah, no one opened that rift,” growled Shorhe. “That's supposed to be impossible.”

Kulrigiizhai only gave a helpless shake of her head. Then she pointed to the tower. They had to get under cover. The night was on them. It was growing harder and harder to see now that the infernal hell light had vanished.

The pair stumbled to the tower, both hurt.


Chapter Twenty-Two: World Breakers

Dëshoma

Dëshoma and Éjyona followed the summoned choir to a safe place to camp. They had pushed on until darkness, using the light of Dëshoma's halo to guide them, but they could feel the city coming alive with all manner of nasties and decided to find the safest place to camp.

Räshil guided them.

Dëshoma's halo, enhanced by her Angelic Teardrop, shed enough light to let them see about twenty feet around her. It wasn't much with night pressing down on them. The choir added more light, but her halo was weaker than the angelborn Seer's.

The choir took the next left. They hurried after, Éjyona holding her gun ready to shoot. The choir went another ten feet and then she just winked out of existence. Dëshoma gasped, almost tripping from what had happened.

“Uh, what caused that?” asked Éjyona.

“Truly, I am at a loss for what could have caused Räshil to wink out of existence. It is a conundrum that I do not have the answer for.” Dëshoma edged forward. She neared where the angel had vanished. She took one more step.

Her halo vanished. A weakness so profound fell upon her. She stumbled out of it, almost tripping over the shorter Éjyona. Trembles raced through Dëshoma. She stared at that spot in horror, so glad that her halo had turned back on.

“What was that?” gasped Éjyona.

“That spot is completely devoid of all magic,” said Dëshoma. “Upon entering, a weakness of such profundity didst fall upon my flesh and did sap me of all my strength. To me, it was like all my levels and class features had been so rudely ripped from me like a knave had ripped open my bodice and left me exposed to the world. I didst possess no levels, Éjyona. As if the very concept of levels and classes were a fiction in that spot. It is a place so soaked in dull and mundane reality that the extraordinary could not exist whatsoever. And poor Räshil did blindly float into it unable to sense it existed because it exists beyond her powers. I have a terrible feeling that she no longer exists. She was too supernal, too apart from this world, to continue to be with all that made her special stripped from her.”

“The damage you have done to this world is accelerating,” a voice boomed behind them.

Dëshoma whirled to see a group of robed figures standing there holding staffs. They had the look of Mages of some sort. Two humans and an elf.

“What do you mean that we did this?” Éjyona gasped.

“Thou art mistaken, Circle Breakers,” Dëshoma said, drawing herself up. “It was not our actions that did destroy the First Tree, but thine reckless excavation of the mighty Tree's roots and the mining of the precious crystals that thou doth use for thy teleportation circles that have wrought the tragedy which hath befallen the world.”

“It was you!” their leader, the elf, said. He was a young one with fine eyebrows. He pointed his finger at them. The Mages started concentrating.

Dëshoma prayed for a miracle. “I beseech thee to ward mine allies with a fate invincible.”

Just as she completed the prayer for Invincible Fate, gaining both her and Éjyona protection from the next six damage sources, blue lances of psychic energy shot at them. Two at Dëshoma and one at Éjyona.

They struck the shield and rippled.

Éjyona Vanished, but only for a fraction of a heartbeat. A burst of earth erupted in a cone from where she had disappeared and engulfed the three Psionicists. They screamed in pain and reeled from the shards of earth that ripped into their flesh.

The words to Summon Angel of Grace tumbled from her lips as two of the mages cast Dispel Magic. The Invincible Fates warding the angelborn and the halfling vanished, leaving them vulnerable to the eruption of blue energy from the elven Psionicist.

The damage from the Psionic Rupture ripped through Dëshoma's health. Half her Hit Points vanished. Éjyona weathered it better, but she was still badly hurt as another Shotgun Burst spewed icicles at the enemy.

Her summoning prayer disrupted, Dëshoma switched and activated Fortune's Fate, gaining a seventy-percent buff to her healing spells, a high roll. Then she activated her Virgin's Veil as the words to Arcane Therapy spilled from her lips. Her next three healing spells would give a damage buff to their recipient.

The healing magic fell on her as Éjyona unloaded with her gun, striking the mages with damage. They spread out, concentrating. Another Psionic Rupture erupted around them, ripping through Dëshoma's Hit Points.

She barely got off her next Arcane Therapy when two more Psionic Ruptures ripped into her. She dropped to near death, staggering. She could not out heal this damage. Not against three spell casters.

Fear swelled in Dëshoma.

Éjyona screamed. Her leather g-string hummed and she began firing rapid Explosive Shots. Fireballs burst into the enemy. The Spitfire lived up to her name, her damage ripping through their foes.

Arcane Therapy fell on Dëshoma and Éjyona then a Psionic Rupture brought Dëshoma nearly to death's door again.

But the Explosive Shots, enhanced by Éjyona's g-string, killed the two human mages. They fell, robes charred and smoldering. The elven mage faced them, concentrating hard. Éjyona pulled the trigger rapidly, elemental bullets hammering him. Five shots in seconds.

He didn't get off his last spell. He fell dead with the others, his robes smoking and steaming, half-burned and half-frozen. Éjyona shook her head, looking fierce. Dëshoma panted. It had not lasted long but they had almost died.

They hit Level 55 at that moment. All their Hit Points and expanded Magic and Technical Points were restored. They gained no new abilities or the chance to upgrade existing ones, but they had survived. Dëshoma glanced at the patch where Räshil had vanished.

Feeling concerned for the angel, Dëshoma ran into the terrifying, level-less space, her arms wide. She suddenly felt like she had no power. Her halo snuffed out. She wanted to collapse, exhausted from the stressful day. She burst out the other side, a glowing ball of light before her.

Dëshoma had pushed the choir out of that frightening patch.

Räshil quivered and sang out, “What malady didst befall me, Lady Dëshoma? I felt the horror of unbeing. Of nothingness.”

“The world is breaking,” Dëshoma said, glancing at the space. She had her abilities back. “We must proceed with caution.”

The choir pulsed in agreement.

Then she led them into a nearby building. She stopped over a chest before she rose into the heavens, her task completed. Éjyona darted to the chest and opened it. She peered inside and grinned at what she found. She pulled out a new rifle and concentrated on it. The weapon was made of shiny gold attached to a wooden stock.

As she did, Dëshoma glanced into the chest. Inside lay a pair of stiletto heels made of elven silver. She picked them up and concentrated on them. In moments, she learned they would increase her Magic Points while she wore them. Once per day, they would restore all her MP.

“Nice,” Éjyona said. “A Precise Celestial Gold Rifle. It increases my crit chance and, once per day, all my attacks for thirty seconds will add bleed damage.”

“A worthy weapon,” Dëshoma said as Éjyona placed her old rifle into her pouch. The weapon vanished into the tiny bundle of leather. “But it doth concern me that the Circle Breakers think that this world's destruction is our fault and do not acknowledge their own role in it.”

“They're being lied to by that asshat, Mark Taylor,” Éjyona said. “I guarantee it. I bet they didn't even realize their actions were a problem. That leader that Kulri hates just wanted more crystals, and they were used. Stupid, greedy asshats.”

“Thy words make a certain sense, though it doth dishearten me that such short-sighted actions have led us to the brink of disastrous ruin.”

“Yeah,” said Éjyona. “So dumb.”


Chapter Twenty-Three: What Is Owed

Twist

Twist hit Level 55 as she moved through the dark streets.

“Nice,” she hissed, staring at her Flashing Arcane Tin Dagger. It was a narrow and nasty blade. It had served her well, but she had better. She shoved it into her pouch and fished out her Viper Celestial Gold Tanto. The golden blade dripped with a purple venom.

She moved forward. She should probably find a place to hunker down, but the dark didn't scare her. She walked the Rogue path. She had become a Thief, a Spy, and now a Ninja. The darkness was her home.

But she was getting tired. She should—

Suddenly, she felt so weak. Helpless. Clumsy and aching. She wanted to collapse. All her levels vanished from her. She hissed in fright and threw herself back, her footsteps smacking loud on the ground, making so much noise.

Then it all came back to her.

Her big breasts heaved as she stared at the spot before her. She had never felt anything like that. She had felt like a child. Like she had before the ability to walk the Shardhunter's paths had blossomed in her soul. That wonderful moment when she choose to be a Rogue and stop being a whore. Stop being Yha'arzo and become Twist.

“Fuck me up the fucking snatch,” she muttered, staring at the spot. She edged to the side, afraid to go forward. “What is going on?”

She did not know, but nothing had ever frightened her so much. To be so weak and helpless once more...

She moved to the side of the building, well away from that spot, and edged forward. She skirted by whatever that was. Maybe it had gone away, or maybe it was just in that one spot. She didn't want to find out what caused it.

She broke into a jog, putting distance between herself and it, moving on silent feet. She passed the three bodies of the dead wizards, not caring that some of her friends had come through here. She just had to escape that spot.

Twist rounded a corner, almost at a full run now. She had abandoned all stealth. She had lost control. The dragonborn Ninja knew she needed to stop, but found herself incapable of it. The terror whipped her on. She never wanted to be helpless again.

Hunch triggered.

Her passive ability to sense an ambush slammed sense back into her. She Vanished by instinct. A moment later, a throwing star slammed into the wall before her. From across the street, a figure in the shadows also Vanished.

Twist moved slowly to her right and drew her tanto. She had to be careful. Use her sense to try to find the attacker. But he had Vanished. She had no way of penetrating it. But she did think like a thief. She pictured where he would have gone and aimed that way.

She opened her mouth and activated her Flamebreath Tongue Stud.

A gout of flame spewed in the air before her. It swept over the rogue. He screamed in pain while the flames revealed a pocket, a void where the fire could not burn. Her target. Activating Weaken Poison on her dagger and then triggering its once-per-day ability to double-strike on her next three attacks, she lunged forward.

And stabbed twice. Twinned Vital Stabs tore into the invisible rogue.

He screamed in pain and thrust at her now-visible form. She leaped back and Shadow Cloaked before she hit the ground, vanishing. Then she sprang to the right as she stabbed where she had been standing.

Being able to see him, she used Know Weakness to pinpoint his vulnerability spot before he also Shadow Cloaked and disappeared.

Twist, however, was already attacking. Before he could dodge away, she slammed a double-strike Vital Stab into him, hitting him two more times. The damage ripped through him. He screamed in pain and dropped, his dead body appearing before her.

“Not good enough for me,” she said and kicked him over. “Now, what are you doing here? Working for those Circle Breakers?”

She pawed around in his pockets, stealing his gear and his coin. Then she found a piece of parchment. She unfolded it and found a sketch of herself. Her head cocked to the side as she studied it.

“After me, huh? Why?” She turned it over.

Her blood ran cold.

“What is owed can never be repaid. Work awaits.”

The words were scrawled in a messy script on the back.

“Grunt!” she snarled, ripping it in half. She threw the pieces to the ground and then spat on the body.

The bastard who had raised her to be a whore—who had accounted for every last brass penny he had spent on her food, her clothing, and her housing, then delivered a bill to her on her eighteenth birthday outlining all she owed him—was here? How had he come to this forsaken place?

How did he know I am here?

After she had paid her debt, he had sent a note to her, delivered by Haîcze. Those words written on the back of the wanted poster were them. Twist was through with the orcish bastard, but he would never be through with her.

Fury beating in her heart, she headed for the nearest building and crawled up it to the roof. She would hunker down for the night and keep tabs on that body. Maybe Grunt or one of his lackeys would appear.

She would end this with her knife.


Chapter Twenty-Four: Feyborn Poon

As Deillae and I set up camp, we hit Level 55.

The others were still out there fighting. I shook my head, hoping they would be safe. Part of me wanted to go out there and find them. Instead, I stripped off my gear in the room in the center of the building. The only light came from Iris's pink glow as she bobbed around the room. Deillae had her bedroll spread out and stripped naked, freeing her bright-blue hair. Pink nipples adorned her small breasts. She sat cross-legged, her shaved pussy on display.

“What's your world like?” Deillae asked.

I frowned. “It's... more... technological. We have advanced machines. Horseless carriages and great vehicles that can fly through the sky and carry hundreds of people. We live in cities whose populations could hold everyone in your world in them and live in buildings that reach into the sky. All made out of concrete and steel. It's loud, noisy, crowded. Hardly anyone farms, but we produce abundant food. Life is so easy, we create our own problems because we have nothing real to deal with. Well, in the First World, anyways.”

She frowned as I took off my armor, stripped down to a pair of leather pants.

“So why did you come here in the first place? You love this world now, but you couldn't have known what it would be like?”

I hesitated. “I didn't intend to come here.” How to explain this. “I paid for something to escape my life. I might look twenty-five, but I'm actually fifty-five. I'm nearly an old man. Fat, worn down by life. I had a wife whom I thought loved me, but while I was working, she was fucking everything that moved. She cheated on me.” I swallowed. “Cuckolded me. I thought I had two kids, too. But I don't.”

“How horrible.” Deillae shook her head as I unlaced my heavy boots. “To take away your chance to have children is bad enough, but to trick you into thinking they were yours. That's terrible of her. She's a bitch.”

“Yep.” I ripped off my boot. “I guess I have a chance here to have children.” Even if this world wasn't real.

“You will have children,” Iris said. “I wish I could have a child with you!”

I smiled at her. “That would be nice.”

Iris nodded. “It would just fix everything.”

I chuckled. “Probably. Shame you're so small.”

“Size is deceptive.” Then she flitted off to the right as I took off my other boot. Then I peeled off my socks. Last, I unlaced my leather pants and drew them off. The Level Up had restored our gear. It didn't just repair the damage, but cleaned our clothing. Cleaned us. I didn't feel all grody like I had spent the day fighting.

Deillae licked her lips. “Dinner or relaxing first?”

“Relaxing,” I said, staring at her delicious body in Iris's glowing light.

“Mmm, I'm going to have both.” The feyborn Abbess crawled to me, her bright-blue hair framing her adorable face. Once a lesbian changeling, now she worshiped my cock, and I felt her eyes locked on my dick. She grabbed my cock and rubbed her cheek into the side. “Yes, I'm going to have a lovely, salty dinner.”

“A liquid diet, huh?” I asked.

She winked a yellow eye at me.

Her tongue slid over my cock. I groaned at that wonderful delight. Pleasure shot down my dick to my balls. I leaned back on my elbow and then stretched out, resting my head on my cloak that I had folded up for a pillow.

Deillae's tongue bathed my dick, brushing my cock ring with her naughty tongue. I loved the way she ran it over my flesh. It felt so amazing. Just the sort of delight that I needed. I groaned as she dragged her tongue over my crown. Then she slid her lips over my tip, piercing and all.

“Damn, that's good,” I groaned as she engulfed my cock and suckled. “Deillae, that's perfect.

“Go, Deillae, go!” Iris whooped as she buzzed over me.

I thrust out my tongue and wiggled it at the naughty pixie. She gasped and buzzed down, her pink dust spilling over my face. A warmth suffused me. My cock throbbed in Deillae's mouth. The pixie landed on my lips and rubbed her small, wet cunt against me.

I licked her twat, tasting the apricot delight of her cunt. She gasped, her wings buzzing. I caressed her with my tongue. I lapped at her. Licked her. She tasted so good. I groaned at the flavor of her snatch. Her juices soaked my tongue.

Her wings hummed right before me, pixie dust spilling through the air. I feasted on her with just the tip of my tongue while Deillae suckled on my cock. The changeling bobbed her head, working her mouth up and down my shaft which shifted my cock ring in her mouth.

“Yes, yes, yes,” gasped Iris. “Ooh, Marcus. That's so good. Mmm, you're just licking at me. That's so wonderful. I love it. I love it so much.”

I did, too.

Her apricot juices soaked through my mouth. She might be a little thing, but she brimmed with so much passion. I caressed her tiny folds, stroking her. She moaned, her body shuddering. I growled, loving the suction massaging my dick.

Deillae fondled my balls and worked her mouth up and down my dick. She suckled on me with such wonderful force. She knew just what to do. How to play with my cock ring. Just how to love me. It was incredible. I groaned, my face twisting in delight.

She felt amazing.

My balls tightened.

She massaged my nuts with her gentle touch while sucking with such hunger, eager for her appetizer. I growled, savoring my own. I loved every last second of licking at Iris's hot pussy. My tongue stroked her flesh as I rose towards my orgasm.

Deillae brought me closer and closer to that moment of eruption. Closer and closer to detonating in her mouth. I would fire so much cum. Just flood her with all the cum that I had in my nuts. It would be fantastic. My tongue stroked Iris.

I licked and lapped at her. I caressed her with passion. She moaned, her wings fluttering faster and faster. She tossed her head, squeaking out her delight. I wanted her to cum. I ached for her juices to soak my tongue in her passion.

That would be perfect.

She whimpered as I stroked my tongue up and down her slit. My cock twitched in Deillae's mouth. I swelled closer. The ache throbbed at the tip. Her tongue expertly danced around my crown. The lesbian had grown so skilled at blowing me.

Fuck, she was amazing.

“Marcus!” squeaked my pixie. “Yes, yes, Marcus!”

Her juices gushed out. Apricot passion bathed my taste buds.

“So good!”

Her wings blurred with her excitement. They beat faster than a hummingbird's wings. I loved how her cunt juices soaked my tongue. I loved the flavor of her cream. My eyes closed while my dick ached in Deillae's mouth.

She bobbed her head, sliding down it as I drank pixie cream. Then the changeling Abbess rose up my shaft, her lips sealed tight. She created such a powerful suction. The pressure burst at the tip of my cock.

I erupted.

My cum fired into her mouth. I groaned, drinking apricot delight while spurting blast after blast of my cum into her mouth. I flooded her with everything that I had. It was incredible. I groaned, my legs kicking.

Deillae gulped down my cum while the pleasure shot through me. It was incredible to enjoy. Just amazing delight. I groaned, my heart hammering in my chest. I loved it. I savored every second of it. Ecstasy blazed through my mind.

“Yes!” I growled. I fluttered my tongue against Iris's little cunt. I licked and lapped at her, loving the flavor of her. It was fantastic to enjoy. My tongue stroked her. I swirled about her with everything that I had.

She moaned and gasped. The naughty pixie squealed out her delight and let out a final burst of her cream. Her head tossed from side to side. Her wings buzzed with such rapture. She panted and swayed while her juices soaked my tongue.

“Oh, that was amazing, Marcus!” Iris gasped as I fired the last of my cum into Deillae's mouth. She flew off. “Ooh, so wonderful.”

“Yes, it was,” I groaned, loving the lingering taste of her juices. They were spectacular. I smacked my lips and grinned.

Deillae slid her lips off my cock and smacked her lips, too. She rose, her small breasts quivering, and cooed, “How do you want to fuck me?”

“Doggy style,” I said, a big smile spreading on my lips. “I want to pound that poon from behind.”

“Poon?” She arched an eyebrow and then burst into giggles. “What a silly name for pussy. Why not purse or quim or honeypot or valana.”

“Valana?” I arched an eyebrow.

“It's a faerie word. Means 'unending pleasure palace.' What does poon even mean?”

“No idea, but I want some feyborn poon.”

“Yes, Master,” she groaned and turned around. She wiggled her rump at me. “Just pound my naughty poon and...” She burst into giggles again. “I can't. It's too silly. Fuck my twat, Master. My cunt. My valana! Just pound my naughty, feyborn pussy with everything you got!”

I grinned and grabbed her hips, my cock bouncing before me. I aimed right for her cunt, bringing my dick closer and closer to her dripping pussy. I could smell the honey-sweet scent of her cunt. Honeypot indeed.

I thrust to the hilt in her cunt. I buried hard and deep. Her pussy engulfed my pierced cock. Just swallowed every last inch of my dick into her hot depths, the ring shifting around in my glans making this feel even better. The Abbess moaned, tossing her head. Her silky-blue hair danced and fluttered in the glittering light shed by the naughty Iris.

I drew back my hips, Deillae clamping her cunt down hard. That silky, honey-smooth delight massaged my cock and shifted the ring around. I loved every moment of her. I thrust into her, pumping away at her cunt with my hard cock. I fucked her with passion, and loved every last second of drilling into her snatch.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned. “Oh, god, that's great. That's amazing. Ooh, I love it. I love it so much. Damn!”

Iris buzzed down and landed on Deillae's neck, straddling her. She grabbed two fistfuls of hair and looked like she was riding the feyborn as I pounded Deillae's pussy with everything I had. My balls smacked into Deillae's clit, her juices coating my hairy nuts.

My hands gripped Deillae's hips. The Abbess's cunt squeezed hard down on my cock, shifting that piercing. It felt incredible thrusting my dick into her snatch. I loved every moment of it. I shuddered, my face contorting from the bliss of this moment.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she squealed. “Aphounga's shattered sword, Marcus. That's amazing. I love your piercing!”

“Pound her poon!” cheered Iris. She threw one arm in the air and swirled it like a cowgirl making a lasso.

I was surprised she knew the gesture.

“Gonna pound her poon hard, Iris!” I panted, slamming to the hilt in Deillae's cunt. Then I had the joy of drawing back, her pussy clinging to my pierced cock. The ring shifted around in my crown. “Goddamn, I love it.”

The ache built and built in my balls. The need to erupt swelled in them. I would pump so much of my jizz into Deillae's snatch. I would flood her. Leave her dripping in my spunk. That would be incredible. I shuddered, pumping away with more and more force. I buried into her with everything that I had. I loved every second of this. Every last moment of burying into her cunt.

Her pussy squeezed down on my cock. She held me tight. Her cunt gripped me in heaven. I loved every moment of thrusting into her. Of plowing into her snatch. I groaned as I buried deep and hard into her. Every thrust sent shivers through my body.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I groaned, my heart thundering in my chest. “That's so good. That's amazing. Yes, yes, yes!”

“Ooh, you're fucking her so hard!” gasped Iris.

“Oh, he is!” moaned the changeling. “Marcus! I'm going to cum on this dick. Just explode on your mighty cock. Aphounga's shattered sword, that cock ring! I love your cock ring! Your cock! You!”

Those words made me grin. This world was perfect. I would never let it be destroyed. I would defend it with everything that I had. I growled, plowing hard into her cunt. I fucked her with passion. I buried into her again and again. I plunged to the hilt with everything that I had. I would explode. It would be magnificent.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned. Oh, my god, that's so good. Oh, that's wonderful. I love this so much. You're amazing.”

I loved hearing those words. I savored them. I pumped away hard into her. I fucked her with passion. Her cunt squeezed down on me as I slid back, sending bliss shooting down my cock. I buried to the hilt in her, rising towards my climax.

Her pussy massaged my pierced cock, the ring twisting. I plunged deep and hard into her cunt. I couldn't take much more of her passion. Her pussy clenched about me. She held me in such a tight grip. She massaged me. I groaned, loving this delight.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped. “Oh, god, yes!”

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” squealed Deillae.

Her pussy went wild around my cock. Her hot cunt massaged me. I shuddered, loving the way her flesh suckled at me. How it nursed at my cock, bringing me closer and closer to erupting. To spraying her with all my cum.

My hands gripped her hips. I plunged into her and erupted.

“Fuck, yes!”

“Marcus! Marcus!” she squealed as my cum bathed her cunt.

“Flood her poon!” whooped Iris, her wings humming. Then she shot into the air as I pumped my spunk into Deillae's cunt.

The pleasure rushed through me. That wonderful cum fired from my cock and splashed her innards. I drenched her. I groaned, firing over and over again. Her pussy suckled at me. It felt amazing to have her cunt nursing at my dick.

She worked out all my cum. Her moans echoed while her head tossed. The Abbess whimpered as I emptied every bit of cum I had into her pussy. My hands held her hips as she suckled at me with her heavenly cunt.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I groaned, my face twisting in delight. “Goddamn, that's amazing. That's just the best. Oh, Marcus, thank you! Ooh, I needed that. You don't know how I needed that.”

“I have an idea,” I panted, my body shaking. “Fuck, that was good.”

She nodded. “Mmm, I am starving.”

My stomach growled. I sensed my other women. They were all in good health. I hoped they were all hunkered down safe in the night. I didn't want anything bad to happen to them. I pulled out of Deillae's cunt, my cock ring twisting.

“Let's eat,” I panted. This bit of pleasure was a relief. A reminder of what we suffered and fought for. Not just so I could enjoy my harem, but all the others in this world could enjoy it, too. What was the point if we didn't do this?


Chapter Twenty-Five: Not Alone in the Dark

Maria du Marne

Maria stared out the window of the room she had taken with Thūwhi in the house. No more bugs attacked them, much to her relief. She had stripped out of her adventuring gear to relax and rest, eaten dinner, but she just couldn't find any sleep.

She couldn't stop her mind from dwelling on the catastrophe.

“What's wrong?” Thūwhi asked. The cambion Martyr hugged the human Samurai from behind, large breasts piling into her back. “Huh?”

Maria shuddered, enjoying the feel of those soft boobs and hard nipples. The comfort of the arms holding her. They slid up and found her round breasts. With her halter bra off, her tits had shrunk back down to their normal size.

“Just...” Maria sighed. “The world is dying.”

“Yes, it is,” Thūwhi said. “Not much we can do about it.”

“I just keep thinking how we failed. We were there, Thūwhi. We could have stopped them from activating the device. If we only had done something different. Fought that battle differently. We could have all rushed across the battlefield. We played defensively.”

“You wanted to be reckless?” Thūwhi nuzzled into Maria's neck and kissed her. “Mmm, as a Martyr that does appeal to me now, but we didn't know, did we?”

“Does that excuse matter to the people who are suffering because we failed?”

“We didn't flip the switch. Didn't put that jewel in there. You know that, Maria. You have to stop blaming yourself for things out of your control. And they were out of our control. We were fighting for our lives. We would never have made it there in time. We would have died if we broke into a run. We had to work together to stay alive.”

“You think so?” Maria wanted to believe her.

“I know so.” Thūwhi squeezed Maria's breasts before continuing, “It's night right now.”

Maria nodded.

“The dark has fallen on the world, but that doesn't mean there isn't hope.”

“Do you really think we can do it?”

“Of course.” Thūwhi's kneading fingers found Maria's nipples and gently rolled them. “Look up, Maria, what do you see?”

Maria glanced up. “The night sky. Stars. Maybe a few clouds.”

“That's right, stars. Dihhomamer's light always shines through the darkest night. It can drive back anything. Those stars are his promise that his light is never gone. That our hope is never lost. We just have to keep up the fight. Tomorrow, we're going to find the others. Find our way out of these ruins. We'll save the world. It's still here. It might be dying, but our world is not dead yet. So long as we can stand on our two feet and fight, we can change it.

“So long as we shine with Dihhomamer's light, we can heal this world.”

Maria stared at those twinkling stars. They were beautiful. Little diamonds scattered throughout the cosmos. She had memories of staring up at the stars with Derrick back in her village when they were children. They always excited her. She felt that the world was far vaster than the small chunk of land her village lay in. That the rest of the world existed behind the barrier of purple.

“You're right,” Maria whispered. She smiled. “Hope. There's still time.”

“Still time,” agreed Thūwhi.

Maria turned in her lover's arms, Thūwhi's digits slipping from the Samurai's nipples. Their breasts rubbed together. Nubs kissed. Then their lips met. They melted together as the pair shared their passion for each other.

Shared their hope.

They drifted from the window as they kissed. Tongues danced together. Their nipples kissed as they trembled with their growing passion. Then they sank to the floor on their bedding, their hands stroking the other's back.

Maria grabbed Thūwhi's rump. Her fingers dug into that cute ass. Their lips danced together. Tongues caressed the other. It was such an exciting delight to swirl her tongue around in her lover's mouth.

They sank onto their side and broke their kiss.

“Are you as wet as I?” whimpered Maria.

Thūwhi's hand shoved between their bodies and cupped Maria's juicy flesh. “Mmm, I think so.”

Maria shuddered at the feel of the cambion's naughty digits stroking up and down her slit. Pleasure spilled through the human. She grinned. “I want to eat you.”

“What a coincidence, I want to devour you, Maria.”

“Shall we...” Maria paused. “What does Marcus call it? A fifty-eight?”

“Sixty-nine.” Thūwhi licked Maria's lips which was somehow more exciting than a kiss. “Shall we?”

“Yes!”

Maria rolled onto her back, so juicy and wet for this. Thūwhi rose, her big breasts heaving shadows in the dark of their secluded room. A leg flashed over Maria's head, then came the smoky scent of the cambion's pussy. The scent watered Maria's mouth.

A moment later, that hot cunt settled down on Maria's mouth. With a groan, she fluttered her tongue up and down Thūwhi's slit, gathering her smoky cream. The cambion moaned, her fingers stroking the human's thighs.

Soft breasts pressed into Maria's stomach then a hungry mouth nuzzled through her bush and kissed at her pussy. Maria grabbed Thūwhi's plump ass, squeezing those perky cheeks as pleasure shot through the human's body.

“Yes,” she moaned as Thūwhi's expert tongue licked up and down Maria's slit. She trembled, her body squirming on the floor.

“Ooh, that's good,” purred Thūwhi. Her tongue caressed up and down Maria's folds. “That's real good. Yes, yes, that's wonderful. Eat me.”

“Gladly!”

Maria thrust her tongue into her lover's cunt. The smoky flavor of that tight and yummy cunt coated her tongue. She closed her eyes and fluttered her tongue up and down, licking and lapping with hunger on that hot cunt. She wanted to make her cum with a passion. She plunged her tongue into that naughty hole and churned around in her.

The human felt amazing. She squirmed in delight beneath her lover, licking and lapping with hunger at that shaved twat. Her fingers kneaded Thūwhi's rump, clenching into the demonborn's flesh. At the same time, Thūwhi's tongue plunged over and over into Maria's cunt.

“That's so good,” Maria whimpered, her toes curling.

“And tasty,” cooed Thūwhi. Her tongue buried back into Maria's pussy and swirled around.

The pair were rising towards their orgasms. They pleasured each other, building and building each other towards that moment of eruption. Every time Thūwhi brushed Maria's clit, she gasped. When she flicked Thūwhi's bud with the tip of her tongue, the Cambion moaned, her butt-cheeks clenching.

This is so wonderful, drifted through Maria's mind. She wished to be with Marcus and the others, but at least she had Thūwhi with her. She caressed the girl with such passion, licking and lapping at her pussy with zeal.

Her tongue flicked the cambion's clit again. Then she suckled on it. Her nose nuzzled into the Martyr's taint, rubbing against her naughty flesh. A wicked scent filled Maria's nose. A naughty delight that had her salivating.

She loved it as she suckled at the bud. It was incredible to enjoy this passion. Her tongue caressed over that wonderful pearl. As she did, Thūwhi returned the favor. The cambion's lips latched on and nursed at Maria's clit.

Yes! screamed through the human's mind.

She trembled, the pair sucking on the other's bud.

That's so good. Ooh, I'm going to explode.

Thūwhi moaned, her passion humming around Maria's clit.

That's amazing! Yes, yes, yes!

She nibbled on Thūwhi's clit. The human's lips played with that bud, wanting to give her lover every delight that she could. Maria suckled with passion. The cambion moaned, trembling on the Samurai. Big breasts rubbed into Maria's stomach. Nipples hard.

The Martyr suckled hard on Maria's clit. The human's legs shuddered. She whimpered, face scrunching up as she moaned around the bud in her mouth. Maria rose on the impending tide of her orgasm.

Her fingers dug into Thūwhi's rump.

Maria's cunt tightened.

She detonated.

Squealing around Thūwhi's clit, the human bucked. Her pussy convulsed, bathing the cambion in juices. The pleasure rushed through Maria's body and drowned her mind. Stars burst across her vision as she savored that wicked delight.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” squealed Thūwhi and then her smoky cream flooded Maria's mouth.

She licked and lapped up the delight. Her tongue fluttered up and down that wonderful fold. She licked and lapped and drank the flood. It was fantastic for Maria to drink Thūwhi's passion while pleasure flooded through her own body.

The human rose to the peak of her orgasm, her tongue licking at Thūwhi's twat. Maria floated at the height of her ecstasy. She quivered there, whimpering. It was such a wonderful delight to sink down into the depths of euphoria, everything forgotten for a little while longer.

“That was amazing, Thūwhi,” Maria moaned.

The cambion rose and turned around. She settled on Maria. Their lips met in a gentle kiss. Tongues dancing around each other, licking up the other's cream. The delights mixed. Maria closed her eyes, glad she wasn't alone in the dark.


Chapter Twenty-Six: Black-Heart Prison

Kulrigiizhai

After stripping out of her adventuring clothing, keeping on her nipple clamps connected by their delicate chain, and eating, Kulrigiizhai leaned against the wall. Starlight streamed through the window, giving her sensitive eyes enough illumination to see.

Shorhe lay on her back, the orc Weapon Master having eaten twice as much food as the elven Psionicist. This was why Shelly made Shorhe's meals with twice as many proportions to them. The human cook was wise.

Her thoughts drifting, Kulrigiizhai pulled out the Black-Heart Diamond. She had found this beneath the Airy Plateau. Her fingers turned it in her hand, feeling the facets. The power of the gemstone. She held a prison in her hand.

“What is that you're playing with?” Shorhe asked.

“What I'm going trap him in for all eternity,” Kulrigiizhai said. “Every day, I'll pull it out and know that his soul is stuck in there, suffering. Unable to hurt anyone again. Trapped from his amusements.”

“It's that powerful, huh?” Shorhe asked.

“It can hold anything. A prison fit for a god.” The elf smiled. “That might even give him a moment of pleasure that I would use something so powerful to seal away such a pathetic being.”

“So that's the Black-Heart Diamond, huh?” Shorhe asked, staring at it. “I've heard about it from the others. Feels darker than the rest of the room.”

“Not even light can escape it,” said Kulrigiizhai. “Not unless you will what's in it free.”

Shorhe shook her head, her thick, purple hair dancing around her face. “Black-Heart... doesn't sound like a good thing to use.”

Kulrigiizhai shrugged. “He isn't a good man.”

“He truly scares you, doesn't he?”

“He does.” Kulrigiizhai ripped her gaze from the stone and glanced out the window. “I'm worried about my sister. Viujaakuya is out there. Has she escaped her bonds?”

“Hopefully,” said Shorhe. “Of course, Marcus was carrying her, so maybe he has her with him.”

“Maybe.” Kulrigiizhai stroke the diamond. It quivered. “She wanted to die to escape him. Agreed to a suicide mission. That is how awful he is, and why he deserves to spend an eternity sealed in this gem.”

“Sounds like it,” Shorhe said, crawling across the room. “But there's no use brooding on the past. Put it away.”

Kulrigiizhai blinked. “Are you giving me an order?”

Shorhe grabbed the chain connecting the elf's nipple clamps and yanked. Pain burst across both Kulrigiizhai's nubs as the teeth bit hard into them. She quivered, her cunt clenching from the agony. It turned into rapture.

“Yes, I am,” Shorhe growled. “Marcus isn't here, so I am in charge.”

“Yes... Shorhe,” the masochistic elf groaned. Shorhe was ahead of her in the harem. Everyone was. Kulrigiizhai was the lowest one. Just where she wanted to be.

She slipped the gem back into her pouch lying nearby, aching for Shorhe to pull on the chain again. To deliver that sharp pressure that would have her quivering in delight. Her ears twitched in anticipation.

Instead, Shorhe unclipped them both. The teeth pulled from her sore nipples. They burst with pain for a moment as the blood rushed back into them, engorging her abused nubs to their full size. A shiver ran through Kulrigiizhai as she savored that delight.

“Mmm,” Shorhe said, her green hands cupping Kulrigiizhai's tits. “Elven boobs. You're as busty as an orc. I thought all you elves were skinny things.”

“There are... exceptional members of every race,” Kulrigiizhai moaned. “My breasts are such a delight.”

“Yes, they are,” Shorhe groaned. “Nearly as big as mine, but...” The orc squeezed. Milk squirted from both nipples and splashed across the orc's own lush mounds. “Mine don't have that creamy treat.”

“A fair point,” groaned Kulrigiizhai. “I suppose this elf is even more exceptional.”

Shorhe smiled. “I don't think I've ever heard you speak of yourself in a positive manner before.”

The elf blinked her eyes. “I supposed I haven't. Not for a long, long time, but Marcus...” Her lips spread in a smile while tears burned in her eyes. “Marcus showed me how much worth he found in me. I'm starting to believe it.”

“Good,” Shorhe said. Then the orc ducked her head down, her thick hair rustling.

She latched onto the elf's nipple and suckled. Throwing back her head, the elf groaned at the delight of her milk squirting into Shorhe's mouth. A quiver ran through Kulrigiizhai, the delight shooting straight down to her juicy cunt.

Her twat clenched every time her milk flowed into Shorhe's mouth. Already, the start of an orgasm that promised to be a spectacular delight built in her. With the proper stimulation, she would burst with rapture. Just explode from the delight that brimmed in her.

She couldn't wait for that wonderful moment.

Luckily for her, she didn't have long to wait.

“Shorhe!” Kulrigiizhai moaned as the orc's thick, calloused fingers stroked over the elf's cuntlips. They brushed her pierced clit, shifting the ring.

Her body shuddered. Milk squirted from her nipple. The elf moaned, loving this. Shorhe's fingers stroked up and down the elf's pussy slit, teasing those delicate folds. The pleasure shooting down from her nipple mixed with the delight stirred up by the orc's digits.

Shorhe thrust two of them into the elf's cunt.

Kulrigiizhai gasped. Her cunt clenched down on the invading digits. Her body quivered, and her boobs jiggled. It felt incredible to have those fingers plunging in and out of her. It was an amazing delight. She groaned, her face contorting from the fantastic pleasure. The bliss spilling out of her cunt only made her nipples feel more amazing as the milk flowed out of her.

The elf rose towards her orgasm. The suckling and fingering brought her closer and closer. She loved nursing the orc while those thick digits reamed at her cunt. A smile grew and grew on Kulrigiizhai's lips.

“Oh, Shorhe,” she whimpered. “By the first tree and acorn! Ooh, ooh, that's great. That's wonderful. This elf loves it. This elf loves it so much!”

Shorhe popped her mouth off the elf's nub to growl, “Good!”

She latched onto the other nipple and suckled hard. Kulrigiizhai moaned. Her legs kicked and spasmed. She groaned, her head tossing from side to side. Her milk squirted over and over again. She loved every second of it. This was an amazing delight.

She groaned, her heart pounding so hard in her chest. She loved every moment of it. Her pussy clenched on those fingers while they stirred her up. The pressure hit that breaking point in the elf's cunt. She whimpered, unable to hold out.

“Shorhe!” she moaned, her pussy clamping down on those thick fingers. “That's so good. That's it. Yes!”

She came.

Her pussy convulsed and writhed around those digits. Her nub burst with delight as more milk squirted into Shorhe's sucking mouth. Pleasure gushed through the elf's body. The rapture spilled over Kulrigiizhai's mind.

“The first tree!” she gasped.

She trembled, loving every moment of it. Her head tossed and boobs jiggled. Stars burst before her vision. The naughty elven Psionicist loved every moment of it. Every last second of cumming. Her thoughts drank in every wave of delight that rushed out of her pussy. She hit the pinnacle of her bliss.

“Oh, Shorhe, thank you,” moaned the elf.

Shorhe popped her mouth off the elf's nipple. “No, no, thank you. Mmm, you know what you have to do now.”

“Maybe make you cum,” the elf said, naughty ideas popping into her mind.

“Damn straight.” The orc turned and knelt there on her hands and knees, her shaved pussy aimed right at the elf's lips.

Kulrigiizhai flicked her tongue out and moved into position. Hefting her left boob in both hands, she brought her fat, pale-pink nipple to the orc's cunt. The elf's ears quivered as she pressed her thick and long nub into the orc's cunt. Hot pussy surrounded her nub.

“Nipple fuck?” asked Shorhe.

“This elf has a wicked idea,” groaned Kulrigiizhai. She squeezed her breast.

Milk squirted out of her nipple and into Shorhe's cunt. The orc gasped, her head throwing back. The milk felt so wonderful flowing out of the elf's nub. Her pussy clenched. She squeezed a second time. A third time.

After the fourth, she released her grasp on her tit. Her nipple popped out. She ducked her head down as the milk leaked out, a creamy delight. She licked at the orc's spicy folds and gathered up her own creamy breast milk.

The flavors mixed on her tongue. She loved those wonderful delights. Her tongue fluttered up and down. She caressed up and down those naughty folds, this wicked heat shooting through her. She wiggled her hips back and forth and feasted.

“That's so wicked,” Shorhe groaned. “Aphounga's shattered sword, that's wild.”

“This elf is glad you approve,” purred Kulrigiizhai.

“You better fucking believe I approve.”

She is starting to adopt Marcus's speech patterns, thought Kulrigiizhai.

Her tongue danced through the orc's cunt. She licked up all the cream that flowed out. Milk and pussy were both delicious, but the former ran out while the latter grew stronger and stronger. The elf squeezed her eyes shut.

She slid a hand up the orc's thigh, caressing her hot skin. She rose higher and higher to the wet pussy. She rubbed against Shorhe's clit, massaging her bud. At the same time, the elf thrust her tongue deep into Shorhe's cunt, bathing in the spicy juices.

Kulrigiizhai swirled her tongue around in the orc's pussy.

“Aphounga's shattered sword, that's good,” Shorhe moaned. “Yes, yes, I like that. Ooh, I like that a lot. That's good. That's real good.”

The elf danced and swirled her tongue around in that cunt. It was such an amazing treat. She licked and lapped and feasted on that yummy pussy. It was a wonderful delight. She danced her tongue around in the orc's sheath, teasing her.

As she feasted on the orc's cunt, the elf gazed at the green ass before her. A puckered asshole peeked out between those meaty cheeks. A wicked idea suffused the elf's thoughts. Something dirty. Something nasty.

She pulled her tongue out of the orc's cunt and replaced it with three delicate fingers. The orc's pussy swallowed those digits with ease, squeezing down on them as Kulrigiizhai pumped them in and out. Then the elf lifted her right breast and placed the nipple into the orc's crack.

Kulrigiizhai squeezed.

Milk fired out and bathed her lover's asshole with milk.

The orc gasped, “You filthy elf. I love it. Whatever you're doing, don't stop.”

Before the milk could dribble away, the elf dropped her tit and pressed her smooth and delicate face between the orc's butt-cheeks. She found the milk and licked it up. Her tongue dragged up the taint to the orc's asshole and licked across the sour sphincter.

The sweet flavor of milk and the earthy taste of ass mingled on the elf's tongue. The orc's cunt clenched down on the elf's digits as she licked again. And again. Kulrigiizhai's tongue lapped over that puckered hole, gathering up all the milk that she could.

It quickly ran dry, leaving her the dirty treat of the orc's sour asshole.

Moaning, Kulrigiizhai danced her tongue around the puckered hole while thrusting her fingers in and out of that hot and juicy cunt. The elf, long ears twitching, thrust her tongue against the middle of the anal ring and drilled.

“Yes, yes, get that naughty tongue in my asshole,” Shorhe moaned.

The elf purred and obeyed.

Her tongue thrust past the anal ring into the velvety heaven of the orc's asshole. Her tongue danced around, savoring the earthy flavor. A wicked shudder ran through Kulrigiizhai. She thrust her fingers in and out of that tight cunt with hard thrusts. That hot twat gripped her fingers.

She churned up that cunt, so eager to make the orc cum. This heat swelled through the naughty elf. Her cunt clenched, juices dribbling down her thighs. She licked and flicked her tongue around in that naughty hole.

She savored the dirty flavor. The orc's holes clenched on the elf's tongue and fingers. Shorhe moaned louder and louder. The elf shuddered, so eager to make her orcish lover cum. She danced her tongue in fast circles into the velvety bowels and buried her digits deep into a silky cunt.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” Shorhe howled, her pussy and asshole convulsing. “Yes!”

The elf ripped her tongue out of the orc's asshole and fingers out of her spasming cunt. Kulrigiizhai darted her lips down to drink up the spicy ambrosia gushing out of the orc's cunt. She let that wonderful delight bathe over her lips.

She closed her eyes, savoring it spilling over her. This was the delight she craved. She licked it up with all she had. Her tongue fluttered up and down. She groaned, nursing up this fantastic delight. She drank it all up.

“Oh, that's so good,” moaned Shorhe. “That's wonderful. Yes, yes, I love it. I love it so much. Ooh, you're driving me wild. You naughty elf!”

The orc shuddered and the pussy cream gushing out of her cunt slowed. The elf was happy to lick it all up, savoring the delight that ran down her chin. Her ears twitched. She was happy right now. She had found her self-worth.

And she would find her sister and Marcus. She would reunite with her family. Together, they would cram him into the Black-Heart Diamond. He would be trapped for all eternity.

Kulrigiizhai couldn't wait for that happy day.


Chapter Twenty-Seven: A Halfling Experiment

Dëshoma

“I must say that I find it quite offensive to be so churlishly accused of breaking our poor and shattered world by those boorish and brutish Circle Breakers,” Dëshoma said as she stripped out of her scant clothing. Not that her habit or skirt hid anything. “Doth not thou find it such rank hypocrisy to be so accused by the very faction who aided and abetted the very villains who doth seek this world's utter destruction?”

“Yep,” Éjyona said, peeling off the leather pasties that covered her nipples. Her boobs jiggled in the light of Dëshoma's halo. “They're real dicks. Dead dicks.”

Dëshoma nodded. The death of any was not something that she felt appropriate to gloat over. Still, they infuriated her. She clenched her asshole down around her butt plug as her skank skirt fell down her stocking-clad thighs.

“I am quite wroth with them and their entire scurrilous organization, and truly there is a mighty part of me which greatly desires for Lord Marcus to smite them and bring low their horrendous faction. Let Lord Marcus grind their flesh into dust and scatter them upon the winds so that not a single grain of their existence doth lie within a league of another.”

“Wow,” Éjyona said. “That's impressive. Still, not much we can do about their accusations right now.”

“Surely, there must be some deed or act which we may perform that shall show these foul villains the truth of what happened and how they are the ones who have sided with the enemies of this world.”

“We can fuck,” Éjyona said.

Dëshoma blinked. “I do not think such a wicked and naughty endeavor on our parts should do much to change their beliefs about us, Lady Éjyona, no matter how eager you clearly are to engage in such naughty behavior.”

“Ooh, I am so ready to engage,” said Éjyona. She rubbed her hands together with glee. “And how do you know that us fucking won't affect how they view us unless we do it?”

“You doth ask me to prove a negative, which is an impossibility,” said Dëshoma. “However, I shall indulge in your carnal experimentation, and we shall see if thy lusty hypothesis has any merit to it or if thou doth only indulge in thy wanton desires to ravish mine body.”

“Totally an experiment and has nothing to do with how much I want to fuck your butt plug in and out of your asshole.” She giggled wickedly. “On your knees, Dëshoma.”

The Seer's asshole clenched down on her butt plug. “I shall entertain thy idea and allow thee to ravish mine asshole with the magical instrument that doth empower mine healing miracles, Lady Éjyona.”

“Good,” the halfling said. “Ooh, gonna ravish me some angelborn booty!”

Dëshoma smiled as she knelt on her hands and knees, her red veil fluttering around her face. She had worn her white veil for several adventures now so was still getting used to this new one. The crimson hue did add something exciting.

The halfling's hands smacked down on both of Dëshoma's butt-cheeks. The angelborn groaned as the Spitfire kneaded her plump rump. A shiver ran through the Seer from the wanton touch. Her halo glowed brighter as her delight swelled.

Éjyona parted Dëshoma's butt-cheeks, exposing her crack and the end of the butt plug thrusting out of her asshole. The halfling slid her dainty, right hand into that crevice and hooked the end of the butt plug with both her fingers. She pulled on them.

Dëshoma moaned, “Oh, Lady Éjyona, that is such a wicked deed thou doth perform on my naughty asshole.”

Her anal ring stretched and stretched. The butt plug popped out. A big burst of pleasure shot through her body. It washed through her flesh. She groaned, her head shaking from side to side. A whimper issued from her lips.

Éjyona jammed the butt plug back into Dëshoma's asshole. She gasped at how good it felt for her anal ring to widen to swallow the cone. It popped back into her. She tossed her head, her virgin's veil fluttering around her face.

“Oh, Lady Éjyona,” groaned the Seer. “I doth applaud thy naughty actions as thou doth ream out mine wicked asshole with the instrument of mine healing prowess.”

“Cool,” Éjyona said, pumping the butt plug in and out of Dëshoma's sphincter. “You just enjoy that. I'm gonna eat me some angelborn pussy!”

Dëshoma only moaned in answer, her body trembling from how wonderful it was to have her asshole so wonderfully reamed by that naughty butt plug. It jammed so deep into her. She quivered, her face contorting with this delight. It rose in her, bringing her closer and closer to that moment of eruption.

Oh, she would have a big burst of pleasure. Just a mighty explosion of bliss.

And it got better as Éjyona nuzzled her lips into the angelborn's turquoise bush to find the virgin folds of her cunt. She always had her maidenhead thanks to the veil she wore. A perpetual virgin for Marcus to delight in deflowering again and again.

A big smile spread on her lips as she remembered the last time he “popped her cherry,” as he colorfully liked to put it.

Éjyona's naughty tongue fluttered up and down Dëshoma's cunt. The pleasure was something she adored. A spectacular delight that would have her bursting with rapture. She wiggled her hips, her cunt dripping with such excitement that the wicked halfling licked up.

“Aphounga's shattered sword, that's good,” purred Éjyona. “You know that. You got a yummy cunt.”

“As do thee, Lady Éjyona,” groaned Dëshoma, her asshole stretching over and over again to take the butt plug thrusting in and out of her rectum. “Verily doth I love to lap and sup at thine yummy cunt until thou doth shower me in cunt cream.”

“I love how you talk!” purred Éjyona. Her tongue flicked Dëshoma's clit.

A spark of pleasure flared through the angelborn. She hummed her delight as Éjyona worked the butt plug in and out of her bowels. Dëshoma shivered, a smile spreading on her lips as the halfling pleasured her pussy and asshole.

This was a wondrous thing for her to be able to enjoy Éjyona's licking. At the same time, the halfling's thrust of the angelborn's butt plug in and out of her sphincter. It was a delight that made her quiver. She groaned, her face contorting from the pleasure. Her head danced from side to side, the veil spilling around her face.

“Oh, that is such a wonderful pleasure,” purred Dëshoma, her orgasm building and building her towards such a mighty burst of rapture.

“So it is!” groaned Éjyona. Her tongue licked across Dëshoma's maidenhead. “Ooh, let's make you burst.”

Éjyona latched her lips around Dëshoma's clit. The angelborn Seer's halo flared bright. Her bowels clenched hard on the butt plug being rammed into her bowels. The sensation melted down to her pussy, mixing with the pleasure of Éjyona's naughty sucking.

The angelborn tossed back her head, light dancing through the room. Her fingers clenched while her round breasts swayed beneath her. Then, with a squeal, that delightful moment happened. Her orgasm arrived.

“Lady Éjyona!” gasped Dëshoma.

Her pussy convulsed. Juices gushed out to bathe Éjyona's hungry mouth. The halfling licked up the cream. Lapping up every drop. The pleasure rushed through Dëshoma and drowned her mind. Ecstasy bathed her thoughts.

“Yummy!” cooed Éjyona, her tongue licking up and down the angelborn's folds.

Dëshoma trembled, her bowels rippling around the butt plug while her virgin pussy spilled out more passion onto Éjyona's tongue. The angelborn hit the peak of her pleasure. She quivered there, shuddering from the delight.

Then she panted. “Oh, Lady Éjyona, I must now administer onto thee the same bliss that thou didst wrought upon mine flesh. I doth desire to deliver onto thee all the rapture in this broken and sad world.”

“Deal,” Éjyona said. “Though that's a tall order. Can you do it?”

“Unlike thee, I do not boast about my skills, so when I say to thee I shall deliver such rapture upon thy naughty cunt, then thou canst rest assured that thou wilt quiver in ecstasy ere the hour is over.”

“Deal,” Éjyona said. She scrambled over to her gear and reached into her pouch. She plucked out a golden dildo attached to a leather harness. “An Okzira original.”

A momentary pang filled Dëshoma's heart. She missed Okzira, the dwarven blacksmith, and the other women of Marcus's harem that remained behind at the base camp. They were overdue now. Did Shelly worry? Did Nîya fret?

“Fuck me hard, oh wise Seer,” Éjyona said with a big grin on her lips. She thrust the strap-on dildo at Dëshoma. “Make me squeal like a naughty slut!”

“An easy task to complete since thou art a naughty slut, Lady Éjyona, who doth crave all the carnal delights in this world.”

“Yep,” Éjyona said and knelt there, wiggling her bronze ass at the angelborn. “Come and fuck me.”

“Patience, Lady Éjyona, for I have not yet donned the instrument of pleasure that I shall ravish thy pussy with in a most diligent and passionate manner.”

“Ooh, ravish away,” groaned Éjyona. “I am so ready for that. Yes, yes, yes, fuck me hard.”

Dëshoma smiled as she stood up and stepped into the leather harness. She worked the strap-on up her thighs, operating with care to make sure that she pulled it up and over her hips. She finally seated it, the dildo thrusting out before her. She nodded in satisfaction.

Falling to her knees, Dëshoma smacked the golden dildo upon Éjyona's rump. The bronze-hued ass rippled from the impact. The tiny halfling cooed in delight. She had a child's stature but a woman's figure. Curving hips and round breasts. And a pussy that could take the biggest dick with ease.

Dëshoma drew back her hips and slid the dildo across Éjyona's butt-crack. The tip nuzzled down the crevice to the halfling's taint and then to her shaved pussy which dripped with pussy cream. The scent of their hot cunts mixed in the air. A heady melange.

Breathing deeply, Dëshoma thrust her hips forward.

She buried her dildo into Éjyona's cunt. The base of the shaft pressed on Dëshoma's clit. Sparks of delight burst and showered through her cunt. Her boobs jiggled and her veil swayed. She gripped the halfling's hips and drew back.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Éjyona squealed in delight. “Ooh, that's it. That's what I want and need. Fuck my pussy. Yes, yes, just fuck my twat hard. You're going to make me cum.”

“I most certainly am going to make thee explode in rapture, Lady Éjyona, as I do ravish thy cunt with this wicked instrument,” groaned Dëshoma as she thrust forward again.

“Ak!” Éjyona groaned, saying the activation word.

The dildo vibrated to life. It hummed in the halfling's cunt and against Dëshoma's clit. The buzzing base sent delight spilling through the angelborn. She thrust forward again, plunging the toy back into her Éjyona's twat.

The halfling moaned, her head tossing from side to side as Dëshoma pumped her hips. She drove the vibrator in and out of Éjyona's cunt. The pleasure built in Dëshoma's virgin pussy. She swelled towards it, rising nearer and nearer to that point of exploding.

“Ooh, oho, that's it!” Éjyona moaned. “Pound my pussy! Yes, yes, I love Okzira's toys!”

“She doth possess a rare genius in the art of feminine delights that do come closer to rivaling the prowess of our beloved and virile Lord Marcus,” groaned Dëshoma, her boobs bouncing and heaving as she plowed the golden dildo in Éjyona's cunt.

“Ooh, yes!” Éjyona tossed her head. “Aphounga's shattered sword, I'm going to cum on this toy.”

“That doth fill my heart with such delight knowing that thou shalt soon writhe in glorious bliss and explode with such wanton delight upon this naughty substitute that our wanton blacksmith hath forged for our delight.”

“Yes!” squealed the halfling.

Dëshoma's hips pumped forward hard and fast, driving her dildo over and over into the Spitfire's juicy cunt. Pleasure burst from the Seer's clit with her every thrust into that delightful pleasure. She groaned, pumping away with such heat. Such fierce passion. It was a pleasure. A joy to behold.

She buried hard and fast into that twat, ramming with such prowess into the halfling's cunt. Dëshoma groaned, her halo pulsing as her own orgasm neared its bursting, the humming base stimulating her clit perfectly.

“Oh, that's so good,” whimpered Éjyona. “I'm almost there. Just thrust hard into me.”

Dëshoma did, her boobs bouncing as her crotch smacked into the halfling's rump.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” squealed Éjyona.

Her small body trembled. The halfling's cries echoed through the room as she came. Dëshoma savored that delight as she drew back, almost to her own pleasure. She plunged the vibrating dildo to the hilt in Éjyona's twat. The buzzing base massaged the angelborn's clit.

“Lady Éjyona!” gasped Dëshoma.

She came.

Her halo flared so bright as her pussy convulsed. Juices gushed out of her. They spilled down her thighs, overwhelming her sapphire bush. Her breasts bounced and heaved. A huge smile spread across her lips as she savored this amazing bliss.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes!” Éjyona cried. “Ooh, I love this toy.”

Dëshoma only moaned, her eloquence replaced by the most simple and primal means of expressing the rapture rushing through her body. Her boobs bounced and her veil rustled about her shoulders. Pleasure drowned her mind. She gasped as her pleasure died.

“Ka,” groaned Éjyona. The dildo stopped vibrating. “Ooh, that was good.”

“Thou art most correct that this was a good and delicious pleasure that did flood both our bodies with the euphoria our wanton flesh doth crave, Lady Éjyona.” She looked around. “Alas, I fear that the Circle Breakers hath not accepted their mistake and corrected their slanderous accusations that the fault with the world's travails at all lie upon our shoulders.”

“Well, it was worth a shot,” Éjyona said, crawling off the dildo.

“Indeed, it was.”


Chapter Twenty-Eight: Severed Wing

Twist

How are you here, Grunt? thought Twist as she huddled atop the roof to camp.

She knew he hadn't let her go, but how did he know she was here? She hadn't even been here a day. Didn't even know where here was. Some ruined city, but the state of the world, that could be a lot of places.

Only one way that Grunt could have found her made any sense to the dragonborn Ninja. Her former adoptive father, her former pimp and crime boss, had been informed by Mark Taylor. I bet that fucker's lurking around here, too. He's up to some mischief.

Why we spilled out into the world here. Destiny's Marcus's bitch. He shows up where he's needed.

Like at the desperate fight at the bottom of the Pit. Twist, Maria, Shorhe, Thūwhi, and Deillae would have perished if Marcus had not arrived with Dëshoma, Éjyona, and Kulrigiizhai. He had shown up just when he was needed to reunite the party and see they survived those events.

Purple light blazed. She stood up to see another barrier bursting out of the ground and shooting up into the air. Twist shook her head as the distant rumble of a building's collapse reached her ears. She put her foot on the small wall that ran around the flat roof and shook her head.

The world was destroying itself. This had to be stopped. She had no idea how.

All she could do was watch the night pass, hoping to spot some clue that would lead to Marcus or to Grunt. She found none. All she spotted were the grotesque horrors that lurked in the city. Black oozes, scuttling columns, humantulas, and other such bizarre chimeras.

Mistakes one and all.

The night passed. The sun dawned, rising purple through the greater barrier that surrounded the city. Twist climbed down off her roof. She had people to find. They had to be around this forsaken place somewhere.

She padded forth silently on her Ninjutsu Slippers.

Not long after she started, another purple barrier burst out of the ground. Hope no one was in it.

*  \ * /  *

The next morning, Deillae and I woke up to begin our day. We were Level 55 and that meant new gear for us to don. She pulled on a silvery habit made of spun mithril. It had a matching veil and a diamond cutout that showed off the inner slopes of her small breasts. It wasn't like Dëshoma's.

Deillae didn't show off her nipples.

It gave her faster cast time on her miracles and the ability, once per day, to double-cast her next three spells.

I had my Angelic Celestial Gold Breastplate and Pauldrons. The golden armor, with heavy pauldrons to protect my shoulders, had angelic wings sculpted into the front. They spread wide. I felt my resistance to unholy damage rise. Once per day, I could smite evil and deal massive holy damage on my next attack.

It would not miss.

I replaced my Black-Tinged Elf Silver Breastplate and Pauldrons. They also resisted unholy damage, but not as much as my new set.

The rest of my gear was the same. I was armored, my cloak fluttering behind me, my ax and tower shield in hand. Deillae wore her slippers and her skank skirt, but hers came with a thong so she wasn't flashing her ass and pussy like Dëshoma. She clutched her bible in her hand, smiling.

“Let's find our lovers, Marcus!”

“Yes!” Iris cheered as she buzzed around us.

I couldn't help but smile my agreement. I wanted to find them, too. That would be a perfect thing for us to do. We headed downstairs and out of the building. I peered out at the streets, listening for any monsters crawling about.

I didn't hear anything, so I led her out of the building and onto the ruined street. The morning sunlight streamed down the streets that ran east to west, the shadows of the buildings falling on us as we headed north. There was something so tranquil about it.

Almost peaceful despite the ruin.

We had only gone two blocks when the ground beneath my feet shook. I looked around, fear shooting through me. The shaking grew more intense. Iris squeaked in fear and shot down the street away from us.

She normally wasn't hurt by enemies, a noncombatant that they couldn't touch.

“Marcus!” she squeaked.

I grabbed Deillae to me, acting on instinct. I activated my Angelic Blessing. My resistance to unholy damage surged through me while a pair of white-feathered wings burst out of my back, my armor reshaping itself to accommodate them.

Purple burst around us. A circle of hexagons forming a barrier surged upward. We were about to be cut off. Deillae screamed in fear as my wings beat hard. My heart exploded with adrenaline, the exhilaration flooding my body.

Deillae clung to me as I beat my wings as fast as I could. I soared up into the air, leaving the ground far behind. The wall rose around us. I had to get over it. I couldn't let us get trapped. I squeezed tight to Deillae.

It was surging up so fast, but so was I. I had all that Strength propelling my wings. Fear, too. I climbed higher and higher, edging for it. I could see the top. I beat harder and harder, rising above it. The sky was growing so blue around us.

I shot over the wall.

It hissed up over us, clipping my right wing and severing the end third. I gasped as we tumbled. We plummeted towards the distant city below. It hurtled up at us as I fought to arrest our fall. I spread my wings wide, but that just spun us more.

I flapped them, struggling to gain lift. Buildings rushed up at us. We would smash to a pulp on the ground. I groaned, flight feathers ripping from my wings as I struggled to get any lift after this disaster.

We stopped spinning. I groaned, my stomach sloshing. Deillae held on tight, her screams ringing in my ears. We were drifting down now in a slow spiral. I couldn't keep flying. We were coming down thanks to my damaged wing.

I scanned the ground, deciding where I wanted to set down. I saw some figures on a distant roof pointing at me. Then a hulking abomination strode down another street, its body made of multiple corpses fused into one. I shuddered. We were getting closer and closer. I had to make a decision now while I still had the altitude to control myself.

Then I spotted something and cursed.

“Hang on,” I told Deillae and swooped over a building.

“I am never letting go!” Deillae shouted.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Wanting to find that bastard Grunt, Twist moved along the roofs. She prowled across them, knowing the roaches who served that orc bastard would be up here. She had barely gotten to the next roof when she spotted a figure.

He saw her, jumped, and then leaped over to the next roof, running.

Hunch triggered.

Twist rolled her eyes. She didn't need her passive ability to know this was a trap. But she decided to trigger it anyways. She jumped across the roof and ran after him. The figure jumped down into a hole in the next roof over. She paused, studying it, then jumped out at the building. She hit the side of it and activated Climb.

Her ability let her climb fast and with skill. She moved to a window and activated Vanish. She climbed through it with care, not making a sound. She spotted the thief panting. He stared up at the ceiling where he had dropped down, waiting.

She ignored him and studied the rest of the room. She didn't see anything, but there were others here somewhere. She moved towards the visible Rogue with care. She would kill him and then flush out the others.

From her left, four Rogues appeared, their throwing stars hissing through the air. They slammed into her body, tearing up her flesh. She shuddered and reeled back from the blows, her Hit Points burning from her.

How did they spot me? she thought while cursing, “Mother fuckers!”

They charged at her, their footsteps kicking up dust...

Just like her invisible steps had done. Cursing at herself for being an idiot, she didn't Shadow Cloak. Instead, she activated her Ghostly Nose Ring. Her body became spectral before the first dagger could strike her.

Immune to all damage, she allowed their blades to plunge through her flesh as she downed a healing potion, drinking the blessed angel pussy cream. It surged her up. She unleashed Know Weakness on the nearest and now Shadow Cloaked. The moment she vanished, she applied Weaken Poison to her tanto and Vital Stabbed the first.

He screamed in pain. She maneuvered for another Vital Stab when one threw a bag down that burst around her. It coated her invisible form in glittering dust. She cursed, utterly outlined and unable to hide.

“You can't escape Grunt!” snarled the one who threw it.

She buried a Vital Stab into his chest as they attacked her, the seconds ticking down before her spectral protection ran out. She retreated, thrusting with her dagger, hurting them, but not doing nearly enough damage.

She was fucked.

*  \ * /  *

I descended towards the hole the figure had jumped down. Twist had Vanished near a window. I had to assume she was nearby. I banked as well as I could with my damaged wing, the time running out on the duration. I lined up above the hole and released the effect.

I fell twenty feet, plunging through the opening, and landing in the building. I let Deillae go and drew my ax and shield. Glittering dust surrounded five figures and Twist. They were all attacking, her body insubstantial.

Twist burst into laughter. “You five are fucked!”

I grinned and Yelled as I charged forward. “You better believe it!”

My Zeal spilled over the enemy, pulling all but one of them off Twist. They rushed at me as my ax blazed with holy energy. Deillae prayed while Consecrated Ground burst around me. The Rogues who rushed to attack me grimaced at the pain of the divine energy zapping their feet.

Vigorous Prayer fell on me.

I grinned and then Holy Explosion exploded around me. The holy energy slammed into the rogues. They screamed in pain, their attacks faltering. I re-activated Holy Blade and slammed a Defending Strike into the nearest.

The fucker dodged the attack.

Knives stabbed at me. They struck my armor and shield. One buried into my arm, blood spurting from the wound. I unleashed another Holy Explosion that tore through them. They couldn't dodge that attack.

“I beseech thee to unleash thy holy passion upon mine enemy!” prayed Deillae.

A beam of white energy struck one of the Rogues. He gasped in pain and reeled back. Suddenly, it felt so easy to hit him thanks to Holy Passion, Deillae's newest miracle. I slammed my Defending Strike into his face and cut him down. He landed hard.

Twist grinned as she stabbed the one she fought hard. I activated Clarity so my next six attacks would hit, and laid into the three bastards fighting me. Holy Sweeps crashed into them, hacking them up while their daggers clanged off my shield.

Twist finished hers off and my ax cut down three in a single Holy Sweep. They crashed to the ground around me. From one fluttered a piece of paper. It landed on the floor showing off Twist's face. A reward for her 'wanted alive' on the front.

“Friends of yours?” I asked as I sheathed my ax.

“Grunt's men,” Twist said and bent over to start looting the one she killed. Any of my other women would have flown into my arms and kissed me. I smiled. Twist had her priorities.

“Who's Grunt?”

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The Ninja sighed as she dug through the pockets of the fucker she'd killed. Her tongue stud clanked into the back of her teeth. “He's the orc bastard who raised me.”

Marcus grunted. “And he put a bounty on your head?”

“He made me repay every coin he spent raising me,” Twist said. “Why I became a Rogue so I didn't have to be a whore no longer. But I paid him back. That's why I left the party. I had all the money I needed for my debt. Only he doesn't care.” She sneered. “'“What is owed can never be repaid. Work awaits.' That's what he sent me in a message after we got back from Dihhomamer's temple but before we split up to go to the elf and halfling cities.”

Marcus spat. “We'll deal with him. You're not his bitch.”

Twist grinned. “I'm yours. Good to see you. I'd suck your cock and let Deillae fuck me in the ass with a strap-on, but we got places to be. I want outta this city. Found a Shardpool yet?”

“Not yet.” He looked around. “First we have to find the others.”

“That's a given.” She stood up and spat on the corpse. “Just a few lousy coins. And his weapons. Cheapskate.” She turned to one of the Rogues Marcus had killed. “Let's see if they're any better.”

Marcus only laughed. Twist had no idea why.


Chapter Twenty-Nine: Shed Blood

Maria du Marne

Maria slipped on her halter bra. The too-large cups lifted her round breasts. The moment she clasped it, the magic activated. Her boobs swelled in size to fill the bra, her bare nipples getting bigger, too. In moments, she had breasts to rival Kulrigiizhai and Thūwhi.

“That is a stirring sight to behold,” said Thūwhi.

Maria smiled at the demonborn Martyr. “It's interesting to do.” She pulled the shadowy nipple ring from her right nub and shoved it in her pack. “Marcus loves them.”

“Marcus loves boobs in all shapes and sizes.” Thūwhi buckled on her bustier breastplate. “New nipple rings?”

“Uh-huh,” Maria said. She started threading the celestial gold rings through her nipples, shivering at the delight. “Honor rings. They let me deal extra damage while dueling. Once per day, they let me hit with my next five attacks. As much as I like the damage reduction, the old piercing can't compete.”

“I get that,” said Thūwhi. “I want to get down to around fifteen percent of my Hit Points as soon as possible so Utmost Blood will trigger.”

Maria shook her head. “That's so insane.”

Thūwhi shrugged. She pulled out her new Martyr's Celestial Gold Kite Shield. “This will help. The once-per-day ability lets me use my Hit Points in place of Technical Points or Magic Points.” As a hybrid class, she used both point pools. Maria only had TP. “And it always increases my Faith.”

The kite shield had a red tinge to the gold and a drop of blood worked into the front as a coat of arms. Thūwhi wore it with ease. Her other hand held her morning star. She rolled her shoulders and looked around the room as if making sure they had picked up all their gear.

“Shall we?” Thūwhi asked.

“Lead on,” Maria said. She kept her katana and wakizashi sheathed. The ability to draw her primary weapon with Iaijutsu Draw to deal massive amounts of damage was too necessary.

They stepped out into the morning streets. Off in the distance, another barrier crashed up. Maria shuddered, praying none of her loved ones were trapped in one of those. It would be horrifying. There would be no way to get them out.

Are those popping out all over the world? she wondered. Or just here?

“I hope the others—”

Pain burst in Maria's guts. She gasped as a man wearing leather armor and a bandanna appeared to her right. Then more agony ripped into her stomach as a second Rogue appeared. Her Hit Points plummeted towards a quarter. Thūwhi screamed, getting hit, too, but her heavier armor negating more of the damage.

“You will pay for that!” cried Thūwhi. She lifted her morning star. It suddenly sprayed with blood and she lost half her maximum Hit Points, plummeting her down to twelve percent of her total to deal quadruple damage. Utmost Blood triggered, her new passive ability that greatly increased her damage when below fifteen percent damage.

Sweeping Strike slammed her morning star into three of the four enemies, the maximum it could hit. The blow struck them all for massive damage, the spikes of the morning star ripping into their flesh. They reeled from the blows and cried out in pain as they staggered back.

Maria fell into Perfect Form and cried, “You're mine!” challenging the last Rogue to a Duel. As she did that, she unleashed Iaijutsu Strike. She ripped her katana from its sheath and cut the enemy in half.

She killed him in a single blow. She gasped at that, the pieces of the enemy slamming to the ground. Blood dripped from her sword. She turned to face the other three, only for them to Shadow Cloak, pulling invisibility over their bodies.

“Heal yourself!” cried Maria to Thūwhi.

Thūwhi unleashed two Healing Touches on herself before the three blows fell. The knives were buried into her flesh. She survived the first two, but the third one dropped Thūwhi beneath 0 HP. She dropped to Death's Door, on the verge of dying.

Maria ripped a Splash Potion of Protection out of her bag with her off-hand and slammed it at her feet. The liquid spilled over her, increasing her defense. Next, she activated her Iceblight Boots. A burst of cold swept from her and froze two of them immobile but the third escaped and Vanished. She shuddered and dodged.

He still hit her, dropping her into the critical. She Dueled him and drew her wakizashi and used Guard Break to knock him out of his stance with a quick smack of her off-hand sword. As he reeled, leaving him open to being dealt critical damage, she Quick Stepped behind him and cut him down. His body dropped and hit the ground with a satisfying thump.

The other two were frozen. They had gone invisible, but she could see right where they were. She rushed at the nearest one and slashed her blade. One, two, three normal attacks cut into him. He screamed in pain and then his corpse appeared, falling over, feet still frozen to the ground.

But only for a second.

The Iceblight Boots effect ended. The final rogue, invisible, broke free. She froze and waited. She was a Samurai now. The epitome of a dueling class. She counted her heartbeats, waiting for the perfect time when the enemy would attack.

When Twist would attack her foes.

After all those levels fighting with the dragonborn Ninja, Maria had learned a lot about Twist's timing. She used it against the Rogues.

Now! screamed through her soul.

Maria Quick Stepped to attack a nearby tree, the ability requiring a target. As she darted in a blur of speed, time slowing for her, she saw the Rogue appear, his knife plunging to where she had stood a heartbeat ago. She hit the tree, a dozen paces away. He blinked in shock as she Dueled him and Quick Stepped again.

He had just turned and spotted her, his hand darting for a throwing star, when she flashed across the ground and cut him in the back. He screamed in pain, stumbling. He whirled, but she was already behind him, unleashing another Quick Step and burning through her TP.

Her katana slashed from his shoulder to his waist. He flopped forward and fell dead. The experience rushed through her, almost bringing her up to Level 56. A pity because that would restore Thūwhi to full Hit Points.

Maria drew her last health potion and poured it down Thūwhi's throat. The cambion spasmed and then opened her eyes. She groaned and pushed herself up, wounds still adorning her ruddy flesh. Maria's body hurt.

“Maybe being that low is a bad idea?” Maria asked.

“Why?” Thūwhi asked as she rose. “We won.”

“But you lost a lot of blood.”

A smile spread on the cambion's lips. “Maria, I'm a Martyr. We shed blood so others do not have to.”

Then Thūwhi placed a hand on Maria and healed her.


Chapter Thirty: Lizards and Worms

Kulrigiizhai

Psionic Rupture exploded with blue energy on the small lizard things that were attacking Shorhe. The ones in the radius died.

More boiled up out of the cracks in the street and swarmed over Shorhe. The small things, no bigger than the elven Psionicist's hand, were swarming the orcish Weapon Master from every side. Their bites did little damage alone, but dozens of them were biting at her exposed flesh.

“Khoukiri's ugly face!” roared Shorhe. She smashed them with her boots. She ripped them off with her hands and crushed them to a bloody pulp. She ripped them off of her, but more were boiling up around her, hissing for her blood.

Kulrigiizhai concentrated.

Psionic Rupture burst from the elf's mind and exploded across the street, killing them, but they were coming up just as fast. A fresh hundred had appeared in the heartbeat after her spell's effect ended, rushing at Shorhe.

The orc used Bandage to gain back some of her dwindling Hit Points as the next swarm rushed in. Kulrigiizhai gripped her staff, thinking, This is insanity. How many are beneath her? How can they come up so fast? I would have to multi-cast spells. Have them go off one after the other.

She activated her Fire Pine Staff of Elemental Mastery to triple cast her next spell for no MP but it must deal three different types of elemental damage. With Elemental Affinity she could make any non-elemental spell into one. She used that on Psionic Rupture and concentrated.

They burst in succession. A ball of fire immolated the lizards swarming over Shorhe. Crackling lightning sizzled the next wave that boiled out of the ground. Howling wings picked up the third group and flung their soft bodies into the ground dashing them to pieces.

No more arose.

Bodies of lizards lay all about Shorhe. There were thousands of them. The orc panted and applied another Bandage, regaining more of her Hit Points as she wrapped the linen cloth around the wounds. She was above half.

“I can't believe that,” panted Shorhe. “What were those things?”

“I don't know.” Movement attracted Kulrigiizhai's attention. She stared at the smashed bodies around Shorhe's feet. Many of them were twitching. Writhing. They weren't spasms. Something beneath their skin was wriggling about.

Worms covered in gore burst from the bodies and sprang at Shorhe. Their small bodies smacked into her arm and flesh. They latched on whatever exposed flesh they could find, biting at her. She screamed in pain.

And that was only some of the bodies, the first ones killed. The other dead ones were also wriggling.

Shorhe's Swordmaster Bracers gleamed. She suddenly stopped taking damage, the worms biting her but not harming her. “Only ten seconds,” snarled Shorhe as she grabbed a bandage. More worms were bursting out of the bodies. “Kulri, too many for me to kill! All you!”

She concentrated and Psionic Rupture killed the worms on her only for the next wave to burst around the orc. They launched themselves, some dashing their soft bodies on her armor, but the others found her flesh. The ten seconds ticked down.

Shorhe would never survive this. The corpses of the dead lizards protected the worms from Psionic Rupture. Kulrigiizhai had to concentrate and pray. Fear rippled through her. Those last three waves she had killed in three seconds...

How was Shorhe surviving them?

Psionic Rupture burst around Shorhe, killing the worms. The orc's immunity was almost up. The next wave of the biting worms burst free and sprang not at Shorhe, but at Kulrigiizhai. The elf screamed as they slammed into her body. Her cloth armor did nothing to protect her.

A hundred little mouths bit her everywhere. Her Hit Points evaporated. She staggered, losing concentration as she hurtled towards her death. There was nothing she could do. It was over for her and Shorhe.

Fire exploded around her body, burning away the worms on her flesh. She felt them die. A heartbeat later, healing energy flowed into her flesh, mending most of the wounds she had taken. Kulrigiizhai staggered, her heart hammering in her chest.

Who had just arrived? She spun around and gasped.

Dëshoma and Éjyona stood there.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

“We have thee, Lady Kulrigiizhai,” Dëshoma said as more of the dead lizards writhed on the ground in such a disgusting manner. The angelborn Seer shuddered at the horror of it.

“Yep!” Éjyona said, rushing forward with her gun in hand.

The next wave of worms burst from the corpses and leaped towards Éjyona now. Her shotgun exploded with fire once more. A blast of it that engulfed the little pests, reducing them to ash. Éjyona laughed as Shorhe stepped out of the way.

Fire erupted from her shotgun two more times, consuming the last of them. The halfling Spitfire grinned, resting her gun on her shoulder. She spun around, her round breasts heaving, leather pasties covering her nipples.

The Level Up hit, throwing them to 56. The urge to upgrade a skill fell on Dëshoma, but she had no inclination to attend to that at this exact moment.

“Looks like we arrived in the nick of time.” A big grin spread on her lips. “You may now fall down and worship me.”

“Worship you?” Shorhe asked. She grabbed the halving by the scruff of the neck and lifted her off the ground with ease. The orc turned the squirming halfling and kissed her on the mouth.

Éjyona abandoned her resistance and threw her arms around the orc's neck, their tongues dueling. Dëshoma smiled at the reunion then sauntered to Kulrigiizhai. The elf turned, her big tits heaving, the platinum nipple clamps gleaming in the morning sunlight.

“I am pleased to see thee, Lady Kulrigiizhai, and to keep thee in perfect health for verily it is a crime to mar thy large bosom.” Dëshoma cupped the elf's big breasts, squeezing them. “I am most heartened to restore these magnificent attributes of thy feminine and fertile prowess so that all may gaze upon them and delight in their plump perfection.”

“Thank you, Dëshoma,” Kulrigiizhai answered, a smile spreading on the lips of the elf. She shared those more often these days.

They make thy face shine like the radiant sun especially when thou doth shower thy smile upon Lord Marcus, thought the Seer.

She leaned in and kissed the taller elf, their lips meeting in passion. Tongues slid together and danced. The hard, golden nipples topping Dëshoma's breasts rubbed into the bountiful softness of Kulrigiizhai's tits. Delight ran down to the angelborn's exposed pussy, more dewdrops adorning her turquoise bush.

She broke the kiss only to be swept up in the green arms of Shorhe. The orc Weapon Master grabbed the angelborn Seer's exposed rump and lifted her off the ground. Dëshoma's tits pressed into the hard metal of Shorhe's breastplate. Their lips melted together in heated passion, Dëshoma's arms going around her lover's neck.

She whimpered, so glad to be reunited with two more of her family. Her pussy clenched with hope that the others were assembling. Marcus, Deillae, and Twist seemed to have united. Maria and Thūwhi also fought together, based on the way their resources dwindled.

Thūwhi had nearly died not long ago, but Maria must have done something to restore her.

Shorhe broke the kiss and set Dëshoma down. The orc grinned. “Now this is what I am talking about. Healer, tank, and two damage dealers. Time to go all out on this damned city and get out of here, Aphounga's shattered sword, I want to find the rest.”

“And we shall find all those that we doth love and be reunited with them in happy and familiar bliss,” Dëshoma said, selecting Arcane Therapy to be upgraded. She needed her healing to keep pace with both the increasing Hit Points of her companions and the increasing damage their enemies dealt.

“Well, any idea which way to go?” Éjyona asked. “Should we just pick at random?”

“Allow me to gain some Insight into that,” Dëshoma said, closed her eyes, and began praying to her Goddess.


Chapter Thirty-One: The Importance of Looting

Twist

“So if this Grunt dick is here,” Marcus said, “where are we going to find him?”

“He'll be on the rooftops,” Twist said. “He's a Crime Boss.” Back at Level 30 when Twist chose between Spy and Burglar, she had made a different choice from Grunt. As a Burglar, her final path to walk when she hit Level 50 would have been between Crime Boss and Shadowmaster.

Grunt took the path that would make him the most money and give him the most prestige. Other Rogues wanted to follow a Crime Boss. They were drawn to their natural abilities to guide them to loot. They very pinnacle of the underworld.

“Then let's get up there and find him,” Marcus said. “I want to kick this guy's ass. He's been a real dick. Getting on my damned nerves.”

“Of course, Marcus,” said Twist.

“Isn't that going to be hard?” Deillae asked. “I'm not really an athletic character.”

Twist pointed up at pieces of debris that had fallen between buildings, providing makeshift bridges, along with the large trees that were growing everywhere and their sturdy branches. “At your level, you have enough Strength and Dexterity to make it across even as a pure Faith build.”

“I'll carry you if I have to,” Marcus added. “Twist, lead the way.”

She winked and then looked for the fastest way up that Deillae could manage. Twist scampered up it and reached the roof. Marcus followed with ease. Even Deillae managed, though not with quite as much brute force as Marcus used. He hauled himself up in all that armor without even breaking a sweat. Deillae appeared a few moments later, sweat glistening on her brow, but she still had her wind.

“Guess I am stronger than I thought,” she muttered. “Guess being Level 55 goes a long way.”

Twist nodded then led them across the roof. She strutted over debris and branches with ease, her hips swaying, her thong riding in her butt-crack. Marcus grunted across and Deillae scampered with a surprising amount of grace.

That fey heritage of hers, perhaps, Twist thought as they kept going.

Not long after they started, Marcus went stiff. “Crap, Thūwhi. She's down and Maria's nearly dead.”

But before they could even start to search for them, Maria pulled a win, the experience gauge reaching towards max. Thūwhi gained conciseness. Relief billowed through Twist only for fear to squeeze her as Shorhe took massive damage and then Kulrigiizhai nearly died. Only to be healed.

“Dëshoma's found them,” said Marcus. “And Éjyona's with them. Thank god.”

The level-up hit them a moment later. Twist felt the urge to upgrade. She picked Elemental Poison. She had a feeling that it would be more useful than Weakened Poison. If she knew the right element to use, then it would deal more damage. And even if the enemy had no elemental weakness, she wasn't losing out on any damage. There would only be strange cases where Weaken Poison would be better.

Hopefully.

The three of them continued on, eyes scanning. Then the sounds of footsteps drew her attention. Cloth rustling. Twist motioned them down and then padded to the edge of the building. Marcus and Deillae lurked behind her, out of sight of the streets below.

Twist peered down, tongue stud clicking against the back of her teeth.

*  \ * /  *

“Well?” I asked when Twist padded back over to Deillae and me.

“There's a group of Circle Breakers down there,” Twist reported. “Those fucking mages almost killed me once.”

I spat. I wanted to fall on them. “Which way are they headed?”

“East,” Twist said. “They're moving away from where Grunt is.”

I itched to kill them, but I didn't like that Grunt and his Rogues were hunting us. I could feel him at my back, his knife ready to plunge into me the moment I grew distracted. “Let's keep going. I want to find your old boss and deal with him. Then we can take care of the Circle Breakers and get the fuck out of this city.”

“Sounds good,” Iris said, flashing me a big thumbs up. She had a huge grin on her lips, her wings buzzing with her excitement.

Twist shrugged.

She headed across the roof and peered around. Then she grinned and pointed to a beam that had fallen across the street. It was a level down from us. She just hopped down on it and ran up to the roof on the other side where it ended. She jumped off with ease.

“Why does she have to make that look so easy?” Deillae asked.

“Right?” I asked and then swept my feyborn Abbess up into my arms. Her veil fluttered as she gasped in shock. Then she giggled, smiling at me.

I winked at her and jumped off the wall. She gasped. A second later, I landed on the beam, using my Dexterity to keep my balance. It was only my third-worst stat. Intelligence was my lowest. I charged up it, the beam shifting beneath me.

Levels really did matter. Even ten levels ago, I would have fallen and broken my neck. Instead, I reached the top and jumped off beside Twist. I set Deillae down. She had a hot gleam in her yellow eyes and winked at me.

I grinned back at her.

“You two can flirt once Grunt's dead,” Twist hissed. “I'm sick and tired of him.”

I could only imagine. Just like I was getting sick and tired of my doppelganger. Mark Fucking Taylor had to be stopped. He shouldn't be such a bitch and ruin the best thing that ever happened to us. I couldn't believe he was a part of me.

Dick!

We crossed the roof, Twist peering down at the street below to make sure it was clear, when something crackled in the air. She shot her head to the right. I looked in that direction. What was that sound? It came from the direction of the rising sun which was shining in my eyes. I held up my hand to shield my eyes.

I caught a flash of something dark in the sky. I looked up and saw a wriggling body. It was a floating eel, its sinuous body wiggling to “swim” through the sky. It had long whiskers that were crackling with electricity.

“Shit!” I yelled, seeing two more behind it. “In the sky!”

The electricity burst from it, but instead of a burst of electric damage shooting down and engulfing me, the sky went white. I grunted and stumbled back, blinking my eyes against the glare. Only my vision didn't return. My boots crunched on the roof.

“Fucker,” hissed Twist. “I can't see.”

“Me either,” I growled. “Deillae?”

Something slimy crashed into my face. Then electric current discharged through me. I screamed, my Hit Points dropping. I stumbled back, the pain spasming through my body. Deillae screamed a moment later, her HP falling.

“You fucking assholes!” I Yelled, buffing my stuff. Then I unleashed Zeal, dropped my Consecrated Ground, and activated Holy Blade. I raised my shield, struggling to block as another eel struck me and dealt me damage. I swung my ax, missing. Consecrated Ground attacked them. Their flesh sizzled, but I couldn't tell if the area of effect ability was hurting them.

Then suddenly I could see. The blind debuff hadn't worn off. Deillae was nearby, her diamond stiletto heels twinkling for a moment.

“Thanks!” I growled, the three eels all around me. “You want some, fuckers?”

I unleashed my upgraded Holy Eruption. The buff on my sword burst in white light that slammed into all of them. Deillae prayed as I reactivated my Holy Blade and swung a Defending Strike at the nearest fucker.

I struck and electricity discharged into my body. I shuddered at that, but the damage was minimal. I raised my shield and blocked the next attack, knocking the eel back into the other two. They circled me now, hungry for my flesh.

“That's right,” I growled. “I'm here. Let's see if you can handle it!”

Holy Eruption exploded from my ax.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

She could see again. She had Vanished the moment the blindness had fallen on them and stumbled to safety. She missed getting hit, but she couldn't see. Now she could. She whirled to see them all rushing to Marcus. His first Holy Eruption went off as she used Know Weakness.

Weak to water are we, fuckers? Twist grinned. Already, upgrading Elemental Poison was the right call. She activated it. Her next five attacks would deal extra water damage. She padded up. Marcus struck and took electricity damage.

Twist didn't like that.

His second Holy Eruption burst from him as Twist readied for her assault. She braced herself for the electricity damage, knowing her Knife Combo would be useless, and struck with Vital Stab and plunged her blade into its side.

Pain coursed through her as Vigorous Prayer fell on her body. The healthy buff would let Deillae's healing be even more effective, but it also meant that she and Marcus had to wait for that healing as she launched into Prayer of Redemption.

“No fucking guts,” she hissed and plunged a second Vital Stab into the monster, water bursting from the blade. She spasmed as Clinging Shadows wore off, revealing her to the enemy. She stumbled back, shaking her head.

“Punch a kick, don't they,” growled Marcus as he blocked with his shield, his ax flaring bright white again.

“Mother fuckersss always do,” Twist hissed and Shadow Cloaked.

*  \ * /  *

Prayer of Redemption fell on me, soothing away the pain of being shocked. The eels wriggled and surged in at me. They opened their mouths wide, electric current crackling on their whiskers. Their teeth bit. I blocked one with a bracer and another with my shield.

The third got the back of my neck, needle-sharp teeth digging into my flesh. Current arced into me. My entire body spasmed. I snarled through clenched teeth. It didn't let me go. My shield flew wide. I was open to attack. Unable to defend myself.

My Hit Points ticked down as the current flowed into me.

“Marcus!” gasped Deillae. “Let my prayer spread the rejuvenation of sanctified hope!”

I swung my ax, but it was clumsy. The eel on me twitched and spasmed. Twist hissed as she attacked it, but it held tight. The other eels slammed their tails into my body, powerful blows that sent more current sparking through my flesh. I shuddered, every bit of me crackling and surging with electricity.

My Hit Points dropped.

Then they surged up. My maximum increased as Saintly Hope shone from Deillae.

And the pain surged through me, driving me closer and closer to dropping. I fought against it, struggling to break free, but the current spasmed my body. Consecrated Ground sizzled at the enemy and Twist struck.

Would she kill it fast enough?

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Marcus was in trouble.

The eels were attacking him as he spasmed, barely standing. The one that bit him wasn't letting go. I ducked its tail trying to crack into my head. My maximum Hit Points had shot up from Deillae's ability, but I was still taking damage every time I struck.

And I had to attack.

I slammed my tanto into the enemy, burying hard. Water burst as current shot through me. I refreshed Elemental Poison and Shadow Cloaked. I thrust two more Vital Stabs into the enemy. I screamed with each one, my body shuddering. We were both heading beneath half Hit Points.

“Come on, Deillae!” I snarled and plunged a third strike into the eel.

Its tail struck me in the face. Electricity burst through my body. Pain far worse than the backlash from attacking. I flew to the side and landed on the ground. I spasmed, my flesh out of control for a moment.

Prayer of Redemption fell on us.

*  \ * /  *

“You're... not... beating... me...” I spat out through the current, my Hit Points surging up from Deillae's miracle.

I concentrated and unleashed Holy Eruption. The power burst from me. It slammed into the enemy. The eels spasmed. The one biting into me released me and crashed to the ground. I suddenly could move again, the current gone.

“YES!”

As I swung my ax hard, I activated Holy Blade. Defending Strike slammed into the head of the next one. I cut in deep, not even caring that it hurt me. I drew back and hit the enemy again. Twist hopped to her feet and disappeared.

Then the eel I hit slammed its tail at me. I blocked with my shield. Sparks shot off of it. The second eel snapped jaws at me but caught my shoulder pauldron instead. Twist slammed her dagger hard into the first.

I buried my ax into it.

Twist hissed in delight. Prayer of Redemption soothed away our pain as we diced that eel to sushi. The other one snarled and tried to bite me again. I blocked with my shield and hammered my ax into it. Sparks flared.

Twist's tanto flashed. She stabbed, hissing through the pain. Water dripped from her blade and burst from her attacks. The creature crashed to the ground, dead. I panted, the experience swelling through us.

“Marcus,” Deillae gasped. “Those things are disgusting.”

“But not in the same way as some bizarre monsters I've seen here,” I growled.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

I knelt to loot when I noticed a mark. A broken circle. “The fucking Circle Breakersss made these fuckerssss.”

“What?” growled Marcus. He stood over us. The extra maximum Hit Points Deillae gave the pair vanished. “Shit. Why did they make these?”

Twist shrugged. She had looting to do. The whiskers were valuable, and then she noticed tucked into the gill of one was a necklace with a black diamond. She held it up.

“Ooh, ooh, that's a Shadow Diamond Necklace,” Iris said. She landed on Twist's shoulder. “It lets you move faster while in stealth. Once per day, when you attack out of steal, you deal extra unholy damage. Really fuck them up.”

“Nice,” Twist hissed and moved on to the next one to loot.

She found something in this one's whiskers. She pulled out a belly piercing made of celestial gold with an emerald on it. Iris descended and grinned as she landed on Twist's scaled finger. The naughty pixie rubbed her hands together with such glee.

“You'll want this, Deillae,” said Iris. “You'll be resistant to Silence.”

“That's a death sentence for the healer,” said Marcus. “Nice.”

Twist tossed it to Deillae, the pixie chasing after the jewelry. As she caught it, Iris said, “Once per day, you can remove status effects from the whole party. You might need it.”

“Being blind sure did suck,” Twist said. “Fuckersss.” She took pleasure in cutting off the eel's whiskers.

She didn't know why she was looting, though. The world was ending. What did coin matter?

But it felt nice. Relaxing. The way the world should be. That was what they were fighting for. To save it. And that meant looting monsters and selling the spoils in town was a vital task. She wouldn't give it up unless she absolutely had to.


Chapter Thirty-Two: Daring Deeds

Maria du Marne

Maria and Thūwhi moved through the ruins. They were Level 56 now, much to Thūwhi's annoyance. She had to get herself hurt again. So it wasn't surprising when they ran across a lone monster, that Thūwhi recklessly threw herself into it.

Maria had assisted, using her upgraded Quick Step, only to kill the monster before Thūwhi even dropped much past three quarters her Hit Points.

“Sorry,” Maria said. “I didn't use Iaijutsu Strike or even Perfect Form. I really thought I wasn't going to deal that much damage. Better luck next time.”

“It's fine,” Thūwhi said. “Maybe you can get yourself hurt so I can hurt myself to heal you.”

“Sacrificial Blood's kind of a creepy ability. But I'll try, okay?”

“Thanks.” Thūwhi smiled, the darkness around her growing even shadowier. The happier her emotions, the stronger the penumbra that surrounded her. The “anti” halo made some fear her. But Maria didn't mind. She knew Thūwhi's heart.

“So, this way?” Maria asked. She really wanted to find the others. It seemed like Marcus, Deillae, and Twist were together. Dëshoma had found Kulri, Shorhe, and Éjyona. The groups were merging. She just had to keep searching and they would find each other.

“Sure,” Thūwhi said and took the lead.

They hadn't gone too far down the road when Maria felt something watching her. Eyes or something were boring in on her. She rolled her shoulders, looking around. It was like she expected something to slam into her. She frowned, looking at the buildings.

“I feel it, too,” Thūwhi said. “We're being watched.”

Maria glanced up to see three figures staring down at them from a nearby rooftop.

Then blue energy erupted around them.

Three Psionic Ruptures exploding around Thūwhi and Maria. The psychic energy ripped at their flesh. Maria screamed as each one took out a chunk of her Hit Points. Agony wreathed her body. She shuddered, swaying from the impact of the attacks.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” cursed Thūwhi, staggering from them. The attacks almost killed her, and the Mages were concentrating again.

Circle Breakers! screamed through Maria's mind. She grabbed the handle of her katana and Daring Leaped up the side of the building. The facade flashed past. She landed on the roof before the three mages. She activated her Infernal Bronze Katana & Wakizashi to attack with both weapons.

She unleashed Iaijutsu Draw.

Both her katana and wakizashi flashed out and struck the nearest mage in the head from both sides. Like a scissors, she cut off the head. It spun in the air while his corpse collapsed at her feet.

The other two gasped and reeled back. They concentrated on her as she surged in. Thūwhi healed herself. Maria felt Thūwhi's Hit Points surging up towards half. Maria focused on the second Mage and pointed her weapon at him.

“I challenge you!” she cried and Dueled him. She slid into Perfect Form and then unleashed Stab and Slice.

She struck the second Mage with both her weapons, cutting deep into his robe. Blood spurted. She counted in her head, knowing what was coming. She had to time this perfectly, or she would be killed by their attacks.

“Maria!” screamed Thūwhi. “I'm coming!”

Now!

Maria Quick Stepped as two lances of blue energy fired from the Mages' foreheads. Time slowed for Maria's perception as she darted to the side. Still, those lances flashed out fast, surging out at her. She cleared the first and spun around the second. It hurtled past her and arched off to safety. She appeared behind the second mage and stabbed him.

He screamed in pain. She was surprised he was still alive.

The third began chanting, “Let the geometries of space enfold—”

She slashed her katana in a hard blow, cutting down the second mage. He fell with a thud at her feet, his blood splashing her belly. She turned at the third mage. His words tumbled from his lips. Her breasts bounced as she charged at him.

“—around me and pierce through distance!”

He vanished in a flash of purple light. She cursed and looked around. Where did he go? She could feel him focusing on her. He would take her out. She had to dodge the Psionic Spear that was coming her way or he would kill her.

She Quick Stepped, darting to attack the nearby plant. As she started her dash, she spotted the Mage. He was concentrating, but no Psionic Spear burst from his forehead. As Maria attacked the tree, his head focused on her and then...

It flashed out at her.

He waited for me to Quick Step. She started another, but it was too late. As she dashed to the right, it flashed in and struck her. Pain burst from her. She was already low on Hit Points. She staggered and then dropped to her hands and knees. She collapsed, black falling on her.

Death's door.

Energy rushed into her. She gasped awake, a resurgence of Hit Points flowing into her. She felt Thūwhi's HP plummeting. Sacrificial Blood had her back on her feet. She wasn't even sure she had been out for long. She glanced over and saw the Mage in the same spot.

“Get him!” Thūwhi cried.

Maria Daring Leaped across the chasm. The mage concentrated. She could see it. He would rip her apart with another spell. She counted in her head. One second. She came down before him. Two seconds. She slashed into him with her katana, blood spurting, and darted past him.

Three seconds.

She Quick Stepped as the spell launched out at her.

It hurtled at her, the blue lance a beam of pure energy. She ducked low. It hissed over her as she rushed behind him and attacked hard. She slashed from his shoulder blade down to his waist. He screamed in pain, staggering.

She attacked again, her TP getting low. She didn't need more. Her katana flashed in the air, blood spurting as the Mage's robes gave him no defense. Three slashes, faster than he could concentrate on another spell, cut him down.

She stood over him, panting.

The experience crashed into her and she surged up to Level 57. All her Hit Points and Technical Points refreshed. She gained Battle Cry. A burst of fighting energy that paralyzed enemies in a cone before her.

She had her first ranged attack. It was short range, but still, ranged.

“NOOOOO!” Thūwhi shouted from the other building. “I was below fifteen percent Hit Points!”

Maria burst into laughter. It felt wonderful.


Chapter Thirty-Three: Insta-Death Spells Suck

Dëshoma

The angelborn Seer and her lovers pressed on to the tower when they hit Level 57. She gained her Summon Angel of Fortitude, an expensive spell but a powerful ally. Unlike the Summon Angle of Grace, this spell would conjure an angel who was born to fight. A true combatant instead of a support angel.

She was intrigued to try it out as she walked in the middle of the group, her tits jiggling before her. Kulrigiizhai walked at Dëshoma's side, the morning sunlight glinting off the platinum chains connecting her nipple clamps. The elf'slarger breasts had quite the bounce to them. Shorhe marched up front, her greatsword resting on her shoulder, ready to swing into action at a moment's notice. The naughty Éjyona marched at the rear, her rifle held low but ready to raise and fire.

Dëshoma stared at their destination, the tower. They hunted not only for Marcus, but the leader of the Circle Breakers. Or, at least, who commanded them. Their mages and their creations were all over the city. Not long ago, they had spotted electric eels flying over the sky, creatures modified by the group's arcane might and unleashed on the city.

They were searching for someone.

I wonder who they are searching for with such intensity and how they could have known that we didst arrive in sad ruins of Regalius, wondered Dëshoma. It seems to me to be no small coincidence that the Rogues are hunting Lady Twist and the mages a woman. Though why shouldst the Circle Breakers have any interest in Lady Twist is a mystery only they can illuminate.

“I hear spell-casting,” Éjyona said. “It's faint.”

Kulrigiizhai's ears twitched. “As do I. At a great distance.”

“Hath one of our lovers had the misfortune of stumbling upon the Circle Breakers and doth lie near us?” Dëshoma asked, clutching her leather-bound bible to her breasts, the cover cool on her tits.

Before anyone could answer, ten flashes of purple light surrounded them. Ten Mages in robes of the Circle Breakers had appeared, all of them holding identical staffs, their faces bent in concentration to employ psionic powers as Kulrigiizhai did.

Many things happened at once. Éjyona Vanished and Shorhe Yelled. Dëshoma activated her Faithful Nightmare Silk Skank Skirt with the special ability to roll twice on her next three luck miracles and select which result she wanted.

First, she activated Fortune's Fate, rolling a thirty-five percent and a seventy-five percent buff to her healing magic. The choice was obvious. A heartbeat later, the words to Invincible Fate tumbled forth from her lips.

Shorhe roared and unleashed Quick Slashes. She darted up the line, striking five of the Mages with powerful blows from her greatsword. They grunted but did not lose their concentration. Shorhe's weapon left deep wounds on all of them.

Éjyona reappeared as a Shotgun Burst of lightning erupted from her rifle and slammed into three more of them. They weathered the damage, their focus intent. Just like Kulrigiizhai did. The elf focused with intensity.

Another Shotgun Burst slammed wind into the same three Mages, ripping at the bodies and battering them. Another Quick Slashes from Shorhe ripped into the enemy, but they maintained their focus.

Dëshoma's Invincible Fate went off. She rolled five and eight.

A shield of protection went around all of them a moment before the enemy spells went off. Here were flashes of blue light that engulfed them. Three on Shorhe and Éjyona and two each on Dëshoma and Kulrigiizhai.

The Mages looked sick that their attacks had not worked. Dëshoma did not know what they did, but the words to Summon Angel of Fortitude tumbled from her lips.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

As the elf concentrated on the enemy, a shiver ran through her. She knew what spell the enemy had just used. It was the same one she focused on. Crush Thought. A fifty-percent chance to instantly kill the target. They had unleashed enough to kill the entire party. Maybe one of them would have been lucky to survive, but that was it.

Her Crush Thought seized an unnamed mage. He screamed, clutching his head as the blood vessels burst. The surviving mages retreated, concentrating on their next attacks. They wouldn't know how many charges of Invincible Fate they had to get through. Would they focus on one of them, or kill them all?

Éjyona shifted her attack. She fired Battering Shot, her Level 57 skill, and knocked down an enemy Mage, hopefully breaking his concentration. She shifted fire and Battering Shot another one to the ground. Shorhe roared and unleashed Execution Blow, cutting down another mage with powerful damage.

Psionic Ruptures burst around them. Eight of them detonated, the ones knocked down able to maintain mental focus. Kulrigiizhai, concentrating on Crush Thought was battered by two. They brought her down to less than half her Hit Points. Shorhe and Éjyona took three each, Éjyona staggering.

Shorhe roared in rage and unleashed another Quick Slashes. Cutting through five of them and leaving three dead. The remaining five were concentrating on their next barrage of Psionic Ruptures. That would decimate them.

Kulrigiizhai's Crush Thought fell on one. He weathered it, a smile growing on his lips as she failed to kill him.

“You betrayed the Circle, you will break first!” he roared at her.

Execution Blow cut him down.

Then an angel appeared in a flash of white light. She landed behind the mages, her golden sword held high. Her naked breasts heaved as she swung in a powerful blow and cut down another mage. Éjyona's Shotgun Blast struck two more.

A Psionic Rupture exploded around Kulrigiizhai.

She screamed in pain, her Hit Points dropping below 0. Darkness crashed down on her.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Out of desperation, seeing the last one about to get off his Psionic Rupture, Dëshoma slammed her hand into her chest and used her lowest level ability. Healing Touch surged through her while her butt plug hummed in her asshole. The low-level miracle didn't normally heal much, but she had a seventy-five percent buff to her healing.

Her Hit Points shot up as blue energy burst around them. Kulrigiizhai and Éjyona dropped while Shorhe only roared in fury and Swift Charged the last mage. She reached him and slammed her sword into him at the same time the Angel of Fortitude swooped in and slashed with her celestial gold blade.

The two weapons struck and cleaved the offending mage in half. He dropped before Dëshoma could even begin the words to Arcane Therapy. She trembled in shock. Her heart labored as she realized just how close they had come to being wiped out.

The mages died so fast, but they could inflict so much damage before they perished. Her focus didn't suffer and her healing energy fell on the party, bringing both Éjyona and Kulrigiizhai from the brink of death.

“Aphounga's shattered sword,” Shorhe said. “Their opening spell... That was Crush Thought, wasn't it?”

“Indeed it was,” said Kulrigiizhai. “Being a Psionicist is the most powerful path of a Mage, or so he taught. It is not surprising so many of his followers studied it.”

“Even you,” Éjyona said.

“He was a cruel bastard, but I cannot deny how effective he was at magic.”

Dëshoma just hugged her bible to her chest and bowed to her angel. “My thanks to thee, Lady Thöjil, for coming to mine aid even if the time we didst need you were exceedingly short.”

“I was honored to serve you, Lady Dëshoma, for verily doth thy father's deeds command respect in the Supernal Realm, and the pride he didst feel for thee echoes even now through its pearly environs.” Thöjil bowed her head. “Until thou doth need me again, even if for but a moment, do not hesitate to call upon me. My blade is at thy service.”

She rose to the Supernal Realm on a beam of light.

Éjyona chortled. “Well, lookie here, I think this is some loot for you, Dëshoma.” The halfling Spitfire held up a habit made of spun mithril that had a very large oval cutout that would show off all of Dëshoma's breasts. “I think this is yours, you naughty Seer.”

“I think thou art correct for surely this wondrous garment shall allow all to see my succulent breasts which doth stir such passion in our Lord Marcus and must be held ready at his pleasure if he doth desire to grope or fondle or even suckle upon mine nipples,” Dëshoma said. “All who see my breasts must weep, for only Lord Marcus and his wives have the privilege of touching my perfect bosom.”

“Wow, you got an ego,” said Éjyona.

“She has changed a lot,” Kulrigiizhai said.

“And thou hast not been remade by the strong hands of Lord Marcus, Lady Kulrigiizhai? He doth shape our passions like a master sculptor does the clay, molding us into the women that doth please him greatly, and in exchange for our submission to his desires we ourselves receive that wondrous bliss that doth come from bowing before his strength.”

“Mmm, lots and lots of orgasms,” said Éjyona, tossing the habit to Dëshoma.

“Oh, yes,” Shorhe said while Kulrigiizhai nodded.

“Thou art most blunt for surely Lord Marcus's mighty rod hath conquered us all and we doth submit before him and kneel to receive his august blessing.”

“Love it when he jizzes on my face and titties,” Éjyona said. “I need him to jizz on mine right now. One night with him in that crazy red place wasn't enough. You're hot, Dëshoma, and you are a great fuck, but you're not Marcus.”

“I take no offense for thou art most correct for there is none in all of existence that can match our Lord Marcus or equal the delights he doth give us with hand, lips, and cock.” Dëshoma sighed, a lusty sound, her pussy on fire.

As much as she wanted to masturbate, her asshole clenching on her butt plug, she concentrated on her new item and learned it was a Charming Spun Mithril Exhibitionist Habit. It would increase her dodge chance and, once per day, charm an enemy with the majesty of her beautiful tits. It was made of silver, metallic threads but was woven with crimson to give an exciting delight.

“Ooh, ooh, I got a bracelet,” said Éjyona, holding up a thick, gold bracelet with a big ruby set in it. “Let's find out whom this is for.”

She concentrated on it as Dëshoma took off her previous habit, her Virgin's Veil rustling. She donned her new habit, the oval cutout framing her breasts in such a nice way. She tweaked a golden nipple, her pussy clenching. A breeze ruffled across her turquoise pubic hair.

“Huh, it's an Explosive Bracelet,” said Éjyona. “It lets you deal extra damage and the special ability is to pry out the gem and throw it for a big burst of fire damage. Then the gem reforms the next day so you can do it again.”

“Take it,” Shorhe said. “You make things go boom, Spitfire.”

“Or go lightning or earth or water or ice or wind,” Éjyona said even as she slid the bracelet around her wrist. As she admired it, her round breasts, covered only by her leather pasties and draped by her silver snowflake necklace, jiggled. “I'm cool with having it.”

“Shall we continue?” Kulrigiizhai asked.

Dëshoma nodded, gazing to the spiral tower. It wasn't the tallest tower, but it was a unique one. Worry grew in her. She wished to find the others. Things were getting so perilous.


Chapter Thirty-Four: Triggering the Trap

We made our way towards the tallest tower in the city.

“That's where Grunt will be,” Twist insisted as we crossed on the rooftops.

There were several towers, including a twisted one off to our left, but it was the tall one that we made our way towards. I trusted Twist. She knew this bastard. He had raised her, after all. I wasn't shocked at all only to learn of this bastard's role in her life now.

That was Twist for you.

Twist darted across the tree branches to reach the other side, hardly rustling the tree. Deillae and I scrambled through the branches. They bent so much when I stepped on them, the tree creaking ominously.

But I kept working over, gripping the branches, ignoring that sinking feeling in my gut every time I had to reach for the next limb. Especially when it bowed low. Deillae made it across with more grace even though Dexterity was her worst stat.

She didn't have all this armor on.

I reached the other roof. I was starting to think we should just go on the streets. Sure, Grunt would be on the roof, but there was a specific roof that we had in mind. And he would see us coming from a mile away.

Unless Twist wanted us to be seen?

Was she flushing out her surrogate father? Did she think he would ambush us?

The next roof was easier to get to. The wall had fallen outward and formed a makeshift bridge. The bricks felt mostly stable. They groaned as we scrambled up it. Twist reached the top and then froze. She threw out her arm to stop me from rushing past her.

“Hunch just triggered,” she whispered.

“Where's the trap?” I asked.

Twist flicked her gaze towards a rock on the ground. I picked it up and threw it. The moment it hit the roof before us, it dissolved into sand and collapsed into the room below where spikes lurked to impale us on them. They were barbed.

“Won't kill us at our level,” Deillae said.

“They're to keep us immobile for the Rogues to finish us off,” Twist answered.

“Neat,” I said, marched forward, and jumped off into the spike trap.

“Marcus!” squeaked Deillae while Twist laughed in delight.

I used my bubble. Shield of Faith sprang around me, making me immune to all damage. I couldn't attack, though. Couldn't hold threat. I could only do support things while this was up. Heal. Buff party members.

The divine protection around me smashed the spike I landed upon. I dismissed it only for seven Rogues to appear as they fired crossbows at me. The bolts hissed through the air and clanged off my shield and armor. One struck my cheek, punching through and hurting me for moderate damage.

“Fuckers!” I Yelled. “You think you can take me on? Shuwëmeri's love flows through me.” Zeal burst from me. I activated Iron Defense as they cranked back the windlasses. Holy Blade engulfed my ax in the white, supernal light.

No, only four of them cranked back their crossbows. The other three pulled out red gemstones. They smashed them on the ground before their feet. From each gemstone, a demon swelled into its full and disgusting size. Slathering beasts with black skin studded with obsidian spikes that thrust out across their flesh. They roared and charged at me.

I activated my new ability, Reflected Evil. My shield glowed as white as my ax. It would deal holy damage back at any unholy creature that struck it. Like these demons surging in at me. I swung a Defensive Strike at the first, my enchanted ax slamming through its skin. A purple mist hissed out.

Its obsidian claws slammed into my shield. Holy energy slammed back into the monster, reflecting half the damage it would have dealt. It screamed in pain, mongrel face blistering. Then the other two slammed into me. I blocked one's bite, the holy damage searing its mouth. The other raked claws across my armor, my plate holding.

I dropped Consecrated Ground and unleashed Holy Sweep, hitting all three demons.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The moment Marcus had jumped into the hole, Twist had Vanished. She moved up to the hole, seeing him landing and taking the arrows. She looked around for a way down. The demons burst out. Holy light flared.

Grunt's pulling out all the stops.

Deillae prayed the words to her healthy buff miracle as Twist looked for her opening. The Abbess's words suddenly cut off. Her Hit Points evaporated. She dropped below 0, at death's door. Twist whirled to see four rogues had surrounded her and ganked her. They looked around, searching for Twist.

Mother fuckers, thought Twist. You're going to pay for that.

As she moved in for the attack, she activated her Rocky Blessed Leather Straps to deal an additional burst of earth damage on her next five attacks. She unleashed Know Weakness on the nearest bastard and applied Elemental Poison onto her tanto. Ice damage, just for the fun of it.

She rushed to the nearest one and used her newest ability, Execution. Usable only once per battle, the instant-death attack could only be unleashed while stealthed. Know Weakness gave it the most chance to outright kill the enemy. If not, they suffered massive damage.

She slashed her dagger across one of the rogue's throats. His blood spurted from his wound and splashed on Deillae's unconscious body. Clinging Shadows kept her invisible as the body dropped. The other Rogues whirled about.

She Vital Stabbed the next, Earth damage bursting from the round and dealing him even more loss of Hit Points. He staggered and cursed as she appeared, a smile on her lips. She had three bastards to kill.

Time to get to it, she thought.

*  \ * /  *

Deillae dropped.

“Fuck,” I cursed. Something had gone wrong upstairs.

I blocked another attack from one of the three demons. Reflected Evil burst in its face, blistering its skin. The ability was effective, but I was going to need more than that to survive these fuckers and the seven Rogues about to make me into a pincushion.

I activated my Angelic Celestial Gold Breastplate and Pauldrons to use its once-per-day smite evil ability. My next attack would deal massive holy damage and always hit. I unleashed the Holy Blade enchantment on my ax to fuel Holy Eruption.

The burst of holy damage slammed into all the enemies. The demons howled as the damage burned them badly. Their skin sizzled. Obsidian spikes protruding out the sides of their bodies fractured. They staggered back. The Rogues shouted in pain, too.

Crossbow bolts slammed into me. They struck my armor and shield. Two buried in my flesh. I grunted at the pain, my Hit Points dropping, but not by much. The demons snarled and lunged in. One screamed from Reflected Evil, but the other two bit through my armor. Obsidian teeth rent my flesh.

“Mother fucker!” I screamed as they gouged my Hit Points even with Iron Defense active.

I reactivated Holy Blade and slammed a Defending Strike into the nearest. I cut off his head and raised my block chance. I needed it. I couldn't afford to drop. Whatever Twist faced upstairs had taken Deillae down.

Worry beat in my heart for my women as the two demons lunged in and attacked.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

She Shadow-Cloaked. And so did the Rogues. Twist dived to the right and rolled up, repositioning herself. Marcus fought downstairs. White light burst out of the hole. Something monstrous roared in pain.

Twist could heal Deillae with a healing potion, but she would just be ganked again. Maybe even killed since the pot wouldn't restore much of HP. Twist couldn't detect these Rogues. No dust coating the rooftop for them to disturb and revealing their presence.

They were at a stalemate while Deillae ticked closer and closer to death. Twist listened, but heard nothing save the Abbess's labored breathing as she approached her end. She had to be healed soon or they would lose her.

The old Twist would have let her die and slipped away. Three on one were not odds that she favored. But she couldn't. She had to risk her life. She would have to drop her invisibility and hope she survived to counterattack.

She released her invisibility.

*  \ * /  *

Worry for Deillae swelled in me. I had to pull the enemies up there on me. No choice. I unleashed my Challenger's Belt. For the next twenty seconds, all enemies had to attack me. They had no choice. The demons and the seven rogues down here already were.

I just hoped the enemy up there were in range.

I had to assume they were Rogues. Invisible ones. I counted to four in my head slowly as I battled with the demons. Give them long enough to drop down and fight me. I had to assume that the Rogues had abilities to fall without taking damage.

I slammed my ax into a demon, cutting its hide. Then I unleashed Holy Eruption. White light burst from my ax and slammed through the room. The demons hissed in pain; so did the enemy. I heard shouts, some of which were only feet away. The enemy was down here. Invisible.

I had drawn them away.

Three daggers buried into my body. I gasped at the damage. I staggered, my Hit Points evaporating down to almost nothing. Three fresh Rogues appeared around me, all intent on killing me. All responding to my challenge.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

No attacks came.

Instead, white light burst from below only for Marcus's Hit Points to plummet. He pulled them off of me, realized Twist. This was her chance to save Deillae. She pulled the healing potion out of her pouch, worry for Marcus swelling in her.

He had barely any Hit Points left.

She knelt and poured the healing pot into Deillae's mouth. It lifted her out of Death's Door. Her eyes snapped open. She gasped, her body covered in wounds, blood soaking her habit. She sat up, shook her head, then gasped in alarm.

“I pray that all who are near—” tumbled from her lips as Twist darted for the hole. She jumped down, her tanto ready to inflict damage. Marcus raised his foot as she fell and slammed it into the ground.

*  \ * /  *

There was only one thing to do. Unleash my Earthstomp Boots before all these fuckers ripped me to pieces.

I raised my foot and slammed it down on the ground. It shook so violently, it threw all the enemies to the ground. The Rogues hit hard and the two demons fell over. I had bought myself a moment of reprieve.

Twist landed on one of the Rogues and thrust her dagger into his throat twice, killing him. A heartbeat later, Prayer of Redemption flooded my body with life. I laughed in delight as the enemy struggled to stand.

I swung my ax, activating Holy Blade, and cut off the head of the demon. The other scrambled to its feet and lurched at me, striking my shield. Reflected Evil burst in its face. It howled in pain and collapsed by a spike, his body melting from the holy damage. The creature died. Twist disappeared as I rushed at the Rogues drawing back their crossbows.

Another Prayer of Redemption fell on them.

I roared my triumph and slashed my ax. The enemy dropped their crossbows and drew knives. I held nothing back. I unleashed Holy Sweeps and cut into them hard. They had been badly damaged by my two Holy Eruptions and three of them fell dead.

Another screamed and dropped as Twist reappeared. She winked and a cloak of shadows fell on her as she rushed at the next. I laughed. A Rogue stabbed me in the side, the pain knifing into my guts. I caved his head in with my ax.

And luxuriated in Deillae's healing prayer.

It was over fast after that. The enemy dropped and their experience rushed into us, surging us into Level 58. I shuddered at the soothing relief of having all my wounds healed. Deillae, staring down at us from the hole, no longer wore a bloody habit.

“Well, well,” Twist hissed as she began her looting. “What have we here?”

She held up a golden amulet with a diamond set in it. Iris darted to it. She stood on the swinging amulet and then grinned. “It lets the wearer deal extra holy damage. Once per day, it'll radiate light that harms evil creatures for thirty seconds.”

“Marcus,” Twist said and tossed it, Iris buzzing away at the last second.

I snagged it out of the air. I pulled off the mossy quartz amulet I had been wearing for a while and donned my new amulet. I rolled my shoulders and nodded in satisfaction as I felt the extra damage buff settling in.

“Let's go,” I said.

“Still looting,” Twist hissed. “Lot of these fuckerssss.”

I rolled my eyes.


Chapter Thirty-Five: That's a Big Fucker

Maria du Marne

“I am growing worried about your fighting style,” Maria said as they stood over the body of the humantula they had killed. “You keep getting yourself hurt, and I can't heal you. If you drop beneath 0 Hit Points, you're going to die.”

“I do have Faith Defends now,” Thūwhi said. “Let's me greatly increase my block and dodge. For when I'm low on HP and don't want to get hit.”

“I suppose that's something,” Maria said and they moved on.

It wasn't long after, that they leveled up to 58. No new abilities or upgrades, but they refreshed their Hit Points. Thūwhi sighed again. She worked so hard to get down to near death. Maria's heart grew with worry. They had to find Deillae or Dëshoma.

A Martyr needed a healer desperately on her side.

They moved on down the street. Neither of them knew where to go. They were wandering at random. Sometimes, they came across signs of the others, bodies of enemies that had been left behind. Sadly, they found scant clues on where their lovers had gone after their fight.

They could be a block away and we'd never know it, thought Maria as she glanced down one street. Several trees choked it, obscuring what lay beyond. She headed that way. It was something new, at least. This is so frustrating.

She and Thūwhi slipped through the grove and found more of the same on the other side. Maria sighed and kept walking. Eventually, they had to blunder into one of the other two groups that were operating together.

They had gone another block when the ground rumbled before them. A great moan rose from the earth and then the street before Maria rent open. A hellish light spilled out, a fiery red, as angry as blood. Heat rippled through the air and then a massive hand thrust out and grabbed the edge.

She gasped, stepping back as a mighty demon pulled himself out of the ground. He stood three stories tall, his lean, even emaciated body, covered by long, sparse fur. The gray hairs swayed as he roared. One horn thrust from the right side of its head. Magma dripped from its fangs and sizzled on the ground.

From the rent, ten lesser imps burst out. They were spindly, with small wings and needle-sharp fangs. They gibbered in infernal delight at the sight of the two. Maria's stomach lurched at the horrors before her. Fear flooded through her.

I can't be afraid, Maria thought. Thūwhi needs me to fight. We have to get back to Marcus.

The imps surged forward, cackling with bloodthirst. Their yellow eyes were focused on the two women with rapacious delight. Fury sparked in Maria. It wasn't just lust for violence she saw in their eyes. It was pure, bestial desire.

“BAAAAASTAAAARDS!” She roared her Battle Cry! Her fighting spirit burst from her and in a cone that rippled the air. It struck the ten imps with her ferocity. Seven of them reeled back and fell on the ground, stunned.

“Nicely done!” Thūwhi shouted.

“You get the three imps,” Maria thrust her hand at the big demon staring down at them and cried out her Duel's challenge. “You're mine, big boy!”

“GOOOOOD!” he rumbled.

Slipping into Perfect Form, Maria activated her Swift Fey-Tamed Leather Dildo Panties to triple her attack speed for the next thirty seconds and to deal far more damage. The dildo buried in her pussy buzzed away, the stimulation focusing her attacks.

She sprang forward as Thūwhi rushed at the imps. Maria charged past the stunned demons. The huge one raised its fist into the air and roared with fury. The fist slammed down at the ground to crush Maria into paste.

Her big tits heaving and the dildo churning up her pussy, she dodged to the right and reached the demon. She grabbed her katana and unleashed her Iaijutsu Draw. Her blade hissed out of the scabbard and cut deep into the demon's knee. The monster roared its pain and stumbled back, blood spurting from the wound. Grunting and snarling, it shook its bestial head.

Rage brimmed in its eyes.

She drew her wakizashi as its fist slammed down at her. She Quick Stepped behind the monster. The ground shaking, she slashed her blade hard into its thighs. She ripped into it and, thanks to that invigorating dildo buzzing away in her cunt, slashed twice more with regular attacks as it turned around.

She hit it with Guard Break, throwing it off-balance despite its bulk. It kicked at her. She Quick Stepped out of the way, her big boobs heaving as time slowed. She got behind it and slashed into the creature's leg.

As she did, she noticed ruby light bleeding out of the edges of the metal bikini Thūwhi wore. She had activated her Ruby Clit Ring to deal more damage against demons. Maria nodded and attacked, her sword slashing and hacking.

It drew back another fist. She Quick Stepped behind it, her sword cutting a deep gash into the calf of the leg it lifted. A moment later, it slammed its foot back at her. She gasped as the blow struck her, throwing her back for damage. She hit the ground, crying out in pain.

Thūwhi's sabatons burst with shining light. A HoT fell on Maria. The damage she took slowly melted away, her Hit Points ticking up as she stood, the demon advancing. It had a cocky grin. He had seen her pattern. Exploited it.

“Won't be so lucky next time,” she hissed.

Thūwhi swung Sweeping Strikes at the imps she fought, felling them fast. Lucky, because the other seven stood up. Thūwhi charged into their midst. They attacked her, some striking her armor, others finding flesh. Her morning star crashed into them.

Maria's dildo stopped humming, her attack speed slowed, but she had injured him. He roared and lifted a foot to slam down on her. He couldn't counterattack with his foot, but his fist... Maria saw it and Quick Stepped at the last moment. She ducked out from beneath the foot hurtling down to crush her and whirled.

She slashed into his ankle, striking bone. He roared in pain, his fist striking the road where he thought she would be. The ground shook. Cobblestones shattered beneath the force of the blow. Maria's injures healed as she attacked.

He slammed his fists into his chest, the long, gray hairs fluttering. Then heat burst out of him. The hairs on his body burst into flames as she gasped, seared by the pain. There was no dodging it. She reeled back, in agony.

Her Hit Points plummeted. Thūwhi was fighting the imps. Maria groaned and sheathed her wakizashi. The now burning demon roared at her, fire burning around its maw. She pulled a healing potion out of her pouch and gulped down the angelic pussy cream.

Worrying to Maria, Thūwhi's Hit Points were dropping. The cambion still fought the seven imps. She was surrounded. She fell below fifteen percent and laughed. Then her bikini bottoms and greaves burst with holy light. The imps gibbered in pain.

Her Sweeping Strike slammed her morning star into three of them, killing them.

The heat continued assaulting Maria. She was losing her Hit Points. She charged in, drawing her wakizashi. Big tits heaving and her nipple rings reflecting the demon's fires, she attacked with Stab and Slice. She hit with both her weapons, hurting it.

Another Quick Step dodged a falling attack. Flames burst from it, the heat searing her. She dropped below half her HP. She gritted her teeth and slammed her sword into its calves. The demon staggered, her katana leaving deep wounds. She hit with one more Stab and Slice.

The burning demon staggered forward. With a groan, it pitched forward and crashed to the ground. She leaped on its flaming back and ran forward, dodging the burning hairs. She jumped into the air and slammed her katana down on its head. She split the skull.

Magma burst out, splashing her. She screamed in pain, reeling back from the loss of her Hit Points. They plummeted down to nearly 0. The heat around her was about to do her in when the fires snuffed out. The demon died.

Thūwhi roared, her morning star crashing into the imps. Thanks to her Utmost Blood passive ability, she was dealing the imps damage, and they were being hurt by Martyred Faith, another passive ability, every time they struck her. She bashed in three of them with a Sweeping Strike.

The last imp gouged her, dropping her down to Hit Points as low as Maria's. Blood spilling down her ruddy form and her big breasts heaving in her low-cut breastplate, Thūwhi raised her morning star and slammed a Castigate the Heretic into the enemy.

She crushed the imp's head in.

A groan shook the ground. The rent into the Infernal Realm closed, cutting off the screams of the damned. Maria panted, her large breasts rising and falling. She stepped off the demon and looked at it. She frowned, noticing something in its hand.

She found a black, wooden sheath with a gold dragon on its side. It was meant for a katana like hers. She frowned and focused on it. After a minute, she learned any katana drawn from the sheath had its crit chance doubled. And, once per day, it would allow her next five attacks to auto crit.

She kept the Shadow Willow Katana Sheath.

“Did you find something?” asked Maria as Thūwhi was holding a ring.

“Yeah,” she said. “Blood diamond ring. Adds holy damage to my attacks and, once per day, I get double the effect from hurting myself for thirty seconds.”

“Definitely you,” Maria said. “Do you mind healing me? Maybe yourself?”

“I can heal myself once,” Thūwhi said. “Healing Touch shouldn't put me over fifteen percent.”

She placed her hand on her own breasts and her Hit Points shot up to sixteen percent. A heavy sigh fell from Thūwhi and she shook her head.

“Want me to kick you?” asked Maria.

Thūwhi smiled. “It would not hurt me. We cannot hurt each other. We are of the same party.” She placed her hand over Maria's left breast. A shudder ran through the Samurai as her nipple rubbed into the palm. Then healing energy flowed through her, driving back her many wounds. She closed her eyes and groaned, enjoying the grope and the restoration.

“Damn, that is what I want to see,” a masculine voice called from above.

Maria gasped and her gaze shot up. The Samurai quivered to see her Crusader standing tall on the roof of the building above. His cloak flapped in the wind behind him. He had a massive tower shield in one hand, his ax in the other. Iris buzzed around his head. Deillae appeared at his side and then Twist.

Thūwhi squeezed Maria's breast. “Mmm, I bet you are loving this sight.”

He grinned. Then he looked at the corpse. “Damn, you two had a helluva fight, didn't you? That's one big fucker.”

Twist laughed in delight.

“Get your cute asses up here. We're going to need your help.”

Maria and Thūwhi nodded. The human Samurai and the demonborn Martyr headed into the building. They quickly found their way up to the roof where Marcus stood strong and proud. He was in his heavy armor, his hands covered in gauntlets. He looked them up and down. Then he ducked his head down and sucked one of Maria's pierced nipples into his mouth.

“Marcus!” she moaned, her pussy clenching down on the dildo buried in her.

“Mmm, missed these nipples,” he said. “I'd squeeze your breasts, but...” His gauntlets clattered as he flexed them. “I guess I can do this.”

He kissed her. Maria threw her arms around his neck, her naked breasts piling into the cold metal of his armor. She savored how strong and unyielding it was. A shudder ran through her while her tongue danced about in his mouth.

He broke the kiss and then it was Thūwhi's turn. “Sorry, I don't have my tits out.”

“We have to change that,” Marcus said and then kissed her.

“You're alive,” Twist said and boldly cupped Maria's tits with scaled hands. “Mmm, very nice to play with. I didn't have any boobs to fondle last night but my own.”

“Nor me,” Deillae said and came up, her hands flexing. The feyborn Abbess looked so cute in her sexy habit. She took over fondling Maria's bare tits.

“You just had Marcus's cock to play with,” Twist said.

Deillae let out a dreamy sigh. “I did. All to myself. It was glorious.”

“Lucky you,” Thūwhi said and threw her arms around Twist to kiss her.

Deillae winked a yellow eye and then kissed Maria. Their lips worked together. Marcus watched on with hungry, appreciative eyes. Maria quivered and then broke the kiss. She put her hands on her hips, facing her lover. It felt so right to be submitting to his authority once more.

“What are we doing, Marcus?”

“We're going to kill Grunt,” he said and explained the situation.

Anger burned in Maria.


Chapter Thirty-Six: Disgusting Assault

Kulrigiizhai

The hunt for the Circle Breakers continued. Kulrigiizhai walked in the middle of the party, Shorhe out front, Dëshoma at her side. Éjyona took the rear. The elven Psionicist felt the anxiety building for her sister. She was in here somewhere.

They were closing in on the twisted tower. That was where Kulrigiizhai thought that she would find her master. He would lurk where there would be power while sending out his minions to scour the city for someone.

Perhaps me? Kulrigiizhai wondered. He would love to have me in his palm, but he is in for a terrible surprise.

The elf could feel the Black Heart Diamond in her pouch. She just had to shove her hand in and she would grasp it. But she refrained, controlling herself as they marched down the street. Shorhe had a dangerous swagger to her step, her greatsword casually resting on her shoulder, ready to be swung at a moment's notice.

They grew nearer when they were forced to go right. A building had collapsed, choking the street with an unstable-looking mound of rubble. Shorhe turned the corner and went a dozen steps before a growling rumbled out of the earth.

Hellish light burst from a rent forming before the orc Weapon Master. She cursed and grasped her sword in both hands. The crack ripped bigger, the screams of the damned bleeding out. Then demons hauled themselves out of the earth.

Foul things with rubbery skin that dripped with green slime the color of snot. They had bloated bellies like they had gorged and lecherous grins full of needle-sharp teeth. A foul stench, worse than the brimstone reek of the Infernal Realms, emanated from them.

Open latrines did not smell so foul.

Shorhe Yelled and launched forward with a Quick Slash while Éjyona Vanished then unleashed a Battering Blast to knock down the enemy. Dëshoma prayed while Kulrigiizhai concentrated on Psionic Rupture, the demons staggering back to their feet.

As Psionic Rupture went off, Dëshoma's Invincible Fate fell on the party, making them immune to four hits. Protected, she began the chanting for Summon Angel of Fortitude while Kulrigiizhai concentrated on her next area attack.

The demons reached Shorhe. Bursts of ice erupted from the barrel of Éjyona's gun while Shorhe's greatsword cleaved into the enemies. Green mucus flew off their bodies and splashed the orc Weapon Master. In moments, her protection vanished. Where they landed on her flesh, they sizzled with acidic venom.

She snarled and kept slashing.

The demons swung fists at her and threw blobs of mucus at Éjyona. The orc blocked one with her sword and another struck her breastplate. But the other two landed. She snarled through the pain, her green flesh smoking, and slammed her sword into them. Her Brutal Stance let her unleash massive damage.

Psionic Rupture exploded, the blue energy lashing out at the demons. More bursts of ice erupted from Éjyona's rifle. The demons continued their split attacks, throwing a blob of acid at Éjyona while also punching at Shorhe.

Éjyona ducked and dodged, but two hit her, her protection from Invincible Fate vanishing. She screamed in pain, her Hit Points dropping. The acid ate her flesh. A second Psionic Rupture went off. The demons snarled and threw mucus at her.

All four blobs hit her protection as the Thöjil, Angel of Fortitude, descended from the Supernal Realm in a burst of angelic harmony. She landed and swung her golden sword into the enemy, carving into them with brutal swings.

The enemies threw more blobs at Kulrigiizhai while Dëshoma started uttering the words to Arcane Therapy. The elf activated her Mind-Shield Circlet to gain immunity to her next three attacks. The acid struck her.

She didn't feel the first three. Agony burst through her with the fourth.

“—suffuse all mine allies with healthy endurance!”

Soothing healing energy flowed from Dëshoma as Kulrigiizhai concentrated on Psionic Rupture.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The words to Invincible Fate tumbled from her lips. Please, Lady Ëshuxeri, grant me more than four protections for mine allies.

The enemy all roared as she prayed. Her angel slammed her blade into the enemy. Shorhe did the same, her greatsword flashing through the air. It was such an impressive sight. So stirring. Dëshoma's words neared the end of her prayer.

One of the demons threw back his head and unleashed a torrent of green barf. It flew out and slammed into everyone. Dëshoma gasped as it struck her in the face. Her mind reeled. She stumbled, losing her prayer, and collapsed.

Her mind reeled, stunned. She could hardly focus her thoughts. She just felt Shorhe's Hit Points dropping while she lay there helpless to do a single thing to help her.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The barf crashed into the elven Psionicist. The blow rattled her mind. She collapsed, stunned by the effect. Though her thoughts were scrambled, she focused on one bit of knowledge that remained to her. One ability she could use.

Mental Clarity.

As a master of her own mind, she could banish any sort of stun, charm, confusion, or the like effects. She focused on her thought clearing, her MP fueling the clarity of her thoughts. She shook off the stun and found that Shorhe and the angel were the only ones standing.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” Shorhe snarled, getting hit hard. And she had no one to heal her. Her Ivory Imp Weave cloak rippled as she gained immunity from the next three damage sources. Then a roar rang from her Lion Celestial Gold Bustier Breastplates and Pauldrons.

She unleashed Quick Slashes with a massive boost to her damage. She hit all four of them with rapid blows, cutting into their blubbery flesh. Éjyona and Dëshoma lay stunned. The angel slashed with her sword.

Kulrigiizhai activated her Swift Steelweave Bustier Robe to double her spell-casting speed for the next thirty seconds. She concentrated on gathering the mental energies for Psionic Rupture. In one-and-a-half seconds, blue energy exploded.

She devastated them.

The demons roared and then hurtled snot at her. The elf got off one more Psionic Rupture before the pain sizzled across her flesh. She staggered, her feeble Hit Points evaporating. She screamed in agony. One whizzed by her, leaving her at hardly any life. And they looked angrily at her.

She concentrated on her next Psionic Rupture as Shorhe's Hit Points dwindled.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The stun wore off. She activated her bible. The Book of Redemption, the dying gift of her father Dezösh, empowered Dëshoma's healing spells. For the next thirty seconds, she would double-cast them.

“Allow the positive energy to spread out and suffuse all mine allies with healthy endurance!” she chanted.

“...positive energy to spread out and suffuse all mine allies with healthy endurance!” echoed with the words.

As she prayed, Éjyona burst to her feet with a yell and a blast of ice that ripped into the demons. Shorhe and Kulrigiizhai were both low on Hit Points. A ball of snot struck Kulrigiizhai as she concentrated, her staff held in hand.

She dropped, almost beyond death's door. The next two attacks sailed over her unconscious body, aimed too high to hit her prone. That was a small favor. Dëshoma's stomach lurched as she finished her prayers.

Her lover almost died.

Two Arcane Therapys went off. The healing energy fell on the entire party. They all were hurt, save Dëshoma. They all needed that energy to restore them to full Hit Points. Even Shorhe, with her vast reservoir of HP, was back to full.

Éjyona unloaded with her rifle. All her attacks were hitting and dealing critical damage, and the demons were absorbing it. Dëshoma could not believe how much damage their blubbery bodies could withstand.

They were roaring with fury. They were throwing balls of snot that struck Éjyona, Kulrigiizhai, and even Dëshoma herself. Her Invincible Fate protection vanished and soon she was taking damage. The acidic snot burned her exposed flesh. She prayed through clenched teeth.

Her bible's buff wore out. She cast Arcane Therapy after Arcane Therapy. Thöjil and Shorhe attacked while Éjyona's gun went off. Kulrigiizhai dropped Psionic Rupture after Psionic Rupture on the enemies.

They were hurting them all with their double attacks. Their ranged combos were lethal. Dëshoma's MP evaporated as she kept praying the same words to Ëshuxeri over and over. Despair began to fall on the angelborn Seer as she drank a potion to restore her Magic Points. The angelic breast milk, enhanced by Lady Uihzegiigjya, gave her back a quarter of what she had lost.

Ist there no end to the amount of punishment these foes can withstand without failing? wondered Dëshoma. What infernal machinations do gird them to so empower them to keep fighting?

It made no sense to her. They were taking powerful strikes from the brutal swings of Shorhe's greatsword. The angel's celestial gold sword was hitting for equal damage, carving bloody rents in the demon's hides while Psionic Rupture and Éjyona's rifle pummeled them with additional damage.

Kulrigiizhai drank her own potion to restore her MP as the fight kept on.

It was an attrition game that Dëshoma worried they would lose. For the nonce, she could keep up healing her party, but once she ran out of her potions, they would fall quickly. Worry squeezed her stomach as she was so aware of her dwindling resource.

“Come on!” Shorhe roared, slashing with her sword. She had run out of her Technical Points. As had Éjyona. “What does it take!”

The halfling Spitfire's rifle erupted again and again. It tore into the enemy. Damaged them. But still, they did not fall. To Dëshoma, this was unbelievable. She shook her head in disgust by what was happening.

She began casting her last Arcane Therapy. Kulrigiizhai concentrated. Acid burned across Dëshoma's thigh. The pain sizzled but didn't disrupt her casting. Another struck her exposed breasts. Her asshole clenched on her butt plug. It hummed as her spell went off.

She shoved her hand in her pouch for another MP restoring potion.

Blue energy exploded from Kulrigiizhai. The demons screamed and then they all dropped together. Dëshoma blinked as their bulbous bodies hit the ground with wet strikes. Then a great, wheezing hiss rose from them as they deflated.

“How could all be at such low Hit Points so that they didst fall to a single attack?” asked Dëshoma. “Éjyona and Shorhe, thou were delivering all of thine attacks onto a single foe, were you not?”

“Yeah,” said Shorhe.

“They shared the same pool of Hit Points,” Kulrigiizhai said. “That is the only thing that makes sense.”

“And not even a level up,” grunted Shorhe. “Damn, we're going to be in trouble if we get into another fight.”

“Yeah,” said Éjyona. “Maybe we should seek shelter in that building and wait for the other party to kick some ass and get us the rest of the way.”

“A worthy suggestion, Lady Éjyona, and one that I do think is prudent given the state of our resources,” Dëshoma said.

Éjyona grinned and then headed into the room. She squealed in delight. “There's a chest!”

The rest of the party headed that way, Shorhe trotting ahead. Dëshoma entered to find the halfling opening a golden chest. She scooped out some platinum coin and put it in her pouch. Then she picked up an open-faced helm of celestial gold with a white plume thrusting from the crown.

“Bet that's something for you,” said Éjyona, tossing it to Shorhe.

As Éjyona kept pulling out coins and stuffing them in her pouch, Shorhe concentrated on her helm. She smiled. “It makes me immune to stun and I can stun an enemy with my next attack. That'll be useful.”

She pulled off her blue-plumed helm and replaced it with the new one. It had a majesty to it that gave Shorhe a noble look. Dëshoma smiled, her heart beating faster at how beautiful and desirable the orc seemed.

Pity we are not camping, drifted through Dëshoma's thoughts, her pussy dripping.

“And we got some spun mithril robes for our elf,” Éjyona said, holding up a golden bustier robe made of the silver material with purple trim. “Those will make your tits look great.”

“I doth agree with Lady Éjyona that your tits will appear as magnificent as the sun setting behind a pair of mountains, and I doth yearn to see thee in thy new garb,” Dëshoma said.

Kulri took them and concentrated. She revealed they would increase her spell damage and, once per day, she could float above the ground and double cast her next two spells. As Dëshoma thought, the gleaming mithril cloth lifted her tits into a pair of lovely mounds that were breathtaking to behold even with the nipple clamps pinching those fat nubs.


Chapter Thirty-Seven: Succubus Seduction

I slammed my ax into the demon. It had a thick beard made of coarse wires. The head flew off and tumbled over the edge of the building and fell to the streets below. A dozen cracks had appeared. Demons were pouring out of the Infernal Realm.

“Christ, do you think this is happening everywhere?” I demanded as another wave of demons was clawing up the side of the building. We were so close to the tallest tower, but we had to deal with these fuckers.

“I hope not,” Deillae said. “That would be horrible.”

“I fear if it is not happening everywhere, it will soon,” said Thūwhi. “The rate of the world's crumbling has accelerated.”

“Yeah, I was afraid of that.” I glanced up at the blue sky. “You'd think that the angels would be bursting through, too. Why is not the heaven breaking up?”

“I do not know why the Supernal Realm is not breaking open,” Thūwhi said. “Get ready, here comes the next wave.”

Twist laughed, invisible. “These fuckersss are persistent. Maybe that's it.”

“What?” I asked, ready to attack them. The bearded ones were demons we had fought before. They weren't a match for our level. They were just annoying.

“Why the demonssss are breaking out and not the angelsssss? 'Cause they want it more.” Twist laughed. “Where would you be more likely to escape from: the house where all your pleasures are catered to, or a prison where you are tormented for eternity?”

I nodded. “Makes sense!”

I slammed my ax into the first one that reached the top. I split the bastard's head open like a ripe melon. He fell and crashed into one climbing up behind him. Twist's dagger plunged into another. She appeared a moment later. My ax swung, cleaving another's head off. Deillae slapped her bible into another. One hit wasn't enough, but two more sent the demon falling with a crushed skull. Maria's katana slashed.

God, she was sexy as a big-titty samurai girl, her naked boobs bouncing and heaving as she swung. Plus both her nipples were now pierced. They gleamed in the sunlight as she fought. I could just watch her fight all day.

“Marcussss, stop ogling Maria's tits,” Twist hissed. “One of those fuckers is about to grab your cock.”

I glanced down to see one reaching up to grab me. I cut off his arm and then his head. He tumbled down the side of the building and splattered one of his buddies. I shook my head. This wasn't challenging at all. I wanted to move on to Grunt, but there were a lot of these fuckers.

If they swarmed us, they had enough numbers to overwhelm us.

I swung my ax when a shadow fell over me. Something grabbed my shoulders. I gasped as I was lifted off the ground. The street soared beneath me. A sultry voice purred in my ear. I shuddered at the feel of her lips nibbling on my ear. A burst of lust shot through me.

“Succubus,” I groaned.

“Mmm, and you're so strong. So virile. You're going to make such a wonderful pet.”

I snorted. “You made a big mistake, bitch.”

“We'll see.”

She dove us towards a roof top blocks away from where she snagged me. She let me go. I dropped to the ground and struck with a roll. I came up to find her landing before me. She was so gorgeous. She had a pale body with black hair and lips, her bat-like wings folding around her. Big tits jiggled as she advanced on delicate feet. Little horns peeked out of her hair.

I should strike her down. Activate Holy Blade and smite her ass, but... but... God, she was gorgeous. My dick ached as she reached me. She slid her arms around my body and kissed me with hunger on the mouth.

Such lust surged through me as her tongue plunged into my mouth. I shuddered, kissing her back with such passion. My tongue dueled with hers as my dick throbbed so hard. My tower shield and ax slipped from my grip and crashed on the roof beside me.

She broke the kiss. “Mmm, you're all covered in that armor.” She undid my cloak, letting it drop. “How am I supposed to enjoy the sight of your handsome flesh?”

I grinned at her. “Never met a guy that was more of a stud than me, right?”

“Never,” she moaned, stepping back. “Show me, Crusader. Show me your brawn. Your hard muscles. Your big dick. Ooh, I can feel that you're hung.”

Blood boiling, I ripped off my gauntlets, throwing them to the ground. Then I began unstrapping my armor. My breastplate and pauldrons. My cuisses and greaves. I took off the sabatons I wore over my boots. I was down to my bare chest, my pierced dick throbbing.

She licked her lips with a tongue.

“I can't wait to have you sucking my dick,” I growled as I knelt to unlace my boots. “With a tongue like that, you're going to be making me cum hard.”

“I'll be sucking your dick,” she purred, sauntering forward. “You'll be eating my cunt.”

I gazed at her pussy. My heart pounded in my chest. I smelled the aroma of her cunt as I unlaced my boots. Blood roared through my veins. I wanted to lean forward and bury my face into her quim. To feast on her.

If I did, she would claim me forever. I could tell, but... but... That aroma filled my nose. I wanted to lean forward and feast. I ached to devour her. I would lick and lap and feast on every bit of her. She would quake with delight.

It would be magnificent.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

“No!” she gasped, watching the succubus wing Marcus off.

“Fucking whore!” hissed Twist. She stabbed at another demon about to climb onto the roof. “Can't follow after him.”

“It's but a single demon,” Deillae said. “If Marcus cannot slay her...”

“That's a succubus,” Thūwhi said. “A corrupter of men. The more holy they are, the more they draw upon the Supernal Realm's power, the faster she'll twist him and leave him a husk of a man.”

Maria's stomach clenched. “Like what happened to your father.”

Thūwhi nodded and then roared in rage as she brained the next demon coming up. “We have to take the fight down to the street. Kill these monsters and then get to Marcus before he loses himself to the succubus entirely.”

Fear clenched about Maria's stomach. “Okay! Twist, what's the fast way down.”

“Thisssss way.” The Ninja darted for a crack in the roof and jumped down it. Maria and the other two followed.

*  \ * /  *

I stood up and kicked off my boots. It was an effort to do that and not bury my face into her pussy. I fumbled at the lacings of the pants I wore, needing to free my cock. My eyes stared at her dripping pussy.

She was so wet. So juicy. She brimmed with all that delicious cream. I could lick it all up. Just feast on her. She would be delicious. My tongue slid over my lips. I was so fucking hard. So aching for her. My heart beat with such desire.

I shoved down my pants, my cock popping out. Such excitement built and built in my nuts. I would have such ecstasy if I fell to my knees and ate out her pussy. I would be consumed by rapture. I would never have to do anything but live in euphoria.

“Just kneel and eat me,” moaned the succubus. She sauntered forward. “Feast on my delicious pussy cream. You are a connoisseur of cunts. A Cunnilinguist. You have mastered the art of making a woman cum with your lips and tongue. Show me. Unleash all your skill on my cunt.”

I groaned, wanting to do just that.

Her finger stroked the tip of my cock. She brushed the cock ring I had gotten in Shuwëmeri's dungeon. I could breed her. Put a baby in her belly. I could breed anyone with this. I would be her devoted slave...

Slave?

I wasn't a slave. I didn't submit to my women. I devoured them because by making them cum, I proved my mastery over their bodies. I didn't do it to be their bitch. Their slave. It was so hard to focus. Her finger felt so amazing.

“Suck... my... dick... bitch!” I hissed.

She snarled, rage mottling her face. Then she kissed me again. All that lust slammed into me. My knees buckled. I just had to fall onto them and then I could have my rewards. An eternity of ecstasy with this succubus.

Faces danced in the back of my mind. A redhead. An elf. A dragonborn. A halfling. An angelborn. An orc. Another elf. A feyborn. A dwarf. A demonborn. A brunette. Another feyborn. A sylph. A dryad. An angel. All those women I loved. I would give them up for... for...

The perfection of the succubus?

For one woman?

I felt a ring pulsing on my finger as I kissed the succubus. The memories of the other women snuffed out one by one. She drowned them as I kissed her with such passion. My tongue danced with hers. I couldn't think of anything else but submission.

Submit.

Bend.

Eat.

Devour.

Submit.

Submit.

Submit.

NOOOOOOO!

Tentacles exploded from me. Three from each side of my body. More than ever. They had upgraded. I directed them and slammed them into the succubus. She gasped as I wrenched her away from me. My flesh appendages slithered around her body, holding her. Two wrapped around her big breasts and squeezed those lush mounds of hers. Another two held her arms, thrusting them out to the side. The last two wrapped up her thighs, slithering up and up.

They found her shaved pussy folds and her tight asshole.

I thrust into her holes. I ravished the succubus. She moaned, her back arching. Her head tossed from side to side as my tentacles thrust into her cunt and bowels. Her silky and velvety sheaths squeezed about them.

“What is this?” she demanded. “How do you have those?”

“I'm just that amazing,” I said, grinning at her. Tentacles were the epitome of domination. My very own bondage gear that I could use to bind and molest a woman. To drive her wild. I had utter control over her. “Don't you just love it?”

“If you don't eat my pussy, you'll feel my displeasure!”

I smirked. “What can you do? You're all tied up.”

She hissed and fought against them, her holes clenching down on my two tentacles. They fucked in and out of her juicy pussy and hot bowels. I squeezed her breasts, massaging them. The tips of my tentacles rubbed over her hard nipples.

Her wings flapped, struggling to break free of me. I held her with too much strength for her to escape me. I smiled as she squirmed. Her pussy juices ran down my tentacle. I loved the feel of her hot cream.

“Mmm, aren't you a wet one,” I said. “Zadeg pumped you with all that lust, didn't he? Now you're feeling my tentacles thrusting in and out of you. Yeah, you're enjoying my appendages fucking your holes.”

“Fuck me with your cock!” she hissed. “Get some real pleasure out of it.”

“Oh, I am,” I said, delight shivering down my two appendages fucking in and out of her holes. “Your bowels and pussy feel delicious around my tentacles. Like I have two cocks fucking you. And there's one more hole.”

I twisted her body around, stretching her out horizontally and bringing her mouth to within just an inch of my cock. Her wings flapped, but I held her firm. I squeezed her tits, massaged her nipples, and fucked her cunt and asshole.

My dick twitched and throbbed before her lips. I grinned at the squirming succubus, just so eager for her to open that mouth wide and swallow my cock. I smiled at her, the heat swelling in my nuts. They were just as eager for it as I was.

“Open that mouth, suck my dick, and I won't kill you,” I said.

She sneered. “You can't.”

“Oh, I can. My ax is just over there.” I smiled at her. “But I don't want to. I want to tame you. I want you to be gasping on my dick. I want you to cry out that my cock is better than Zadeg's.”

She hissed. “Never.”

“Then you'll never cum,” I said. I smiled at her. “These tentacles can feel your orgasm building and building. Just when you're about to explode, I'll stop.”

“You bastard,” she snarled, glaring at me.

“You're the one who grabbed me.” I licked my lips. “I bet you wanted me to dominate you, bitch. You were flying over and saw my big, throbbing cock. Your naughty cunt melted. You gasped in delight, aching to swoop down and wrap your mouth around my dick. Weren't you?”

She shuddered, her eyes locked on my cock.

“Yeah, you ached for me to be stronger than you.” I thrust my tentacles in and out of her cunt and asshole faster. She shuddered, her limbs twitching in my tentacles' embrace. “You've craved for a strong man to tame your cunt. All you bitches want that. You're all fucking every dick you can while looking for that one that will consume you. Well, it's right there. Just open wide and suck on it.”

“Never!” she hissed, her holes clamping down on my dick. I could tell she was on the verge of cumming.

I stopped fucking. I ripped my tentacles out of her holes. She gasped and quivered, wings flapping. She glared up at me, her eyes burning with such intensity. I could feel that she wanted her release. She was a being of sex.

Of orgasms.

I stroked the outside of her pussy lips, teasing her with the tip of my tentacle. “Just open your mouth wide, and you can cum.”

“You are a fool!” she hissed. “You think you can tame me?”

I grinned. “Yes.”

I rubbed her clit. I massaged that naughty bud of hers. She gasped and shuddered. Her eyes widened at what I did to her. She shook in the embrace of my tentacles. I loved the growing realization in her eyes.

She squirmed more and more as I teased her clit and nipples. I kneaded those big, lush, sensitive breasts of her. Her pussy grew wetter and wetter. Juices dripped to the ground, forming a puddle beneath her. She licked her lips, her eyes growing glossy.

“Just surrender. Suck my cock.” I smiled at her. “Why be strong when you can worship a real dick? Satisfy those desires of yours.”

She squirmed, her body quivering in my tentacles' embrace. I squeezed her breasts. I nuzzled my tentacles against her pussy and asshole. I could feel her holes wanting to suck them in. Her legs spasmed. More juices spilled onto the rooftop, forming a puddle of her smoky passion. She smelled like Thūwhi.

“Just open wide and suck that cock.” I grinned. “You love the taste of cum, don't you?”

“Yes,” she moaned. Her body shuddered. “Yes, I do. But... but... I am to dominate. I have to...”

“Do you?” I stroked her pussy lips. “Why don't you do what you want for a change? And I know you want to suck that cock. Then you want to be fucked by it, don't you? Suck my dick. Cum hard. Then you'll get what you crave.”

“I.. I...” She swallowed.

I could grab her horns and force her to, but I wanted her submission. “What's your name?”

“I don't have a name,” she moaned. Her body shuddered. “I'm not worthy enough for a name.”

“Sure you are.” I grinned at her. “You suck my cock, and I'll give you a name.”

She whimpered. Her head stretched towards my dick. “Zadeg will curse you.”

“I've killed the Lord of Depravity.”

She gasped as I named one of Zadeg's most powerful cultists. He had been behind the sickness afflicting Maria's village.

“So I think I'm already cursed by him. And you know what, my cock hasn't rotted off or nothing. He's an impotent god. But me... I'm potent.” My tentacles pushed on her holes, slipping just inside her pussy and asshole. “Don't you see how potent I am? Feel my prowess?”

The succubus quivered. Then she opened her mouth wide. She sucked my cock into her mouth. I groaned at that. Pleasure shot down my dick. This heat rippled through me. I groaned and threw back my head. A shiver rippled through me. My dick throbbed and twitched in her mouth.

She suckled on me. She nursed with passion. Her tongue danced around my pierced crown, batting my cock ring. I groaned, the pleasure surging down me. I thrust my tentacles into her velvety and silky holes. I loved the feel of her asshole and cunt around my appendages.

“That's it,” I groaned. “Goddamn, that's it, bitch. Just suck that cock, succubus-slut. Yes, yes, you love it. You fucking love it.”

She moaned around my cock and nursed with such passion. Her tongue stroked me with such skill. I grabbed her horns. They fit my hands perfectly. They were meant to be grabbed and used as handle bars. With her suspended by my tentacles, it was easy to fuck her mouth up and down my cock.

She swung in my embrace, her lips sliding up and down my cock. I groaned at how great that felt. My balls tensed from the power of her sucking. I groaned, the pleasure rippling through me. I gripped her horns and fucked her mouth faster.

“Fuck, succubus-slut,” I growled. “Bitch, you are just sucking my dick with relish. You want my cum.”

She moaned. Her wings flapped in time to my rhythm, helping me fuck her mouth up and down my cock. I groaned, my tentacles plundering her holes. I fucked to the hilt in her pussy and asshole. She squeezed about my appendages. Pleasure shot up them that soaked my balls with heat.

They approached a boil as her mouth suckled on my dick. My cock ring shifted through the glans, adding more delight flowing down my cock. I groaned at how great it felt. I pulled hard on the horns, my cock slamming to the back of the throat.

And then down her gullet.

“Bitch!” I groaned as I pulled her lips all the way down my cock until she nuzzled into my bush. “Deep-throating demon-skank. I love it!”

She moaned her delight, her vocal cords humming around my cock as I gripped her horns and fucked her mouth myself. I held her steady as I rammed my dick down her throat over and over again. The piercing only enhanced my pleasure as I plunged down her gullet.

My balls smacked her chin. The meaty sounds echoed around us as I enjoyed every minute of this. I ravished her. It was incredible. She suckled with passion on me. She nursed with such hunger. I groaned, my balls coming closer and closer to erupting. They tensed, building and building towards that explosive release.

“Fuck,” I groaned, fucking all three of her holes at once. “Bitch, you are going to get all that cum you crave.”

She moaned her delight, her holes clamping down on my tentacles.

I squeezed her tits as my balls tightened. I came closer and closer to cumming. My cock throbbed as I plunged down her gullet over and over again. She swirled her tongue around my dick, nursing on me with such passion. Her pussy and asshole massaged my tentacles. They felt so amazing.

I jammed my appendages deep into her cunt. I plundered to the hilt in her. She squealed in delight. Her asshole and pussy convulsed around them. She came, her moans vibrating around my cock. My tentacles were in heaven, velvety bowels and silky cunt writhing around them. The pressure swelled in my balls.

“Fuck, yes, bitch!” I growled and exploded.

I fired blast after blast of cum into her mouth. She moaned, guzzling it down. The rapture shot through me. Every eruption sent ecstasy pummeling into my thoughts. I loved it, stars detonating before me. I groaned, swaying with the delight of this moment.

She guzzled down my jizz. She drank it all down as I swayed. It was such an intense moment. I loved every second of it. I groaned, my face contorting from the bliss of this moment. She nursed on me, sucking down all that cum.

I shuddered, basting her mouth with so much spunk. I groaned through clenched teeth. I shuddered, spurting blast after blast of jizz into her mouth. She swallowed it all down. I shuddered, savoring how she nursed on me.

“Goddamn,” I groaned. “Goddamn, that's incredible. Yes, yes, that's amazing, bitch!”

I fired the last of my cum into her. I slid my dick out of her mouth. She panted, staring up at me, drool running down her chin. Her holes writhed around my tentacles, pussy juices running down one of them.

“Name me and claim me, Lord!” she moaned.

“What's 'bitch' in Dēmodith?” I asked, a big grin spreading on my lips.

“Thāb,” she answered.

“Well, Thābi, I want you to kneel there like your namesake and beg me to fuck your cunt. I want to pump you full of my cum.”

“Yes, My Lord,” she moaned. “May I know your name?”

“Marcus,” I said. “Marcus Aurelius.”

“Such a strong name,” she moaned as I released her, dismissing my tentacles.

She turned on the ground and knelt there like a bitch. She wiggled her luscious rump at me, her hairless pussy beckoning. Her black wings fluttered. I fell to my knees behind her and smacked my dick into her rump, the gold ring gleaming at the tip.

“Lord Marcus, fuck my dirty, nasty, slutty cunt with your mighty cock,” moaned Thābi. “Just fuck me so hard. I want to cum on it like the whore-bitch I am!”

I grinned and slid my cock down Thābi's butt-crack to nuzzle at her taint. Then I was at the wet folds of her pussy. I smiled as I felt her ready to take my dick. I rubbed up and down on her hot flesh. Her juicy delights beckoned.

I thrust into her cunt.

She gasped as I buried into her. She moaned, her pussy squeezing about me. Her flesh clamped down on me. It was outstanding. I groaned, savoring that wonderful passion engulfing me. I shuddered, burying to the hilt in her. I groaned, loving her hot flesh about me.

“Lord Marcus,” she moaned, her hot flesh suckling at me. “Oh, yes, yes, Lord Marcus. I am your bitch. Your slutty Thābi!”

“God, yes,” I groaned, my cock ring twisting in her pussy as I drew back my dick. She shuddered, her wings flapping. “You're my succubus-bitch!”

I had claimed her for my harem. I could feel that she was one of my support girls. A naughty demon who would lounge about waiting to pleasure me. I slammed into her cunt. I buried deep and hard into her pussy. Her twat gripped me.

“Oh, my god, yes!” I growled as I gripped her hips. I fucked my succubus hard.

Her hot flesh massaged me. My balls smacked into her wet pussy lips. The sound echoed around us. I groaned, my face contorting from the delight of her hot cunt. I reveled in the sucking grip of her pussy. She held me tight as I buried into her over and over again. I plunged into her cunt again and again. It was fantastic.

I loved every moment of it. I hardly even noticed hitting Level 59 as I plowed into her. I just pumped away, my balls smacking into her flesh. Her pussy squeezed down on me. I groaned, loving burying into her twat.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I groaned, slamming deep into her. Hard. “Oh, goddamn, that's great. That's amazing.”

“It is!” she moaned, her pussy squeezing about me. “Oh, Lord Marcus. That's so wonderful. That's an amazing delight.”

“It is,” I panted, pumping away with everything that I had. I slammed to the hilt in her twat, loving how she gripped me. She held me in her tight embrace. I grinned, pumping with such passion into her. “Goddamn, it is, Thābi.”

Her wings flapped harder as I fucked into the succubus's cunt. My dick throbbed, the pressure building and building at the tip of my cock. My nuts smacked into her flesh. I groaned, plunging into her with passion. I fucked her hard and fast.

My cock ring twisted, teasing me and her. She moaned, clamping her cunt down around my dick. The friction increased. My heavy balls smacked into her flesh. I shuddered, on the verge of erupting into her cunt.

Her pussy convulsed around my cock. “Lord Marcus. I am your bitch! Your succubus. I love you!”

“Yes!” I growled and then exploded into her. “Love you, Thābi!”

I pumped blast after blast of my cum into her snatch. I basted her with passion. My jizz fired out of my cock and pumped into her pussy. I bathed her with everything that I had. I groaned, drowning her cunt in my jizz. I shuddered, my head swaying. Dizzying bliss shot through me. It was incredible to enjoy. I loved every moment of it. Every last second of this bliss.

“Oh, my fucking god,” I growled as I pumped all my spunk into her snatch.

“Oh, Lord Marcus!” she moaned, her pussy melting my cock

“Fuck me,” Twist hissed as she climbed up and over the roof. “You're fucking her. Of course, you're fucking the succubussssss!”

“I fucking tamed her!” I growled and pumped the last of my cum into her cunt. “This is Thābi. My succubus-bitch.”

“I'm Lord Marcus's succubus-bitch,” she moaned. “Mmm, and you're one of his women.”

“Ashi is going to love thissss.” Twist smiled. “And Dëshoma. I don't know how Thūwhi is going to take it.”

“Take what?” Thūwhi shouted. She climbed over and found me panting, my dick throbbing in Thābi's cunt. Thūwhi stared at me. “She didn't corrupt you, Marcus?”

I snorted. “Corrupt me? I might be a Crusader, but I'm a perverted one. She wasn't a match for me.”

“He has tentacles,” purred Thābi. “Wonderful tentacles.”

Thūwhi stared at the succubus for a long moment. “Well, she's not my mother.”

“I could pretend to be,” Thābi cooed. “I'm part of your harem. I can be whatever you want me to be.”

“Wow, that is hot,” I said, a big grin on my lips. “Shall we get going? I think we have a date with your ex-boss, Twist.”

She spat.


Chapter Thirty-Eight: Authority Faced

Kulrigiizhai

They leveled to 59.

The damaged and battered party all shuddered as their Hit Points, Magic Points, and Technical Points were restored. Clothing repaired. Wounds healed. They were refreshed to make the final push to the twisted tower where he lay.

Kulrigiizhai could feel it. Today was the day that she destroyed her master. She would trap him for all eternity in the Black Heart Diamond. Her ears quivered in anticipation as Shorhe stepped out onto the street first. She looked resplendent in her white-plumed helmet. Her celestial gold greatsword flashed in the sunlight as she marched down the street.

With Dëshoma at her side, Kulrigiizhai stepped out after. Her large breasts jiggled, nipples throbbing, both pinched by the platinum nipple clamps. She savored that pain. It focused her mind like nothing else did.

Éjyona brought up the rear. The halfling might be half their size, but she was formidable. The Spitfire would blast into the enemy mages and deal them devastating damage. They would go down fast if Shorhe and Éjyona could reach them.

If Dëshoma could heal through the damage that would befall them.

They moved closer and closer to the ruined tower, the street ahead of them leading to a square before the crumbling monument to magery. Kulrigiizhai's staff tapped on the stones as she marched with her even pace. The Psionicist was ready to unleash the devastating powers of her mind. She would plunge such pain and suffering upon her enemies.

It would be glorious.

Shorhe reached the square and stopped. She motioned them to come forward slowly. As Kulrigiizhai approached, she heard chanting. A ritual was underway. That worried her. What sort of foul spell was her master working upon?

She reached Shorhe's side. The elf peered out and saw that a group of circle breaker mages stood around the prone form of her sister. The sight of Viujaakuya lying in the midst of a magical circle made Kulrigiizhai's heart lurch.

“Art they using thy sister as a focus for their dastardly ritual that they doth perform, Lady Kulrigiizhai?” Dëshoma asked.

“Yes,” the elf said, anger rising in her.

She studied the mages. A group of brick golems guarded the perimeter of the ritual. They were pacing, conjured from the ruins around them, ready to fight for the mages. They were powerful arcane artifacts. It had taken much effort to animate them.

They would not be easily dispatched.

“The Circe has been shattered!” shouted a human mage at the head of the circle. He raised his arms wide, staff in hand. “Kulrigiizhai and her ilk have shattered the world. They have not just broken the barrier, but broken all. The ending is upon us if we cannot make a new Tree.”

Anger surged through Kulrigiizhai. They blame me for the First Tree's death! Me!

The fury swept over Kulrigiizhai mixing with the fear for her little sister. She marched out around Shorhe, glaring at the enemy mages. Such righteous wrath animated her. Intense rage animated her as she thrust her staff at them.

“YOU!” she howled. “You feckless bastards attacked the First Tree. You weakened it with your greed. What did you think would happen when you activated that device? When you worked with the servants of Rahwikal!”

It was Viujaakuya who rose. Her sister stood in the middle and thrust a finger at Kulrigiizhai. “I did not weaken the First Tree. I sought to strengthen it. The Tree was dying. That was what your friends interfered in. You made the machine backfire. Marcus Aurelius has condemned us all to destruction! Be thankful the Circle Breakers found me before it was too late, sister!”

“The machine destroyed the First Tree! It worked just as it was supposed to! The world is truly shattered now!” Kulrigiizhai glared at her sister. “You think this ritual will save it?”

“Yes!” She laughed, pointing a finger.

Then he appeared out of the tower. Her master. He wore robes of pure white with golden circles, each one of them broken, that ran down the sides. He marched with his staff of black in hand, his face youthful despite his ancient years. Even handsome.

“You would not understand, Kulrigiizhai,” he said in that soothing voice. So calm. So relaxing. There was no threat in it. No need to threaten. He was beyond something so petty, or so he liked to pretend.

Fear squeezed at the fire burning in her as she stared at Veazzuaxziag. Her master at last. He walked to her with a powerful gait. A stride that showed how unconcerned he was with the threat she posed.

Instincts screamed in her to kneel. To grovel. To lay on her belly like a worm writhing in the dust and beg for his forgiveness. She had betrayed him. Fled from him. She had taken all he had taught her and spat in his face. He would hurt her. Flay her soul with the arcane lash. She could feel the energy whipping her again, ripping at her spirit. The agony pulsed beneath her, wounds that could never be healed for they were not to her flesh.

“I understand more than you, Veazzuaxziag!” she snarled, saying his name to his face for the first time.

“No, you do not.” He shook his head with profound disappointment, the brick golems moving in behind him. “You were always too weak to see beyond your quivering quim. You kneel and be mine once more, Kulrigiizhai. I will welcome you back with open arms. I will give that dirty, nasty, filthy hole between your thighs what you crave. Why do you keep this pretense of strength? Why do you stand with your back straight? Have you forgotten your place?

“Worms wiggle in the dirt. Wiggle to me, and all is forgiven.”

Marcus was not here like he promised. He was somewhere else in the city. But that didn't matter. She had come to know her strength. Marcus Aurelius had helped her see it. He didn't stand here in the flesh, but he was here in her spirit.

“I am your worm no longer!” she cried. “I am Marcus Aurelius's Psionicist!”

She concentrated on her power, readying the spell to rip him to pieces.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

“So this is obviously a trap, right?” Marcus asked as we reached the square around the tall tower. It was a huge expanse, forcing us to get off the roof to get any closer. “I mean, look at all those barrels out there. Those are so going to blow up.”

“Yes, they will,” Twist said, rolling her shoulders. “But he's in there. I can feel it. He's bating me in.” She pulled out the wanted poster. “He knew his men would never catch me. That I would be forced to come to him. All those Rogues out there were sacrificed to get me here. Those barrels will only blow up when I say no.”

“And since you're going to say no, they're going to blow up,” Marcus said. He glanced back at the succubus. “Thābi, stay here. If we survive, well, I'll come back for you. If not, good luck.”

“You'll come back,” moaned Thābi. “You want to fuck my pussy too much to die now.”

Marcus laughed.

Maria rolled her eyes while Thūwhi nodded in complete agreement. Deillae giggled, the changeling Abbess flicking her yellow eyes to Marcus. He stretched his back and then glanced down at the street below.

“Let's get this over with,” he said and then scooped Deillae up in his arms and jumped off.

He fell the three stories and landed with ease and set the Abbess down.

Twist sighed. There was no hope at stealth. Not now. Not ever, really. Grunt knew his stuff. He was there in that tower, high above. He would force them to come to him, cross his killing ground, and enter the jaws of his trap before he would show himself.

Maria jumped off and landed with ease, Thūwhi landing beside her. The cambion Martyr stretched her back then fell into step beside Marcus, Maria on the other side. Twist was being left behind. She shook her head.

Fuck that. I'm going to gut Grunt.

She was done fearing her adopted father.

She landed lightly on her slippers and hurried to catch up, falling in beside Deillae. The pretty changeling smiled and winked. She was confident about today. Hard not to be when Marcus strode at the front of the party. The man didn't know how to lose. He might get battered nearly to death, but he would plant his ax deep into the enemy.

They crossed the square, the tower coming closer and closer. The barrels were all clearly brought here, each one stoppered with a cork bung. She could smell the alchemical explosion in them. They would burst with fire when struck.

So far, no one had come out to gank them. But Twist was more and more certain that Grunt had a job for her. What is owed can never be repaid. Work awaits.

Twist spat. She would make Grunt regret ever thinking he still owned her after she had paid her debts. She flicked her tongue stud against the back of her teeth, eager for the fighting to start. She wanted the enemy to gank them so she could spill their blood.

As they neared the tower, Grunt appeared on top. The orc Crime Boss planted a heavy boot on the railing. He wore a black vest, a bandoleer over it. He had his favorite dagger sheathed. His muscular, green arms folded across his chest.

She could see his smirk.

Anger boiled in Twist. This man whom she thought had cared for her had instead raised her to be a whore. She had escaped that life, escaped her debt, and he followed her to this cursed city to smirk at her like that. It was disgusting.

“I need you to steal something for me, Yha'arzo,” Grunt said.

“Yha'arzo?” Marcus asked.

“My real name.” She spat. “I hate that name.” She stared up at him. “You can go fuck yourself, Grunt. I am never working for you again!”

“Don't you want to hear the payment?” Grunt asked, his voice echoing down at them.

“Nope!”

“Not even a little curious about what sort of job I would go through all this effort to arrange?”

She snorted. “I don't give a fuck about it!”

Marcus nodded his agreement.

“You don't care about saving the world?” Grunt's tone was mocking.

Saving the world? Shock spilled through her. What sort of madness is he spouting?

“I need you to steal something to save it. This world is dying, Yha'arzo.”

She blinked then hissed. “I don't know what game you are playing. I'm not in your debt. You don't own me any longer!”

“What is owed can never be repaid. Work awaits!” Grunt roared. “I saved you from dying in the shells of your egg. I raised you! Fed you! Clothed you! Provided for you!”

Fury burned in her. She would enjoy sinking her knife into him. “You raised me to be your fucking whore!”

“And? Does it matter why I raised you? I am your father, Yha'arzo!”

She spat on the ground before her.

He grunted. “I made you into what you are. I molded you, Yha'arzo. You think training you to be a whore was a lark? That I spent all that effort so you could earn on your back? I needed you to be primed and ready to pull off the greatest theft in the world!”

“Is it to steal your balls?” Twist snarled. “Because I'm coming for them, Father!”

She Vanished.

Rogues burst out of the shadows and attacked her family while Grunt watched on like that bastard he was.


Chapter Thirty-Nine: Offer Rejected

Kulrigiizhai

The Psionic Spear fired from Kulrigiizhai's forehead.

The blue energy lanced for him. Her former master grinned as the spell burst into distorted waves and washed around his body. Kulrigiizhai stared in shock at the disruption of magic that washed around her spell. Her heart clenched in fear. That was not good.

The brick golems lumbered forward at an unspoken command while the seven mages performing the ritual on her sister changed. The air distorted with their magic. They were working on something powerful. Something that terrified Kulrigiizhai.

She wants to die, thought the elf. That bastard tormented her so much she was eager to go on a suicide mission to save the world. Or so she thought.

Shorhe Yelled as she rushed forward and attacked the golems while in Brutal Stance. She unleashed Quick Slashes, hitting all three of them and pulling them onto her. The elf silver cuisses and greaves that protected her legs flashed with brilliance as she unleashed another Quick Slashes.

Stones burst from the brick golems, critical hits landed.

I have to stop the ritual.

Kulrigiizhai activated her Arcane Spun Mithril Bustier Robe. She rose from the ground as the magic of it animated her. The tails fluttered around her stocking-clad legs. She could double-cast her next two spells.

She concentrated on not one but two Crushing Thoughts. She didn't target her master. No, no, she had to kill the mages powering the ritual. She had to save her sister at all costs. Invincible Fate fell on the party, warding them in protection. Shorhe had the golems on her. Éjyona appeared and unleashed Shotgun Burst to strike the golems with sprays of water damage, their weakness.

Crushing Thoughts fell on two of the mages in the circle and killed one of them. He fell screaming to the ground and then was dead. The other resisted. She switched over to concentrating on Psionic Rupture. She would drop two of them on the enemy.

With a wave of his hand, Mass Dispel Magic fell on the party. All the Invincible Fates vanished. Their protection lost. Kulrigiizhai's stomach tightened in fear as she kept focusing her psionic attack while her master chanted.

Brimstone?

Two bursts of blue energy exploded, tearing at the mages, rupturing their flesh, but they withstood the damage and kept chanting to murder her sister. Fear pounded in Kulrigiizhai's breast as her master finished his spell.

Brimstone ripped the sky open. Great balls of flaming sulfur slammed down on the party. There was no dodging it. No escape from the pain. It ripped through them all. They all screamed out in agony, their Hit Points sizzling away.

“Too weak, Kulrigiizhai,” he mocked. “You have always been too weak.”

*  \ * /  *

I went through my litany of abilities I activated at the start of every battle. Yell, Zeal, Iron Defense, Holy Blade, and Consecrated Ground. None of the barrels were close enough. I couldn't use any area of effect attacks, like Holy Explosion, without risking a detonation. My ax glazed with holy light as the fucking Rogues ganked me from every side and vanished before I could hit them with any attack.

But my Consecrated Ground struck them with divine damage. I grinned at that, taking satisfaction in fucking them up. One stabbed an attack that struck my armor. It skittered to the side. Then he screamed in agony, a vicious wound appearing in a vital spot.

Twist's work.

I struck a Defending Strike into the fucker's head before he could Shadow Cloak away.

Maria Dueled another rogue. She waited and when he stabbed her in the guts, she unleashed an Iaijutsu Draw that nearly cut him in half. It was such an impressive sight to see. I loved that she was a kickass Samurai now. Fuck, it was sexy.

Vigorous Prayer fell on us, giving us the healthy buff, then Deillae started casting Saintly Hope to give us more maximum HP. She would buff us up and unleash us on these fuckers. I just had to weather the storm.

Twist struck another of the Rogues. This one gouged out a good chunk of my HP. I cursed but withstood it as she struck him hard. The fuckers were crawling out of the woodwork while that asshole Grunt just stood watching us.

“Marcus!” Thūwhi shouted and then she hurt herself with Sacrificial Blood to heal me up to full.

She swung her morning star, hitting one of the assholes as he stabbed me. Her morning star hit hard. The Rogue staggered then disappeared. I didn't even know how many of them there were. Deillae dropped a glowing set of walls around her.

Healer's Sanctuary.

Another asshole stabbed me in the kidney. I whirled to cut his head off only to see his throat spray blood. Twist had used Execution, an instant death attack of hers to drop him. Thūwhi took a stab and laughed, swinging hard.

Maria slammed her katana into her enemy every time he hit her, tearing through her Hit Points. But then Prayer of Redemption fell on us, healing us. Well, not all of us. Thūwhi resisted it. She didn't take the healing.

She hit hard.

The Rogues hit me seven at once. I grunted as my armor clattered. I blocked two on my shield. Three still got through, ripping at my flesh. There were so many of them. Twist stabbed another, appearing nearby me. This was insane.

“Hit Grunt!” I growled. “That smug fucker's watching us and sending all his peons out to die. I want you to cut his fucking head off.”

More blows stabbed me as I spoke. Prayer of Redemption saved my ass, but the attacks still fucking hurt.

Twist winked at me and Shadow Cloaked away.

“Fuck this!” I snarled and unleashed my Waterborn Arcane Tin Cuisses and Greaves.

A wave burst from my leg armor and struck all of them. Rogues appeared in the torrent as they were thrown down, unable to dodge it. They were all prone, even the one that Maria was fighting. I snarled in triumph.

I planted a Defending Strike into one of the fuckers.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

She killed the Rogue she was Dueling. But there were plenty more of them struck down by Marcus's water. Activating her Shadow Willow Katana Sheath to make her next five attacks automatically crit, she charged in at them.

Battle Cry burst from her lips, paralyzing a good three-quarters of the Rogues before they could disappear. She swung her katana and wakizashi into the first. Stab and Slice cut into him, both attacks critting. He screamed in pain. She slashed with her katana and cut off his head.

Her boobs bounced and pussy clenched on her dildo. She rushed at the next, burying a Stab and Slice into his body to finish him off. He snarled in pain. Fury beat in Maria's heart. She slashed with her blade, killing a second.

They were standing up. Battle Cry had worn off. She Quick Stepped to reach the next one and cut deep down his back as he Shadow Cloaked and vanished. She stood there on the wet cobblestones, looking around for any of them.

“They're coming,” Marcus snarled.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Darting invisible through the tower, she left the others to work their magic. She leaped at the walls of the tower, unleashed her Climb ability. 5 TP, a cheap ability even at the high level she had gotten it, to scale the tower like it was nothing.

She clawed her way up it, tanto gripped in her teeth. She focused on Grunt. How she would plunge her dagger into him. He would cry out in pain and agony. She would leave him whimpering on the ground, bleeding from his severed artery.

She couldn't wait. She could taste his blood.

She reached the top of the tower and slipped over the railing and unleashed Know Weakness before adding ice Elementa Poison to her tanto. She moved behind him, ready to bury a Vital Stab into his kidney and then another. She would deal him devastating damage.

He laughed.

“You finally going to listen, Twist?”

She spat and thrust at him.


Chapter Forty: Ganking Rogues

Dëshoma

The Brimstone battered Dëshoma and her party down. She shuddered, the pain blazing through her. She had to get the party healed. She abandoned casting Summon Angel of Fortitude. She could not waste time after that devastating attack.

In fact, she needed to do more than just start casting Arcane Therapy.

Dëshoma focused on the nearest mage casting at the circle. Kulrigiizhai saw it as a vital priority to stop the ritual and save her sister. Dëshoma agreed. She activated her Charming Spun Mithril Exhibitionist Habit.

The silvery material sparkled with pink motes. The mage ripped his gaze around, staring at her exposed breasts and hard, golden nipples. He launched into a spell, focusing on the Archmage of the Circle Breakers, the elf who had just swatted them down with devastation. Next, Dëshoma activated her Platinum Healer's Butt Plug.

Her next healing spell would deliver quadruple the amount as normal.

“Allow the positive energy to spread out and suffuse all mine allies with healthy endurance!” tumbled from her lips as a blast of fire surged out at the Archmage.

He turned and waved his staff before him. The fire unraveled just the way that Kulrigiizhai's Psionic Spear had, not affecting the powerful mage one bit. That was worrying, but there was nothing Dëshoma could do about it.

Arcane Therapy blessed her allies, healing them all, especially Shorhe who was being battered by the three brick golems she fought.

Dëshoma then used her Angelic Teardrop, her belly piercing. Her halo glowed even brighter and a Healing over Time fell on her and her allies. Damage they would take would be restored slowly, second by second, tick by tick.

Another Brimstone crashed into the party. Dëshoma screamed at the pain as the words to Arcane Therapy slipped from her lips. Bursts of water erupted from Éjyona's gun while Shorhe's greatsword slammed into a brick golem.

One crumbled to stone. The charmed Mage flung a shard of ice at his master. This one burst without hitting the Archmage. The elf had a sadistic grin on his face as Kulrigiizhai dropped two more Psionic Ruptures on the mages in the circles.

They weathered the damage.

Arcane Therapy and the HoT topped off the party members. Dëshoma considered what to do next when the mage pointed at Kulrigiizhai. His robes fluttered and then twin beams of bright light zapped from his fingers. They struck Kulrigiizhai. They burned through her body. Her Hit Points evaporated. She dropped to the ground.

Dëshoma's stomach clenched in fright. Lord Marcus, I wish thee were here and not engaged in thy own fracas for we are sorely in need of thy leadership and unwavering determination in the face of overwhelming odds.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Grunt dodged her Vital Stab and Vanished. Twist jumped back, her instincts screaming at her. The dragonborn Ninja searched for where the bastard had gone. She shot her gaze from side to side, looking for any clue of where he might be.

“You are a wondrous thing to behold, Twist,” Grunt said. It came from her left. She rushed that way. “Just magnificent to behold in a fight.”

That came from her right. He was moving.

“Watching you fight, seeing how far you have come, has been stirring,” Grunt said. “I didn't expect you to walk the Spy path. Neither Ninja nor Assassin felt like your style. I wasn't sure if you would have gone Crime Boss but Shadowmaster. That's the class I thought you would take at Level 50.”

When she was a Thief and hit Level 30, she had faced that decision. Continue down the path that led to making more money, a Burglar, and then choosing to become the epitome of a thief, the Shadowmaster, or to lead her own band, a Crime Boss. Instead, she had chosen Spy. The one that would help out someone else.

Marcus Aurelius.

“You were only driven to make money to buy off your debs,” said Grunt. “Not to follow in my footsteps. I can see that now. And meeting Marcus, well, that only made you dewy between the thighs to be something else, didn't it?”

His voice kept moving around her. She couldn't pin him down. Frustration built in her. But she kept her silence. She would find the right opportunity to strike and then gut him. She would carve out his lying heart. It would be a fantastic delight. She was eager for it.

“You are amazing, Twist, you really are.” He laughed. “I don't want this fight. I don't want to kill you. I have need of you.”

She almost answered. Where are you hiding, bastard?

“I know you're there. I can feel your frustration.” He chuckled. “I want you to put an end to this madness. I want you to stop the bastards that are ripping this world apart.”

“You don't care one bit about the world!” she spat then darted to her right to avoid his strike.

“I do,” he said. “I care about it so much. I live here. If it's destroyed, how can I enjoy it? This strife is messing with profits. What the clergy are doing with Mark Taylor is ripping this world apart. Look at what is going on here. Things used to be simple, now it's become madness!”

“You're upset because you can't easily prey on the weak!” she hissed. “Messing with profits. That's all you've ever cared about!”

“He must have some cock to make you sing that tune,” Grunt said.

“I'm not a whore!” she spat. “I love him!”

He chuckled. “I remember when you first became a Rogue. You didn't care about who you hurt with your thieving. You stole from everyone you could. The poor. The weak. The starving.”

Shame flushed her.

“You never cared about the world. You only cared about profit, too. You would have been magnificent. The best thief in the world. You were hungry for it. Your time spent as a prostitute, seeing others steal from you, drove you to take everything from them.”

“I'm not that person any longer!” she hissed. “I don't hurt the innocent.”

He laughed. “You're hurting the innocent by turning down my offer! Love has given you a conscience. How utterly pathetic. Does he know what you were? How you hurt so many people. The crimes you've committed. That widow and her children. Did you care they would go hungry? That a man with a sick mother to support would lose his livelihood when you stole his strongbox? How many lives did you ruin, and you bleat to me about my actions?”

“Yes!” she growled. “Because I've changed. I am not your whore! I'm not your thief! You do not own me any longer! So you can go fuck yourself!”

He laughed to her right, she snapped her head around and unleashed her Flamebreath Tongue Stud.

A gout of flame spurted out at him, bathing him. In that moment, she saw him in the flames as he burned. She knew exactly where she stood. She activated her magic items as she lunged forward, ready to bury her knife in him and deliver onto him such agony.

Her Spy's Clit Ring vibrated to let her next five attacks automatically crit.

Her Shadow Diamond Necklace sparkled so she would deal extra unholy damage when coming out of stealth.

Venom dripped from Viper Celestial Gold Tanto so she would double-strike on her next three attacks.

A red light flashed from her Fused Red Sardonite Ring to unleash extra damage on him when she attacked from stealth.

In a heartbeat, they were all active. She thrust a Vital Stab into his guts. She struck him hard. He grunted in pain. Blood spurted from the wound. Dark energy flashed. Venom seared his wounds. Her Elemental Poison dealt him extra ice damage.

She appeared, her Clinging Shadows ending.

His dagger slammed into her heart. She screamed as she flew back from the pain. It exploded through her. Hit Points melted away. She hit the ground, spasming from the agony. Her legs kicked. She whimpered, the fire burning through her vessels. She gasped as he remained invisible while she was exposed.

Exposed and down to a quarter of her Hit Points. Fear flashed through Twist as Grunt laughed. She Shadow-Cloaked and downed a healing potion, rolling to the side to avoid any attack. Her heart raced.

This is real bad.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Despite Deillae's healing, Marcus was taking damage.

The Rogues were moving unseen, hitting him in vitals parts and then darting out of the Consecrated Ground. Maria and Thūwhi were there to help, slashing and bashing any Rogue they could, but it was just glancing blows.

It felt like no progress was being made.

This has to change, thought Maria. She hoped Twist was faring better up there.

Deillae gasped. Twist suffered a blow for massive damage. Maria swallowed. She was out of the healing range of Deillae's magic, on her own up there. They had to get up there to help her. Which meant they had to deal with these Rogues.

Maria had to time this right. They all stabbed at Marcus. A flurry of knives struck his armor. They clanged off his heavy plate, but some got through. Blood spurted. He grunted from the wounds, his Hit Points vanishing.

Maria activated her Iceblight Heeled Boots.

Ice burst from around her, a wave of cold that slammed into them and froze them up. Ten Rogues collapsed, covered in frost, unable to move. They were vulnerable to attack. She hissed in delight and Stab and Sliced the nearest, blood spurting from the wounds.

Marcus's ax fell. Thūwhi's morning star crashed into another, crushing a head and killing that enemy. Deillae's Prayer of Redemption fell on them, healing their wounds, but not Marcus to full. Still, a good chunk of the enemy was incapacitated.

“Let's hack them—”

A barrel detonated. The boom cracked into Maria's ears. A ball of fire slammed into Thūwhi. At fourteen percent of her Hit Points, the attack slammed her into death's door. She hit the ground hard next to the Rogue she had killed.

The fireball engulfed Marcus.

Another barrel burst, slamming into Maria. She screamed as the blast slammed her to the ground. A chain reaction burst around them. Deillae screamed, hammered by one. Marcus threw a Shield of Faith around Thūwhi before a second explosion engulfed her dying body, keeping her alive.

Maria staggered. More flames engulfed her. Her exposed skin burned. She screamed in pain. Deillae's joined the conflagration, the Abbess's HP evaporating beneath the destruction. Maria's ears rang like a thousand bells had gone off. Every bit of her burned.

Marcus slammed his ax into one of the frozen enemies, cutting off a head. He snarled, his face a mass of burns. Rage blazed in his eyes as the barrels went off. The Rogues weren't even hurt. It was their attack. You couldn't hurt your own party members.

It cut both ways.

“Fuckers!” Marcus roared.

*  \ * /  *

I activated my Questing Arcane Tin Helm. My next vow would affect the entire party. I would protect them all.

“I Vow to shed tears for your pain!” I roared as I activated Vow of Compassion. I put a HoT on Thūwhi, Maria, and Deillae.

Their Hit Points started ticking back up. Thūwhi regained consciousness, surrounded by my protective bubble. Anger burned through me. There were no more barrels around. No reason to hold back on AOE.

Holy Explosion burst from my ax. Holy energy slammed into the Rogues. Invisible or not, the fuckers took the damage. The ones frozen shuddered. Others screamed in pain as I seared them with my righteous fury. I was a Crusader. A champion for my women!

And they had hurt them!

I activated Holy Blade and then another Holy Explosion burst from my ax, consuming the buff and slamming into them. I burned through my MP. Two of the ones died as I started it again. Holy Blade and Holy Explosion.

Deillae, hidden in Healer's Sanctuary to protect herself again, was back to healing. Bodies fell across the battlefield, Rogues battered by the relentless combo of Holy Blade and Holy Explosion. I held nothing back. I grabbed a potion to restore my MP.

I burned them down.

Ten corpses. Twenty. Thirty. Forty of them lay dead around us. I snarled as I dismissed the bubble from Thūwhi. Maria stood cautious, looking around. There was a strange silence. I spat, glad the chaff had finally been cleared.

“Let's get to Twist,” I growled and charged for the front door of the tower. I reached it and kicked it open.

I stepped inside.

Five daggers slammed into my body. I screamed as the pain burst through me. My Hit Points vanished. Darkness crashed down on me as I plummeted towards 0 HP. I gripped my ax, my final thoughts screaming for me to do something.

Anything.


Chapter Forty-One: Too Weak

Dëshoma

Kulrigiizhai was about to die. Already, the Brimstone was about to fall on us. She was unconscious. At Death's Door.

She would die. The Archmage would kill her.

Dëshoma, daughter of Dezösh, could not allow that to happen. She burned the second charm on her Bracelet of Second Chances. Only one left. The skull burst and Kulrigiizhai shot up to her maximum Hit Points just as the brimstone crashed down on the party.

The sulfurous fire burned Dëshoma's skin, but she was already casting Arcane Therapy, the words spilling from her lips. She had saved Kulrigiizhai's life. Now they just had to survive this madness and find a way to kill the Archmage.

Dëshoma had faith. Ëshuxeri, Goddess of Love, was on the angelborn Seer's side. Those she loved were in mortal peril. Her Goddess would not disappoint her.

Arcane Therapy engulfed her allies, restoring their wounds and her own. Dëshoma clutched her bible to her chest. Her father's soul rested in its pages. He had not abandoned her, either. She stood proud as she launched into her next miracle.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

She gained her feet. The mages were still casting the ritual on her sister. They had weathered the damage of spells. Her sister lay in the midst of them, unperturbed. She had her arms up, beseeching them.

“Let me be the new tree!” Viujaakuya cried.

The charmed Mage threw another fireball only to have a beam of pure light burn a hole through his forehead. He had grown tired of the man's pointless attacks. Kulrigiizhai didn't even know the name of that spell, but her body remembered the pain of it.

Kulrigiizhai had to save her sister. She activated her Masochist's Clit Ring. Agony burned in her clit as she inflicted pain on herself to increase the spell damage. Then she triggered her Swift Spun Mithril Crotchless Panties to insta-cast her next three spells.

Triple Crushing Thoughts targeting three different mages casting. Two of them stiffened, blood spurting from ears and noses. Then they collapsed, slain by the insta-death spell. The third one remained standing, unperturbed.

And still chanting the spell with the other surviving mage. They were enough to keep it going. The ritual neared its completion. She had to end this before he killed her. Kulrigiizhai would not let her sister die.

Her Elven Leaf Half-Cape fluttered behind her, allowing her to double-cast two different spells.

Brimstone slammed down on the party. Éjyona screamed in pain as she kept firing at the brick golems. Shorhe weathered it. The fire blazed over Kulrigiizhai's skin. She drank it in as she cast Psionic Spear and Crushing Thought, targeting the last two mages. Their chanting reached a peak. They were almost there.

I have to save my sister! rang through her mind as she concentrated her will on the two different spells, her cape fluttering behind her. Agony burned in her clit ring. She drank in that wondrous pain, using it to empower her spell.

A lance of blue shot out and struck one Mage. He collapsed from the damage. The other mage was crying out the arcane words, his arms thrust up into the air. Golden light glowed around Viujaakuya. Crushing Thought squeezed the Mage's brain.

He weathered it. The insta-death spell failed.

“NOOO!” Kulrigiizhai shouted. I should have gone for damage. They were almost dead!

The golden light engulfed her sister. She lifted into the air, her body a shadow that dwindled in size. The ritual completed. She became a golden acorn, a mote of gleaming gold that hung in the air. Kulrigiizhai staggered amid the horror.

“No,” whispered Dëshoma.

Tears spilled down Kulrigiizhai's cheek. Her little sister had been changed forever. Turned into a seed. Her gaze shot to her master. To the villain who had broken both her and her sister. Fury pounded in her heart. A wild beat that demanded she unleash such suffering on him.

She pulled out the Black-Heart diamond as she stared at him. He had such a smirk on his face. He leveled his fingers at her. She smiled as the tears spilled down her cheeks. Madness blazed in the elf's eyes.

She activated her Slippers of Arcane Delights to insta-cast her next arcane spell.

*  \ * /  *

The last thing I did before my Hit Points fell below zero was to activate my Crusading Infernal Bronze Ax.

The invigorating energy of the ax surged into me. I shot back up to my full Hit Points and gained a damage bonus. I hit the ground with a clatter. I had enough MP left for one more combo. I activated Holy Blade and then Holy Explosion. The five screamed in pain from the damage.

“Fuckers!” I snarled as they raised their weapons to slam them down on me.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

She Quick Stepped into the room and slammed her katana into one of the Rogues attacking Marcus, her big boobs bouncing. “You are mine!”

Duel slammed into the enemy. He turned and slashed a dagger at her. She parried with her wakizashi. As she unleashed Stab and Slice, Thūwhi burst into the room, catching another of the Rogue's attacks on her shield. Defend the Helpless had brought her in to keep Marcus from taking more wounds.

He blocked two on his shield and then slammed his ax into the leg of one Rogue as he pushed himself up. He roared and slammed a Defending Strike into another. He had used up all his MP but he still had TP.

Maria was almost out of hers as she slashed with her katana. Thūwhi's morning star hit for devastating damage. Her Hit Points were low. So she laughed her delight as she slammed her morning star into the enemy.

He stabbed her, dropping her even more, but she had Resist the Heretic active, giving her damage resistance. Maria took a stab in the guts. She didn't care. She slashed her weapon hard and cut off the Rogue's head.

Prayer of Redemption fell on her and Marcus, Thūwhi still resisting the healing. Her morning star caved in the head of her foe. Maria's katana parried another stab and then slashed hard, cutting her enemy from shoulder to hip, slicing through his leather armor.

He fell dead.

Marcus's ax brained a third Rogue. The other two fell back as Maria and Thūwhi rushed forward. The room resounded with their attacks while up above Twist fought for her life on her own. Splattered in blood, Marcus rushed for the stairs, his cloak billowing behind him.

Maria followed, Thūwhi and Deillae on her heels. Maria's heart pounded for Twist. Could she hold out long enough? Everything was building towards that explosive finale. She could feel it thrumming through the air as she rushed up the stairs.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

She insta-cast Arcane Jump and appeared behind her master. She shoved the Black Heart Diamond at his back to imprison him forever. Such anger blazed in her. She struck magical protection around him. Pain exploded through her body.

She screamed as his protective wards sizzled through her flesh. Her veins burned, black lines crisping up her bare arm as she pressed the diamond closer and closer to his back. Her Hit Points evaporated, but she would not relent.

She would avenge her sister! She would endure the pain.

He had taught her to embrace agony. She drank in the torment as she thrust the diamond at his back. He turned to face her, his eyes brimming with cruel delight. Smoke rose from the blackened veins. Fire burst across her skin.

She died. But she would take him with her.

“Too weak,” he said as her flesh failed. “Always too weak.”


Chapter Forty-Two: Well Trained

Dëshoma

Kulrigiizhai died, but Dëshoma wouldn't let that happen.

Another of the brick golems died while Kulrigiizhai screamed in agony. The pain tore at Dëshoma's heart. She gripped her bible tight in her hands. She stared at her lover thrusting her arm into agony. The words tumbled from Dëshoma's lips. The words to a miracle.

Arcane Healing fell on Kulrigiizhai.

The damage to her veins was repaired. The blackened lines and burning skin repaired. The damage pushed back as she pressed the Black Heart Diamond at him. Fresh agony seared into Kulrigiizhai. Fresh pain that would destroy her. Already, her Hit Points burned away.

Dëshoma prayed.

“Let mine understanding of the positive energy—!”

She would keep her love alive. Ëshuxeri stood behind Dëshoma. The Goddess of Love would not abandon them. The angelborn Seer's halo pulsed with her passion. It thrummed through the air. It pulsed with such a wild beat as she spoke the words.

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

The power rushed out of her and flowed into her lover. Dëshoma quivered, her MP reserves almost gone. Shorhe and Éjyona were fighting the last golem while Kulrigiizhai's screams echoed through the world.

Then a beam of light shot out from her master's finger and punched through her heart.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The beam of energy shot through Kulrigiizhai's heart. Half her Hit Points evaporated as she kept pushing against her master's defenses. Dëshoma prayed, but it wouldn't be in time. This was Kulrigiizhai's death.

Fury screamed through her heart as she pushed with all her might. All her rage. All her disgust for the thing before her. For the elf who had broken her, twisted her, and degraded her. Who had turned her into a masochist who glutted on pain to find pleasure.

The words to Arcane Jump poured from his mouth. He sought to flee. Her free hand snagged the sleeve of his robe, gripping it. He was no longer just himself. Arcane Jump wouldn't work now. He was stuck here so long as she held out.

Such pain blazed through her. Torture like she had never experienced. The arcane lash was nothing compared to this agony. Her nerves crisped. Fire burned through her veins, bursting out of her flesh once more. She was nearly dead.

“I WAS NORMAL!” she howled. “INNOCENT!”

“How?” he demanded. “How can you withstand this!”

“YOU TRAINED ME WELL!” she screamed, embracing the pain. Enduring it. Finding pleasure in it.

She thrust her right hand forward that last inch. She touched the Black Heart diamond to his chest. It flared with black light. He gasped and shuddered. He recoiled from the diamond, but couldn't move. The umbral light fell on his face, leaching the color from his pale skin. His eyes went white. His hair bleached. He trembled as air rushed into the diamond. It swirled around Kulrigiizhai, whipping at her pale-blonde hair. Her ears twitched.

“No,” he cried, staring at her. “Kulrigiizhai, stop this! Fall to your knees! Beg for my forgiveness!”

“Never,” she hissed. “I am Marcus's sex slave! His willing slut! I give to him what you had to steal from me!”

His eyes widened in fear. And then he screamed. But no sound came from his lips. It was ripped from him and dragged into the diamond. He began to stretch. It pulled at the edges of his body. It dragged him down into the gem with inexorable force. His body spaghettified, stretching out into noodle-like lines that flowed into the gemstone.

He unraveled like a thread pulled on a sock. He spilled out and poured into the gem. It vibrated in her hand as it devoured more and more of him. His head was gone. His torso. His waist and then his legs vanished into the gem.

He was gone.

She shuddered as she gripped the diamond. She held it tight, panting. Her ears twitched as she felt him pounding on the inside. His feeble soul beat on the walls of his prison. She held it up and stared at the facets. Her own reflection appeared before her. She hardly noticed the healing energy falling on her.

It was done.

She kissed the gemstone, feeling his impotent fists beating on the inside. A vicious smile on her lips, she dropped it into her pouch. She turned to face Dëshoma. The angelborn approached slowly, a look of concern on her face.

“He's trapped,” Kulrigiizhai said with such triumph on her lips while something hot trickled down her cheeks. “He's trapped, Dëshoma. He can never hurt me or my sister again. He... he...”

She collapsed into Dëshoma's arms and sobbed, her face pressed into her neck. Dëshoma rocked her slowly, stroking her back and whispering. Kulrigiizhai's emotions exploded from her. Pain and torment and grief.

Such profound grief at what had happened to her sister. To her little night lily.

Kulrigiizhai screamed it all out of her into the nape of Dëshoma's neck, soaking the angelborn's wimple in tears of agony.

Veazzuaxziag could never hurt Kulrigiizhai, her sister, or anyone else again.


Chapter Forty-Three: Truths

Twist

Grunt's counterattack had been shocking. Twist had to deliver such damage on her attack, he would never recover. But she couldn't see him. She had to do something insane. Something that she would never do before.

She activated her Thief Gloves. Her next attack would act like she had attacked from Stealth. Then she pretended to attack and let her Shadow Cloak fade from her. She stood still now, tensed, ready for him to strike.

She would have to evade and hit him hard. She might survive his attack. She had to make sure he didn't survive hers. She breathed slowly, her breasts rising and falling in the straps of her armor that covered her body. Her heart pounded wildly. She rolled her shoulders and clicked her tongue stud against the back of her teeth.

Her senses screamed.

She dodged to the right. His attack struck anyways. He punched his knife into her side, dealing damage. Pain burst in her. Hit Points melted away. It wasn't the powerhouse hit that his counterattack had been. She thrust and hit him in the side with her tanto.

Vital Stab.

He grunted at the pain, blood spurting. He glanced at her gloves and smiled before he vanished again. She was getting low on TP. She had to be careful. She had to win this fight. Marcus dropped for a split second below, but then he rose.

The fight down there was going strong.

She waited for him to attack again. She had lost the use of her Thief Glove, but she could still do damage. She just had to evade this next attack. It took a great deal of Perception to detect an invisible opponent attacking her, especially a Crime Boss of Grunt's level. She breathed slowly.

Perception was a secondary skill made of her primary stat Dexterity and Intelligence. She had a decent Intelligence and the highest Dexterity in the party. No one else walked that pure path like she had, not even Éjyona.

Twist waited, her senses poised.

Her scales tightened to her right. She dodged and activated her Charred Flame Crocodile Hide Straps. She went invisible for thirty seconds Nothing could break her stealth, not even the Vital Stab she plunged into his side.

He grunted and spun as she thrust a second Vital Stab into him before he could Shadow Cloak. He was gone, his blood staining the tower. She pulled out another healing pot and downed the contents, restoring the throbbing ache in her side.

“Full of tricks,” Grunt said.

“Yep,” she said.

“Thirty seconds of invisibility,” he said. “Pity. That'll run out. Must be low on TP.”

“Must be,” she said and then activated her throwing star.

The Blinding Star burst with golden light. Grunt gasped and stumbled. She had blinded him. It didn't matter that she couldn't see him. She could hear him stumbling. She lunged in that direction and rammed her tanto into him. He growled in pain.

She grabbed his arm with her free hand and stabbed and stabbed. She rammed her weapon deep into his body again and again. Blood spurted from the wounds. She snarled her rage, her blood boiling with anger.

“I AM NOT YOUR WHORE!” she roared.

A dagger buried into her chest. She gasped. He was blind, but he knew where she was, too. He cut upward. Pain ripped through her. An attack of such damage. The Crime Boss's Last Resort. A desperation attack.

She stumbled back, barely standing. She was at 1 Hit Point. Any attack could fell her. Grunt appeared, his leather vest rent in a dozen holes and covered in blood. He staggered and then collapsed. He lay on his back and stared up at her.

He smiled at her, blood on his lips. “Yha'arzo...”

“Don't call me that!” Twist hissed. “That's the name you gave me. It's not who I am.”

He laughed and then grunted with the pain. His face twisted for a moment.

“What'ssss so fucking funny?!” She planted her foot on his chest. He was dying. Beyond death's door. She didn't even know how he was still conscious.

“Yha'arzo... That's what your mother screamed as I stole your egg from her nest.”

Twist flinched. “What? You found me abandoned.”

He laughed again despite the pain twisting his green, brutish face. “You believed... a word... I ever said? I killed your father... and took your egg.. from your mother.”

“What, why?”

He grinned, blood on his teeth. “You got... your last mission... Kill the Hierophant...” He reached into his pouch and pulled out a shard. “Stole this... from the High Priest... of Dihhomamer.”

With a flick of his thumb, he sent it spinning at her. She snagged it with her free hand.

He grinned at her. “Yes... you are... just the weapon... for my... revenge...”

“What?” she demanded.

“You'll... kill the... Hierophant...” Grunt laughed, spittle flying. “You want... to save... the world...”

“Who was my mother? My father?” She stepped on his chest again.

A final wheeze burst from his mouth. He went still.

The experience rushed into her. The rush slammed her into Level 60. The bad wound to her torso vanished. The cuts and bruises and scrapes were all gone. She stared down at her dead adopted father, clutching the shard in her hand.

She felt where it led and gasped.

*  \ * /  *

I stopped as I ran to the stairs to see Twist marching down them. She looked... distant. Haunted. She had something clutched in her fist. I knew she had killed Grunt. The level up had crashed into me. Level 60 fell on us.

Only ten more levels to the cap.

“Got something for you, Marcussss,” she hissed and flicked her wrist.

A shard tumbled through the air. I grabbed it and gasped. The Hierophant's Temple. My hands shook. “Where the fuck did you get this?”

“Grunt,” she said. “Wants us to save the fucking world and get his revenge.”

“On the Hierophant?” I stared at her. “Why?”

She gave me this hopeless look. “He died before he told me fuck all. Before... he told me... my parentsssss....” She tumbled forward and collapsed into my arms. “Yha'arzo... That'sssss what my mother... named me. Yha'arzo.”

I swallowed, holding Twist—Yha'arzo—in my arms. She clung to me, crying. I didn't know what happened up there. Knowing her, I would never find out. I stroked her, the others standing behind me. Maria's eyes met mine, hers wet with tears.

“Come on,” I said. “We have to find the others.”

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The elf picked up the acorn that had been her sister. She closed her eyes as she felt the life brimming in the acorn. The potential to grow. A new First Tree. Her sister had given up her life to be planted again. Such fury swept through Kulrigiizhai.

“You bastard!” she snarled.

“Lady Kulrigiizhai?” Dëshoma said, her voice a quiet whisper.

She was the closest, Shorhe and Éjyona standing beyond. They had finished off the golems and the last of the circle breakers. None but the four of them were left alive. Tears burned down Kulrigiizhai's cheeks as Dëshoma stepped closer.

“Lady Kulrigiizhai, what new devilry hath that knave wrought?”

“He knowingly risked destroying the First Tree by mining the crystals because he knew that he could plant a new one.” Kulrigiizhai held the golden acorn before her. “He has turned my sister into it. He had molded her for it. Needed her to do it once he detonated the last crystal.”

“Why?” asked Shorhe. “Why would he do that?”

“To fix the world and be its savior when things are at their most dire,” Éjyona said. “He played the Hierophant and the corrupt priests to work his own ends, to make himself the hero who used his portals to reconnect the world, only to get stuck in a gem.”

The halfling laughed. “I love it.”

“Then there is no hope to undo what hath been done to thy sister, Lady Kulrigiizhai?” Dëshoma asked, her eyes haunted. “Unless thou wouldst doom the world.”

The elf nodded, feeling the pain. “She still must be fertilized, but she will grow and save the world. She will be immortal so long as no villains seek to break the world again.”

“Then we must be reunited with Lord Marcus and the others with all haste,” said Dëshoma. “I call upon the Supernal Realm to guide me in my journey through the dark! I beseech thee to send me a beatific love of thy gentle choir to illuminate the night! Let her appear before me and lead me through the perils of the world! Let the Supernal Realm's light flood out into this murky world!”

A glowing ball of light appeared, singing with joy. “Lady Dëshoma.”

“Noble Räshil. Once more, we doth require thee to guide us to safety that can only be found with Lord Marcus so I bid thee, guide us there safely.”

The light bobbed and then it led them north past the tower. Kulrigiizhai stumbled after Dëshoma, holding the acorn that was her sister to her breast. Tears spilled hot down her cheeks. Will I ever stop crying?


Chapter Forty-Four: Seed of Hope

Dëshoma

Räshil led Dëshoma and her lovers from the tragedy before the mage tower and back into the ruins of the city. Pain throbbed in Dëshoma's heart that they had failed to save Kulrigiizhai's sister and yet hope also rushed through her.

They had the means to plant a new First Tree and keep their broken world from falling apart. And it was failing. What happened here in Regalius must be happening across the world. Demons pouring out of rifts. New barriers thrusting out of the ground to cut off small sections of the land. The end had come. The dissolution could not be more than a week away.

Then all would be Chaos and Darkness. The Gods of Light and Order had put their faith into their Hierophant, trusted him, and he had betrayed them. He had succumbed to despair and saw no way out save the destruction of the entire world. A new beginning because he was too cowardly to inspire and uplift the people.

Dëshoma would never let that happen. Her father had put his faith upon her and her lovers. He had blessed them all. She kissed her bible once more, tears building in her eyes for a moment. He had been brought low by the vile forces who had betrayed the Gods of Light and Order, but in the end, he had regained himself.

She would not fail.

She marched after Räshil who led them towards a large building. It had a dome upon it that appeared to have collapsed. Inside, through the darkness, a shaft of light penetrated. It fell upon a room that was overgrown with plants that had emerged from the middle.

Dëshoma had no fear of enemies. Räshil led her. Shorhe marched forward with her sword ready anyways. Éjyona had her gun out. Kulrigiizhai... wept and stumbled in their wake. The wound to her poor heart bled freely.

I, too, doth know that pain, Dëshoma thought, shaking her head. At times, it doth quiver in my heart for we have both lost loved ones who persist near us in forms that bring little comfort. She stared at the image of her father embossed upon the leather cover of her bible. Her tears fell upon it. She almost swooned from the pain, but she didn't. She maintained her poise.

“Aphounga's shattered sword,” muttered Shorhe. “There's the thing we've been looking for.”

Dëshoma lifted her eyes to see Räshil floating out over a pool of blue water in the shaft of sunlight. She blinked at the sight of Regalius's Shardpool. The waters had that cerulean hue, unnatural and yet such a welcome sight. They were not trapped in this place forever.

“Not Lord Marcus, but a welcome sight for he shall travel here and find us,” Dëshoma said. She moved in deeper. “This place... It is overgrown with fertility which doth seem strange to me as if this was once a place of such rites.”

“It's a temple to Shuwëmeri,” said Shorhe. “There's a statue of her half-covered in vines. Then the temples to the other gods must be around here.”

“It was said there was a portal in the heart that led to the Palace of the Hierophant through which only the High Priests and the Emperor could enter. It seems so strange that we find ourselves so close to that knave and be unable to reach him as if this was all a mockery writ by that foul man and his allies, the Gods of Darkness and Chaos.” Dëshoma shook her head, her wimple and veil rustling.

“How long will it take for Marcus—”

Éjyona's words were cut off by a large quake. It shook the palace. Dëshoma stumbled but though Dexterity was her worst ability, she maintained her balance with grace, her round breasts bouncing. Her golden nipples sparkled in the sunlight.

A crack ripped open in the ground. Infernal screams shouted. From the ground boiled demons. Imps with vicious pitchforks and succubi with black wings and sultry smiles. Bearded demons with cruel malice writ on their faces, and hellhounds snarling with fury.

Kulrigiizhai's Psionic Rupture burst amid them. The blue explosion of psychic energy devoured them. The low-level demons evaporated. The rift stood open. A sulfurous reek filled the air. Then it ground closed, cutting off the screams of the Abyssal Realm.

“Level 60 was a bit too much for them,” Éjyona said. “They should have sent appropriate challenges.”

“The world is broken,” Dëshoma said. “Even in the Infernal Realms, things are breaking apart. I fear the dissolution that the Hierophant yearns for will soon fall upon us. That shall be a sad and dismal affair.”

“Yes, it is,” a male voice boomed.

Dëshoma whirled to see Lord Marcus striding into the room, the others behind him. Twist and Maria at his flanks, Thūwhi and Deillae at the rear. Marcus's cloak billowed behind him. He looked so gallant and strong, like the entire weight of the world rested on his shoulders and he did not care. He was too powerful for such petty concerns.

Iris buzzed around his head, her pink light dancing. She clapped her hands together and then zipped over to Dëshoma. The angelborn could scare keep track of the pixie's motion. She was a blur before she was off and flying towards the sobbing Kulrigiizhai.

Shorhe rushed to Deillae while Twist darted for Dëshoma herself. The dragonborn Ninja swept the Seer into a strong embrace. Scaled lips planted on her mouth. A tongue thrust into her lips, a stud piercing the tip. A shiver ran through the Seer. She clutched her lover so strongly.

“Deillae!” Shorhe cried.

“My orc!” Deillae gasped.

“Marcus,” Éjyona said. “You're almost looking steampunkish there.”

“You certainly are,” he said.

“Sup, Thūwhi,” Éjyona added. “And Maria. Wow, I really do love that boob-out look you got going on. They're so big and tantalizing.”

“You've seen them before,” Maria said. “What is wrong with Kulrigiizhai?”

Dëshoma broke the kiss and turned to see Marcus advancing on Kulrigiizhai. She held the golden acorn in her hand. Iris had alighted on it. She knelt atop it, stroking it with her hands. She pressed her head down on it and listened.

“Kulri,” Marcus said, his voice so soft. He cupped the elf's chin and lifted her gaze.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Marcus Aurelius lifted her gaze to meet his eyes. She quivered as she stared at the man who owned her. The tears kept falling down her cheeks. She couldn't stop crying. The pain and torment would never end. She had lost her little sister.

Her Night Lily.

“She's gone, isn't she?” Marcus said with such tender words.

“You were holding her!” The accusation burst from her lips.

Marcus nodded. “And when I appeared on the other side, she was gone.”

“He found her!” The elf raised her free hand and then she slapped him. He didn't so much as move. The sound echoed around her. “I had to face him without you!”

He closed his eyes.

“And I wasn't enough to save her.” She swayed there. “I wasn't enough to save my sister. He made her into this!”

She held up the golden acorn to him. It was then she noticed Iris hugging it. The elf was shocked to see the pixie, her wings buzzing behind her, rubbing her body over it like this was something to be loved. Like the acorn was a lover.

“She's got a strong heart,” Iris said. “Oh, my, there's such love in here. Yes, yes, she's going to be just perfect.”

Marcus frowned. “Perfect?”

Iris looked up. “Why, to save the world, Marcus Aurelius. That's why I summoned you, remember?”

*  \ * /  *

I frowned. “You summoned me?”

“Yes!” She smiled. “You stepped out of the Shardpool just when I needed you. I flew up to you and said, 'Marcus! I'm so glad you're here! You're just what the world needs. Shardhunters are going to restore Inferius whole again.' You were a little skeptical, but I was there to encourage you.”

“But you're just the helper companion all Shardhunters get. You didn't summon me.”

“That's so funny.” She giggled. “Of course I did. You came just when I needed you. When the world needed to be saved.” She threw her arms wide. “You're here to restore Inferius whole again. And what does it need? A new First Tree. A new beginning. This acorn has to be fertilized.”

“Where?”

She looked around. “I think that should be obvious. We're standing in her temple. Shuwëmeri. From her is birthed all. The Goddess of Fertility. She wasn't the first, that was Dihhomamer and Khoukiri. Light and Darkness. They were the first created. But Shuwëmeri is very important to getting things to exist. You're going to have to get to the Supernal Realm to do that.”

“Okay,” I said, my cheek still burning from Kulrigiizhai's slap. “How do we get there?”

“Mmm, that's a good question,” Iris said. “Dëshoma knows the answer. Don't you?”

“As do thee, Iris,” said Dëshoma. “For thou art a font of knowledge and the answer should be simple. The Hierophant's Palace. It is there that thou canst find the entrance to the Supernal Realm. The Gates of Pearl stand behind his throne, the angelic chorus singing just beyond.”

“Well, fuck me,” I said and then pulled out a shard from my pouch. “I just happen to have the way there.”

Dëshoma gasped.

Kulrigiizhai shook her head. “You would plant my sister and force her to be the only thing holding this world together. You would sacrifice her.”

I swallowed. “The world is dying.”

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

“And?” hissed the elf. She stared at him with such pain and turmoil in her. She didn't understand why she hated him and hated herself.

“And there are never good choices in life,” he said, cupping her cheek. “We failed your sister. We let her down, and now...” He took the acorn from her and gasped. He stared down at it. “You don't feel that?”

Her brow knitted.

She took the acorn from him and felt something warm in there. Something pulsing. She pressed the acorn to her ear. It twitched. She heard a whisper. A voice that was so weak and tiny. And one that was so playful and beautiful.

“Delicate Apple Blossom, I'm going to love them all.”

It was her sister's voice whispering to Kulrigiizhai. Delicate Apple Blossom. What her name meant in elven. A beautiful flower that lasts only for a day before it is shed from the tree. Something delicate, ephemeral, and rare. A name that held such great promise before being ripped off the tree after such a brief existence.

No, I lived up to my name. I fell into the muck, but now... Now I've been lifted by Marcus.

“I'm going to love them all!”

“You will.” The tears spilled from her eyes and fell down her cheeks. Then they landed on the golden acorn. She held the warm seed to her breast, pressing it against the thundering beat of her heart. “I'll make sure you will. A mighty tree, the Night Lily, will save our world.”

She turned to face Marcus. He smiled at her and nodded. They had to succeed. The world was dying. Broken. In her hands was the hope of its rebirth. She would not fail. She would see that her sister was planted and grew tall.

She was free of her pain, her heart allowed to flourish.

“Come on,” Marcus said. “It's time to leave this city.”

“To the Hierophant's Palace?” asked Kulrigiizhai.

Marcus shook his head. “Home. We are going home. We need a rest. We must be ready. This is it. All or nothing. We've failed to save Dëshoma's father, the First Tree, the halflings, and now your sister, but we still haven't lost. We still have a chance to save this world. We can't take any chances, can we?”

Kulrigiizhai shook her head. Her eyes trembled as she stared at him. Her ears twitched. “I'm sorry that I—”

“Don't be. I wasn't there like I promised. I was the one carrying your sister. I'm sorry I failed you both. I won't again.”

His arms pulled her to his chest. She pressed her cheek against the cold metal of his breastplate. Her Crusader held her in his arms. She felt... safe. Loved. Protected. She felt his heart beating with his passion even through the armor.

He would do it. He would save them all.

*  \ * /  *

I stepped into the Shardpool, my women around me. I looked back at the ruined city. This was the world's fate if we did not hurry. I closed my eyes and thought of home. The house Ashi built for us. The workshops. The green field. Our own patch of this world.

“I am still in shock that thou hast tamed a succubus, Lord Marcus,” said Dëshoma, staring at Thābi who stood on the outside of the women.

The succubus looked shy.

“That is a feat that most men could not accomplish for the depravity of the succubi comes straight from Zadeg's foul cock and doth fill them with such wanton passion that no man hath the faculties to resist.”

“Not unless they're as big of perverts as Marcussss,” Twist said.

“And his tentacles,” Maria added. “Those were a big help.”

“Yes, they were,” moaned Thābi. “He made me into his panting bitch with those tentacles. The way I came... He cuckolded Zadeg and made me his slut. Angel cutie, he is the new God of Lust.”

“Angel cutie?” Dëshoma gasped in shock.

“You are pretty cute, Lady Dëshoma,” I said, winking at her. “Ashi's going to flip her lid.”

Twist laughed. So did Shorhe.

“I am not surprised,” the orc Weapon Master said, that huge greatsword of hers resting on her shoulder. “He tamed a pair of lesbians with his cock. A succubus is nothing compared to that.”

“Not a woman you can't seduce,” Éjyona said. She winked up at me, her goggles thrust over her forehead.

“I am good,” I admitted, loving the jocularity.

Iris landed on my nose, shouting, “Let's go!”

A strange thought rippled through me, Why didn't any of the other Shardhunters have a pixie?

But, no, I was a player. They were still NPCs. I was the only player in this world, right? This wasn't the video game. It had to be something different. A new universe. Iris was just an artifact brought in with me, wasn't she?

Something foreign that had crossed into this world.

So why did she say she summoned me? That wasn't part of the video game introduction.

He sighed and then he took his women home. He needed rest. He needed Shelly's cooking and hear Okzira's boasts and see Nîya's bountiful breasts. GeeGee's grins and Ashi's narcissism. I could only imagine how many more statues of herself there were dotting our home. Aebussi's delight and Haîcze's airy passion. I missed my women.

Blue engulfed us. We traveled properly this time. Nothing blew us out of the universe. I opened my eyes and stared at my house. And there, kneeling before me wearing only her apron, was Shelly. A tray of refreshing snacks in her hand.

“Welcome home, Marcus,” Shelly said so brightly. “I had a feeling you were about to be back.”

I smiled. Yes, we needed to come home one last time.

To be concluded...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Goddess's Fertile Passion Awakened!
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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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